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Introduction
“God, I can’t stand him,” Amy said.
We were alone in the kitchen, tipping the plates into the sink with a loud clatter.
She turned her dark eyes on me. “The nerve of him!”
“Calm down, honey.” I tried to soothe her, but it was hopeless. “I think that half of the time, he’s just trying to get under your skin.”
“And the other half—he’s a big fucking asshole.”
“Can I help with anything?” came a soft, feminine voice. Amy and I looked to see Elise poking her pretty blond head in through the kitchen door.
Amy immediately shut her mouth and turned to the dishes, more out of embarrassment than anger. I replied for us. “No, I think we have everything under control, but thanks.”
“Okay. I just want to apologize for my husband’s comments, Amy. We all know Scott’s not always like this. You seem to bring it out in him.”
Amy shut off the sink and turned, sighing. “Elise, you’re the sweetest woman I have ever met. I have absolutely no idea why you put up with him.”
Elise stood in the doorway, tall and slim—but I wouldn’t call her sweet. With that blunt, blonde bob and deep blue eyes, she looked more like she’d come from a fashion show than wherever sweet girls come from. Gentle, though, I could buy, and like Amy, I didn’t understand why this striking twenty-four-year-old former model was with our asshole of a friend.
“Well, don’t stay in here too long,” Elise said. “I think he’s set his sights on your friend in your absence.”
“Oh God.” Amy groaned, hastening to rinse off the dishes. To me, she muttered, “I don’t know how you talked me into inviting him.”
“I better get back out there before things get too out of hand.” I pushed through the kitchen door.
Amy, Scott, and I had been close friends throughout law school. I suspected that Amy actually enjoyed the challenge that Scott offered her—so much so that I sometimes got a little jealous. Tonight was a big night for him; he’d just been promoted to junior partner in his law firm, a huge feat considering he was only twenty-eight and had passed the bar just four years back. When I offered to host a celebratory dinner at our place, he laughed and said sure, since his three-quarter-million dollar home wouldn’t be completed in time.
I let the comment go. His pompous statements didn’t affect me like they did Amy. My father was a lot like him and I’d grown up surrounded by ego and machismo. With Scott, like my father, I would either tolerate him and maintain the friendship, or I wouldn’t and he’d be out of my life.
Besides, in this case, I was the one with the three-quarters of a million dollar home, not him. Two lawyers and no kids in a household helped with that, even though neither of us were making junior partner any time soon.
Coincidentally, we had a couple guests for the weekend. Amy’s high school and college friend, Heather, was visiting from San Francisco with her latest boy toy. Heather had met Scott on a handful of occasions, and while Heather usually just laughed at his cockiness, maintaining that it was all just a big show, the idea of Scott picking on Heather clearly bothered Amy.
One step into the room and Scott was already digging into me. “You two really should get some help for that stuff.”
“That’s a good idea. You free weekday nights, buddy?”
Scott leaned back in his chair. Whenever he smiled like that, I wanted to beat it off his square-jawed face. “You couldn’t afford me.”
I shrugged.
He turned to Heather, continuing their conversation. “How many World Series of Poker champs have been women?”
“I don’t know,” Heather said. “But—“
“None.”
Heather shook her head. “You really think that men make better poker players than women?”
“I’ve seen it in the courtroom too many times. You women are so easy to read. You’re too...emotional.”
He was trying to get a reaction out of Heather but she wasn’t biting. She brushed her fingers through her copper hair, flipping the side-swept bangs from her almond-shaped eyes. Her skin was pale, her cheeks dusted with faint freckles, and with those eyes and wide mouth, I often thought of a cat. Right now, that cat regarded Scott with amused disbelief.
Amy entered before Heather could compose a comeback to Scott’s outrageous claim. “You did not just imply what I think you did.”
All heads swiveled to her.
“What about all those nights in law school?” she asked. “With my winnings, I feel like you paid more of my tuition than I did.”
“I hadn’t refined my skills yet, dear,” Scott said. “If I used the techniques I know now back then, you wouldn’t have stood a chance.”
As my wife fixed her eyes on Scott, I fixed mine on her and reminded myself to stop taking her for granted. She’d been regularly attending a yoga studio for over a year, but it still surprised me to see how good she looked—especially when she wore clothes that clung like her pinstriped trousers and snug black sweater. With dark eyes, full lips, and a rich tan, Amy had always been beautiful, just on the softer side. She’d not only lost the few pounds she wanted to, she’d lost a few more, replacing it with a toned body that I couldn’t get enough of at night.
“Why don’t you put your money where your mouth is?” Scott asked. “We’ve got cards here. How about it?”
Scott had been picking on her more lately. He’d also made a few off-hand comments to me about “wife-swapping” or letting him “have a go” at her. If he was serious, I wonder how obvious he was being?
After a long silence, Amy finally replied. “I don’t think our guests are that into poker. I wouldn’t want to bore everyone else.”
“I’ll play.” Heather was always enthusiastic. She also liked to push the envelope. “As long as it’s strip poker!”
Amy groaned, looking at her friend. She didn’t always know how to deal with her often exuberant friend. “Heather, I’m a lawyer. I strip people of their pride, not their clothes.”
I chuckled.
Heather pressed on. “Strip him of both. It’ll be fun.”
“It just isn’t real poker. It’s just a stupid way to randomize the order everyone takes their clothes off. It’s all luck and no skill.” Amy shook her head. “It’s not real poker.”
“Now hold on.” Whenever Scott held up his hand, it meant trouble, and his hand was poised like a preacher’s. “I think we can play a modified version that would actually take skill into account.”
Amy folded her arms under her full breasts and tapped her left foot. “I’d love to hear this, but I don’t think it’s going to happen. Right guys?” She looked around the room, hoping to garner support for herself.
No one would meet her eyes but me, and I just shrugged. The thought of seeing any of these women naked was fueling my semi-drunken mind in that direction. Heather, the beautiful pale redhead, had always intrigued me, and Elise was a former model, after all. The only thing that gave me any doubts was the fact that both Scott and Trey, Heather’s date, would get to see my wife naked.
“Ah, I see.” She nodded. “Well then, let’s hear it, oh great one.”
Scott smiled, choosing to take the sarcastic comment at face value.
“Well, the reason traditional strip poker... ha, traditional…” Scott laughed. “The reason strip poker isn’t a skill game is because it doesn’t involve betting and the raising of stakes; the low hands must remove an article of clothing. Not much more to it. What if we added stakes? We could play it Texas Hold’em style—only the person to the left of the dealer starts the betting by saying, I bet my shirt that I have the highest hand. Others have the option to fold or call. Play continues like normal Texas: flop three cards, then betting, then a fourth card, then betting, then a fifth card. The winner doesn’t have to do anything, while the losers must do what the final bet was. So if no one re-raised the shirt, then all the losers would have to take off their shirts.”
Amy looked dubious. “Sounds a little screwy to me. How would a re-raise work?”
“If someone thought they had a higher hand, then they could up the bet. I’ll see your shirt, and raise you a pair of pants. If everyone folded, then they would still have to lose their shirts. Just like in normal poker!” Scott got into it as the idea materialized. His voice rose the same way it did during his closing arguments in the courtroom.
“Sounds like the game could go really fast,” Amy said. “What happens when we’re out of clothes in about three rounds?”
“Well, I suppose that not all the raises would have to be remove an article of clothing. They could be any kind of dare. Or, for that matter, any truth.”
I had to admit, Scott was onto something. “Sounds like a dream to jerk off to at night, Scott, but I—“
“I think it sounds fun, don’t you, Trey?” Heather said. She was practically bouncing on the couch next to her gym trainer boyfriend.
Trey, who hadn’t said very much that evening, shrugged. “I’ll play if you want to, honey, although someone will have to explain the rules to me again.”
Amy was looking around the room in disbelief. “Elise, Ben, what about you two?”
I couldn’t meet my wife’s eyes, so I looked at Elise. She was looking at me already, and I couldn’t keep eye contact with her, either. I dropped my gaze and they quickly seized on something else they liked: a lithe body sheathed in a ribbed turtleneck sweater—her little breasts pushing nicely through the tight cotton—and lower still, the band of lightly tanned skin where the sweater ended and the low-slung designer jeans began. It suddenly occurred to me how much I’d like to see this woman naked and I colored in my guilt.
She saw it, too, and seemed to take that as my answer. “Sure, I’ll do it. Why not?” Her voice was soft but confident.
“And my husband? I suppose you wouldn’t mind getting naked with this group?” There was disdain there, yes, but also a hint of something else... excitement? Was the prospect of strip poker getting to her?
“I’ll play, but only if you want to,” I said. “I know you’re better than Scott, so I’m not worried about it.”
“Fine,” Amy said. “But I’m going to need a smoke first. And a drink.”
“I’ll get the drinks,” Heather offered.
“And I’ll share a smoke with you.” Elise followed Amy out onto the patio after Amy had retrieved her pack from the roll-top desk. Amy had kept up the airs of being sober the whole night, but her going out to smoke a cigarette was my first indication that she was slightly drunk. Amy never smoked unless alcohol was involved.
“You coming, Scott?” asked Elise. Scott was the other smoker in the group. My wife’s face tensed, but Scott shook his head.
“You go on without me. I’ll grab one in a bit.”
I watched the two women head for the patio, admiring their backsides as they went. Elise seemed to glide across the floor lazily with that model-learned stride, one foot in front of the other, slender hips swaying. Her sassy bob left her long, swan-like neck bare and vulnerable. Her dark jeans conformed to her small but round derriere, sitting low enough on her hips that she would have to be careful if she were to bend down, and made me wonder about her underwear. Two dimples formed hollow pin pricks just above her buttocks where her evenly tanned skin seemed to stretch endlessly before the white ribbed sweater began.
I had to tear my eyes from her, focusing on my own sexy wife. I wished that she would wear jeans like that: low riding and wonderfully tight. She certainly had the body for it, but despite all her exercise, old insecurities die hard. Still, her dark slacks were tight enough—just not low—and I loved Amy’s fuller body, more a lingerie model than runway.
“Thinking what I’m thinking?” Scott winked in the girls’ direction. Trey had gone with Heather to replenish our drinks. “This is going to be one incredible night, dude.”
“Don’t get your hopes up. Don’t you remember how good a poker player Amy was back in school?”
Scott opened his eyes wide with feigned surrender. “Hey, that was four years ago. I’m a different Scott than the one you knew back then.”
“Right,” I said. “Instead of chasing all the members of the women’s tennis team, you decided to marry one. Big change there.”
“You’re just jealous.”
I also wasn’t being fair. While Scott had a history of being the bachelor-to-be-with, he usually tended towards the one girl at a time approach. Sometimes, these girls would only last a few months, but he wasn’t typically the guy who slept around. He was always attracted to young, thin athletic types, and Elise seemed to be the perfect match.
I fully understood what he saw in her. What I couldn’t figure out was what she saw in him. Sure, he was good looking in a rugged, GQ kind of way. Too tall for his own good, his blond hair had gone sandy since college, but he wore his maturity well. Yet when you looked past all that, as Amy said, he was still an asshole, and Elise was so nice.
“Cat got your tongue?” he said.
“I’m sorry, what?”
“I was asking if you wanted to wager on it. I think I can totally beat Amy. Especially at strip poker.”
He had a point. Strip poker came with higher stakes—ones that could put Amy off her game. But I couldn’t back down. My pride was on the line. “Doesn’t matter. Amy’s still a better player than you.”
“I like the fire, Ben, but save it for later, when things really heat up.”
“I think that’s just wishful thinking.”
“Maybe. Maybe not. I think this group has a lot of potential. Even Amy. Especially Amy.”
“Are you sure we’re talking about the same person?” I thought of my wife. She was always the most responsible of the three of us back in school. That didn’t change after graduation.
“She can get crazy.”
“Not in the way that you have in mind,” I said.
“She agreed to play strip poker, didn’t she?”
“So what’s the bet, asshole?”
Scott chuckled. “If I keep my clothes on longer than Amy, then I don’t want you playing the part of jealous husband.”
“What the hell’s that mean?” I had an inkling and didn’t like where this was going.
“Just that if things start to happen, let them happen. Don’t step in and shut them down.”
“I don’t think so. I don’t want to play the game you’re suggesting—“
“Really?” Scott said. “I’ve seen the way you look at Elise. You agreed to play this game. Don’t tell me my wife didn’t have something to do with that...”
“I—“
“I’m not jealous, man. And I’m not asking to bang your wife—she couldn’t handle me, anyway. I’m just saying that you need to let the night play out.”
“If you win,” I said.
“If I win.”
I felt trapped and wanted to voice an objection to the judge. But this wasn’t court and Scott sure as hell wasn’t a judge. “Deal. And if you get naked before she does, the game ends.”
Hesitation flickered in his blue eyes, but he agreed. “Fine. If that’s really what you want.”
Was it? Heather returned with a tray of drinks before I could change my mind. The deal was on.
“What took you so long?” Scott turned his charisma on the youthful redhead.
“Don’t you wish you knew.” Heather maintained a steady gaze with my friend. She popped open a Sam Adams and batted her lashes coyly. Trey entered behind her, placing a large hand on the small of her back. The mocha-skinned personal trainer towered over Heather and my mind filled with lewd thoughts of how he must manhandle her—not for the first time.
I shook my head, but one thought remained: tonight was going to be interesting.



Round 1
“Okay, so explain the rules to me one more time?” Trey asked.
We settled around the dinner table with two stacks of shuffled cards and nervous hearts.
“It works just like a normal Texas Hold’em game. Basically, two cards are dealt to each person face down. These cards can only be used by you. Then five cards are dealt face up. These can be used by anyone. The winner is the person who can make the best card out of those seven cards.”
“Just like the World Series of Poker,” Trey said, nodding his head with reluctant understanding.
“Exactly. Now, rather than betting chips, we’re betting... dares, essentially,” Scott continued. “Since the idea of the game is strip poker, those dares should usually consist of removing some clothing. To keep it interesting, I think we should impose a rule that the person to the left of the dealer must bet something, be it a dare or an article of clothing. That way, there will be at least one bet a round. Sound good?”
We all agreed. It was easy to agree to something when it sounded so dry—even something like strip poker. Half the table was composed of lawyers, though, and this is how we rolled.
“Betting is going to be a little bit looser than it would be with chips.” Scott had thought this scenario all the way through. “If you think you’ve got a good hand, then you can raise the current bet by raising the seriousness of the dare. The other players can then either call and we move to the next round of betting, or they can fold, in which case they must pay the original bet.” He paused at our glassed over expressions. “I think this will make a little bit more sense once we start playing. The real trick is deciding on what counts as a more serious dare, but I think that as long as both sides agree, then everything should be copasetic.”
Trey mouthed the word without understanding it.
“Everything will be cool,” Scott said.
“So who deals first?” Heather was practically bouncing with excitement.
“Why don’t we draw for it?”
“Good idea.” Scott had taken control of this group.
I took stock of the group’s clothing situation as we each took a card from the deck. Amy looked most prepared; in addition to her pinstripe pants and black sweater, she wore a white blouse beneath, shoes, and bra and panties. All of us guys wore some variation of shirt/pants/underwear/shoes/socks, although Scott wore a sweater as well. Elise sat pretty and demure in her skinny jeans and turtleneck sweater, and Heather wore a skirt with her blouse and heels.
The cards dictated that I was dealer, which meant Amy, to my left, was the first blind bet. After the cards went around, I checked out what I had. Two tens. Not bad. All eyes on Amy, she carefully turned the corner of her cards up and peeked under. “So I start the round of betting, right? And I can’t fold?”
“That’s right.” Scott studied her carefully and checked his cards again.
“Okay. I bet my sweater.”
I sucked in breath. This was really happening. I met Amy’s gaze. If my wife had been swapped out for a doppelganger, she had my wife’s same eyes, dark and stubborn.
Betting went to Trey, to her left, who wasn’t wearing a sweater. He turned to look at Scott for clarification.
“Since you don’t have a sweater, Trey, then your shirt is probably of equal value. Is that okay with you, Amy?”
She shrugged. “This is your stupid game. If you think it’s fine, then it’s fine, right?”
Amy obviously wasn’t getting into the spirit of this finely thought-out game.
“OK, I call with my shirt.”
Heather folded, and Scott, after a moment of thought, followed. Elise folded. My two tens were looking pretty, so I called. Next came the flop: three cards dealt face up. An ace, a nine, and a three. No help for me.
“So now I get to either check or raise?” Amy’s face looked more tense than it was a minute ago. Scott nodded and she announced, “I raise to a sweater and my shoes.”
“Big raise!” Scott sat back in his chair and continued to watch her carefully, even as he taunted her.
Trey called her, and then betting came back to me. I didn’t really like that look on her face, nor the calm enthusiasm she showed with the raise. Most telling of all, though, was that Scott’s jab didn’t seem to bother her very much. I folded.
Next card was a ten and I silently cursed myself.
Amy leapt into action. “I raise again. My sweater, shoes, and pants.”
“So, for me to stay in the game, I need to agree to take off my shirt, shoes, and pants?” The question was directed at Scott, who nodded. “I’d be practically naked. Already! I fold.” Everyone laughed.
Trey tossed his cards face up, showing that he had nothing but a pair of threes.
Despite her disdain for the game, Amy couldn’t help smiling at her win. “Take it off, big boy.”
“I just have to take off my shirt and shoes, right?”
“Mmm hmm.”
I started wondering if Amy’s excitement wasn’t just from the win. Trey was probably the best looking guy at the table—if you liked the tall, dark, and muscular look. His goatee was trimmed pencil thin, outlining his mouth and lips, following his jaw line up to his shiny, bald head. In his peasant-shirt-for-guys that hinted at a broad chest, he looked like he’d stepped off the cover of a romance novel. When he stripped out of it, revealing a taut white tank top that didn’t do much to hide his chiseled pecs, I wondered if he had appeared on the cover of a Harlequin romance or two.
Heather leaned against him, running her hands up over his thick arms. She winked at Amy. “Wait til you see his abs.”
Amy tore her eyes away. Jealousy plucked a discordant note in me, soft and distant.
“What did you have?” Scott asked Amy once the women were finished ogling Trey.
“Guess you’ll never know.” She passed her cards to me to shuffle.
Next round was dealt by Amy, who gave me crap with a three and a five, unsuited. Trey made his mandatory bet of his pants, although he didn’t look too happy about it. Everyone folded until Elise, who called but asked if she could take off her top instead. Trey, mesmerized by the blonde, agreed quickly. I folded and Amy decided to call. The flop came, and everyone checked around. This continued until the fifth card was dealt. Trey and Elise checked.
Amy, after taking one last look at her cards, said, “I’ll bet all of my clothes.” It was as close to all in as possible, and it was enough to force Elise and Trey to fold. No one wanted to be naked this early in the game.
Nice move, I thought. Glancing at Scott, I saw he looked impressed as well.
First, Trey removed his jeans. His calves and thighs were huge but it was the bulge that rested in his black boxer briefs that really grabbed the girls’ attention. Like the rest of his muscled body, it looked massive, and it wasn’t even hard. I stole a quick look at Amy, who was as mesmerized as a teenage girl.
“Alright, enough show.” Trey smiled at the appreciative looks of the women. “Your turn.”
Elise gave us all a coy look as she crossed her arms at the hemline of her tight sweater, pulling it over her body. Her narrow waist was centered with a delicate little navel and looked very soft, yet very flat. As she stretched to pull the top free, I noted her ribcage before she was left in nothing but a lacy blue bra that cupped her small breasts. Her skin was flawless, softly tanned, and probably just as soft to touch.
