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[bookmark: Preface]Preface 

    This book has been a long-time in the making… and that is all my fault. My fellow authors and I had set a deadline of September 2017 to get this out, but I kept missing my marks. I could plead extenuating circumstances, but I won’t. Instead I’d just like to apologize to my colleagues and thank them for their gracious patience with me.  

     

    I think you’ll enjoy this collection. The stories are creative, varied, and hot… just as the sex they describe is.  

     

    As always, I know we all love to hear from our fans. You can find our contact information in the About the Authors section at the back of the book.  

     

    Ben Boswell, 2018 

     

     

    




[bookmark: TheBigGame]The Big Game 

    [bookmark: _rmx4k5lxvvno]By Ben Boswell 

     

    [bookmark: _hum1l6hujaod]CHAPTER ONE: BBDT 

    There’s that point in a career where you just need to make that final leap into the big time. I’d been working for this since I was a kid, since I read Liar’s Poker in high school. I don’t know why, but that whole life attracted me. The bravado, the risk-taking, and yes, of course, the money… and the girls.  

    I was a decent looking kid, but not really hot or cool. I wasn’t an athlete. And I wasn’t some fucking computer genius who might start the next Microsoft or Facebook. But I was always good with numbers, and pretty social. And while I never bought into the whole “masters of the universe” concept, I liked the idea of working in finance and making some decent coin… and the girls. 

    It’s an easy enough path if you come from a good -- read upper middle class -- home and are able to ace standardized tests. I got into Dartmouth, spent four years drinking with my fraternity brothers, getting laid and pulling down decent grades. Dad called in a favor from one of his college classmates and got me a shitty entry level position working as a glorified gopher for a broker at Goldman, and after two years of that, I left for my MBA at Sloan, and then came back to a position at Lehman… yeah, that Lehman, the one that almost brought down the entire financial system, though I promise I wasn’t responsible. Even though I was there for three years, I was too junior to really fuck anything up too badly, though I’d have probably made the same dumb bets as everyone else given the chance. 

    It was lucky I’d gone to grad school in Boston. I fell back on some connections there and managed to get an interview at a private equity firm, Burke, Branch, Donnelly, and Trimble. BBDT stays out of the limelight. They have a reputation as a “pathfinder” firm. You’ll often see them getting into interesting opportunities before the big boys, the Carlyles and Blackstones and KKRs, get interested. They bridge the VC world and the big PE world. I’d worked a couple of deals at Lehman before the crash that they found interesting, and I guess I nailed the interview. 

    BBDT is lean. Always has been. Aside from the Partners, they usually have a half dozen directors, and then support staff. Matt Burke started the firm back in the 1980s, having been one of Milken’s baby bond traders and bailing out just in time to avoid infamy and jail time. Tom Branch was a college buddy of his with rich parents able to stake them to get started. Mark Donnelly and Terry Trimble were brought into the partnership from inside. Like me, they’d started as Directors, and had been invited to seize the brass ring in the late 1990s and early 2000s respectively. The fact that BBDT promoted from within was a major reason I was as eager I was to join the firm, even if those promotions only seemed to occur roughly once a decade. They were due, but then again, I was the junior of six directors.  

    One man’s crisis is another’s opportunity. Or maybe I’m just a bottom feeder. I can’t say I’m a real genius. Getting in on Sirius at $0.05 a share was probably more about my love of listening to Howard Stern talk about lesbians than any great business acumen. And it was Chloe who actually put me on the scent of Snapchat when it was still Evan, Bobby, and Reggie bouncing around an idea in some dorm room at Stanford, early enough for us to snap up (no pun intended) some shares when the founders were running out of money early and selling some of their own stake. Between those two alone, I added over $250 million to the value of BBDT, which is probably why I started to pick up buzz that I might be the next director to make the big jump. 

     

    [bookmark: _4nao7310knjg]CHAPTER TWO: Chloe 

    Chloe was probably the kind of girl the Snapchat guys were thinking about when they came up with Picaboo, as it was then called. Hot, but neither dumb nor particularly slutty, it would be easier to get her to send nudes if those pics would disappear after being viewed. Not that I think she ever sent those guys any nudes, but then again, I wouldn’t be shocked if she had.  

    She was working for her mom’s event planning firm in New York and doing some modeling when we first met. She was still an undergrad at Stanford, and I was at Lehman. It was a match made in Wall Street heaven. She was a 19-year-old blonde with big cans, and I was a young trader. She was working bar at an investor event, and obviously sampling the drinks before she served them. I complimented her stiletto heels and noted to myself that her ass was as nice as her tits. We met up after at a divey bar near Chelsea, conveniently located a block from my apartment, to which we soon retired. We made a nice dent in an eight ball of coke and fucked the night away. It was all a blur, my one crisp memory the sight of her heels up over my shoulders and her big titties bouncing a million miles a minute as I plugged her tight, little pussy. 

    I had her phone number, but I didn’t call her. She was going back across the country to school and anyway before long the entire world was ending (or so it seemed), and I was too distracted to think of tail, no matter how hot it was. 

    We met again four years later, in Boston, though I didn’t recognize her. I was at a meeting listening to a bunch of recent MIT grads pitching business plans. It was all bullshit, blue sky stuff and not at all practical. Like Cal Tech, there are plenty of brains at MIT, but somehow those schools don’t stress applicability the way the guys at Stanford or Carnegie Mellon or even Georgia Tech do. Hard to make a buck off them. 