Trey shifted in his seat, his hands covering his crotch to hide his growing excitement. He grabbed the cards, eager to move things along. “Next round, my deal.”
After about a half hour of play, I had lost my shirt, Heather and Elise had given up their shoes, and poor Trey was in nothing but his boxer briefs. Just as Heather had promised, the ridges of his abs bristled with enviable definition.
As Amy kept winning hands and Trey kept losing clothes, my wife’s confidence soared. I hadn’t seen this side of her in a long time. I couldn’t explain it, but watching her swagger turned me on, even if it was for another man. Trey flirted back, getting past that initial modesty when he pulled his wife-beater off with an exaggerated flex. He may have been all brawn and no brains, but he knew how to use what he had.
Amy and Scott had yet to lose a hand, leaving them fully clothed. Everyone had begun the night playing tentatively, but as hands and clothes were swept aside, I began to wonder just how crazy the night could get.
Of course, it was Scott who had to push it. “I raise... two pieces,” he said. The betting was down to Heather and Scott, and while I was hoping that Scott would finally be taken down a peg or two, I was perfectly willing to see Heather in nothing but a bra and panties.
“Sure,” she said calmly without even looking at her cards. “And I’ll even raise you a truth.”
He smiled at her, taking his time to think about it. “My only reservation here is what question to ask you,” he said, smiling at her. “Call.”
They flipped their cards over, both confidently, but it was Scott who got to keep his confidence. He clapped his hands and actually stood up when he learned his three Kings would beat Heather’s three Jacks. “Yes! Let’s see some skin, sugar.”
Heather sighed with resignation, but didn’t really look too upset as she pulled her shirt off. Her tits, backed into a lacy black bra, were as creamy as the rest of her complexion, covered with that cute dusting of freckles. Standing, she smiled at Scott before reaching under her short skirt, surprising us all when she pulled off her panties. She threw a black thong that matched her lacy bra. “I never said which two pieces.”
She sat down, snuggling against Trey’s large frame, and crossed her shapely legs. I had to shake my head to stop my mind from thinking about her nudity under the skirt.
“Hmm...” Scott thought out loud. “Let’s start the truths out tame. Giving or receiving?”
Her smiled showed a wide row of white teeth, “Giving, of course.” She’d released her hair from its high ponytail, coiling the red locks around her finger. Her smile was feline, her cheekbones set high on her angular face.
The cards went around and Trey, down to his boxers, asked if he could start the betting off with a truth.
Scott, our official keeper of the rules, considered a moment, then shrugged. “I don’t see why not. Sure.”
Heather called, as did the rest of us until it came back around to Amy, who folded. The flop was no help for me and I planned to fold if there was any raise at all. There wasn’t, so I stayed it. Fourth card—fourth street—came and went without a raise. When the fifth and final card fell, Heather paused and considered. She was down to two pieces of clothing, and losing either one would expose something. “What the hell. I raise my bra.”
“I’ll wager my sweater at the chance to see those beauties.” Scott called the redhead’s raise.
Elise, who still had her jeans on, folded nonetheless, which left me. No card had helped, so I threw my cards into the pot.
“What do you have?” Scott asked.
“Pair of nines?” Heather’s voice lacked any confidence.
Scott just grinned. “That beats me! What’ll the truth be? And remember, the same question for everyone.” He mucked his cards without showing them, then pulled his sweater over his head. He had a button down shirt beneath, and it looked like an undershirt under that. Jesus, had he planned this all along?
“How many women have you guys slept with?” She turned her big gray eyes on her date first.
“Oh, that’s not fair!” Poor Trey. How was he ever going to keep up with Heather?
“You have to answer, and you have to answer truthfully.”
“Um... I’m not really sure. More than twenty?” His answer seemed to surprise even Heather.
“That explains a few things.”
What a smile the two of them shared.
“And you, Ben?”
“Three,” I said.
She nodded, turning to Scott. “I’ve been with ten, but that’s all you guys are going to know.”
“Ooh, the big mystery,” Heather mocked. She was partly right. Doing a quick count in my head, I could only come up with eight girls that he should have slept with. We’d known each other a long time. He’d had two girlfriends in high school, then two in college. Like I said before, Scott was actually a relationship guy, so I knew there would be no others besides those four. There was a period, just before he’d met Elise, where he really did sleep with a number of girls on the tennis team, but I always figured that number was four. Add Elise, and his total should have been nine, not ten.
I’d have to ask him about it later.
“Elise, you don’t really have to answer,” Heather chuckled, reaching for her beer.
The lithe blonde surprised everyone by saying, “Well, even though you technically directed the question at guys, I’ll answer anyway. Three.”
Heather hesitated. “Three guys?”
Elise’s smile just barely touched the corners of her lips. “That wasn’t the question.”
My hard on, which had been threatening all night long, suddenly sprung to life, and judging by the uncomfortable shifting of the other two guys, they were in a similar state. Scott’s mystery tenth girl was now the farthest thing from my mind.
As though it needed more explanation, Elise carried on. “I modeled in high school and early college, and even kept it up a little while I played the tennis circuits. The parties can get a little crazy.”
We sat there in silence, letting it sink in before Trey picked up the cards and dealt around. Heather was once again forced to make a decision.
She sighed. “Okay, I’ll wager a truth here.”
Scott folded, Elise called. I was staring at a ten, eight suited. Not the best hand, but worth a truth. My wife was quickly in, and Trey folded fast.
Just me and the three women. This could be good, if I could only win. Fortune smiled on me with a flop of a ten, eight, two. Heather checked, Elise checked, I raised my pants. Amy paused a moment to consider, then called.
“Sure, hubby. I’ll play your little game.”
“So kind of you.”
She winked, then giggled. It had been a while since I’d seen her so vibrant. We’d been so caught up in our careers and our seventy-hour work weeks. How could I take her for granted?
As we were busy mooning at each other, Heather folded and Elise called with her low-rise jeans. Next card was no help to anyone. Elise checked and I again raised.
“In addition to the truth and the pants, I raise my final piece of clothing.”
Amy checked her cards. “I’ll call you if my sweater counts.”
“Sure. Elise?”
“I fold.” She pushed her cards forward a couple inches.
“Last card.” Heather flipped over a ten.
There it was. I had a full house. “In addition to all those other things, if I win, then I want you to buy some jeans like Elise’s.”
She smiled wryly at me. I’d been trying to get her to wear sexier jeans since the day she started going to yoga. She had a body, she should show it off. “Well, I’ll call if you shave off your goatee.”
I laughed out loud. She’d been trying to get me to do this ever since I grew it three years ago. I stroked my dark goatee a few times, pretending to think about my decision but knowing I had the hand won. “Deal, but in that case, you’re going to have to only wear the low-rise jeans.”
“Fine. Full house, tens over twos.”
I feigned defeat as she stared smugly at me. This was going to be satisfying. “That’s a good hand,” I said. “Too bad it doesn’t beat tens over eights.”
My wife’s mouth hung open. I winked and turned to Elise, who was already standing up. The blonde turned her profile to me, her body long and lean as she unbuttoned her tight jeans. Elise’s breasts were smaller than my wife’s, but they looked perfect for her.
Bending at the knees, she slowly peeled her skinny jeans off her body. To me, her panties looked like nothing more than a pale blue string that rode low across her narrow hip. Stepping out of the jeans, she hung them carefully over the back of her seat, at last giving me a view of her nearly naked ass covered in nothing but a g-string.
Amy shifted in her seat as our eyes turned to her. “After that body, how can anyone compete?”
She was selling herself short, but there was no right way to tell her that. Instead, I started a silly chant of “take it off,” which the rest of us picked up. Amy rolled her eyes. Thanks a lot, my love, she seemed to say before slipping from her seat and pulling her sweater over her head.
I could just see her flowery bra through her loose white blouse. Without being prompted, she unbuttoned the pinstriped slacks and pulled them down along her legs. For a brief moment, we got a glimpse of her panties—lacy blue and yellow boy-shorts, tight over her full buttocks. As she straightened, her white shirt tails fell over her hips, hiding her sexy lingerie from view.
My eyes lingered like the rest of the group before I found my voice. “Now for my question.” Alcohol and the charged atmosphere at the table helped me ask my question, although my face still lit up as I asked it. “Please describe your grooming habits... down there. Amy, of course I know, but no one else does.”
“How can you be so sure?” That was Scott being Scott.
You either tolerate him, or you don’t, I reminded myself. He was pushing the latter this evening.
Amy sensed my frustration and answered. “I don’t do anything down there. I’m au naturale.” It was a small point of contention. I’d asked her to trim it in the past and had received nothing but rebuffs.
“Heather?”
A little bit embarrassed, Heather replied, “I trim it.”
Trey looked at her. “Trim it? You do more than that!”
“Okay, I shave most of it off. But I keep a little triangle above.”
My hard on twitched as my mind pictured it. “And Elise?”
“I wax it all.” Just like that. She could have been talking about what she had for lunch that day. My cock didn’t react like it was nothing, though.
“Get enough masturbation material there?” Amy didn’t look happy.
“Not yet.” A plan began to form.
Heather dealt me an unmatched two, seven. A fold hand if I ever saw one. Going around, Scott, who was big blind, said, “I’m in with my shirt.”
Elise folded, as did I. Amy, who was dressed in her white blouse, panties, and a bra, called.
Trey folded, of course, as did Heather, which left Scott and Amy. The big showdown.
The flop came. Scott charged out the gate. “I’ll bet my pants, shoes, and undershirt if you take it all off.” He was baiting her with that leer. I could see it in the way her jaw set. If looks could kill, Scott would have been murdered years ago. He knew how to turn her competitive spirit against her. Always had.
“I call.”
I gasped. She fell for that?
Heather flipped over the fourth card, but my mind was already working out what followed next: if Amy were to lose this hand, then I’d lose my side bet to Scott. My wife would be naked first, and that meant he’d have free reign with his bets and dares, and I had a good idea where he’d lead this group by the end of the night. I started working out loopholes and disqualifiers as the hand played itself out.
The board held three spades. Amy had called a monster bet the round before—the biggest bet of the night other than her own “all in.” She couldn’t have been hunting for that spade, right?
Still, Scott hesitated. “Check.”
“I’ll raise you.” Amy’s voice was calm. “I want to see you naked.”
Fuck. She just walked into his trap. My stomach tightened.
“I knew it.” He winked. God, what a cocky SOB. “And what will you put up in return?”
“In return? But I’ll already be naked...” Finally, she slowed down. Finally, she began to see the trap—too late.
“Right, but you’ll be naked if we end this hand right now. What would you say if I asked you to give us a little show…?”
Her face went pale. “A show?”
“Yes. Once you’ve stripped off all your clothing, would you masturbate for us?”
“Jesus, man.” The words tumbled out of my lips, but at least I wasn’t the only one to react. Trey’s mouth fell open. Heather’s eyes went wide.
Even Elise put a hand on Scott’s shoulder and whispered, “Honey...”
The room was dead silent. Scott offered no apology or retraction. All eyes leveled on Amy.
“Fine. But only because I know I’m going to win.”
My heart rattled and rushed, saturating my brain with blood. Dizzy, I almost closed my eyes. Almost. Like a train wreck, I couldn’t not watch.
“Interesting answer.” Scott scratched his blond head in thought. “I fold.”
At first, I was as confused as Trey had been when we’d started. What had just happened? What was happening now? Amy looked outraged, nostrils flaring.
Scott just leaned back, held up his hands, and shrugged. “I never said I’d call you. I was just wondering what you’d say. Hypothetically speaking.”
“You asshole!” Amy stood up and pointed down at him. We all caught a glimpse of her legs once again, and the curve of her firm butt cheeks.
Scott just shrugged and threw his cards in, face down. “Nice play.”
I wasn’t sure if he was talking about himself or my wife. He’d just got Amy to admit how far she’d be willing to go in this game—much farther than I thought she would.
Ignoring the hot women dressed in lingerie, we were transported back to the Wild West and my wife looked like she was about to challenge Scott to a gunfight. The silence was deafening.
“Take off your fucking clothes.” Amy sat down and crossed her arms beneath her breasts. As she watched him remove his shirt and pants, her mood was quite different than it had been with Trey.
Scott was tall and broad, his chest covered in a thin layer of light brown curls, and when he crossed his arms and grinned, his biceps suggested gym time.
The next few rounds were subdued. No one bet more than a truth. No one dared. We learned that Scott’s favorite position was doggy, while Heather enjoyed reverse cowboy and Elise liked it when she was taken against the wall (a visual image that surprised and aroused me). None of the girls, or Trey, had tried anal. Heather had used her breasts to pleasure a man, and when Trey told us that he’d had it done in the past, Heather’s blush left little mystery as to who that was.
“How many times do you all masturbate?” It was Heather’s question. She’d won the round against all five of us, although continuing the tradition of truth-only bets, she’d only won the question.
Scott’s answer was typical Scott. “Elise takes care of all my needs.”
Elise rolled her eyes. “So all that porn in your internet history is for research?”
“Of course. Looking for ways to please my beautiful wife.”
“You’re not lawyering your way out of this one, dear.” If it were anyone else trying to wrangle Scott, things would have turned ugly. Elise did it so sweetly.
“Fine. Two or three times a week, I guess.”
“Very interesting. Kind of like how I go to yoga two or three times a week,” Elise said.
Was the cocky Scott actually blushing? “I think it’s your turn next, dear.”
“Oh, my loving husband takes care of all my needs.” She batted her lashes. To the rest of us, she said, “But it’s not just about needs, is it? I take care of myself at least once a week, depending on how much Scott’s working. How about you, Ben?”
Heather asking me how much I masturbate was extreme, but not beyond her; Elise, on the other hand, made me feel like a middle school kid being called out in class by the hot teacher. Then, there was the matter of Amy on the other side of me, who was surely watching me like a hawk. We never talked about this—we never talked this openly about sex at all. I considered lying, but with two lawyers present—and Elise, who had a way of seeing right into your soul—I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to get away with it.
“Every other day.”
I didn’t want to look at Amy, but I did. I expected to see venom, but only saw quiet curiosity. She nodded slowly, processing it. We’d put our love life on hold for our careers, and that had taken a toll on our sex life. Either she was too tired, or I was. But I still had needs, and sometimes, it was just easier. I didn’t dare say all that in front of this group—especially Scott. So instead, I put on a brave face. “You?”
I didn’t think she did and expected that confirmation. Instead, she fingered her cards and hesitated. Really?
“Every day.”
Really?!
Red blossomed across her face like a sunrise. She took a deep breath and leveled her eyes on me. The challenge was back. She dared me to say a thing.
Scott spoke for me. “Ben not doing it for you?”
She didn’t even look at him. “Oh, he satisfies me just fine. But like your wife said, it’s not all about needs. It’s about having fun.”
I wanted to drag her upstairs and fuck her until she screamed. Was this my wife talking? The woman who considered mopping the kitchen floor a form of relaxation? The woman who hushed her moans during sex like her father was still in the next room?
I didn’t even hear Trey’s answer. I was too busy wrapping my brain around Amy’s revelation. Amidst of desire and amazement, something prickly and unsettling was born. Regardless of what she’d just told Scott, if she was playing with herself at least once a day, how satisfied could she be?
Amy reached for the cards. She knew me. Knew where my mind was going and tried to head it off.
“My deal,” she said.
I didn’t even look at my cards until the betting came around to me. I shook my head and tugged at my beer to focus. Trey had somehow managed to keep his boxers, despite all the previous rounds, but now he had to bet.
“You bet a truth?” I asked.
He nodded, and Elise added that she’d called.
I finally checked my cards. Pocket kings. Well that was enough to get my mind off Amy—for the moment, anyway. “I raise. Your truth and my pants.”
“I’m out.” Trey tossed his cards to Amy and excused himself for the bathroom.
Elise took longer to consider. The blonde was down to her bra and panties, so losing now would be a serious blow. Calling me before the flop was a risky proposition. She checked her cards quietly and darted a glance up at me. “I’ll raise. A truth, and my bra and panties. But there’s a catch. You can keep all your clothes on if you would shave your goatee instead.”
I scratched my chin. The hair was soft and straight thanks to my Asian blood and only a wispy trail connected the hair on my lip to the hair on my chin. But it was still mine.
“Is it really that offensive?”
“No, but I’ve always thought you’d look better without. You have a nice jaw.”
Getting a compliment from Elise was like the Pope telling you that he admired your devotion. My ego preened. Still, it wasn’t an easy thing to give up.
“Do any of you realize how long it took me to grow this? It’s not easy, being half-Chinese.” I’d done it on a whim, three years ago. It had taken almost four months, and I still got a thrill trimming it. Still, the prospect of seeing Elise naked, bare breasts and all, was not easy to pass up. I flipped over my kings. “Call. Er... all in, I guess.”
I could feel my wife’s gaze on me and ignored it.
“All in.” Elise smiled as she flipped her cards over. Two aces. Shit. “This one’s for you, Amy.”
“For me?” Amy tipped her head.
“Consider it my apology for how my husband’s been acting all night.”
“Hey!” Scott came alive, but I was the one with the louder protest.
“He acts like an asshole and I pay the consequences?” I said.
“Sounds familiar.” Amy patted my arm. “You still have three cards left.”
Unfortunately for me, the first card she flipped was another ace. I didn’t wait for the next two cards. I just stood and turned to the smirking bunch.
“This may take a little while. You guys might want to take a break.”
I exited the room, not sure who I was most pissed with: Amy, for putting the idea in Elise’s head; Elise, for making the bet; or Scott, just for being himself. I decided on Scott. Getting pissed off at my old friend came naturally.
Upstairs, I took a pair of clippers and began the process of shaving my chin bare. I watched the transformation in the mirror. In addition to the act of defiance against my Chinese blood, the facial hair added maturity to my face. The last time I’d been clean shaven, I was carded every time I went out to a bar. With the goatee, I was rarely asked for my ID.
“I think it’ll look good, honey.”
Amy appeared behind me in the mirror. She smiled, but not to gloat.
“Looks like you finally got your way.” I lathered my face as she stepped closer.
“Haven’t you figured it out yet? I always get my way.” She wrapped her arms around me. She felt warm against my shirtless back. She traced the contours of my modest pecs. “You’re so sexy.”
We watched my razor skim along my chin. The blade snagged and protested, but eventually my chin was bare. Amy touched it. Her fingers felt strange, but not unpleasant.
“So…every day, huh?”
Our eyes met in the mirror.
“Yeah.”
I continued to shave. “I didn’t know you did it at all.”
“Are you mad?”
That was a great question. I didn’t think so, although I heard the pop and crackle like I could. “No, of course not. It’s just surprising is all.”
“Tonight’s full of surprises, isn’t it?” She hesitated. “How far do you think this game will go?”
Now was my chance to shut it down. I could tell Amy that I didn’t want it to go much farther, and I wouldn’t be breaking my side bet with Scott. But that was the thing: I wasn’t sure I wanted to shut it down.
“I didn’t think you were into muscles.”
Amy blushed. “I mean, I couldn’t date him, but Trey is pretty hot.”
“So you could fuck him?”
“I didn’t say that.”
“I know, but could you?”
“I’d never cheat on you.”
“We’re undressing in front of our friends. There seems to be a new set of rules tonight. I don’t think cheating applies.” Were these words really coming out of my mouth? I seemed to have lost my sense with my facial hair.
“You’d be okay with it? Really?” She clearly didn’t believe me.
“I don’t know.” I rinsed my razor off before touching up my shaving job. “But the idea of it kind of turns me on.”
My heart thumped as I confessed. I hadn’t even admitted that to myself until now. Amy reached around and touched my cock through my trousers.
“You’re hard.”
I nodded.