    Chloe was dressed more conservatively than she’d been in NY. Hair tucked into a bun, and tits cosseted by a blazer, she was still a pretty face, but not overly showy as she passed around prospectuses. Even still, she was the most interesting person in the room, and when we went on break I approached her. 

    “You look familiar,” I said. It was mostly a line, though she did seem at least a little bit so.  

    She smirked. “I should. I let you come in my mouth.” 

    I almost spit out the seltzer I was drinking, but instead choked it back and half coughed up a lung instead. Face red and eye tearing, I wondered if she was joking… or flirting… or just busting chops. She grinned, looking immensely pleased with herself.  

    I wasn’t sure what to say next.  

    “Oh, come on, Alex, you really don’t remember me? 

    Oh fuck, she did know me. Busted.  

    “That wasn’t the only place you came either,” she continued. “I’d be offended, but I get the sense that this is less about me not being memorable, and more about you being a self-involved prick.” 

    “You do know me!” I exclaimed.  

    She laughed.  

    “Give me a chance to make it up to you,” I offered. 

    “Uh huh. No ring on your finger, so I’m thinking you’re thinking of this more as an easy lay than a real chance to make amends.” 

    I shrugged. “Why not both?” 

    “Um, I think I’ll pass.” 

    “I promise. No funny business. I’ll buy you dinner and pretend to be interested in you as an actual human being.” 

    She chuckled. “That’ll be quite a trick.” 

    “Oh come on. I’m an Ivy Leaguer… I can’t be all bad.” 

    “Dartmouth is the ultimate back door to the Ivies,” she teased. 

    And then it came back to me. She’d used the same line back in New York. 

    “Chloe. Stanford.” 

    She nodded, pretending to be more impressed than she really was. 

    I glanced down at her blazer. “And you have great tits hidden away in there.” 

    She chuckled and shook her head. “You’re an asshole, you know.” 

    I shrugged.  

     

    *** 

     

    Cenamus. Ridemus. Futuimus. We dined. We laughed. We fucked.  

    I was either out of my head the first time we hooked up, which is definitely possible, or in the intervening four years, she’d dramatically honed her bedroom skills, which is also definitely possible.  

    I’d never been with a girl who used her body the way she did. When we got into bed, she pressed her naked body against mine, undulating slowly, giving me a full body massage with hers. She massaged my prick with her knee; her fingers, feather-light across my shoulders; her lips on my throat; nipples making circles against my chest. She kissed me with a deep passion that made me feel like I was in love. 

    And then when she went down on me, it was… heaven. There’s the fine line women struggle with between trying too hard and too little with oral. But, by God, Chloe nailed it. She didn’t suck my cock so much as she made love to it. Those same, deep, soul kisses that made me lose perspective, she now applied to my prick. Wet tongue, full lips, insistent and urgent, but not desperate. Soft hands firmly handling my balls, squeezing my ass.  

    “Oh God,” I groaned.  

    “Go ahead and come, it’ll make the fucking better,” she urged.  

    Hard to say no, even if I could have. I came in her mouth and then immediately went down on her. I swear she tasted of apricots and cream. She was hot and gooey. I slurped at her shaved box with more enthusiasm than skill, but she still responded beautifully. I peered up to see her eyes closed, head swinging from side to side, flat stomach rippling, pawing at her hard nipples. She hissed. Her pussy pulsed against my tongue.  

    I was rock hard and climbed up her body. She grabbed my cock and lined it up. I rammed it home, hard. 

    “Ahhhh,” we both sighed together. 

    I was whipped. Everyone knew it before I did. And I swear it wasn’t just the amazing, unbelievable, unimaginable sex, nor the fact that she had the face of a model and the body of a porn star, though either of those would be enough. And it wasn’t even that she was a “cool girl” who liked morning quickies and an afternoon experimenting with craft beers at the neighborhood pub. What it was, really, was that she saw completely and thoroughly through my shit and still liked me despite it. 

     

    [bookmark: _epcq7lwd7vnf]CHAPTER THREE: The Game 

    First Friday in the quarter. Gains and losses were totaled up, and the Partners went off for a big dinner. Even in bad quarters, they were in a good mood because even after a rough few months, they all had net-worths at least in the high nine figures or maybe more.  

    But this had been a good quarter. Very good. It was 2:00pm and Matt Burke, usually trim and dapper, was drunk and smirking when he came to my desk. He slipped me an envelope and clapped me on the shoulder. 

    “You have the stick. Don’t keep people too late,” he advised. 

    “The minute you walk out the door, we’re breaking out the scotch,” I replied.  

    He gave me a wink and squeezed my shoulder. “Have a good weekend.” 

    He left. A moment later, Danny walked in. “Looks like you’re the golden boy,” he said. 

    Danny was a few years older than me, and had a carefully cultivated, “I don’t give a fuck” attitude about him. He wore expensive suits, but always had his tie slightly loosened. Designer glasses, but hair always a bit askew. Pale and a little blotchy, it sometimes felt like he was trying to cultivate a sort of old-school, dissolute British school boy vibe.  

    I rolled my eyes. 

    “Want to compare envelopes?” he asked. 

    Mine was thick. Matt liked to give bonuses in cash. Vaguely gangsta. Report it to the IRS? That’s up to you. Tell the wife about it? Same. Also too, even $20k felt heavy, though I knew mine was much more this time. And I also knew that what the partners took home was too much to even put into envelopes.  

    One of the guys said he put half of it aside for “contingencies.” I replied that “Contingencies” was the worst stripper name I’d ever heard. Laughs all around, though just uncomfortable enough that it was obvious my comment had hit close to home.  

    “It’s chump change to them,” I replied. 

    Danny shrugged. “Yeah, but that’s because we live in a crazy, fucked up world.” He nodded at the envelope on my desk. “A family of four…” 

    “Yeah, but they’re not super-geniuses like us,” I said. 

    “You figured out how to work your garage door opener yet?” 

    A two-day crisis that boiled down to a loose wire.  

    I laughed. “Fuck you.”  

    He chuckled.  

    “What do you think I need to do to get into the game?” I asked. 

    He knew what I meant. The highlight of the Partners’ get-together was supposedly a high-stake poker game, as in $200 minimum bets and a $50k buy-in. Getting an invite was apparently the first step in being considered to join the partnership. 

    Danny shrugged. “Blow Matt?” 

    That seemed unlikely. Matt was well cared for. Mindy Burke was pushing fifty, but still a hell of a looker. A blonde spinner, she must have been an amazing piece of tail in her youth. Even after three kids, she still had a tight body and the saucy grin of a woman who loves to fuck.  

    “No, I’m serious,” I said. 

    “Why would you want that? They invited Toby along, burned him for thousands and then threw him out.” 

    Toby Daniels had been with BBDT for a decade, and was obviously being groomed for advancement. The details of what happened after were never clear. He got invited to the off-site. Apparently lost a bunch, and then… it was all very vague. Too much booze and there were words. He was cleaning out his office soon after.  

    “I don’t plan to lose. But anyway, that’s the point, right? They want to see how you react to getting taken to the cleaners. All fun and games as long as the envelopes are full,” I said as I lifted and dropped my heavy wad onto the table. “They want to see how you’ll deal if you go home empty handed. 

    “Easy for you. No kids, just you and Chloe.” 

    “That ain’t luck,” I replied. “That’s planning.” 

    “Just good timing that Chloe doesn’t have baby fever yet.” 

    “Again, not luck. Got to marry them young and with their own ambition.” 

    He chuckled. “Well, young is the key. She just turned, what, 30 --” 

    I held up my hand. “I am NOT married to a 30-something. She’s 29.” 

    Danny laughed. “Just wait.” 

    “I know. That’s why I need the invite now. Before she gets all crazy about me losing the kids’ college fund playing cards.” 

    “Did you ever ask?” 

    I shook my head. “That feels desperate.” 

    “You are desperate.” 

    “That’s a fair point.” 

     

    *** 

     

    I put theory into practice when Matt got back into the office on Monday. I walked into his office with my envelope containing $50k in hundreds and lobbed it onto his desk. 

    “I want to double this,” I said. 

    Head shaking, hands out in some sort of calming fashion, he replied, “Alex, we have a formula, and--” 

    I cut him off. “Not asking for a handout. I’m just asking for an opportunity to go double or nothing.” 

    He opened his mouth to answer, but then paused. He regarded me carefully. I did the same. He was in his mid-50s and slender. With his reading glasses on and his grey mustache, he could seem a bit of a nebbish, but he was fit, and I knew he routinely biked centuries. His piercing blue eyes shined and a smile crossed his lips.  

    “What do you have in mind?” 

    “I’ve been blowing through my marks for two years. If I hit ‘em again this quarter, you invite me to play poker.” 

    “How’d that work out for Toby?” he asked.  

    “You know I’m better than him.” 

    He laughed. “God, you guys are all assholes.” 

    “You still in touch with the Drexel crowd?” 

    He laughed again. “How are your Lehman buddies doing?” But he nodded wryly. We were all assholes. 

    He glanced up at the ceiling. Then replied, “We’ve been talking about you.” 

    “I should hope so.” 

    He held out his hands and made a tamping down motion. “Stop with the hard sell, Alex. I’m not one of your counter-parties. Why do you want this?” 

    I resisted the urge to go glib, so no Dolla, dolla bills, yo. Instead I went with, “I want to be part of the family.” 

    I expected him to snort. He didn’t. “It’s not that simple,” he replied.  

    “Give me a chance.” 

    “And Chloe is on-board for this?” 

    I wasn’t sure what Chloe had to do with it, but I was pretty confident she’d be willing to do the whole charity circuit with Mindy Burke, Tracy Branch, Asuna Donnelly, and Jenna Trimble. Dressing up a few times a year and hosting some tedious fundraiser for the Pops or Mass General seemed like a small price to pay for the partnership, especially since Chloe was already in the whole non-profit management game.  

    “She knows this is a family affair. One for all and all for one.” 

    He raised an eyebrow and grabbed my envelope. He flung it at me. 

    “I’ll take it under consideration, d'Artagnan.” 

    I nodded. It was all I could ask. 

    As I left his office, he called after me, “And talk to Toby.” 

     

    *** 

     

    On March 31, Matt showed up in office. No envelope this time, just an invitation printed on heavy, cream stock with next Friday’s date and an address I recognized as Matt’s home in Brookline.  

    I was in. I hadn’t talked to Toby. Fuck Toby.  