“Tonight’s definitely full of surprises.” She kissed my shoulder, gave my smooth cheek one last rub, and backed away. “I’ll see you downstairs, my sexy husband.”
I finished shaving and rinsed off. What had taken months to grow was gone in ten minutes. Didn’t seem fair.
I studied the new me in the mirror, feeling the smooth contours of my chin and upper lips. I didn’t recognize the man staring back at me. I wasn’t the young guy I’d been three years ago. I touched my jaw—the jaw Elise liked. It seemed stronger now. Was that just because a pretty girl complimented it?
The dining table stood abandoned but for a ruin of cards and empty glasses. Clothing surrounded it, strewn and forgotten. Amy’s black sweater and slacks lay draped over the back of her chair. The majority of Trey’s clothes were piled up behind his seat. How did we get here? How far would things go? My shirt and socks were there as well; I wasn’t a passive observer in this bizarre scenario.
“Hey, Ben.”
I jumped at Elise’s voice. She was sitting on the sofa, browsing Facebook on her phone.
“Where’s everyone else?”
“Amy and Scott went out for a smoke. I have no idea where Trey and Heather disappeared to...but I’m not going to go looking, if you know what I mean.”
God, she was beautiful. Her blunt bangs fell just above her large eyes and her golden bob framed her angular face; she always looked ready for a cover shoot. When I’d first met her, I’d pegged her as a trophy girlfriend—and later as a trophy wife—but she continually amazed both Amy and me. Despite their differences, Amy and Elise quickly became friends, and I certainly never minded her presence, both for physical and social reasons.
Elise set her phone down and looked up at me. At my shorn face.
“I think it looks good. It suits you more.”
“I don’t look like I’m 18?”
Elise didn’t laugh, but her soft smile was just as warm. That was Elise in a nutshell. She was understated. Where Amy would have laughed and Heather would have teased, Elise just smiled.
“You look youthful, but I wouldn’t go that far. I like it.”
Who was I to argue with someone like Elise? I took a seat next to her. “Thanks. Having fun?”
She nodded, blinking her long, dark lashes. “I have a feeling things are going to get a little bit more intense in the next few rounds.”
“And you’re okay with that?” My insecurities emerged at last.
“Like I said, I’ve practically seen it all.” She rolled her eyes to the side, thinking. “And no, I wouldn’t mind. Whenever Scott and I talk about playing with others, you and Amy have always been at the top of our list.”
“I—what? Really?” Playing with others?
“Come on, don’t tell me you and Amy have never fantasized about it.”
“No. Never. I swear.”
“But you’ve thought about it?”
“Su—sure.”
“And don’t you think she has, too?”
She plays with herself every day. Was she thinking about me, every time?
“I don’t know what she’s thought about.”
“But what do you think?”
“Probably.”
I needed to change the subject, but couldn’t. “So you and Scott have thought about us?”
“Oh, yes. More than just thought. Like I said, you two are at the top of our list.”
Was that a proposition? Was I just asked to swing? Looking at Elise in nothing but her pale blue bra and g-string, I had to admit it was an exciting thought. But Amy and Scott?
“Scott sure has an odd way of showing it. He’s been an even bigger prick tonight than usual. I don’t know how or why you put up with it.”
“You know him, Ben. Most of that’s bluster, but tonight...” She hesitated.
“Yes?”
“He didn’t get the partnership. They rescinded the offer today. Said something about the economy and cut-backs.”
No wonder he’s been such an asshole. “Why didn’t he say something?”
“You know how prideful he gets. He will, but he’s still in shock.”
“Wow.”
“Don’t say anything to him, will you? Let him come around.”
“Of course.” I stood. “I’m going to attend the call of nature before we start the next round.”
I grabbed a beer from the kitchen before heading down the hall to the bathroom. I heard them before I made the mistake of throwing the door open. The ngh ngh ngh of a woman getting fucked was unmistakable. She was trying to be quiet, but her squeals broke up the softer moans. I could hear the man, too, quietly grunting in unison.
I was almost able to walk away. I really shouldn’t have looked, but Elise’s talk of including Amy and I in their games had got me horny and thinking. For a moment, I considered the possibility that it was Amy on the other side of that door—a thought that struck like a thunderbolt.
“Uhhh, yesss...”
I imagined the hiss was Amy’s. My gut twisted. My cock surged. In my mind, she was bent over the sink as Trey drilled her from behind. I closed my eyes. Saw his hands hold her hips, his huge cock boring into her. Their eyes locked in the mirror, narrow slits of ecstasy.
“Ngh!” She was close. My stomach tightened as my imagination tortured me.
I closed my eyes, living the scene on the other side of the door. Amy gnashed her teeth when she was close. In my head, she was doing that now for Trey. Or... or...
The man in the mirror became Scott as the orgasm took her. It was like being punched in the gut. My beer slipped through my fingers. I caught it at the very top of the long neck before it clattered loudly to the hardwood floor.
“That was amazing, Trey.”
It was Heather’s soft voice whispering to her lover. My sordid fantasy dissolved, leaving me more confused than anything. Despite how alarming that image had been, my erection clouded my emotions.
“You going to take care of me?” He was less quiet than the redhead, earning himself a shush.
“Not right now. I want you nice and horny for this next part.”
“Baby—“
“Don’t whine, dear. Come on. Let’s get cleaned up.”
I tip-toed away, headed for the stairs. I didn’t want to get caught listening, and I still needed to piss.
That proved harder than I thought—literally. I stood before the toilet, willing my hard-on go away. I thought about work the next week and the reports I’d need to file. I thought about where we should go vacationing for the summer. But every time I started to soften, my mind went back to the image of Scott behind Amy, my gut would turn, and my cock would spring back to life.
I sighed and stepped away from the bowl. The bathroom slid up silently, letting in fresh night air and the whiff of cigarettes.
“You really are an asshole. You know that?”
Amy didn’t seem as mad as she’d been inside, but she was still annoyed.
“That really hurts, Ams. I thought we had something special.”
“Why would you ever think that?”
“History,” he said.
There was that suggestion again: that Scott knew something about my wife that I didn’t. It coiled around my gut and squeezed.
I stepped up to the window and peered down. Amy and Scott were standing on the patio. Scott had a coat on over his semi-nudity; Amy hadn’t bothered, a sure sign that she was feeling the drinks.
Scott passed the cigarette to Amy, his hand lingering on her arm. She shrugged him away.
“Scott...”
There was a warning in her tone, but my good friend ignored it. His eyes drifted into her cleavage as she inhaled the tobacco.
“The past few years have been good. You look great, Ams.”
Amy glanced at him out if the corner of her eye. “Thanks. Elise turned me on to yoga.”
“Oh, I can see that.” His eyes navigated her body, swirling across her breasts again before meeting her wary eyes. “Admit that you’re enjoying tonight. Admit that you’re curious to see how far things will go.”
“Fuck you.” The vehemence wasn’t there. She was actually smiling. “What makes you think I want to go further with any of you?”
“Well, I know you want to go further with one of us...”
He stepped forward, only to take the cigarette from her and smoke it.
“God, you’re a real piece of work. That was a long time ago. I was stupid back then.”
I felt the same squirmy confusion I had listening to Heather and Trey. Amy and Scott were never a couple. They were never even great friends back in law school, more rivals than anything.
“How about we make a little wager.” He handed the cigarette back to her, but this time he didn’t step away. “If you’re naked before me, then you won’t quit until someone else ends the game.”
What a fucking bastard. I ground my teeth. I wanted to yell down. To tell Scott to get away from my wife. Instead, I stood frozen as Amy calculated her odds. She had on three items of clothing. He just had one.
“And if I win, then you need to stop bringing up that thing in the past.”
“Growler Night?”
“That.”
“You drive a hard bargain, Mrs. Rowley, but I accept. Do we have a deal?”
“Deal. And get your hard on off me.”
I stepped away. At last, my erection was gone.



Round 2
Back in law school, Amy, Scott, and I had finished top three in our class. We all knew we’d be vying for the top spot since first semester in Torts when we were partnered up. Our competitive spirits bound us together and by the end of that class, Mr. Cassell, Ms. Peterson, and Mr. Rowley (me) were inseparable.
I also fell in love with Amy during those first months, and being the idiot that I am, I kept my feelings secret. Even back then, Amy and Scott were always at each other, and I was afraid of what Scott would think of me. Besides, we were law students and there were no shortage of undergrads to distract me. It took Amy coming on to me to get me to admit my feelings to her, yet even after that, it was months before we told Scott.
He’d been happy for us. Or so he said—after a few remarks about how I’d regret being tied up in a few months. But I’d always wondered if there was more. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who’d kept his crush secret.
Those doubts returned like tainted nostalgia.. “I’ve been with ten, but that’s all you guys are going to know.” Did I know now? Growler Night? Had something happened between Amy and Scott? And if so, why had they never told me? Why had they kept it a secret?
Everyone was waiting for me by the time I made it downstairs.
“Who are you, young man?” Scott scratched his own clean shaven face, reminding me of my own. “I think I need to see your ID. This is definitely an adult game.”
“I think you look great.” Heather smiled up at me, sweet as a peach. Hard to believe she’d just been fucking Trey in the bathroom.
Amy got out of her seat and walked up to me. She ran her fingertips along my upper lip and chin before kissing me gently. I thought about turning away, but didn’t.
“Very handsome. I’ve missed this.”
I searched her dark eyes for her secret. Had she fucked Scott? Why hadn’t she told me, unless...
“Thanks,” I said.
This time I didn’t turn away. Only then did I let the question wash over me: Had it happened when we were together?
“We ready to start, junior?” Scott said.
I balled my hands into fists, but was cordial when I replied.
“Sure thing. Who’s deal?”
“I believe it’s mine.” Trey looked around for confirmation. Scott nodded, handing him the cards.
With her bra, panties, and blouse, Amy wore the most of us. Elise, Heather, and I all had two pieces on, and Trey and Scott were down to their boxers. Would the game end when the first person lost their clothes? I had a feeling we’d find out sooner rather than later.
Trey clumsily dealt the cards. I took a swig of my beer and vowed to be more careful. I had just my jeans and boxers left, and was already feeling inadequate in Trey’s tanned and muscular presence. How was I going to compete with that, naked?
Heather looked at her cards, being the first to bet.
“Ooo. My bra, for sure.”
“Well, let’s start this round out right!” Scott nodded at the redhead’s enthusiasm. “I call you with my boxers.”
Scott had a good hand. He had to. He wouldn’t risk nudity so quickly after making his second side bet unless he was sitting on a monster. Aces, kings, or ace-king. Nothing short of that. It was enough to get me to fold, even with pocket eights.
Amy was wise to it as well, folding, and Trey almost followed when Heather coaxed him into staying in.
“Come on, honey. You’ve been folding all night. You’ve got to have something now.”
“Well, okay. I call,” Trey said reluctantly.
Poor guy. He had nothing. Still, he could get lucky on the flop—and lucky for him was good for both Amy and I.
The flop came and I nearly choked when I saw two eights fall. Mother fucker. The third card was an ace. Scott’s ace? I glanced at Amy, but she was focused on Scott. She’d shifted into no-nonsense mode. That was good.
“Your bet, Heather.” Scott’s voice was too calm.
“I check,” Heather said.
She took a second look at her cards. No ace for her.
Scott checked, too. Curious.
“I fold!” Trey yelled. He threw his cards down and leaned back, folding his thick arms behind his head.
“You don’t have to fold.” Heather handed him back his cards. “No one raised. You can check.”
“Got a monster hand, huh, Trey?” Scott winked.
“Okay, I check.”
“Next card, a second ace!” If one of these three really did have an ace, then they were staring at a full house with those two eights—my two eights. Fuck!
“I’ll check.” Heather knocked on the table.
“I’ll raise you... that skirt.”
“And what’ll you give up if you lose?” Heather toyed with her skirt and batted her lashes in Scott’s direction. “Same as you asked Amy? Would you jerk off for us, big boy?”
“Is that a raise, or a hypothetical?” Scott met her grin for grin.
“Hypothetical.”
“Then hypothetically... I don’t know,” he said.
Scott was soon the only one grinning.
“Shit,” Heather muttered. “I fold.”
“Me, too.” Trey looked relieved.
“I’ve been dying to see your tits all evening, Heather. Let’s see ‘em.”
The redhead stuck her tongue out at him before reaching behind her and popping the clasp of her bra. Her breasts were beautiful, sitting wide and high on her creamy body. Her nipples were pale pink, the aureoles only slightly larger than the actual nips, puffy and aroused.
She cupped them, her hands just too small to contain them. “You’ve been dreaming about them all evening, boys. How do they live up?”
Scott nodded. “Very nice, Heath. I bet they feel nice as well. Right, Trey?”
The man simply shrugged, but wouldn’t meet Scott’s eyes. He had other things to contend with.
“Your turn, honey. Our first naked player!” Heather rubbed his arm like you would a new sports car; she was proud that she could show him off like this.
Amy was doing her best to appear disinterested in the Adonis-bodied man as he stripped off his boxer-briefs. She played with her dark hair, scratched her neck nervously, but wouldn’t look away.
Trey stood as he peeled the boxer-briefs down his thick thighs. He actually had a stomach that qualified as washboard: abs that rippled down to meet the carved grooves of his hip flexors. Down and down those briefs went, revealing a sparse cropping of trimmed pubic hair, then the trunk of his cock, which seemed to keep coming and coming. Like everything about him, it was large and impressive.
Heather reached down and stroked the semi-erect girth. He’d shaved his balls clean, I realized as she cupped the smooth sack.
“Isn’t it beautiful?” she said, her question directed at Amy.
My wife licked her lips unconsciously before remembering where she was. She glanced at me, caught me studying her, and smiled nervously.
“Don’t look at me like that,” she said. “You’ve been checking out Elise and Heather all night.”
She had me there. I wasn’t even that jealous. Her secret liaison with Scott had paled her lustful thoughts for Trey. If she was capable of keeping that secret, who cared if she had the hots for someone any woman with a pulse would have?
“Okay, next round,” Heather said, pulling her beau down by the cock.
This round, Scott had the mandatory bet again and Scott wagered his boxers. Again. Unfortunately, I had nothing. I folded. Everyone else followed, and he ended up winning by default.
“Well, that was easy.” He flipped over his two-three unsuited. “Live yet another day, huh?”
Asshole.
On Scott’s deal, a similar situation occurred with Elise announcing that she was wagering all of her clothes. My queen-ten wasn’t bad, and the side of my brain fueled by lust and alcohol almost wrestled control and called. In the end, I threw my cards in and took the more patient road.
My patience paid off a round later, when Elise dealt me two queens. I took my time deliberating, and only part of that was show. I glanced at Amy. No way to read that poker face. If she stayed in this hand, I didn’t want to risk any of her clothes.
“Okay, let’s start with a truth.”
Amy, Heather, and Elise all called. Once again, I was in the game with the three ladies.
Eight, ten, jack, with the ten and the jack suited hearts. It was a fairly strong flop, but I had the “over pair”—my pair of queens was higher than any pair that could be formed on the flop. I just had to hope that someone had a Jack.
Amy was still in it, so again, I didn’t want to force clothing, but I didn’t want to check, either.
“I raise,” I announced. “The losers do tequila shots off one another.”
Amy stared at me. “Who’s in? Just you and me, Elise and Heather?”
I nodded. The way I figured it, the situation was win-win for me. At worst, I’d be licking one of these women, and getting licked myself.
“Uh huh...” She checked her cards. “I’ll call that.”
“I love tequila! I’m in!” Heather had been covering her breasts with her arm, although it was still a tempting sight.
“Not me, thanks.” Elise pushed her cards forward.
The next card was a queen of spades: “the bitch” and my money card. Maybe Amy had the Jacks. Maybe she even had an over pair. Now, it wasn’t going to beat my own. Still, I couldn’t bet clothing and I couldn’t come up with any more creative bets. “I check.”
“My shirt.” She raised immediately.
I sighed as Heather folded. How could I throw away three queens? I looked Amy up and down. She still wore three pieces of clothing. She’d undone the top few buttons of her blouse, enough to reveal the yellow and blue pattern of her bra. I loved that bra. Not only was it thin enough to see through, but it collected her full breasts and pushed them forward, presenting her deep cleavage through the diving opening of her blouse.
“Now you’re looking...”
I glanced into her eyes. So cock-sure of herself. “Okay, I’ll call. I’ll go further, actually. I’ll raise to all my clothes, and you can keep your bra and panties.” I saw Scott start to protest out of the corner of my eye and went on before he could. “But if I win, then you give me your shirt, and you shave yourself bare.”
Amy just stared at me. No reaction one way or the other, just a thoughtful, Sphinx-like stare. “Call. Flip ‘em. I’ve got three Jacks.”
For a second, nausea crashed through me. That wasn’t what I expected. She’d had me the whole time until... until my third queen. My hands shook as I flipped over my winning hand and I watched the color drain from Amy’s face.
“The queen. Shit. Why didn’t I think of the queen?” She stood, steadying herself on the table. “No more wine for me. How could I have missed such an obvious hand.”
“No more wine, but definitely some tequila,” I said.
Confidence surged through me. I returned her evil eye with a wink.
As Heather left to grab the tequila, limes, and salt, Amy stood and slowly unbuttoned her shirt. I adjusted myself as she pulled the shirt open, baring her rich tan and toned curves. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Scott do the same.
Her flowery, yellow and blue lace bra that she’d been tantalizing us with all night matched her boy-shorts. Through the sheer material, her dark nipples screamed, high and hard.
“Come on, I’m not that bad, am I?” She cocked her hip to the side like a showroom model.
Elise answered for all of us. “You’re very sexy.”
“Thanks.” A blush climbed up her neck.
“Nice bush.” Scott was such an ass. Like the bra, the boy-shorts didn’t conceal much and her thick thatch was easy enough to see.
Her blush deepened as she covered herself and flopped back into her chair.
“Not for much longer,” I said. That earned me daggers from Amy.
Heather swept into the room with a bottle of Jose Cuervo, three shot glasses, salt shaker, and a lime. With her hands full, she couldn’t cover herself. All attention shifted back to her perky breasts. Unlike Amy, Heather showed no shame.
“Question first, then shots.” I looked each of woman in turn. Amy’s dark irises challenged. Heather’s almond shaped eyes eager. Elise was calm yet curious, as ever. “Ever been curious about being with another woman?”
That earned me a thumbs up from Scott and a smiling head shake from my wife.
“Boys...” she said.
“Amy?”
She hesitated. My heart skipped a beat. Really? We’d never really spoken about it beyond a few teases, but some things didn’t need to be said out loud to be known. Or so I’d thought. Now, I couldn’t be sure of anything.
Amy didn’t look at me right away, fumbling with the cards.
“I don’t think there’s anything wrong with two women loving one another. A person has the right to choose his or her lifestyle and we shouldn’t judge them for that.” She peeked at me and saw my hope. That made her smile. “You can keep dreaming though.”
“Wait a second. You totally dodged the question,” Scott said. For the first time that evening, I was happy that Scott was such a loud-mouth. “Are you bi-curious, or not?”
“I’m not.” Was that stubborn Amy? Or the truth.
Scott opened his mouth to dispute her, but Heather’s cheery voice cut him off. “I’m curious.”
We all turned to the topless redhead, who arranged three shot glasses of tequila before her. She picked one up and tossed it back without hesitation, placing the empty glass rim down before her.
“What? I told you, I love tequila.” After that, she didn’t bother covering up.
“So you’re bi-cur... you’ve thought about being with other women?” I asked.