     

    [bookmark: _3nt9ari4t9f9]CHAPTER FOUR: High Stakes 

    Chloe ran her fingers over the embossed print of the invitation. “I’m having trouble deciding if this is classy or ostentatious.” 

    With her event planning background, this was the sort of thing she took seriously. But it was also the sort of thing she might say when she was trying to buy time.  

    “I didn’t actually mean the card stock when I asked what you thought.” 

    She rolled her eyes at me. “What do you want me to tell you? The whole frat boy aspect of your business has always struck me as weird.” 

    “Frat boy?” 

    “Oh come on. Come out and play cards for a big stack of money. Dare ya, double-dog dare ya. I mean, what is this, some sort of hazing?” 

    I laughed. “It would only count as hazing if they made me do it after drinking a fifth of vodka.” 

    “And maybe they will. Or maybe the game is to make you play with a candle jammed half-way up your ass.” 

    “Or maybe this is just a way to see how a guy handles pressure.” 

    “Uh huh,” she replied skeptically. “Because trusting you to make eight or nine figure trades isn’t a better indicator of that? This is just a way to see if when they ask you to jump, you reply, ‘how high?’” 

    “Is it the money?” I asked. 

    She lowered her chin and glared at me. “Am I happy about the idea of you throwing away a normal person’s year’s salary on a card game --” 

    “That’s only if I lose,” I interjected. 

    “Uh huh,” she said again. 

    “Fucking stop that!” I snapped. 

    She stood up briskly, a swell of cleavage visible beneath her white, vee-neck tee shirt. I wondered if I’d gone far. She was sizing me up, one hand on her hip, the other on her cheek.  

    “Then stop spewing crap,” she replied evenly. 

    “Okay, fine. So it is a bit of hazing. What’s wrong with that? Worst case scenario, we’re out this quarter’s bonus. I lose graciously. They invite me into the partnership. We make it back and more.” 

    “What if it isn’t just that?” 

    “I don’t understand.” 

    “Well,” she began, “they haven’t made a partner in like a decade, and the last guy to get close ended up with his possessions in cardboard box.” 

    “I’m not Toby Daniels.” 

    “I bet Toby Daniels didn’t know he was Toby Daniels either.” 

    I sighed. “What are you worried about?” 

    She chuckled. “Our immortal souls, Dr. Faustus. Our immortal souls.” 

    I snorted. “Aren’t we a drama queen tonight?” 

    She shook her head. “Men are funny. Wave a little pussy or a stack of bills in front of their faces and they lose all common sense.” 

    “That’s how you trapped me,” I said with a smirk. 

    “Trapped, eh?” 

    “Anyway, you act like women aren’t the same.” 

    She chuckled. “I’ve never lost all common sense over pussy. And as far as money goes, I’ve always been a cheap date. Pizza and a bottle of Chianti has always been enough to get in my pants.” 

    “Or a little coke.” 

    She laughed louder. “Hmmm. That is going to make a great story for our kids.” 

    I stepped in closer. “Are you really upset?” 

    She looked up at me with those big green eyes. That was enough to make me melt.  

    Forget the pussy and money. “Of course not. I know how much this means to you.” 

    “It’s just….” 

    She put her hand on my chest. “No, seriously, I get it. There are no more mammoths to bring down. So this is the closest thing to it. And… I like it. I like that you’ve got this ambition. It’s… a bit… of a turn on.” 

    “A bit?” 

    “Mmmm. Maybe I can even give you a bit of encouragement,” she cooed as she gracefully dropped to her knees. 

    “Oh, Baby,” I moaned as she began to fondle my package. 

    She deftly unzipped my pants and pulled out my prick. She stroked me firmly and then began to lick my shaft.  

    “Isn’t this what a good wife does on the eve of the big hunt?” 

    She swallowed me whole. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue playfully explored my cock. She worked off my pants and let them fall to the floor. She wrapped her arms around me, squeezing my ass, hugging me to her as she slobbered on my tool. 

    “God, you’re good at that,” I sighed. 

    She suckled on my balls, stroking my wet cock with her hands. Up and down, up and down. She paused and gazed up at me. “Are you saying I’m a good, little cocksucker?” she asked sweetly, eyelashes batting. 

    Hoo boy! That almost made me pop right there. She grinned. “I guess I am,” I replied. 

    She slowly ran her tongue along my shaft and kissed the head of my cock as she trailed her fingernails down the sides of my prick. 

    “Maybe I should do this for Matt,” she teased, “that would…” 

    A thick rope across her cheek stopped her. Another spurt disappeared into her cleavage.  

    “...that would save us some money,” she said, completing her thought. 

    “Are you s...s...serious?” I stammered. 

    She laughed. “Jesus, of course not.” 

    “Oh.” 

    She took my hand. “Come on, hunter boy. You owe me one.” 

    I didn’t object as she led me to the bedroom, stripped off her skin-tight jeans, climbed on top of me, and ground her pretty, shaved snatch into my face until my visage was as glazed as hers. 

     

    *** 

     

    Despite my bravado, I was nervous as a cat the night of the party. Part of it was that I had $50k in my suit pockets, in two 1.5-inch-thick stacks. The other was that I had to admit Chloe was right. I didn’t really know what I was in for.  