Heather giggled. “I mean, I’ve never done it with other girls. But sure, I’ve thought about it.” Did her eyes flicker to Amy? Or was I just being hopeful again? “Not that I think I could date them or anything. I like this too much.” She reached over and wrapped her fingers around Trey’s hardened girth, her dainty hand dwarfed next to his thick member.
We all laughed, loud and hard, like someone had pulled a plug and released the growing tension. Even Amy laughed.
Somewhere in there, Elise gave her own quiet answer.
“Well, we all know my feelings on girl-girl experiences.” We laughed more, but the hysteria eventually died down. “But really, I think the experience is fantastic. There’s nothing more sensual than making love to another woman, and I think that all women should at least give it a try.”
Heather regarded her, nodding her head in contemplation. Amy looked at me, saw that glimmer of hope again, and just shook her head. Not gonna happen.
Heather slid a glass of tequila over to Amy and cut up a lime. “You said you want us to do shots off each other? Like, where?”
“Up to you two.”
My gut said to tread lightly. I wasn’t going to get much out of Amy, but after Heather’s confession, I held some hope from the redhead—and that hope was making this harden again.
“Okay, I’ll go first,” my wife said.
Amy stood and approached her longtime friend. “Hold out your hand.” Amy took Heather’s hand, turned it over, and licked her wrist swiftly. She sprinkled salt over the damp swath and picked up the lime wedge and shot glass.
“Lick the salt, do the shot, and suck on the lime. Right?” Amy asked.
“Shouldn’t the lime be in Heather’s mouth?” Scott asked.
Trey nodded in agreement.
I just shrugged when Amy looked at me. “That’s typically the way these things are done.”
She practically stuffed the lime wedge between Heather’s pearly white teeth. “No funny business.”
Lick, drink, and lime. She did it fast enough that Heather didn’t have a chance for funny business, even if she tried. Scott booed. I was disappointed, even though I didn’t expect anything more.
“Well, that was pretty lame,” Scott said. “Heather, give us a better show, will you?”
Scott was a real piece of work, and again, I loved him for it.
“I’m pretty sure I can.”
Grabbing the saltshaker, Heather stepped up against Amy, looked into her eyes, and smiled. “Don’t look so tense, Ams. Try and relax.”
“I’m relaxed.”
No one believed it.
“Uh huh.” Heather ran a hand up Amy’s stomach. My wife gasped. “Your nipples are hard.”
“It’s cold in here.”
Heather leaned in and ran her tongue along the slope of Amy’s breast, right inside her cleavage. She sprinkled salt over the trail of saliva and glanced up at the brunette.
“Your skin feels pretty hot to me,” she said.
“Can we get this over with?”
“Sure. Open up.” Heather pushed the lime wedge between Amy’s lips. “I think you’re prettier this way.”
Amy rolled her eyes. It only made Heather giggle.
The redhead took her time running her tongue along the salt trail. I caught Amy’s shiver. Apparently her tits didn’t mind whether it was a woman or a man playing with them, they were as sensitive as ever. Heather used her lips to suck every last grain from Amy’s tanned cleavage, cupping and lifting the full breast for better access.
Amy gasped, the lime nearly falling from her lips. “Heath...” It was more confusion than warning.
Heather sat back and released my wife’s tit. She smiled, tipped the shot glass back, and downed it. Unlike Amy, who was quick to get to the lime, Heather savored the taste of the tequila, letting the burning sensation wash over her mouth and throat before leaning in for the lime.
She went in like it was a kiss, tilting her head, nuzzling her nose against my wife’s, teasing her with taboo possibility before actually reaching out and taking the lime between her teeth. Her hands encircled Amy’s neck, her bare breasts crashing against Amy’s gossamer bra.
Heather pulled her mouth away from my wife’s, crushing the lime meat between her teeth and letting the tart juice flow into her mouth. She opened her feline eyes and flapped her long lashes. I expected Amy to be horrified, to push her friend off her, but Amy was just as slow to recover as the rest of the room. She opened her eyes, lids heavy, pupils dark and dilated.
“Wow.” Amy’s whisper was for Heather alone.
“I know, right?” Heather crawled off her.
“Care to change your answer to the last question?”
Scott’s question broke the mood.
“Fuck you.” Amy’s bite was gone. “Well, I guess I’ll be back. I’ve got a little grooming to take care of. Feel free to play on without me.”
“Uh huh, right. Let us get naked while you sit out.” Scott had two bets to lose.
I saw my opening.
“Why not? It’s just a friendly game, right, Scott? Anyone else want to stop?” When no one else seemed to have a problem, Scott’s face darkened.
“Okay, if you guys want to keep playing, we’ll keep playing.” His eyes burned into mine and very slightly, so no one else would notice, he shook his head at me as though to say, “Gloves are off...”
“Okay, I’ll be back in ten or so.”
Amy made her way for the stairs. Her ass looked so good in those little shorts, the bottoms of her cheeks sticking out where the lace couldn’t quite contain them.
“Need any help, honey?”
“Uh huh, you’re not leaving, my friend.” Scott wasn’t letting me go. “She can handle herself, can’t you, hon?”
He got the finger for his troubles as she gingerly ascended the stairs.
It was my blind bet first, and based on the cards I received, I wasn’t going to win.
“A truth,” I said, sitting back. Maybe I’d turn up some luck on the flop. Trey folded. Heather folded. I perked up.
Then it got to Scott. He studied my face and saw it filled with hopeful desperation. “Okay, buddy. I’ll see your truth, and raise you my boxers.”
I considered calling. I still had clothes to lose, and I still could get lucky on the flop. But Scott looked too confident behind his bet. This was a trap. And I would only give up a truth.
“I fold.”
“That’s too bad. These boxers are starting to feel confining.”
“Don’t worry, you’ll lose them soon enough.”
Scott went on without hearing me. “Okay, Ben. Tell us about the college computer lab, circa our freshman year, undergrad. You know what I’m talking about...”
The back of my neck burned. So he was going to play that card, was he? Even the thought of it made me want to curl up in shame. This was a story I’d buried in my past and had always intended it to stay that way. I hadn’t even told Amy about this one.
I hesitated enough for Scott to prompt. “Here, I’ll start. ‘I was studying in the computer lab late at night this one time, but by studying, I mean—‘”
“Alright, alright, I can tell this one. You’re such as asshole, man.”
Scott only shrugged.
“Okay, so the long and short of it was that I was caught masturbating in the computer lab. What can I say? We didn’t have internet in the dorm room.”
I looked over at Elise, who gave me an amused little smile and winked.
“But that’s not the whole story, is it, Ben? What were you jerking off to?”
This is the part of the story I’d like to forget. “Pictures of Tammy Parker. She was one of the students from our school who’d posed for Playboy that year. She was a senior, I think. Thin and blonde. Really hot. And really naked.”
“And who caught you doing the nasty?”
“Tammy Parker. God, it was so embarrassing.” My voice practically cracked.
“I bet it was. Good thing she didn’t tell anyone, right? Oh wait, she told everyone!”
I wanted to bury my face in my hands. Their laughter was bringing back painful memories. It took nearly a year to live that reputation down. When I was finally able to look around, Trey was wiping a tear from his eye, Heather had progressed to the soft aftershocks of laughing, and Scott was still giving me that cruel grin. Only Elise wasn’t laughing at my expense, that cryptic, yet amused, look on her face. When I met her blue eyes, she flashed me a warm smile.
“My deal.” I wanted to get as far away from this conversation as I could. “Trey, you’re the blind bet since Amy isn’t back yet.”
“See, that’s fucked up,” Scott said. “We’re not playing another round until she’s back.”
“I think everyone’s cool with—“
“—you making us a round of margaritas? Sounds great, bud.”
Heather perked up. “Oh, I’ll take a margarita. Want some help making them?”
I ground my teeth, but gave in.
“Sure, I’d love some help. It’ll be a change of pace, getting away from that asshole.”
“Thanks, man.” Scott was all grins.
In the kitchen, Heather directed me to slice up some limes while she gathered the rest of the ingredients. I tried putting my mind off Scott, but that only got me back to thinking about “history.”
Heather rescued me before I went too far down that dusty road. “You guys have an interesting relationship. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you and Scott hate each other.”
“But you know better.”
“I know he was Best Man at your wedding. And he’s still here...” She was just stating facts, still unconvinced. She would have made a good lawyer.
“Scott is one of the biggest assholes that I know, but I love the guy. Most of the time, he’s like that.” I jabbed my thumb in the direction of the living room. “But he can surprise you. When I lost my job a few years back and we didn’t think we’d be able to keep this house, Scott helped us make our mortgage payments. We didn’t even ask. He just started sending us checks.”
“Scott did that?”
“And gave us a hard time when we finally repaid him. He’s got a generous heart under all the assholery.” Or was it guilt that motivated him?
I buried my knife through a lime. No, it was too soon to jump to that conclusion. He’d lost his partnership just now, I reminded myself. He’d never shed tears, but it must have hurt him all the same.
“So how about you and Trey? How long have you been together?”
I heard the freezer door open, the sound of ice cubes being scooped up. I forced myself to keep my mind on slicing limes. One look at her pink nipples, hard under the rush of freezer air, and I’d not be able to look away.
“About three months. Why? You interested?”
She stepped up beside me, a small thing radiating warmth. And yes, her pale nipples stood long and proud on her freckled chest.
Was I interested? Maybe in another life. “Three months sounds like a long time.”
“Jerk.”
“I’m serious! When was the last time you dated a guy for that long?”
Heather paused.
“Fine, three months is a long time. I’m having a lot of fun with Trey. I don’t know. I mean, I don’t think he’s The One or anything, but neither of us are looking for that kind of relationship.”
My cock twitched as I thought about what kind of relationship they must have had.
“So he’s a boy toy.”
“We’re not all as lucky as Amy,” Heather said.
I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye, but didn’t say anything. The silence between us was filled with the chop-chop of my knife through the limes.
“I think that’s enough. You have something to squeeze them?”
“Just these.” I held my up fingers.
“Is that an offer?”
My eyes flickered down to her nipples. When I looked back, her eyes were smiling.
“Even if it was, I don’t think Trey would appreciate it,” I said.
“He’s got his eyes on Amy. I don’t think he’d mind a little trade.”
My mouth opened and closed like a fish.
“You’re very sexy, Ben.”
Heather traced up my arm and brushed across the curves of my chest. Was she comparing me the god-like landscape of her boyfriend? I had muscles, but I was slim where Trey was powerful.
“I don’t think you give yourself enough credit,” she said. “I’ve always been jealous of Amy. You’re kind, generous, smart...and that makes you super sexy.”
Her fingers were so soft against my skin, her touch burning trails of fire down my forearm and across my navel.
“Heather...”
Heather sighed, collecting herself. She picked up a lime wedge and squeezed it into the ice-filled shaker.
Before the silence could stretch into something awkward, I filled it.
“So you think Trey is attracted to Amy?”
“Oh, he totally has the hots for her. And based on what I observed, the feelings are mutual.”
“Yeah, I caught that, too.”
“And that doesn’t make you feel jealous, does it?”
“No.” Just the opposite, I didn’t add.
“You okay if things start to get a little crazy out there?”
I didn’t have an answer to that. “It won’t. Amy won’t let it. You know her.”
“I do. But you know, she’s been known to let her hair down from time to time.” Heather capped the shaker, lifted it, and rattled the ice inside. “I think we can get her to shake things up, if we play our cards right.”
“You’re full of puns, aren’t you? Is there such a thing as a mixed pun?”
Heather giggled. “I get a little silly when I drink tequila.”
“So I noticed.”
“So what do you say, Ben? You okay if we start pushing things?”
I shrugged. “Sure, but Amy won’t be.”
“And if she is?”
My cock twitched. “If she is, then I am.”
Heather surprised me by kissing me on the cheek. “Tonight’s going to be awesome.”
We fixed a pitcher of margaritas that bordered on the strong side and stuck a second pitcher in the fridge.
I took a glass upstairs for Amy, focusing on the lemon-colored cocktail to keep my stormier thoughts at bay. We were shifting from beer and wine to tequila, and that spelled trouble.
Or maybe trouble had been here all along...
She’s been known to let her hair down, Heather had said. And then, there was Scott’s “history,” and Amy’s own “every day.” She had secrets. Secrets both exciting and disconcerting. We all had things we didn’t tell our spouses for one reason or another—our Tammy Parkers or everydays—but I wouldn’t have put sleeping with my best friend in that category. If I’d slept with Heather, I would have said something, right?
I stepped into the bedroom, and the question vaporized. Amy was sitting on the edge of the mattress, one knee pulled up against her chest, the other dangling along the ground. A bowl of foamy water sat to one side, along with her razor and a bottle of shaving gel. On the floor was a damp wash cloth, crumpled and forgotten.
I saw these things without seeing them. All my focus was between her legs, where her fingers danced across the smooth plane of her pussy. I’m not sure she even saw me at first. Her head lolled to one side and her eyes were slits as her hands thrummed her exposed sex. The dark matting of hair was gone. Not a single curl remained.
I had to get a closer look. I moved. Amy saw me.
“Ben!” Her hands went from playing to covering and she snapped her thighs shut fast enough that the bowl of foamy water spilled.
“Don’t let me interrupt.” I took a seat by her side and handed her one of the margaritas. “Just delivering something to help you relax, but it looks like you’ve got that already.”
Amy’s face turned bright red. “Just finishing up my end of the bet,” she mumbled.
“I can see that. Want me to inspect?” Before she could answer, I dropped to my knees and opened her thighs. I’d never seen something so hot in my life. Her bronzed skin glistened with more than just the rinse.
I ran my tongue across her pussy, savoring her familiar taste beneath the bitter bite of the shaving cream. She was so smooth. So soft. I licked up her slit and over the clear shaven rise of her mound.
“Ben.” As always her cry was hushed. “Haaa...”
Her orgasm was close. I could feel it in her slickness and hear it in her skittering breathing. I pushed two fingers inside her. She arched back, her cry swelling for an instant before she silenced it. I focused my tongue on her clit, exposed and swollen as I dipped and twisted my fingers in and out of her. She was beyond wet. She was soaking.
Amy tangled her fingers in my hair, forcing me against her as she grew closer. Her thighs tightened around me. Her breathes came huffing and shallow. I curled my fingers inward, tickling her g-spot. Just a few more strokes and she’d crash and come. And then—
“No!” She clawed at me, but I was too strong. I extracted myself with a smile.
She pleaded, her dark eyes wild. “I’m so close.”
I stood. My cock sat hard and uncomfortable in my pants. I wasn’t sure what I was doing. Part of me considered dragging my jeans down and fucking her until she screamed. The rest of me whispered secrets and history and everyday, and I resisted.
“We better get back. Our guests are waiting.”
She didn’t say a thing for the longest time. She just stared up at me, her legs splayed, leaning back on one arm. Her voluptuous, tawny body glowed like a centerfold’s out of a men’s magazine. If she had reached for me, I would have given in and fucked her.
“You sure?” You sure you want to leave me like this?
My heart quivered. “Time to let your hair down.”
Then left.



Round 3
“Our host returns,” Scott said when I slipped back into the living room. He was shuffling the decks of cards. Everyone else was back in their seats, waiting for our entrance. “Making sure your debt was paid?”
I felt heat on my face. They knew.
“Oh, it was. Don’t worry,” Amy said behind me. She had slipped back into her boy-shorts, although the dark shadow between her thighs was now gone.
“Who’s deal is it?” I asked.
“Yours, bud. Remember, it was Amy’s turn to bet first?”
How could I forget?
We settled back around the table and I dealt the cards out. My hands shook. Things felt serious. This round, things were going to happen.
Amy fingered her cards for a long time before betting, and even then, she gave it up reluctantly. “I’ll bet my bra.”
Scott whistled. Then everyone folded until it came to me. I looked at my cards, but only for show. No way was I going to enter a hand alone with Amy with clothing on the line. As confused as I was, I still wanted Scott to lose.
“Fold.”
“Yay.” Amy crossed her legs and sat back, safe.
Trey was next to force a wager, and when he offered up a truth, Scott complained.
“These truths are getting boring.”
Elise gently slapped his shoulder. “Leave him alone, honey. Trey, bet however you want.”
“Well, I’m naked...”
Heather had a suggestion. “You could sit up on a bar stool for the round. That’d be equivalent to taking something off to me.”
Trey glanced at her. “You’d like that, would you?”
“I would, too,” Elise said.
“I’ll do it, for the ladies.”
With his shaved head and chinstrap beard, I’d penciled him into the alpha column. Heather had him wrapped around her finger, though, and I was beginning to see what she really saw in him.
“Cool!” Heather said. “I fold.”
Scott laughed. “Touché. I fold too.”
Elise lingered on Trey’s muscular frame. “I’ll call with my bra.”
Now things were getting interesting. I looked down at my cards. Jacks. A tricky hand to play, but I still had a couple items of clothing on. Enough to see the flop. I called. Unfortunately, so did Amy.
8, 4, 4, mixed suits. Not a good flop, but not a bad one. Again, I had an over pair. Whatever Amy had was probably high, considering what she’d wagered.
Trey checked because he could, looking as uncertain as ever. The rest of us checked, too, including Amy. She didn’t have a 4, then, or two 8s. She had Aces or Kings. Had to. I breathed a bit more gently.
Next card was a Jack. Three Jacks for me. Unless my reads were wrong, I had the nuts—the best hand at the table. Unfortunately, Amy was still in it, so once again, my betting options were limited.
Trey and Elise checked. I had to bet something with this hand, just not clothing, but couldn’t think of anything fast enough. “Check.”
Detecting weakness, Amy attacked. “I bet my panties.”
And that was me folding the best hand. Fuck.
Trey folded.
Elise gave pause. She checked her cards again. “Call.”
I took comfort in the fact that one of these gorgeous women was going to get naked—and most likely Elise considering the stakes. It hurt to toss my Jacks into the middle, especially when Elise and Amy turned over weaker hands. Amy had Kings, like I’d suspected. Elise held a Jack-10. The river, a 3, didn’t matter. Elise had already lost.
“Nice hand,” Elise said.
“Thanks.” Amy was flushed and her hand shook when she raised her margarita to her lips. “I was afraid you had Jacks.”
I groaned. Only Scott noticed, frowning at me.
“Gentlemen first,” Amy said. Her question was for us both, but her eyes were all over Trey. “I’ll go get a stool.”
Amy hopped up a little too eagerly and hustled over to the bar on the far side of the living room.
I stood and slipped out of my jeans. My boxer-briefs didn’t hide my bulge, which earned me a smile from Elise.
As Amy came back with the barstool, Trey slipped out of his chair and met her half way, his large cock swinging out before him.
“Oh…” Amy said. Her lips formed a silent O.
“Here, let me,” he said, taking the stool from my wife.
“S—sure…”
She couldn’t take her eyes from his cock. Worse, Trey saw her looking. He carried the barstool back to the table with swagger.
“So you just want me to sit up here? Like this?”
He planted the chair at the edge of the table and leaned onto it, not fully sitting.
“Perfect,” Amy said, regaining a little composure.
It wasn’t just the size of Trey’s manhood that was impressive. The man sat on that stool like a nude model, hard bodied and poised. He saw me looking and I felt compelled to say something.
“You’ve done this before.”
Heather answered for him. “It’s actually how we met. I took a figure drawing class, and when I saw Trey... well, I had to have his figure.”
“Thanks for sharing him, Heath.” Amy laughed before returning to her seat.
Trey didn’t seem to mind the open objectification. He just sat there, comfortable in his nakedness. And why wouldn’t he be?
“My turn?” Elise rose from her seat as all eyes settled on her. She unclasped her bra with ease, catching the cups before they bared more than a hint at her nipples. She paused as we held our breaths, looked around the room, and let it drop.
Elise’s small breasts matched her slender hips. If Trey was the art model, Elise was the art. I wondered why she didn’t pursue her modeling career further.
She toyed with the g-string, pulling it away from her hip to tease us with what was below. I licked my lips. Our eyes met and my mouth went dry.
I felt guilty looking away, but the rest of her was too tempting. She hooked her thumbs into the delicate strings of her panties and eased them over her slender hips. The slick inner creases of her vulva protruded just enough to push her pussy open. I licked my lips again, this time thinking about running my tongue along those smooth lips.
“You’re beautiful,” Heather said. She was as enraptured as I was. Was she thinking the same thing?
“Thanks. So are you, Heather.”
“Please. I’m nowhere in your league.”
“Well, I’m not much of a sports fan, but I’d play with you any day... or night.”
Heather blushed. Elise sat down.
Trey dealt the next round from his stool, cock jutting out.
“Dude, that’s really distracting,” Scott said.
I had to agree. Trey didn’t try hiding his cock—but I suppose that I wouldn’t either were I upwards of nine, thick inches.
“Sorry.”
“Don’t be,” said Amy. “Scott, you always get distracted by other men’s penises?”
“Not as much as you seem to be.”
Amy blushed at the truth of it and once again, feelings of jealousy and arousal stirred.
Heather bet first. “I’ll go with a truth.”
Scott scoffed. “How boring. I’ll raise you: the truth plus my boxers for your skirt.”
Elise and I folded. Amy slowed things down. “You have a real hand there? Or did your hormones get the better of you, Scott? Drunk on the sight of all that cock?”
That Amy used the word “cock” over “penis” wasn’t lost on me. I sat back, glad that I’d gotten out of the way of this hand.
“It’s not me who can’t take her eyes off of that thing.”
“You’re right. Elise hasn’t been able to look away, either. I call. The truth and my panties.”
Panties, not bra. Interesting, but not a bad move. She’d be less exposed when sitting at the table, which is what we did the most.
Heather folded. “Too rich for my blood.”
Scott barely heard her. All focus was on my wife.
“Scott, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you got caught with your hand in the cookie jar. Let me guess, you’ve got something connected, but low. Like 9-8 of some suit.”
“So you’re hoping. Flip them.”
Trey did and up came a 9, 8, and 7. I quickly glanced at Amy. She leaned forward and stiffened. That flop missed her. I just hoped that either the hand or her reaction missed Scott.
“That’ll certainly help my 9-8. Let’s see, I’ll sit up on that stool if you lose your last piece of clothing, Ams.”
Amy looked disgusted. She checked her cards, checked the flop, and groaned. “You’re a lucky a-hole.”
“So you keep saying. And so I keep winning. Is that a fold?”
“It’s a fold.” Amy tossed the cards in the middle. Her boy-shorts quickly followed. “Happy?”
“I’d be more happy if you were up on a stool, like Trey there—and Trey, you can get back down now—but sure, I’m happy. Thanks for asking, Amy.”
“Asshole,” she muttered.
“I think I get a truth, too. From both of you ladies. So let’s see...you two have known each other for forever. Time to share some secrets. Why don’t you tell us a crush that you know the other had, but maybe has never shared with anyone?”
“You mean how Heather has always had a thing for Ben?” Amy said, touching my arm possessively.
Of course I knew that after my run-in with Heather in the kitchen, but it still got my heart racing to be reminded of it.
“Oh, he knows that. No surprise there.”
Heather playfully stuck her tongue out at my wife.
“Does he know that you went through a phase where you only dated Asian guys?” Amy asked.
Color blossomed in Heather’s face.
“Or that you once went out with a guy just because his name was Ben?”
That got my attention. Heather looked away as our eyes met. I thought about her question in the kitchen again. You okay if we start pushing things? Looked like Amy was the one pushing; she just didn’t realize it.
“Okay, Miss Proper, does anyone know about your crush on Scott?”
That one hit me in the gut. It hit Amy, too, judging from the way she gasped and went wide-eyed.
“No shit. Really? Me?” Scott leaned in. He’d found gold when he hadn’t even been looking.
“Yup. Back before she started dating Ben, we’d talk for hours on the phone about our lives. I was working, she was in law school—as you know. She went on and on about this tall, handsome guy. Even back then, you drove her nuts, but I think that was part of the appeal. Right, Amy? What was it you said about him?”
“Don’t, Heather.”
“Something about how you didn’t want to be one of those girls attracted to the bad boy, but you couldn’t get him out of your mind—“
“Heather, stop please.”
I wasn’t a mathematician, but I could put two and two together. History. A long time ago. I was stupid back then. Growler Night. And then there was Amy’s reaction, off-kilter and blushing. These two had fucked at some point, and I was the blind third wheel that never knew.
Heather dealt the next round to a contemplative group. Scott looked at me, and for the first time this evening, didn’t have a snarky comment. That felt worse than anything else.
I tore my eyes away, glancing at Amy as I fumbled with my cards. I saw a side of my wife I’d never known. She’d always managed to walk the line of being feminine without being girly. She played sports in high school, spoke of cheerleaders with disdain, chose a debating society over a sorority in college. Yet she could still lose a couple hours in HGTV, and while she preferred slacks to skirts, those slacks were always impeccably tailored.
That wasn’t the type of woman who’d admit to being attracted to a chauvinist like Scott. They were night and day, and it wasn’t just a commentary on their hair colors.
No. I’m not making excuses for her. I’m pissed—and I was pissed. Somewhere under the surprise and hurt, anyway.
I folded my hand without processing what it was, and studied Amy as she studied her cards. I saw her like it was for the first time: sexy and new and exciting.
Amy studied her cards carefully, as she had done with each hand dealt, then took a quick read of the other players still in. Sensing strength, she pushed her cards in. “I’m out.”
That was the Amy I knew. Cautious. Careful. Calculating while still being empathetic. But it was nice to think that she could get a little crazy at times. Nice, but still annoying. Why hadn’t she told me?
I bounced my knee as we played through the next few rounds. They had all the makings of a calm before the storm. No clothing was shed. No wild dares were made. We learned that both Heather and Amy lost their virginity during their freshman year of college—something I knew about Amy and surprised me about Heather.
Elise shared some of her crazier experiences as a model. They’d go to these cocktail parties: agents, models, and clients mingling together. “To dispel any rumors, we were never pimped out to get clients. The parties normally died down around one, splintering into smaller groups and spreading out to various apartments. For some reason, I always ended up with the crazier girls and boys. The drinking would continue. Most of the time, the group would split up even further—two girls and a guy, and guy and a girl—but a few times, we’d all end up in one big pile of moaning flesh.”
She sipped at her margarita and looked around at us, as if to say, doesn’t that happen to you, too?
“I like the sound of that,” Heather said.
Did I? At the beginning of the night, I could have answered the question easily: yeah, but no. Now, I wasn’t so sure. Spiteful me wondered if Amy and Scott were as eager as Heather was.
If so, though, they did a good job hiding it. They were never in a hand together, but that didn’t stop them from throwing barbs at one another every chance they got. Neither could fold without catching grief. Things were coming to a head. We could all feel it.
What had Heather said? Amy didn’t want to be one of those girls attracted to the bad boy, but she couldn’t get him out of her mind. Now, I couldn’t get them out of my mind.
Round and round, my thoughts swirled: jealousy and anger and, oddly, arousal. I thought about my reaction listening to Trey fuck an imagined Amy, and even now I got hard. Even thinking about Scott with Amy produced a queasy thrill, tainted as it was by history and a long time ago.
At last, I got dealt a hand I could play and decided to throw all my energy into playing it. Ace and a Queen, both hearts. I started the betting slowly. “Let’s start with a dare. Loser kisses someone. Winner’s choice.”
Amy glanced at her cards. I held my breath, although I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to call or fold. She called. Behind her, Trey folded, Heather and Scott called.
“I like your style, bud,” he said. “Things are starting to get interesting.”
Heather spoke for all of us. “Starting?”
“I’ll let it get interesting without me.” Elise folded.
The flop was a dream for me: Jack-10-9, all hearts. I’d flopped the nut flush. No other hand could beat that. Now I just needed to make sure I didn’t scare away my fish as I reeled them in. “I check.”
Amy had her eye on Scott, not me. In most cases, that would have been great. She would have known I had a strong hand in the same way she knew when I had a bad day at work before I ever opened my mouth. Only during this hand, I wanted her to see it so she could get out of the way. Instead, she raised. “My bra. All in.”
My heart rate spiked. I had a decision to make. Get out of her way—again—and keep fighting this silent war for her against Scott? Or let the cards dictate our fate.
Heather called with her skirt.
“What do you have there, princess?” Scott asked Amy. “You wouldn’t go all in on a draw, so I don’t think you’ve got just one heart. Or maybe you’ve got the king? Or maybe you’re just representing a flush, thinking I don’t have it, either.”
“I’ve got a 7-2 off-suit,” Amy said. “Call and you’ll see.”
Scott checked his hand. Please call. Please take the bait. Unfortunately, Scott was smarter than that. “Fold. Maybe next time.”
I groaned and checked my hand. Still Ace-Queen of hearts. Still the best hand possible.
Amy wasn’t done taunting.
“That’s too bad, Scott. I was hoping you’d come out and play.”
“I bet you are,” he said. “I bet you’ve been thinking about playing with me all night long.”
Amy pulled a face, but she went red under her scowl. She flipped over her hand, ignoring Scott. “Flush. King-7 of hearts.”
Not a strong hand, but it was strong enough to beat Heather’s paired 4s.
To me, Amy asked, “The bet was the losers had to kiss anyone that the winner wants?”
“That’s what I bet.”
“Does the other person have to be one of you three?”
“I don’t know. Honestly, I hadn’t thought that much about it. Probably though?”
Amy looked between the three of us, suddenly realizing what she’d just “won.”
“So I can make you kiss Scott?”
She laughed as my face went white.
“I guess so...”
“I’m not doing that,” Scott said through grinding teeth.
“Then you want to call it a night? And just when the game was getting good.” Amy pouted, but it was all for show. She had him.
I shifted in my seat. “Amy...”
Amy let us twist in the wind a moment longer. “Fine. You’re off the hook. But you owe me.”
I thought of the two winning hands I’d folded so she could keep her clothes and decided that I didn’t owe her a damn thing.
“Heather, looks like you get your wish. Come on over and kiss these two guys. Unless you’ve got a problem with that, Trey?”
“I’m sorry, what?” His eyes were buried in Amy’s cleavage. “No, I don’t mind.”
Amy smirked.
Heather stood and took a deep breath. I’d been so enraptured by Elise and Amy that I hadn’t had a chance to truly appreciate how sexy Heather was. She no longer attempted to cover herself, baring all of her pale and compact beauty to my traveling eyes. With her narrow waist and petite frame, her B-cups looked as large as my wife’s Ds.
Her stomach was flat, pierced with a dangling piece of shimmering jewelry, and the legs that emerged from beneath her short skirt were toned like a dancer’s. She pushed her thumbs into the band of her skirt and looked up at me.
“I guess I shouldn’t be wearing this anymore.”
Without another word, she pushed it over her hips and let it pool around her ankles. Just as she’d confessed, Heather was shaved but for a cropped triangle of amber curls that sat at the apex of her slit.
“Natural redhead,” Scott said.
Everyone else ignored him as Heather crossed the room and settled into my lap.
“Don’t look so nervous, Ben. It’s just a kiss.”
And at first, it was just a kiss. Her lips found mine, soft and sweet, like two teenagers at the end of their first date. She held it there as her arms folded around me. Her perfume filled my nose and her breasts warmed against my bare skin. She pulled away and looked at Amy.
I didn’t look. I didn’t need to. I could feel Amy’s eyes on me. And Trey’s. I could sense the whole damn room. And then nothing but the wet press of Heather’s tongue pushing into my mouth and that exciting thrill of kissing someone for the first time.
How many years had it been since I’d kissed another woman? And this wasn’t just any woman. This was Amy’s best friend. It was enough that I came to my senses and pushed her away—although just enough. We shared our shallow breath, inches apart.
“Was it everything you hoped it would be?” Amy’s voice cut through our moment, more playful than jealous.
Heather didn’t take her green eyes from me. “And then some.” There was that smile, feline and playful. To me, “Thanks.”
She slid out of my lap and made her way to Scott, swinging her round little ass.
The kiss had knocked all manners out of me. I touched my mouth, still feeling her lips on mine. I’d always thought Heather was attractive but in a cute, spunky kind of way. She was Amy’s wild child friend and it was good to see them giggle like girls when they got together. This kiss changed everything. She looked back at me as she bent down to Scott. I didn’t see cuteness anymore. I saw a woman, smoldering and sexual.
I looked over at Amy, suddenly racked with guilt. She just shook her head and placed a hand on my arm. I mouthed, “I love you,” and she returned it.
“You call that a kiss?”
We looked back to see Scott frowning. Heather slipped back into her chair.
“Sure, it can be a kiss.” Heather giggled. “The bet never said anything about it needing to be on the lips.”
The playful, free-spirited Heather was back, but I still saw the tigress, hiding behind those giggles.
Scott regrouped. “In that case, we’re going to have to be more explicit with these bets.”
“I like the sound of more explicit bets.” Heather bounced her brows and earned some tense laughter. Things had shifted. We were headed into new territory, and no one seemed ready to call it quits.
I dealt the next hand, destiny laden in each skittering card. I felt the significance in this round. We all could. I don’t think anyone breathed until I set it down and the betting commenced.
Amy checked her cards, then her opponents. She took a deep breath, glanced at Scott, and bet. “I’m all in. I bet my bra.”
Trey folded. Then Heather. They slid each hand into the middle with quiet relief. Elise prepped her own fold, waiting for Scott to do the same.
“You really want to get me naked, don’t you, sweetheart?”
“I’m on the edge of my seat.”
Beneath the sarcasm, I detected something else. Or was that my imagination? Did her pupils dilate? Did she just tightened her thighs? Was her reply the truth masquerading as a lie?
“You’ll have to wait a little longer. But don’t worry, you’ll get a nice, close look.”
Scott tossed the cards into the middle as Amy’s mouth tightened.
Elise folded in the aftermath, as my pulse pounded in my ears. I had to make a decision, once again, because those two cards sitting in front of me were both Aces.
To call was to doom us to play this game as long as Scott wanted. Neither Amy nor I could stop it, and it didn’t appear that anyone else wanted to.
“Ben?” someone asked. I wasn’t sure who.
“Sorry,” I said. I released a breath, long but hardly steady. And then: “I call.”
Amy grimaced when I flipped my Aces, turning over a pair of Kings.
“Someone finally found a hand,” Scott said. I heard the sarcasm in his voice. He knew I’d been holding back.
“Bad luck for me,” Amy said. “Let’s see if I can crack those aces.”
She couldn’t. Not after the first three cards. Not after the fourth. When the fifty came up empty, Amy resigned herself to the lose.
“Well, that’s that.”
When Amy bared her chest to the group, her full breasts hanging like ripe fruit, high and proud, I think we officially crossed into the realm of Holy Shit, This Is Happening.
“There, it’s done.” Amy looked about us, defiant. She didn’t try to cover herself, although her hands twitched.
“Nice tits,” Heather said.
Amy would have smacked anyone else but her best friend for saying it. As it was, the redhead earned a head shake, followed quickly by a laugh. “I feel so naked.”
The rest of us joined her laughter.
“So...” She stopped herself and looked at Scott, who raised his brows. I never doubted that she’d honor her half of the bet, but maybe I was secretly hoping that she wouldn’t. “So my deal. Unless anyone wants to stop?”
She looked at me. Did she want me to shut it down for me? Or was she just gauging my mindset. I didn’t need to look at Scott to know he was watching, too.
“Nope, I’m game. I’ve still got my boxers on,” I said.
She dealt the cards.
“Do I still need to bet something, even though I’m naked?” Trey asked.
“Same rules as before,” Scott said. “Nothing has changed.”
And her everything had changed.
“OK, I’ll bet an, um, a truth.”
Scott, who’d been riding everyone who started with a truth, simply called. We all did. Seemed like we were prepared to start this next stage of the game as a group. That was, until the flop came and Scott’s raise crossed the line.
“Okay, I’ll raise you. All in. The loser must perform oral sex on a person of his or her choosing.”
The room was dead silent. Scott glanced at Amy to see if there was protest. There was none, although I could see her discomfort on her cheeks, red and flushed. He looked at me, too. I wouldn’t have asked for the end of this game, even if I wasn’t bound by the side bet. I never thought we’d make it this far in the game, but now I didn’t want to stop.
“Call.” Heather’s feline eyes burned green fire.
I cleared my throat. “It’s actually my bet, but I’ll get out of the way. Fold.”
“Me, too,” Amy said.
Trey followed. “Me, three.”
Scott didn’t seem worried at all. He seemed more ready than anyone to cross this line.
“Someone’s eager. Have a good hand, Heather?”
“You’ll see. Flip ‘em.”
Heather turned over her king and queen. I closed my eyes. She’s drawing for an inside straight. Oh, Heather, why? Sure enough, Scott turned over his aces.
“I can play Aces, too.”
I couldn’t tell if that was a jab at me.
“So oral sex? On anyone of my choice?” Still snuggled against Trey, Heather didn’t look very distraught. “Now this is a bet that I could lose every day.”
“Don’t you already?”
Heather slipped to the floor between his legs.
“Careful, Trey, or this may be your last.”
“Sorry, bab—uhh...”
Was this happening? From where I sat, I could just see Heather’s hand wrap around Trey as she guided half his length into her mouth. Heather may have been petite—her pretty mouth may have been small—but she handled Trey’s cock without issue.
Amy chewed her bottom lip, eyes wide as mine. Was she imagining what that would feel like? I watched Amy gulp. Was she thinking about Trey’s manhood pushing into her throat? I felt my belly tighten.
I slid my chair Amy’s, then slid my hand between her legs. She jumped, looking over at me. I nodded. It’s okay. Don’t be embarrassed. I think it’s hot, too. She read my thoughts, kissing me softly before turning back to the scene.
Heather sucked Trey’s prick with aggressive, slurpy bobs. She rubbed her saliva into the lower third of his length, wringing and jerking with both hands because she couldn’t wrap it with just one.
My cock hit its full seven inches as I imagined what that must feel like. Amy gave good head—although it had been a while since the last time—but Heather sucked cock like a porn star.
I pushed my hand into the balmy space between Amy’s thighs. I could feel her heat, even before I slid my fingers across her sex. We shared a gasp—Amy at my touch, me because I’d forgotten that she was now shaved. And wet. So fucking wet.
I found her clit, swollen and pronounced, and fluttered my fingers across it. The muscles in Amy’s neck stretched and strained as she hushed a moan. I kissed her there, feeling her quick pulse on my lips.
“Just watch.” I curled my fingers inside Amy. Her brow crumpled and her eyelids dropped, but she kept her eyes on Heather’s show. “It’s sexy, isn’t it? Are you thinking about him? Are you imagining what he’d feel like in your mouth?”
It was like someone else was whispering into Amy’s ear—the alter ego I’d just discovered tonight. Amy’s pussy tightened around my fingers. She chewed her lower lip.
“You are, aren’t you?”
“Mmm...” Her dark brows pinched.
Trey raced down the home stretch, spurred on by Heather’s bouncing head. His fingers slid through her copper locks, taking control, using her mouth like a toy. I matched my thrusting fingers with the blowjob. Amy whimpered and opened her legs.
“Heath. Oh, Heath! I’m—“ He was coming, filling the redhead’s mouth. She drew back until just the head of his cock was in her mouth, and swallowed.