    Driving up the Burkes’ circular driveway to their Tudor-style mansion I was torn. I wanted the mansion, the private jet, the island rentals, the feeling of having made it. Still, I knew I’d never really be satisfied by that. There’d always be a bigger house, a faster jet, and it was my personality to always lust after that. The one part of my life I didn’t want to improve on was Chloe. So there were times when I just wanted to be a beach bum, walking along the surf with Chloe in a bikini, retiring to a little shack to make love in the moonlight.  

    We parked and I blew out a deep breath. I glanced over at my wife.  

    She gave me a smirk. “You having second thoughts?” 

    Was I? 

    “No.” I replied. 

    “So, we’re all in?” she asked. 

    “All in.”  

    She chuckled. 

    “What?” I asked. 

    Chloe shook her head. “Men are strange. You always want what you don’t have. You never think of what you might lose in the process.” 

    “It’s what builds civilization.” 

    “And what plunges us into wars.” 

    I leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Dolla, dolla bills, yo.” 

    “Idiot,” she teased as she reached over and opened her door. 

    I scooted around to meet her and took her hand as we walked to the house. The house had double front doors, heavy wood, conveying the impression of the entrance to a medieval keep. I grasped the brass lion’s head, which I assumed was at least partially ironic. 

    “I’ve always liked heavy knockers,” I noted as dropped the weight against the door, making a booming crash. 

    Chloe at the same time reached over and pressed on the lighted doorbell, which rang with the bass sound of a church bell. “I’ve always preferred a big dong,” she said. 

    Matt opened the door to find us giggling like idiots. In slacks and a blazer, rosy cheeks, and grey mustache he looked a bit like a yacht skipper.  

    “You two are in a good mood,” he said. I managed to compose myself as we shook hands, but Chloe was still biting her lip to stop laughing as he gave her a hug. “Chloe, lovely as always.” 

    He stepped back to allow us in. The foyer was a two-storey affair, with a curving staircase flanked by a lovely, oiled mahogany handrail, and an ornate wrought-iron chandelier. To the left was his study, richly appointed in hardwood and leather, floor-to-ceiling bookcases alternating with bold, swirling artwork. To the right, a formal dining room, set for ten. Ahead a great room, white sofas around a two-storey fireplace, and a view onto an elegant, lighted garden, a gleaming pool shimmering invitingly beyond. 

    I glanced at Chloe, taking it all in. She’d been around money plenty in her life, but I think this was the first time she really put herself into the middle of it.  

    Mindy Burke appeared, slender and birdlike, blond and perfectly put together, in a black dress with silver-threaded, geometric patterns, matching filigree earrings and bracelets. Her blue eyes were bright, lively, and amused. She took Chloe’s hands in hers and looked my wife up and down.  

    “What a beautiful dress,” Mindy enthused. 

    “I’m glad someone noticed,” Chloe replied. 

    I blushed. “I noticed,” I grumbled. Though I hadn’t. Not really. I was too focused on the game and the partnership. But anyway, I noticed now. A red wrap, generous cleavage, the fabric crossing over her slender waist, exaggerating her already exaggerated curves. Gold, open-toed, spiked heels, matching the pendant that dropped down between her pendulous breasts. 

    “They take us for granted, don’t they?” Mindy said. “When we are the most valuable thing they have.” 

    I thought Chloe might take offense at the suggestion that she was a mere possession, but instead she laughed. “Ain’t that the truth,” she replied sagely, giving me a quick wink to let me know she was in on the joke. 

    Mindy released one hand but held onto the other. “Come on, Sweetie. Let’s go say hi to the others.” She led my wife off toward the kitchen and the sound of laughter. I caught a glimpse of Asuna holding a tray of shots. “You’ll need this,” she mouthed to my wife. 

    I turned to look at Matt, who was already heading toward his study. I followed. Tom Branch greeted me first. Salt and pepper hair, solidly built, he was comfortable in his $3k bespoke suit and elegant Breitling watch. Mark Donnelly was next. Tall, slender, with a bit of an elfin face, and a prominent Adam’s Apple, he looked a bit like the undertaker from an old western, though I knew he was coolly smart with a wicked sense of humor. Terry Trimble nodded from the bar. Only a few years older than me, I’d always felt a bit of a rivalry with him despite his laid-back, sandy haired, California surfer vibe. He gestured a bottle of scotch in my direction. I nodded and he gave me a generous pour. 

    I’d never really felt awkward around these guys, but tonight it felt like they were particularly appraising me… which they were, of course. That was the point of the evening, I guess. So maybe it was just my nerves. Our conversation felt stilted. Sports and weather, and then Tom bragging about his new Tesla. Yawn. And all the worse for the fact that the girls were having a grand old time. Clinking glasses and giggles echoed from across the foyer.  

    After a particularly loud exclamation, I noted, “Our wives seem to be having fun.” 

    Tom smirked. “They always do.” 

    Knowing grins from the others that almost provoked a question from me, but I refrained when I heard heels walking across the foyer. Tracy Branch poked her head into study. Big, blue eyes, porcelain skin, a bob of nearly black hair, a killer smile, tight blue dress, a bare shoulder, and a gold choker. 

    I like to pretend I’m above it all, but dinner was a blur. There was a lot of wine, interesting stories. Chloe and I were the center of attention. They had us relate how we met -- we cleaned that up, though I saw the knowing glances. The women were surprisingly flirty, nibbling on fingernails, leaning forward to display cleavage. Not at all a stodgy dinner with the boss.  