Amy shuddered, arching into the back of a chair as a silent orgasm took her. She had one tit in hand, a fluttering thumb working her nipple like I worked her clit. I loved watching her come. Apparently so did the rest of the poker players.
“Wow, I don’t know what was hotter,” Scott said when the moment settled.
Elise shifted away from him, looking flushed. I wondered what they’d been up to.
Amy, realizing that all eyes were on her—even Heather and a groggy Trey—turned bright red, but didn’t cover up.
“Okay, everyone ready for their truth?” Scott asked.
“Go for it.”
“Do you all want to keep playing?”
Every single one of us answered yes, and while I can’t speak for Amy, my answer had nothing to do with the side bet.
The sense of sexual kumbaya lasted about three minutes—long enough for Amy to find herself on the losing end of a showdown with Heather. It happened so fast that I didn’t even know what she’d lost. I’d folded immediately and let my mind wrap around the blowjob, and the hearty group decision for more like it.
Heather seemed pleased with herself, though.
“Looks like I get to pay you back, Ams.” The redhead looked at me like a cat looks at a particularly fun toy, and I felt my lips tingle where she’d kissed me.
She patted Trey on the knee. “You, too, honey. I know you’ve wanted her since you first saw her tonight.”
Amy licked her lips, uncertain. Trey’s smile widened. He kissed Heather with a, “thanks, babe.”
“Just so we’re all clear,” Heather said, “you two are going to make out. For one minute. And...nothing’s off limits. How’s that for explicit, Scott.”
My old friend nodded his approval.
Amy glanced at me. Want me to? she asked with that expression, because she couldn’t ask it out loud.
I nodded. After what we’d just witnessed, this seemed like nothing.
She took a deep breath, brushed her hands along her bare thighs, as though smoothing out a skirt that wasn’t there, and turned to Trey.
“Start timing?” she asked.
Heather had her iPhone out. “When the show starts.”
Amy scooted her chair over to Trey, who was failing to hide his eagerness. First a blowjob. Now he got to kiss my beautiful wife. He must have thought he’d won the lotto.
“No funny business,” Amy said. And with that, their lips locked.
I don’t think I breathed for the first half of the kiss. The sweetness fell away almost instantly. Amy had been primed all night. I’d felt it as we’d watched Heather go down on Trey. Now Trey got to reap the rewards. Someone pushed their tongue into the others mouth and I watched Amy give into the kiss.
Trey traced his fingers along her shoulder blades, which doubled in on each other as she dove into the embrace. The sound of their kisses burned in my ears. My heart fluttered. My cock hadn’t been so hard all evening.
Amy rocked her head back and sighed as Trey kissed along her jaw and into the crevice beneath her ear. She bared her neck to him and he took it. She bit her lip to stifle a whimper, then gave up trying.
The two shifted and I saw it: Trey’s hand on Amy’s breast, his thumb rubbing across her dark nipple. My gut tightened. I should stop this. I should, I should... but I didn’t. It was done, and—
Trey dropped his head to her tit and wrapped his mouth around her nipple. Amy cried out, but didn’t stop him. Instead, she arched back in the chair, pulling her shoulders back and her chest forward. One hand gripped her seat; the other disappeared between her parted thighs.
I’d never seen something so hot yet so wrong. I touched my cock through my boxers, but had to stop when I realized how volatile it was.
How could this have been a minute? I glanced at Heather and understood. Our clock-watcher was not doing her job. Watching Trey and Heather play through heavy lidded eyes, one arm moved vigorously beneath the table as the other played with her tits.
I looked back at Amy and Trey. The sight was the same, but shocking all over again. This was my wife rounding second base with another man. How much longer would it go on? How much farther?
“That’s a generous minute, Heather.”
It was Elise, although I’d been trying to will myself to say the words.
“Um, right. Time, you guys.” The redhead brushed her brow. “Whew. Sorry about that.”
“It’s okay, Heather,” Scott said. “I think Amy enjoyed every second of that minute. Didn’t you, Ams?”
I felt something move in my chest and brush along my heart.
Trey withdrew. Amy went from hot to cold by the time she looked at Scott. “Scott.”
There was a warning there, one that Scott chose to ignore.
“Oh, you’re not fooling anyone, Amy. I think I probably know you better than anyone except Ben.” He clasped his hands and leaned forward. “And maybe better about some things.”
The conversation that wouldn’t leave me alone returned. History. Growler Night and things better left unspoken.
“What are you two talking about? Amy, what’s he talking about?”
Amy shifted in her seat and stared at her hands. That thing in my chest spread its wings and started flapping.
“It’s nothing. Just this... thing that happened a long time ago.”
“You and Scott fucking is nothing?” Saying it was cathartic. It was out there in the fresh air at last.
Amy’s head snapped up at me, horror twisting her face.
“What are you talking about?” she asked, at the same time Scott said, “Whoa, buddy.”
I looked between them, suddenly considering the possibility that I was mistaken. “You mean—“
“Just because I may have had a stupid crush on him didn’t mean I slept with him.”
“I’d remember it if it happened,” Scott added. “And trust me, so would Amy.”
Amy ignored the dig. “Why would you think we did that?”
I didn’t understand. “But what about Growler Night?”
Amy blinked. Then looked at Scott. Then broke out laughing.
“Is that what this is about? You heard us talking over the smoke?”
I nodded, feeling like an idiot. “I guess I jumped to the wrong conclusion?”
“Honey, how could you ever think that?”
“I don’t know.” I didn’t. I had no idea, now that it was out there in the open. “Just... Scott saying you guys have history. And that you didn’t want him to tell me about it. And then Heather saying that you had a crush on him...”
Amy tapped her finger to her lip. “I could see how you got there, I guess, but baby, don’t think I’d tell you about something so huge?”
“Well...” That’s why I’d been so upset. “So what’s Growler Night?”
Amy sighed. “You remember Rhys Myers?”
“Rugby Rhys?”
“I don’t think he ever actually played rugby,” Scott said.
That was true, but he looked like a player. Broad shoulders and large arms, he had the same look that Trey had, were Trey more Caucasian than the exotic mixture of dark and olive. I looked at Heather’s boyfriend and it all clicked. Amy had a crush on Rhys, and something happened on Growler Night—a night when the law students got together and drank straight out of growlers at the Hog and Honey.
“So this is all about Rhys, not Scott,” I said. It wasn’t a question.
“Well, Scott’s in there, but he was actually more my savior than anything else. I got too drunk over at the Hog—“
“We all did,” Scott interjected.
“—and ended up making a fool of myself in front of Rhys.”
I pictured Amy standing in a semi-circle of fratty looking douchebags as they laughed and pointed at her. It curled my fists into balls. “He humiliated you?”
Scott laughed.
“More like, Amy humiliated herself!”
“So you know how sometimes, someone waves at you or whatever, and really they’re waving at someone behind you?”
I nodded.
“Well, instead of waving, imagine that someone made a sexy, come-here face, and that someone was a guy you’d secretly crushed on for the past three months.”
“So you went over there.”
“And made a complete fool of myself. Of course, he was winking at some bleached blonde in a ridiculous dress. But I didn’t realize that until I slid into the booth beside him.”
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen her face so red,” Scott said.
“You weren’t sitting with Rhys, were you?”
“Nope. One booth over. But when I saw what was going on, I got her out of their quick.”
“I was mortified. I didn’t go back to the Hog until our second year.”
“I remember now,” I said. “I just thought you didn’t like the smoky interior and cheap beer.”
“Well, those too.”
I laughed, and so did the rest of us. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
Scott answered for her. “Same reason you never told her about Tammy Parker.”
“Who?” Amy asked.
“I’ll tell you later. Promise.”
She took that better than I had taken her secret, I realized, and that made me feel ashamed. I reached out and laced my fingers in hers. We shared a smile and she mouthed, “I love you.”
God, I felt like a fool. How could I have ever thought she’d ever have slept with Scott? The question roused something in me though, uncomfortable enough that I didn’t want to sit anymore, yet arousing enough to revive my flagging erection.
“I’m going to get us the last pitcher of ‘ritas,” I said, standing because I didn’t want to sit anymore.
Heather clapped at that.
“You know the way to a girl’s heart.”
I think that’s the way to another part of a girl,” Scott said, drawing a laugh. “Why don’t we all move to the sofas over there? My ass is starting to hurt.”
I grabbed the empty pitcher of our first batch as the group stood and gathered the cards and their things. Their looks at one another were furtive, despite what was likely about to happen. Everyone was trying to prolong the innocence of the night, even Scott, although his eyes kept darting back to Amy whenever he thought she wasn’t looking. Each stolen look at my wife was like a lightning bolt that wouldn’t leave me alone.
I got out of there before my hard-on was too full for my boxer-briefs to hide.
I reached for the handle of the fridge and paused. With all the possibilities that the night still held, the one that kept pumping up my cock and fueling my fantasies was Amy and Scott. I’d been angry when I thought they’d already done it and hadn’t told me, sure, but beneath that anger was a profound thrill. Now I didn’t have an excuse to be angry anymore.
“You okay, Ben?”
I jumped at Amy’s voice. I was still at the door to the unopened fridge.
“Yeah, I’m good. Just trying to wrap my head around something.”
I heard her pad across the room, bare feet on the warm cork flooring of our kitchen—cork we’d chosen together when we’d remodeled the house. That endeavor had been painful, yet rewarding. So many compromises. So many disagreements. And in the end, we were happy with every decision we made. That was the kind of relationship we had, right?
I felt Amy’s hand on my back, warm and soft.
“I’m sorry I never told you about the Rugby Rhys thing.”
“It’s not that.” I turned to look at her. “I shouldn’t have jumped to that conclusion.”
And I kind of wanted it to be true, I didn’t add.
“You probably shouldn’t have.”
She held me from behind, her soft breasts pushing against my bare back. I opened the fridge and pulled out the pitcher of yellow liquid.
Amy’s voice drifted quiet and uncertain. She didn’t let me go.
“Are you okay with the other thing?”
My heart skipped. “You and Trey?”
“Yeah.”
“I am.”
I set the pitcher on the table before me and turned to her. She stepped close, knitting her hands behind my neck as mine went to her hips.
“You’d tell me if you weren’t?”
“Amy, that was one of the hottest things I’ve watched in a long time.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. I don’t understand it, but...” I pushed my erection against her. “That thing doesn’t lie.”
Amy laughed softly.
“How about you? Did you enjoy kissing Trey?”
She replied with a breathy, “yes.”
“And what about me and Heather? How did that make you feel?”
“Jealous, but... it was sexy, too. Isn’t that weird?”
I knew exactly how she felt. “I think it’s more natural than weird.”
We stared at one another for a long time, drinking in one another. Her dark eyes were open to me. I saw fear and excitement entwine like lovers. Was that a reflection of my thoughts, or her own?
I found my voice first.
“I want you to know that I love you, no matter what happens next. I’ll always love you.”
Amy’s eyes shimmered. “I love you, too, Ben.”
“So we’re in this together?” I asked.
She kissed me, pushing her curves against me. We clutched at each other even after the kiss. Amy pulled back just enough to answer my question.
“Yes. I’d say we’re all in.”



Round 4
The seating assignments had been decided by the time we made it back out into the kitchen. Heather, Scott, and Elise were on the couch while Trey was alone on the loveseat. The spot next to him was open, along with the armchair. If we preserved the order, that put me in the armchair and Amy next to Trey. I wondered who decided the seating arrangement. Probably Scott, nestled in between the two women.
What really got my heart racing, though, was the crystal bowl of condoms sitting on the coffee table, right in the middle of us. I recognized the bowl; it had been a wedding present and until a few minutes ago, had held seashells from last year’s vacation to Costa Rica. Now it held the concrete outcome of tonight.
I felt the rush of something swift and pressurized power into my head. For an instant, I felt dizzy. Then I looked at Amy and saw the same expression. I smiled. We kissed softly. Her face was on fire. Here goes.
I watched her ass as she joined the naked Trey on the loveseat. My adrenaline spiked. I took a deep breath, set the pitcher next to the bowl of condoms, and settled into my chair.
It was going to be hard to concentrate. Even though all three women all sat with their legs crossed and their hands discretely in their laps, a nude woman was still a nude. And these three had great naked bodies. Heather leaned forward as she dealt the cards and my eyes tracked the pendulous swing of her tits.
“Okay, so my bet first,” Scott said. “How about: everyone on the winner’s sofa gets to fool around?”
The game had definitely shifted. We’d officially gone from losers paying forfeits to winners reaping them. And I was fine with that. I just didn’t like being alone in my chair.
“What about me?” I asked.
“You get to fool around with yourself.”
Asshole Scott was back, complete with his asshole wink and his asshole grin.
I almost folded out of principal, until I looked at my cards. King-Queen. Not something to throw away easily.
However, Elise was first to act. She looked at her couch mates: Heather and Scott. “So it doesn’t really matter if I lose, as long as one of you two win?”
“That’s right, although you staying in improves our odds.”
“I see.” To Heather: “Are you okay with improving our odds?”
The redhead’s feline eyes were filled with something bright and naughty. “Yes, please.”
“Then I call.”
“And I raise,” I said.
Scott started to protest. I didn’t let him.
“You never said it was an all in. So let’s say that the winner gets to choose the seating arrangement.” I let the bet sink in. “And that’s my raise, all in.”
There were no official rules for what an “all in” meant. It just constituted the end of betting. Scott could have protested it just to keep the betting open and even I would have had a problem defending it. But he didn’t. In fact, he took the re-raise in stride, nodding. Touché, my friend.
It didn’t change the betting results. Everyone wanted to play. Everyone called. Heather flipped the cards, one at a time, pausing after each for dramatic effect. Even as they fell, though, I could barely focus on them. Between Heather’s swaying tits and the condoms with all their possibility, I didn’t realize I’d won until the fifth card was dealt.
“Ben wins!” Heather celebrated the loudest, but Elise made the best suggestion.
“So you’re going to switch with Scott here, right?”
I looked at Amy. She seemed to appreciate the check-in and nodded. Go for it. Have fun.
“I am. Scott, enjoy the armchair.”
I was hard enough that my boxer-briefs couldn’t hide it. Heather and Elise noticed, too, giggling as Scott got up and I took his place.
“So what does ‘fool around’ mean?” I asked Scott. I did my best not to look at the bowl in front of me.
“What do you think it means?” Scott said grumpily. He threw himself into my vacated spot and didn’t say any more.
Heather, to my right, ran her hand up my arm.
“I think we can figure something out. Don’t you, Elise?”
On my left, Elise mirrored the redhead.
“Stop me if I go too far,” she said.
With that, the blonde leaned in and kissed me. Like everything else about Elise, the kiss was sweet, refined, yet deceptively sinful. She curled her hand around my neck as she pushed her tongue into my mouth.
Behind me, Heather’s lips dribbled along my jaw and cheek until Elise released me. Turning, I dove right into a harder, more aggressive kiss with the redhead.
When she pulled back, I felt like I’d just stepped off the treadmill. Heather did this cute thing with her nose, scrunching it up like a mischievous cat.
Then, the cat’s eyes slid away from me, over to Elise. Elise reached out, brushing the redhead’s cheek affectionately. Heather nuzzled her cheek against Elise’s palm.
I knew what was coming. We all did. It had been building all evening long. But I never thought I’d have a front row seat to the action.
Elise traced her fingers along Heather’s jaw, her other hand bracing herself on my knee as she leaned across my body. Their lips met, inches from my face, soft and gentle.
At first.
It was beautiful. Heather gasped. Elise tipped her head and slid her mouth in closer. This close, I could see their jaws begin to work, hinting at the way their tongues danced and coiled together.
They parted, breathing hard and sharing smiles too sweet for the situation. Heather’s hand went to my cock, tracing it through the tight cloth covering. Before I could marshal my brain to react, Elise pulled my face around to hers and kissed me again. She guided one of my hands to her chest. Her tits were so dainty after having been with Amy for so many years; they just filled my palms. I brushed her light brown nipples and felt approval in her kiss.
Heather plunged her hand inside my boxer-briefs, stroking my cock directly. I started.
“Just relax,” Heather whispered. Her words fluttered against my ear.
Then she wrapped her hand around my cock and started to stroke. I broke my kiss with Elise. As good as this felt, it also felt so wrong. I looked at the redhead.
“I don’t think I’m ready...”
To my amazement, Heather withdrew her hand with a nod. Her eyelids fell, making her look even more cat-like—a cat settling in for a long snuggle.
“I hope you don’t mind, but I think Elise and I so are.”
With that, Heather climbed into my lap, facing Elise. I froze. Was she just going to ignore my protest and go for it? I imagined my cock plunging into her pussy and wondered if I had the willpower to stop it. Or if I even wanted to.
Instead, she reached over, took Elise’s face in her hands, and pulled the other woman in for a volcanic kiss. This time, their hands were free to explore, and explore they did. I watched Elise’s hands run up and down Heather’s milky white back, dipping occasionally across the creamy plains of her buttocks. I watched Heather trace Elise’s neck and the outline of her breasts. She seemed to love pinching the blonde’s light brown nipples—loved the way Elise gasped each time.
I glanced at Amy, who sat on the edge of the couch, enraptured. Her mouth hung slack, her eyes wide, and her knuckles turned white where she gripped the seat cushion at her thighs. As subtle as it was, I didn’t miss the way she rubbed her thighs together. She looked like she was doing everything in her power not to touch herself. When she saw me looking, her jaw snapped shut and she blinked out of her trance.
She mouthed, this is so hot. I nodded.
Beside her, Trey was locked on to the kiss. He didn’t bother with subtlety. His hand wrapped around his impressive girth, stroking it like a man forced to ration his libido. He’d already come once tonight and didn’t want to waste it on his hand.
I glanced at Scott long enough to see him squeeze with himself through his loose boxers, and that he wasn’t pissed. Good.
“Your hands feel good,” Heather whispered, drawing me back to the two women right in front of me. “God, I can’t believe I’ve waited so long to do this.”
“You think this is good?” Elise walked butterfly kisses along the other woman’s neck. “You haven’t felt...” Her lips swept down along Heather’s collarbone. “...anything...” Across her clavicle. “...yet.” Elise’s mouth closed over a pale nipple.
Heather sucked in a ragged breath through her teeth, tipping her head back and closing her eyes. Elise made love to the redhead’s pink nipple, her long tongue darting circles around the puffy areola.
I realized that my hands had started stroking the women’s backs when Heather started to lean back into my palm. I supported her as best I could through the slow recline, until she could reach behind her and brace herself on the sofa.
Elise never stopped suckling her breasts. The blonde’s hands did start to move again, though, swirling and stroking down Heather’s stomach. I felt pressure against my trapped cock as Heather spread her legs, anticipating what came next. Her breath ratchet up as she fought to maintain composure.
All the effort failed as Elise’s slender digits slithered into the moist juncture between her thighs. Heather groaned, tossing her copper hair as her head snapped back. Elise sucked off of Heather’s nipples and looked up at the other woman.
“Feel good?”
Heather’s reply came clipped, a distance runner trying to have a conversation.
“Yes.”
“Want to feel even better?”
Heather huffed. Elise took that as a yes.
“Lay back then. And enjoy.”
Heather nodded, never opening her eyes, and stretched all the way back on the sofa. She opened her legs as Elise moved down to her pussy. With Heather’s ass still in my lap and her hips raised, I could see everything. I could see the tight formation of auburn pubic hair above her clit, and the way her pale mound glistened in the soft light of the living room, and the way her vulva blossomed, pink and delicate, around two of Elise’s fingers.
It was all happening right there, in my lap. I could feel Heather’s excitement against my cock the same way you’d feel a car’s engine while sitting on its hood. And when Elise’s head blocked my view, that engine roared.