    But obviously, this was all foreplay for the big event. The card table was set up in the family room, and as we progressed through our meal, I felt more and more under a microscope. Finally it was time. 

    Tom, Mark and Terry rose from the table and headed toward the bar in the family room. I started to follow when I felt Matt’s hand on my arm. 

    “Hold back a sec,” he said.  

    I suppressed a smirk. I knew he was going to offer me one last out, and I wanted to convey that I was entering into this with all due seriousness and consideration. I turned to face him. 

    “So, we should talk about stakes,” he said. 

    I nodded. “I’m ready,” I said, patting the stacks of bills in my pocket. 

    He grinned. “Right, there is the issue of the money. But I know you’re good for that. What I meant is that, well, in our little game, that’s just the unit of accounting. What we really play for is, well, shall we say, much more personal.” 

    I narrowed my eyes, and suddenly the banter of the evening took on a new meaning. I thought of the shot they’d offered Chloe. You’ll need this now sounded more suggestive. Some sort strip poker involving the wives? 

    I nodded toward the women. “They’re involved?” 

    “Intimately.” 

    “And Chloe knows?” 

    He glanced over. “I think they’re telling her now.” 

    I looked over and my wife was smirking at me as Mindy filled her in. Her lips were pursed in that universal, I told you so expression.  

    I turned back toward Matt. “So, what, if I lose, she has to strip or something.” 

    He chuckled. “Well, yes, stripping is involved. But the real stake is more… intimate.” He paused to let that sink in. 

    “You mean….” 

    He grinned at my inability to complete the thought. 

    I managed to get out another fragment of thought, “And all of the other wives…?” 

    He nodded. “Let’s just say I know all of them… Biblically.” 

    I looked back over at my wife, now surrounded by all of the others. Mindy with her trim body and knowing smirk, Tracy and her big eyes, Asuna with her tits bursting out of her dress, and Jenna freckled and resting her long, red fingernail on my wife’s shoulder. Had Matt really fucked them all? In a strange way, that seemed like an even better prize than the partner bonuses. 

    “I can’t commit Chloe to that.” 

    The corners of his mouth ticked upward and I recognized my telling admission. I’d just admitted I was game if she was. That, in other words, I’d be willing to whore out my wife if that was the price of admission.  

    I can’t claim to be the most self-reflective person in the world. But every once in a while, I have something like an out of body experience, where in parallel to whatever I’m doing, I’m also assessing it. It occurred to me that this was the moment when any decent person would stride over, grab his wife by the hand, and walk away. And I also knew that I would not be doing that. That I wouldn’t be able to back away from the implicit dare. That my own lusts -- for pride, money, and even those other women -- would keep me locked in. 

    Chloe was staring at Mindy, entranced, one eyebrow raised. Now hand on mouth. A giggle. Head shaking in amusement. She glanced over at me staring at her mutely. She laughed. Tracy approached, carrying another tray of shots, flanked by the other women. Mindy spoke again. Chloe laughed. The others laughed as well. And then they each grabbed a glass, clinked it, and downed the shots. 

    “Looks like she’s in,” Matt noted. “Are you?” 

    He was watching me. From the corner of my eye, I noticed they all were. I threw my shoulders back, plastered a smile on my face. “Of course.” 

     

    [bookmark: _wlv9uk7ijcho]CHAPTER FIVE: The Game 

    I forced myself to breathe slowly. It was hard. My mind was spinning. In truth, I wasn’t that surprised at the turn of events. I’d noticed Matt and the others checking out Chloe at various times. And it now occurred to me that adding Chloe to the family was as interesting to them as I was. No time to think about that now. I had to focus on the game. 

    There’s a mark at every table, and if you can’t recognize who it is, you’re it. Warren Buffett used a version of that line back in the 1980s, and we’ve all been using it nonstop since. The whole business was, in some ways, about finding marks. Someone who’d accept less for an asset than it was worth, someone who’d pay too much, someone who couldn’t figure risk. It’s something of a truism that everybody working in financial fancies himself a superior poker player. Be that as it may, I’m a pretty good poker player. 

    We sat down at the table, with the girls all the way at the other side of the great room clustered around the bar. Matt, Tom, Mark, and Terry were making light banter, but I could see them distractedly peeking at the wives… well, mostly at my wife. She was the fresh meat, and I could tell they all wanted her. And that was my advantage. While I wouldn’t mind sliding my cock between Asuna’s tits or locking eyes with Tracy while she sucked on my crank or levering Jenna’s long, pale legs over my shoulders…. While I wouldn’t mind any of that, tonight was about escaping with my dignity and wife intact. Poker is ninety percent about patience, and judging by the way my colleagues were leering at Chloe, I was pretty sure I had more patience in tank. 

    Sure enough as the game started, the guys were playing loose and aggressive. Just this side of stupid, but approaching the line. Tom opened big on a low pocket pair. Matt stayed in on one hand with a suited jack-ten despite a poor flop. Nothing crazy, but the kind of stuff that over time will kill you.  

    After another fold on my part, Terry taunted me, “What’s the matter Alex, not used to high stakes?” 

    I chuckled and then got a lucky bit of timing. On the next hand I got pocket kings. I bet aggressively, and noticed Mark smirk at Terry thinking his taunt had worked. Mark raised. King-ten-six on the flop. Winner, but needed to keep Mark in it. I checked. He raised big, bigger than I expected. $5k big. In addition to my king, there was a second diamond in the flop. He either had trips with the ten, which I could beat, or he was pulling toward a flush or a straight. Either way, the odds were big in my favor. I called. Another ten. Ouch. Possible four of a kind. I needed to test him. I bet another $5k. He hesitated. I knew I had him, but he couldn’t walk away from his possible flush. He called. Last card. Three of clubs. He checked. I raised. He folded. Bam. 

    I glanced at my pile of chips. I was up to over $70k, and Mark was down around $30k. It was still early, but not too early to begin wondering what Asuna’s nips might look like. Do Japanese girls have big areolas normally? 

    I was a little too hyped up. I stayed in until the flop on an unsuited jack-ten and almost did the same with a pair of fours. I poured myself another scotch and took a deep breath. While I’d been kicking myself for playing too loose, I hadn’t really noticed how the last hands had turned out. I looked at the chip piles. Mark was still a little light, and I was a bit up, but everyone else seemed about even.  

    Another few hands, and I caught a break on a flop. I’d only stayed in because I was big blind and with low raises, I decided to play a suited ten-nine, and picked up the straight right away. This time, Tom took a run at me. I worked the pot up and he folded before the river, letting me pick up another few thousand at his expense. But then he won the next two hands without having to show any cards, and again, we were all close to even. 

    It was a pattern. Any time I got a good hand, I had to fight for the pot. I was being careful, playing tight, and winning more than my share. But whoever I beat would get replenished on cheap hands almost immediately, while I never picked up anything easily. It occurred to me that I wasn’t playing against four other individuals. It was, instead, four against one. 

    I made eye contact with Matt. He knew I’d figured it out. He gave me a smile. “Everything okay?” he asked.  

    I chuckled. “Never better.” 

    “Poker’s a real test of a man’s character,” he said. 

    I took a swig of scotch. Chloe’s laughter trilled from across the room. And that was it. As long as they were out for blood with me, but playing nice with each other, I was doomed. So what was the real agenda? I knew what was up. They knew I knew what was up. Was that the test? Was I supposed call them out on a rigged game and walk away? Or was I supposed to keep my cool, stay in the game, and graciously accept it when I lost and when one of my colleagues claimed my wife as his prize? 

    And what was with Chloe agreeing to this? We wouldn’t be in this mess if she…. I stopped myself. Chloe had offered me many outs. And I’d made clear that I was “all in.” And now, she was just being a partner, sacrificing for my ambitions. Except, that wasn’t Chloe. She wouldn’t do something she didn’t want to do. Her laughter cut through the air again. Taunting? Everything felt taunting at that moment. Her laugh. The clatter of the chips. The sound of Matt pouring another round of drinks. 

    I forced myself to smile. “To character!” I said, raising my glass. 

    We toasted.  

    The nature of the game remained unspoken, but I slowly decoded things. Their bets acted like bridge bids, communicating intent. I found I could figure out which one was going after me on any given hand before the betting was even complete. And their rebalancing after loses became more overt.  

    My pile slowly diminished. I started playing more aggressively. Even if I dragged things out, I’d end up with the fewest chips on the table. It created some opening. I suckered Matt into a big pot when I built a full house out of pocket fives, and I trapped Terry on a hand where I drew a flush on the river. But the victories just delayed the inevitable. 

    When I got down below $15k, Terry whistled softly. “Looks like someone’s going home alone.” 

    “I bet you’ve gone home alone a few times yourself,” I replied. 

    The others laughed in confirmation.  

    “Not tonight, though,” he said.  

    “Well, maybe if you win, I’ll ask Jenna to keep me company.” 

    “That’s not how it works,” he replied. 

    “Rules are made to be broken,” I noted.  

    Our conversation seemed to attract the women, who approached the table as a giggling group, my wife in the center, smiling, cheeks shiny with drink. 

    “Have we figured out who gets to initiate Chloe to the club?” Mindy asked. 

    I glanced from pile to pile, Matt was definitely in the lead, up probably $50k, most of that mine, but also a bit from each of the others.  

    “I think I may be ahead for now,” he noted. 

    Mindy laughed. “Oh, I’m so surprised. What are the odds?” 

    He put his palms out to the side. “What can I say, lady luck is on my side.” 

    Luck my ass. At this point, I’d have been happier to be betting on a coin toss. Lightbulb. I couldn’t unskew the game, but I could upgrade my odds.  

    Chloe snorted. “So what happens now?” 

    “We’re not done yet,” I said. 

    “You’re short stacked, Son,” Matt replied. 

    “It’s not over until I’m busted.” 

    “Sometimes it’s best to cut your losses,” he noted. 

    “If you want to end it sooner, make me an offer,” I replied. 

    He laughed. “Like what? Double or nothing? I don’t want any more of your money, but…” he gazed at Chloe.  

    She fanned herself dramatically. “Why do I suddenly feel on display?” 

    Matt continued, “Truth is, I’ve been wondering to myself how I could possibly explore everything there is… on display… in just one night.” 

    “Well,” I said, glancing over at my wife, “if Chloe is game, how about we play one more hand, one on one.” 

    He raised an eyebrow. “What are the stakes?” 

    “A second night if you win.” 

    “And if I lose?”  