“Oh yes!”
I couldn’t just watch. Not with the jerking sensations against my groin. Not with Heather’s loud gasps and cries. And certainly not with Elise’s sweeping nudity and arm’s length.
I ran my fingers across her long back, marveling at the softness of her lightly tanned skin. No tan lines, I noted in the quiet part of my brain that was cataloging all the things about this night—the part that wondered if maybe this was all an elaborately lucid dream.
I felt Elise shiver as I crested her ass and dove between her legs. My caress detoured around her sex and down her thighs. She opened them just enough to invite me in. I didn’t need to be asked twice.
I pressed on into the gap between her legs, my fingers scouting the slippery way. I buried two digits into her pussy. She groaned, jerking off of Heather like a marionette controlled by a drunken puppeteer.
“Noo...” Heather laced her hands in Elise’s golden bob, urging her not to stop.
I slowly withdrew my fingers, then plunging back in with a twist. Elise let out a elongated gasp.
I glanced at Heather. She was so close, her face twisted and on edge. Please, she begged with her eyes. Please, please, please...
I pushed Elise’s head back into Heather’s lap. The redhead shut her eyes and arched back, happily returning to journey into bliss.
Elise’s bobbing head matched my plunging fingers, reinforcing that feeling of puppeteer. I fingered her faster, she licked faster. I drew out my thrusts and Heather whined when Elise adjusted to my tempo.
I didn’t consider myself a particularly dominant person. If anyone took the lead in the bedroom, it was usually Amy. But in that frantic moment as Elise and Heather raced to mutual orgasm, I tasted the heady appeal of being in complete control.
“Oh my—“ Heather couldn’t complete her exclamation before she twisted back and screamed.
My hand slapped wetly against Elise’s pussy with each furious jab. Tearing her face from between Heather’s legs, Elise bit her lip, and came. Her moan made me want to simultaneously cuddle her and throw her down and fuck her hard. I chose the former, pulling her gasping body into my arms as her orgasm stormed through her.
When it had finally run its course, she opened her eyes and found me staring back. She circled her arms around me, pulling me closer. I saw mischief in those deep blues.
“I owe you one.”
We kissed and I tasted Heather on her mouth. After a moment of Elise’s playful tongue, though, I forgot about everything but how sexy this woman was. The desperate edge that had been there earlier was gone. This was slower, softer. The kind of kiss that lovers shared.
Heather, slumping into the armrest of the couch, spoke for us all.
“I am so ready for the next round.”
We laughed. I wondered how many more rounds were left before we tossed the cards away with the last scraps of propriety.
...but a few times, we’d all end up in one big pile of moaning flesh. Was Elise’s past our future? All it took was a glance at Amy, sitting heavy lidded next to the dusky skinned Adonis, and I had my answer. Big pile of moaning flesh it was.
“Who’s deal is it, even?” I asked.
Heather pulled herself up off the couch and reached for her drink. “Does it matter anymore?”
No. No it didn’t.
“I’ll deal,” Elise said. “But I have no idea whose bet it is.”
Amy surprised me by answering.
“How about the same stakes as last hand? Winner arranges seating, and winner’s couch does... whatever.”
As she blushed, I wondered if she realized she’d just suggested the very thing she’s originally objected to about strip poker in the first place: a stupid, random game, all luck and no skill.
Scott picked up on the contradiction, but for once didn’t call her out on it directly.
“There goes my carefully crafted set of rules.”
“Well, I like the bet,” Trey said.
I bet you do.
When Elise dealt out the cards, I almost laughed at the way we kept our hands hidden. Did we all believe that the pretense would make up for our lack of clothing? For our libidos as they acted like teenagers on their first week of college?
I had a 6-4, off-suit, and didn’t care. Fact was, I didn’t want to win. I was rooting for Amy and Trey’s couch—and felt my stomach churn thinking about what would happen if they did.
Elise turned over the communal cards, but I didn’t need to see his cards to know who won. Trey was grinning, white and wide, as he glanced down at his hole cards. They looked tiny in his enormous hands, like a man playing with a child’s deck of cards. Was that how Amy was about to look in his arms?
It was so funny watching the hunk of a man color and stumble for words.
“I... um. I’d like to keep the seating as it is.”
He glanced at me. You cool?
I nodded, then looked at Amy, who saw it too. We were on the same emotional wave length, oscillating between scared shitless and Christmas morning excitement. I smiled. She mouthed, Thank you. And Trey started nuzzling her neck.
Trey and Amy part two began. Who said sequels were never as good?
Amy turned away from Trey as she tilted her head gave him her neck. He wrapped his arms around her. As his lips climbed her neck, from nape to jaw, his hands walked up her waist to cup her heavy breasts. He pinched her nipples and she gasped in silence.
Elise snuggled against me. She was warm where she hugged my arm and rested her head on my shoulder. And she smelled great. “Nice show.”
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.
Amy turned back and met Trey’s mouth over her shoulder for a hungry kiss. She pushed her chest into his hands. Encouraged, he tweaked her nipples harder. I winced. Amy was sensitive there and too much could be a bad thing. Not for Trey, it seemed.
Elise’s voice was right against my ear. Such a sweet voice saying the most dirty things.
“Are you going to be okay if they fuck?”
And in that moment, I knew that I was. I’d wanted it all night. And with the realization, the last bit of insecurity fell away.
“I’ll be okay, as long as you take care of me.”
Elise could stop a heart with that smile. Her blunt bangs were in disarray, stuck to the sweat of her forehead. Somehow, it made her even more beautiful. “I’m not going anywhere. Don’t worry.”
Her eyes flickered to Heather on my right. I followed and gasped.
“Doesn’t look like she has a problem with Trey and Amy,” Elise said.
Heather was lounging back, legs spread and both hands working between her thighs.
“Big surprise there,” I replied.
Heather didn’t seem to hear us. All her focus was on the other couch. I followed it just in time to see Trey’s hand complete its journey down to Amy’s pussy. My wife offered no resistance as he pushed a finger between her lips, although she couldn’t maintain the kiss.
“You’re so wet,” Trey said. He introduced a second finger and she bucked in his powerful grasp. He looked like a bass player in a jazz band, playing Amy to perfection. One hand fingered her, the other made sure her nipples were never neglected, and she sang a throaty tune.
Elise shifted next to me. I could feel her building excitement—all that potential energy ready to burst. It was simple physics. A bolder at the top of a hill, ready to roll. Runners crouched at the starting line, ready for that gunshot. This is where potential energy turned kinetic. This was the switch over.
Amy was close. I could hear it in her short moans and see it in the pained expression she wore. My wife was close at the hands of another man. The uncomfortable notion that this shouldn’t be happening wrapped me up like an anesthetic gone wrong. I could still feel, and what I felt was thrilling.
I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife. Nothing could have. Amy stiffened, driving her shoulders into Trey’s muscled torso. He held her as she thrashed through her orgasm—held her like she was made of paper rather than flesh and pumping blood. Her moans were so familiar, yet so different, cast from the other side of the room. It was out-of-body.
Her moans yielded to sighed laughter, a smile stretched across her face. She basked in the dizzy warmth of her climax as Trey gently lowered her onto the sofa.
“Now he’s going to fuck her,” Elise said.
I’d forgotten that the blonde was still there, snuggled at my side. I’d forgotten about everything around me but my wife and her soon-to-be lover.
“Yeah...”
She was right.
“Want me to start taking care of you now?”
Elise kissed my cheek, sweet as could be, then dipped down between my legs and peeled my boxers away. Before I could even consider protesting, she sucked me into her mouth.
“Jesus, that’s big,” Amy said. Awe saturated her hushed observation. She wrapped her hands around his girth, hesitant that any more the illusion would break.
“I don’t know how you handle this, Heather.”
“It’s an adjustment every time. That’s for fucking sure.”
And then, without further adieu, my wife bent down and took the head of that monster between her lips.
My stomach dropped as my cock lurched in Elise’s mouth.
Amy withdrew with an approving “mmm,” rubbing her saliva down the thick rod. She sucked it again, this time swallowing a bit more before sucking off.
Heather slipped off our couch and headed for Amy’s, swiping a condom as she passed the bowl. Amy was so preoccupied exploring Trey with her tongue that she didn’t realize the diminutive redhead had joined them until Heather pressed her tits against her back and kissed her neck.
Amy jumped, pulling free of Trey’s cock and shooting a look at her old friend.
“Heather...”
“I bring gifts.”
The redhead held the foil wrapper up to Amy. My wife’s eyes went wide. She suddenly remembered where she was—suddenly remembered me.
It was a nice reaction, but unnecessary. We were beyond the simplicity of right and wrong. I nodded and smiled, resting my hand in Elise’s bobbing head. Amy saw the blonde for the first time and rolled her eyes. She took the condom from Heather, tore it open, and rolled it over Trey’s length.
Heather rested on the armrest as Amy reclined into the center of the love seat. Trey set a knee between her legs and lowered himself to her, cock in hand.
From my angle, I could see it pass across her clean-shaven sex. Amy watched, too, with the same mixture of anxiety and excitement that I felt.
“Be gentle,” she whispered, holding her breath. I held mine, too.
“I’m going to need a little bit of help.”
He rubbed himself along her tight-lipped folds. Amy understood, spreading herself with her hand as he lined himself up. Her dark eyes cut up at him beneath her furrowed brow. Her free hand clung to his shoulder. She clenched her teeth and nodded.
Amy cried out at the initial penetration, grinding her teeth. The shadow across her forehead darkened, but she refused to look away.
“Jesus, you’re big.”
“Take it easy, baby,” Heather said, kissing Trey’s shoulder. To Amy: “Breathe. Remember to breathe.”
Amy nodded. “I’m. Trying. Haa...”
Trey eased deeper, making slow, short thrusts. At last, Amy yielded to the temptation to shut her eyes. She wrapped one leg around his back and sunk the heel of the other into the cushion of the loveseat, and sank back, taking Trey with her.
I stopped Elise’s bobbing head. I was too close, and watching my wife take another man’s cock was too much. Elise nodded, climbing back up into my lap. She wrapped her arms around me and turned to watch the show.
I couldn’t see it, but judging from the way Trey’s hips rested on Amy’s, he’d dipped as deep as he was going to.
“You okay?” Trey asked.
“God. Yes.”
He pulled back, tearing a gasp from her. When he pushed back in, more forceful than before, that gasp turned into a punctuated moan.
I looked around. We were all watching. Elise and I from our sofa. Heather from the arm of their love seat. And Scott from his lonely spot in the armchair. He was sitting forward, elbows on his knees, hands together in a white-knuckled knot. Did Amy feel our eyes on her? Or was she lost in the fullness of Trey’s cock?
As Trey withdrew, Amy tried pulling him back with the leg hooked behind his back. He resisted until he was nearly all the way out of her, then plunged home with a wet smack. He did it again. And again. Faster and harder.
Elise shifted on my lap, reminding me that she was there at all. And suddenly, it was all I could think of. I could feel her heart race against me. Feel her pussy radiate heat. The fresh scent of her shampoo intoxicated me.
“Wishing you were Amy?” I asked.
Elise started, perhaps remembering me for the first time, too.
“No, not...” She licked her lips. “Wish you’d take care of me like that.”
I didn’t think my heart could beat any faster. I was wrong. Having this beautiful blonde ask me for sex was like a shot of adrenaline.
“Let’s make that wish come true.”
It was a cheesy line, but my brain wasn’t in any state for a witty reply. Elise smiled anyway, reaching out and fishing a condom from the bowl.
“You sure?” she asked, holding up the square packet.
“Uh—mygod!” Amy cried.
I glanced past Elise. Amy had both arms wrapped around Trey’s neck, using what little leverage she had to rut up into the muscular man. She was no longer a passive recipient of their coupling. She gave as good as she got.
“Yeah, I’m sure.” I almost laughed, but didn’t. Not when a woman as good looking as Elise tore the foil wrapper of a condom open with her teeth.
“Great!”
Faster than I was prepared for, she had my cock encased in latex and her thin body repositioned over my hips, facing the action. Pushing up on my thighs, she lined us up, looked back at me one last time, and sank onto my member.
Amy’s orgasm crested and crashed, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream. Trey rammed home and held himself there, grinding deep as she met him, ass off the sofa. I knew how they felt, how Amy’s trained kegals rippled and massaged when she came. Ah, the blessings of yoga.
She slumped down into the loveseat, taking her mocha skinned lover with him as she fought for breath. The show was on intermission. We were just waiting for the curtains to fall.
“Oh, fuck yeah!”
Heather’s cry shattered the hushed respite. When had she moved off the armrest of the love seat? When had she climbed into Scott’s chair and started fucking him? I had no clue, but there she was, riding Scott’s lap as they tried—and failed—to maintain a loose kiss.
That caught Amy and Trey’s attention, too. The tawny couple turned to look at the action. Trey whispered something to my wife and she laughed. That, more than all the fucking they’d just shared, made my stomach churn. Did she realize how she was touching him, caressing his broad shoulders with the meat of her thumb? I didn’t think so, and that made me feel even more queasy. It also had a different sort of reaction.
Elise felt it, too. She followed my eyes, then followed my line of thinking. She squeezed my knee, showing the same kind of intimate affection that Trey showed my wife. We were all lovers now—all guilty parties. It helped a little.
“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me, you asshole!” Heather demanded. She’d given up trying to kiss Scott. Instead, she clutched at his golden hair, smothering his face in her freckled cleavage as she bounced wildly in his lap.
Scott gave as good as he received. He clutched the redhead’s slender hips and took control, slamming her up and down his cock. She rose higher. Fell harder. Moaned louder.
Amy and Trey rearranged themselves on the loveseat. Laying down on her side, Trey slid into a spooning position behind her. She reached between her legs and guided his cock back into her pussy. It was easier this time, but the angle made for a tighter fit. Her eyes fluttered shut as she raised a leg up and behind her.
It was the best view I’d had all night of Amy’s bald pussy swallowing up Trey’s dark meat. Her fat lips stretched tightly around his thickness, the slick skin taut and straining. It was all I could look at, like some penitent in the twelfth century, lashing himself for his sins. Trey’s clean shaven balls swung with each thrust. Watching that hard flesh pierce my wife’s denuded sex lips—her clit getting a wonderful rub with each penetration—was right out of hardcore porn. These beautiful genitals were not those of people I knew, but those of people I watched. My wife wasn’t taking it, some other—very sexy—woman was.
Heather’s moan rose over the rest of us, drowning out everything else and demanding attention. She rode Scott like a jockey entered the home stretch of the Kentucky Derby, flying along his length. Scott slapped her ass, meaty and wet. She moaned louder. He did it again.
“Are you close?” Heather asked, her voice a whine.
Scott grunted something that sounded like an affirmative, but was lost in her cleavage. He squeezed her buttocks in between thrusts and slaps, throwing his hips up into hers with each connection.
It was hot enough to set me off, but it didn’t. That came a moment later, when Amy cried out and I looked in her direction. She was writhing back into Trey’s muscled frame as he squeezed her heavy breast and pumped her from behind. She twisted back, found his lips and kissed him hard.
My climax took both Elise and I by surprise. One moment, she was lazily gyrating in my lap. The next, I pulled her against me hard and filled my condom as stars danced at the corners of my vision.
As I came down, the rest of the room was peaking. Heather and Scott seemed to be racing each other to climax, his cock a blur beneath her round buttocks. But it was Amy that commanded all my attention, rutting like a wild mare trying to be tamed. She rubbed tight circles across her clit. Trey worked her breasts roughly, kissing her neck. Whispering against her ear.
“You like that? You like that, baby?”
“Yes. Yes!”
“Jesus, you feel good.”
Amy tried to speak, but all that emerged was a throaty moan.
“Take it.” He slammed, jerking Amy’s whole body with each thrust. “Take it!”
Trey pulled his hips back, withdrawing more dick than most men had, until just the head split her pink—the hammer of a gun being cocked. “Take—“
The hammer fell.
“It!”
Trey’s final push rocked Amy’s world. She arched and tightened against him, her breathy moans getting louder and louder. Could she feel each throb of Trey’s ejaculation? Or his come blast against the thin shielding of the condom?
Watching that was unreal—but then so was the rest of the night. I started to grow again, my flaccid cock still half-buried inside Elise. The blonde wiggled her hips, but kept her eyes focused on Trey and Amy’s final act.
I didn’t feel jealous anymore, although I’m sure it lurked somewhere in the shadow cast by all this excitement. Amy, skin dappled in perspiration, chest rising and falling as she fought for breath, looked in incredible. She was incredible. And she was my wife.
When she opened her eyes, she looked right at me. Her smile was weak, but genuine. Her bangs had fallen across her face, sticking in the sweat. She pushed it away and mouthed, “I love you.”
Elise took it as her queue to leave. She slipped off my lap, kissed me on the cheek, and went to join Scott and Heather.
Amy crawled out from under Trey’s embrace. The man just rolled onto his back, resting the back of his hand on his head, and stretched. Insecurity crept in—how could I compete with that? Then Amy’s body blocked it all out: voluptuous and glistening.
She sat down next to me, her head tipped down, looking up at me through her lashes. How could she look so demure after all that had happened? Yet there she was, hands folded in her lap, looking like she was waiting on the doctor to call her name.
I didn’t need to hear her speak to know what she was thinking. Her thoughts were mine. Can you believe that just happened?
The enormity of the night caught up with me at last. The swapping. The sex. The brewing orgy. Almost every single fantasy I’d ever had had become realized tonight—and some I didn’t know I had. Yet now, spent and full on the debauchery of the night, all I wanted to do was hold Amy.
I had no idea what time it was. Late, but not morning. Not yet. The post-orgasm fatigue of my time with Elise washed away as Amy climbed into my lap and sank onto me.
Now that felt right. It wasn’t a mad dash to release. We didn’t come together just to feel good. For the first time that night, we made love, and for the first time in possibly my entire life, I understood the difference.
Work had taken me away on a few extended trips—three or four week assignments when I didn’t see Amy beyond phone calls and emails. They say absence makes the heart grow fonder, but they never tell you that it also makes the heart shyer. The days following each of those trips were spent remembering who we were to one another.
This felt exactly like those post-travel days.
Just a few feet away, Scott was fooling around with Elise and Heather as Trey lounged and recuperated. We didn’t see him. They could have gotten up and left and we may not have noticed.
Amy felt the same as she always had. My cock filled her pussy like two puzzle pieces. Her tits bounced softly with her undulations. And yet we weren’t alone. And this was the same woman who’d gone crazy. Who’d begged to be fucked by another man.
“Are we okay?” Amy asked.
Her dark hair fell across her face. She pushed it back. I thought of pinups in the 1950s and wondered if any of those models had ever done what Amy had.
“Ben?”
Heather giggles at something Scott said. I wanted to talk, but not here. Not in front of this crowd, no matter how close we’d all become.
Reading my mind, Scott, Heather, and Elise rose. Scott said something, and Heather giggled again.
“Hey guys, I think we’re going to move this party upstairs. Beds seem more appropriate than that little chair.” Scott jabbed his thumb behind him. I was never going to be able to sit in it and watch a football again without getting a hard-on again.
“Fine with us,” Amy said.
“Want to join us?” Scott’s question was directed at Amy.
I didn’t think it was possible to feel queasy about anything anymore, but in the hesitation between question and answer, my stomach tightened.
“I think we need a moment.”
Scott nodded, then put his hand on Heather and Elise’s lower backs and ushered them to the stairs. Heather already had the bowl of conforms.
Trey rose a moment later, stretching.
“You’re welcome to crash in one of the guest rooms,” Amy said, although I suspected she just wanted an excuse to look at his nude body again. Strangely, that didn’t bother me at all.
“Nah. I think I’ll rally. Shit like this doesn’t happen very often, you know?”
We knew. And we thought about it even more when he left us alone. I wondered if this would ever happen again. It wasn’t the sort of thing you could plan. I didn’t see us joining a swinger’s club or advertising online. But maybe we’d be more open to it happening again if the circumstances were just right.
“What are you thinking about?” Amy asked.
“Us. You. You’re amazing, you know that?”
She colored. “I can think of some better words to describe what I just did.”
“How about sexy? How about surprising.”
“Not the ones I was thinking of, but I’ll take ‘em.”
I kissed her gently. “You were all of it. That’s what I mean by ‘amazing.’”
“It turned you on.” It wasn’t a question. She knew how I felt—at least part of it. Did she suspect the turmoil I’d gone through? The moments of jealousy so strong I wanted to scream?
“It did...”
“But?” she asked.
“Parts of it were hard to watch.”
Amy tensed. Her hips slowed. “Why didn’t you say something?”
You were having such a good time? “Because I was turned on.”
“I’m not following.”
I slid my hands down to her hips and cupped her buttock, urging her to fuck again.
“It’s hard to explain, but the hottest moments for me where the ones that made me the most jealous. Like when you and Trey shared a moment.”
“Yeah, I know what you mean. When I saw you with Elise, I wanted to claw her eyes out and touch myself at the same time.”
“You touched Trey instead.”
“Yeah...”
“So you enjoyed it?”
“Craziest thing I’ve ever done, but I did.” She rolled her eyes. “Too much.”
“Did you do...” I stopped. Was I about to ask her what I thought I was about to ask? “Did you do everything you wanted to do? Are there any unfulfilled fantasies?”
“If this is about ‘exploring my sexuality,’ I’m afraid I’m going to have to disappoint you there. It’s still not for me.”
“Not that—although I guess part of me is disappointed. I mean you and Scott.”
There. I’d said it, and now it sat out there like a blushing white elephant.
“What?”
Did her pussy clench at the thought, or was that my jumping cock betraying me again?
“You had a crush and...”
“Scott is an insufferable asshole.”
“He is.”
“And I think I may kind of hate him.”
“I think so, too.”
Amy sighed, but didn’t admit it. It was like she had too much built-up animosity to admit to an attraction.
“I’ve suspected. I think that if you hadn’t married me, you two probably would have fucked to get it out of your system.”
Getting it out in the open was cathartic. This was so much easier to talk about than think about.
“You’re insane, Ben,” she said. “You know that?”
“Yeah. I’m learning that about myself. Want to go upstairs?”
Amy hesitated only a moment. “Let’s go.”



Final Round
We could hear them from the top of the stairs. The groans. The high-pitched gasps, punctuated by hysterical bouts of laughter. I squeezed Amy’s hand to offer her support, but when she looked at me, I realized she didn’t need it. She was ready for this, the dare-devil dragging the reluctant into the queue for the first car on the rollercoaster.
“Are you sure you’re okay with this, Ben?”
I took her in my arms and kissed her hard. I heard the clack, clack, clack of the coaster climb its first hill.
“Positive. I can’t wait.”
Everyone was in the larger of our two guest bedrooms, although I only saw Heather and Elise at first. The women were entwined in the center of the queen, moaning limbs of soft, shimmering flesh. Elise was on top, her head hanging between her shoulders as she danced her tongue between Heather’s thighs.
Heather threw her head back and moaned. I noticed that the redhead’s cheeks glistened with Elise’s girly dew, before she returned to the torrid sixty-nine.
My eyes bugged out. Amy’s hand tightened in mine as she gasped. I glanced at her. Her brows were raised, her mouth parted.
Of all the crazy things we’d seen, this topped them. Scott watched from a chair along the side of the room. Trey lounged on the bed amongst the pillows, looking like an actual Greek god. And both were as riveted by the women as Amy and I. When I thought of orgies and swinger dens, this is the kind of thing I imagined. Never did I think that I’d find myself in one, standing beside my wife, as we gathered the nerve to join.
The alcoholic buzz had burned itself out, but my body still hummed. Amy looked at me, squeezed my hand one last time, then slipped away. I watched her go, watched her saunter over to Scott, who was still fixated on the steamy girl-on-girl show.
He didn’t look up until Amy blocked his view. It was one of those rare moments when his bravado dropped and the real Scott peeked through, excited and enthusiastic. She climbed into his lap as he reassembled his masculine facade. She kept him off balance, reaching behind his head and drawing him in for a kiss.
The sight of that made my stomach tighten—I don’t think I’d ever get used to it—but I didn’t feel crippled with jealousy. Not entirely, anyway. I still hung back by the door, leaning against its open frame, content to remain an outsider.
Trey’s groan drew me back to the bed.
“Uh, yeah, baby. Just like that...”
He’d moved close enough to the two women that Elise was able to lean over and take his cock in her mouth. She shifted her hips down, grinding into Heather’s face as the petite redhead lapped along her silken cunt.
With Trey relaxed on his side like that, propped up on an elbow with a blonde bobbing between his meaty thighs, I revised my earlier statement. Now he looked like a Greek god. Earlier, he was just posing.
I watched it all from the doorway, looking in. I heard their moans. I saw the pornographic tangle of shimmering flesh. I could feel the sex in the room, like the moist heat of a sauna. Elise switched off between Heather and Trey, sucking one, then eating the other. Elise with her quiet smiles was in control. She’d done this before.
But a few times, we’d all end up in one big pile of moaning flesh.
Elise’s words made reality. For now, I was content to be a watcher, although my cock was already wondering how to get involved. My first opening came when Heather shuddered, clamped her legs around the blonde’s head, and screamed.
I stepped into the room at last as the threesome started to shift and rearrange themselves on the bed. I was working ahead. Trey looked like he was shifting around behind Elise, so I’d somehow get in on Heather. I thought of the kiss we’d shared and the way she’d just screamed. This was going to be awesome.
Then I looked over at Amy and Scott and my heart nearly exploded. Amy was on her knees, rolling a condom down his wet-looking length as he grinned and stroked her hair.
I froze in place, a foot from the bed. Elise was directed onto her back as Trey slipped his own condom on and positioned himself between her legs. Heather leaned down and kissed the blonde before straddling her face. It was the hottest thing that would ever happen in this room, and I hardly saw any of it.
All I could focus on was Amy. Amy with Scott and the riot that had begun in the back of my brain.
Condom in place, Amy looked up at him and mouthed, “Happy?”
Scott laughed and held out his hand. “Almost.”
Amy looked like she wanted to both strangle him, and kiss him. When he pulled her onto his knee, she did the latter.
The riot in my head started breaking things. Lighting things on fire. My face felt the heat. I stepped forward, my knees licking the edges of the bed. Heather saw me, motioned for me to join them. I licked my lips, uncertain.
Scott stopped kissing Amy long enough to whisper in her ear. This time, I heard the question.
“Want to make another wager? If Elise comes before Trey, then we move our party to the privacy of your bedroom.”
Now that was too far. My fantasy was wife-watching, right? This flirted with something more profound. Something that made me numb when my wife said, “Deal.”
We all knew Trey had come twice already. That Elise had only had one orgasm. And that the blonde already had a head start from Heather’s tongue. She was basically agreeing to take him alone into the master bedroom—our master bedroom.
I felt betrayed. Sick to my stomach. And then—
“But if Trey comes before Elise, then the three of them spend the night in this room together. And you get to crash on the couch downstairs.”
“I...” Was that hesitation in Scott’s voice?
“Not so certain now?”
“Alright, fine,” he said.
I surprised myself as I opened my mouth and started talking.
“And if Heather comes first...” I felt all eyes on me. “Then we all go back to our bedroom and see if six can fit in the king.”
I glanced at Heather, who looked up to the challenge. Then I shifted to Amy, who raised an eyebrow and nodded.
“Game on.”
I climbed up onto the bed, sweeping up a condom in the process.
Scott saw what I intended to do and started to protest. “Hold on, you can’t do that.”
I ignored them. So did the trio competing for an orgasm. I pushed Heather forward, lined my cock up, and entered her. Between all three women I was with, the redhead was the tightest fit. Again, I wondered how she and Trey managed.
The two of them came together, kissing as they fucked Elise and me. Between my legs, I felt Elise brush along my balls, her tongue flashing across them with each penetration. I held Heather’s hips in my hands, her ass still red from Scott’s spanking, and still couldn’t believe this was happening.
I felt the bed shift and glanced over. Scott and Amy hit the mattress together, kissing each other through the fall. I never stopped fucking Heather, although I began to worry about what would happen if I came too early. Holding out got that much harder as Amy, on top, lined her hips up and took hold of Scott’s cock.
She looked at me, bit her lip, and sank down with a satisfying moan. My balls tightened with my gut. My adrenaline spiked. I burned past the point of no return. I was going to come, and come soon. Desperate, I fucked Heather harder, squeezing her buttocks with each rapid thrust.
Amy saw it too, the wild desperation that accompanied the end. With her face screwed up tight as she dove over Scott’s cock, she took a deep breath and reached out for the redhead.
“Hey, Heath—“
And before my brain come catch up to what was going on, she pulled her best friend close and kissed her. I watched my wife push her tongue into the other woman’s mouth before my grasp on my surrounds called it quits.
I exploded inside my latex sheath, and felt Heather’s cunt ripple around it. Buried to the hilt, I forgot to breath until stars filled the darkness behind my eyelids. I sucked in air, only to choke at the sensation of Elise’s tongue swallowing my emptying balls.
Only after I was spent did my senses return, one by one, like late-night partiers slinking home and crawling into bed. First touch: I was on my back, sunk into the pillows at the head of the bed. Hearing came next, that high-pitched sound resolving into Heather’s screaming orgasm. Even as I opened my eyes, my vision lagged a few second behind as I tried to make sense of the tangle in front of me.
The scene was much the same. Heather was still straddling Elise’s head. Trey was still pounding Elise mercilessly. Amy was back in Scott’s arms, although the ghost image of her kiss with Heather remained.
Heather’s cry folded in on itself, reduced to stuttering huffs and shaky breaths. She bowed forward, crumpling over the blonde. Somehow, I found the energy to collect her shuddering body and pull her away.
Her voice was strained and throaty. “I guess we’re all going back to your room.”
Free to just fuck, Elise and Trey showed us just how good sex between two beautiful, athletic people could be. Rising to his knees so he could drive himself down into the blonde’s bald sex, I was close enough to catch every detail.
Amy and Scott slowed down to watch, too.
Trey bent over her, blocking out my view of everything but his built frame driving into Elise. She wrapped her legs around him, clinging to him as she came apart. She was so delicate and so willowy that I began to worry that he’d break her. He didn’t.
Trey’s final heaves literally picked Elise off the bed, drawing her slender hips with him before crashing down into the mattress. A few more thrusts, a few more jagged cries from Elise, and the world came apart for Elise and her quiet smiles. She rocked her head back and shouted her orgasm, taking me off guard.
When she came down, she was sweaty and couldn’t open her eyes. She a hand through her hair and laughed breathily. “Heather, how do you handle him all the time? He’s huge.”
Heather giggled. “Practice.”
Beyond them, Scott was still on his back, but had pushed half up onto his elbows. He watched Elise and Trey with his jaw set and his eyes conflicted. It was an emotion I knew well—one I’d been feeling all night. Jealousy. So the man wasn’t immune to the fallout of casual sex. In a weird way, that made me feel more at ease. His jaw tightened as he watched Trey lean down, kiss Elise, and then help her from the bed.
“You didn’t come,” Elise said.
“Not yet. But you’re not going to bed, are you?”
She kissed the hunk again. “Definitely not.”
Scott started to say something when Amy interceded. She leaned over him, drawing his face book to his. Her breasts hung low enough that the hard points of her nipples tickled his chest.
“If you keep looking over there, I’m going to start to get jealous,” she said.
His hard eyes turned to Amy.
“We wouldn’t want that.”
Reaching up, he pulled her mouth to his and kissed her hard. His other hand strayed to her ass, where his pulled her close. They grinded, lips to lips, hips to hips, as they worked out years of animosity.
Scott rolled them, taking up the spot that Trey and Elise had just vacated. Amy stretched out one leg as she pulled the other up against her shoulder. With their eyes locked and their worlds around them vanishing, Scott began to fuck my wife like he’d been dreaming to for years. He’d pull back, until all but the tip of his cock split Amy’s slippery sex, then drive home. They’d share a grunt, bodies rocking, and do it again. And again. And again.
Amy was a wonder. Close enough to touch, close enough that it could have been me she was riding if the angles weren’t all wrong, I marveled at her sexuality.
“That’s it, man, fuck her,” Trey said. He was leaning against the dresser, pumping his dick without a shred of embarrassment. Sitting on the ground beside him with her legs folded under her was Elise. If Michelangelo had been a pervert, the two of them would have been the scene he’d have carved.
Heather stirred in my arms, drawing my eye. Her fingers had strayed between her open legs. Incredibly, I stirred to life.
“God, you feel good,” Scott moaned. “You like that?”
Amy moaned something that passed for a “Yeah.”
“I knew you would. I knew you wanted it, baby. You’ve wanted it since college.”
“Shut up and fuck me.”
He ignored her. “I’m your fantasy. This is your fucking fantasy.”
She groaned, throaty and harsh.
“Say it,” Scott insisted.
“Fuck me.”
“Tell me I’m your fantasy.”
“Fuck me… harder… and maybe I will.”
Scott plunged deep a few more times before pulling free. Amy cried out in protest before he flipped her onto her knees, bent her over, and entered her from behind.
“How’s this?” Scott barked.
“Mmm…”
With one hand on her ass, he slid the other down her back and into her hair. “This hard enough?”
Tucking her knees beneath her, Amy started swinging back into each thrust. She clenched her teeth, trying and failing to stifle her moans and groans. Who was this woman? This vixen? This slut who couldn’t seem to get enough?
“How about now?” Scott asked.
With her eyes shut tight, she answered. “That the best you’ve got?!”
Scott fucked her harder. He tightened his fist in her hair and pulled back like the reins of a horse. She cried out—in pain, I worried at first—then I heard what she was saying.
“Oh, fuck yeah. Fuck my pussy. Fuck my pussy!”
Scott pulled her hair tighter, pulling her head back as her moans devolved into unintelligibility. He was fucking her like a machine gun. Slap, slap, slap. Faster and faster.
Her cries filled the bedroom and burned in my ears. My cock was hard again, achingly so.
“Fuck, you feel good.” Scott slapped her ass, a cowboy riding his bronco.
She cried out, again not in protest. Again with a shocking, “Oh, yes!” So he did it again. Once more and she was there, thrashing and coming on his masculinity. My innocent, conservative wife, deconstructed on the cock of her most hated rival and closest male friend.
“You want my come? You want it?”
She cried out a yes.
“Fuck, I’m close. I’m… come and fucking get it!”
He yanked out of her, snapped the condom off, and took his throbbing meat in his hand. As though rehearsed, Amy turned around and took him into her mouth just as he exploded. She swallowed it all, moaning out the aftermath of her orgasm.
Trey summed it up for all of us.
“Jesus fucking Christ, you two. That was intense.”
Amy sank back onto her knees, limp and panting.
Heather agreed. “Super hot.”
Bathed in sweat, Amy leaned back onto her arms, sucked air in through her nostrils, and sighed deeply. When she opened her eyes, she sought out mine. I read her silent question: are we okay? I nodded.
At last, she spoke. “Well, that was fun.”
It felt good to laugh. I think we could all agree on that.
We split into couples before regrouping in the master bedroom. I think everyone needed to reconnect. Elise excused herself for the showers and Scott joined her. Heather asked about candles and dildos, hinting that our evening was far from over. And Amy and I went to get water for the group.
On our way down, though, Scott stepped out of the guest bathroom, shower spray filling the room with steam behind him. He had serious guy business in his eyes.
“I’ll be right behind you, Amy.”
She looked between the two of us, then nodded.
“No hard feelings?” he asked.
“None.” I didn’t realize how true the statement was until it was out of my mouth. Strangely, it had been harder to deal with the idea that Scott and Amy had had a thing in the past and hadn’t told me than what I’d just witnessed.
“She’s a wild one.”
“Who knew?”
“I think we all had some idea,” he said.
“Not me, man. But it’s cool that she can still surprise me.”
“It’s a good place to be.”
There was one more mystery that hadn’t been answered. “So who was your tenth? By my estimation, I thought Elise was your ninth.”
“She was.” He grinned. “Let’s say tonight wasn’t our first dabble in this scene.”
Now that made sense. But—
“Tell me you didn’t set this whole thing up.”
Scott laughed. “Dude, if you’d have told me earlier today that I’d be standing here, having a conversation with you butt naked after just fucking Amy and her hot friend, I’d have thought you were crazy. I didn’t even suggest strip poker, remember?”
“So maybe Heather set this all up.”
Scott shrugged. “Maybe. That chick really is crazy.”
He glanced over his shoulder. “Look, I better hope in there before Elise overheats. See you in a few.”
I nodded and left.
Amy had already filled one of the pitchers we’d been using for margaritas. She was drinking heavily from a glass, still naked, bathed in nothing but moonlight. I just watched from the door a moment. Finishing the glass, she saw me at last.
“Hey there.”
“God, you’re sexy, Ams.”
We came together in the dark, hugging each other close.
“I love you so much, Ben. We’re good, right?”
She was one of the strongest women I knew, and she could barely look me in the eyes. I hated that. I collected her face in my hands and kissed her. It was a good kiss. A long kiss that started with our lips and ended with our souls.
“We’re more than good.”
“Yeah,” she agreed.
“Tonight... I’ve never seen that side of you.”
Amy laughed softly. “Me either. She’s kind of a slut, isn’t she?”
“She’s incredible.”
“Same goes for you, mister.”
We held one another close. “God, that was crazy, watching you and Scott.”
I could just see her blush in the dark. “I kind of got carried away. I’m sorry—”
“No, no. Don’t apologize. It was fucking amazing.”
“It was pretty amazing.” She laughed softly.
“So what was that with Heather? I thought it ‘still wasn’t for you.’”
“Well, I didn’t want Scott to win that bet.”
“That all?”
“That’s all for now.”
Despite all the odds, my cock started to return to life. I guess that was what tonight was all about.
“So after tonight, you think we’ll play again?”
Amy gave it a moment’s thought. “I think I’d like to. Yes.”
It took a lot of courage for her to admit that.
“Me too.”
“Come on, let’s go to bed.”



Epilogue
We didn’t get much sleep that night, although no one was upset about it. When Amy and I got up there, we discovered that Heather and Trey had started without us. Amy laughed and said something about how that was so like her, then pulled me into bed beside them.
Elise and Scott joined us a little bit later and we learned that our bed could fit six, although it was a snug fit.
I know I did sleep some that night, because I distinctly remember waking up to the sounds of Amy coming loudly on Trey’s cock. Sunrises weren’t so beautiful.
We had other adventures after poker night—including a couple other poker-themed nights of debauchery—but neither Amy nor myself considered ourselves swingers. Our playful nights were always few and far between, and when our twin boys were born two years after the night we went all in, the group fun nearly stopped.
Then we received the invitation to Trey and Heather’s wedding. Turned out that Trey’s fuck-buddy status was a ruse all along. Amy and I liked to think we played a hand in it, though, so to speak.
The ceremony was magical, set outside on a warm spring day without a cloud in the sky. Amy cried. I cheered. And that night, when Heather invited the two of us up to the bridal suite...
Well.
That’s a story for another day.
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