    “Then Chloe and I leave together.” 

    He chuckled. “You’re going to need to sweeten the offer.” 

    “What do you want?” 

    He stroked his chin. “What do I want? Well, now, how about this. She spends the rest of the weekend… and you have to watch for as long as I tell you to.” 

    The men chuckled. The women giggled. 

    “Kinky,” Mindy said. “Does Alex get to join in?” 

    Matt laughed. “Um, no. That’s not the sort of threesome that interests me.” I caught him shoot a glance at Tracy, who blushed a deep red.  

    Mindy trailed a fingernail over my wife’s forearm. “What do you think, Sweetie? If your husband loses, he has to watch you make love to another man.” 

    Chloe’s eyes sparkled mischievous. “It would serve him right. Sure, why not?”  

    “Why not indeed?” Matt replied. He nodded at Tom. “You want to deal ‘em?” 

    No skill of course. Pure luck. A game of chance. But better odds than four against one.  

    I cut and Tom dealt. I got a queen-nine, diamonds. Not a good hand, but not the worst either.  

    Matt looked at his cards and flipped them up. “We’re all in, aren’t we?” 

    A pair of eights. Clubs and spades. I worked the odds in my head. Super close. He probably had the better hand by a hair. Tom took his time, working the suspense. And when he dealt the flop, he turned the cards over slowly, one at a time.  

    Eight of diamonds.  

    Matt grinned.  

    Tom did play-by-play. “Three of a kind. But flush still in play.” 

    Four of diamonds 

    I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was still holding. I was still behind, but still alive.  

    “Three cards to pull a flush,” Tom noted. 

    Matt intertwined his fingers, trying just a little too hard to seem confident. Chloe was staring at the table, her chest heaving as her breath quickened and her heart raced. I wondered if she was more excited about the prospect of me winning or losing.  

    Tom flipped over the next card. Queen of clubs. 

    I sucked in through my teeth. It added a three of a kind to my potential winning hands, but got me no closer to the flush I really wanted. 

    “Getting down to crush time,” Tom said.  

    “Just deal,” Matt snapped.  

    I chuckled. “Pressure getting to you boss?” 

    He shook his head. “Never.” But it was. And even if I lost, I knew I’d made him sweat. Not that it would make much difference when he was fucking my wife, but…. 

    Tom flipped over the next card. I caught a glimpse of red, and felt my heart jump into my throat. 

    “Nine of hearts,” Tom announced. 

    I felt my shoulders slump. Two fucking pair and 80% of a flush. I could win with a nine, a queen, or a diamond. Thirteen winning cards out of 44 remaining the deck. A little less than one in three odds.  

    Tom dragged it out. His hands moved glacially. He pulled a card off the top of the pile and slid it facedown into place. “Anyone want to place side bets?” 

    “Just flip the card over,” Matt snapped. 

    I don’t know why, it all suddenly hit me at that moment. It was Matt’s tone. He was taking this very seriously. Up until now, I think that in the back of my mind, I was sort of thinking this was all a test. A game of some sort. That in the end, win or lose, all that was at stake was money. It was also Chloe who had me confused. She wasn’t freaked out by any of this. I looked over at her, and she was suddenly pale, lips slightly parted, holding her breath. It had gotten real for her as well.  

    My mind flooded with rapid-fire images of my wife, naked with those perfect breasts on display, on her knees servicing another man’s cock, legs spread wide…. 

    Wait! It was on the tip of my tongue. 

    Tom flicked his wrist. It all happened in slow motion. The card twirled just above the table. I caught a flash of red. The card landed…. 

    Matt drummed the table happily. Chloe gasped. I groaned. Five of… hearts. 

     

    [bookmark: _blc52i2f44tz]CHAPTER SIX: Paying the Piper 

     

    The next few moments were a haze. Somehow I found myself side-by-side with Chloe hosting a quasi receiving line. The men, other than Matt, were lined up facing me, the women facing Chloe. Tom, Mark, and Terry each gave me some form of firm handshake, clap on the shoulder, and a vague platitude: “Better luck next time,” “Chin up,” “That’s the way the cookie crumbles.” Though for all the them, their comments to me were muttered distractedly, their gaze inevitably drawn in the direction of my beautiful, and soon to-be-fucked spouse. 

    The women were more cheery, amused, as they spoke to my wife. “Have fun, Sweetie,” “Give him something to remember.” Mindy was last, and she gripped Chloe’s hands tightly in hers. “You’re going to have a great time. Matt’s creative, and he’ll definitely bring out his A game with you.” 

    Then she was gone. And it was just me, Chloe, and Matt, alone in their spectacular great room. His composure had returned. He was smiling confidently.  

    “What happens now?” I asked. 

    Though responding to me, he actually spoke to my wife instead. “I’m going to want to see those glorious breasts.” His voice was soft, melodious. Matt Burke as seducer rather than businessman. 

    I expected her at least to look back over at me, but in a moment I felt like I had faded into the background. Although I was right there, she seemed unable to look away from him. She blushed. 

    “They are glorious, aren’t they?” He asked. 

    Her lips curled into a coquettish smile. She gave him a quick nod.  

    “Show me.” 

    She giggled and she glanced up at the ceiling. How did I get here? she was surely thinking. She lowered her eyes and their gaze met and locked. She reached into her dress and gracefully released and fished out her strapless bra. I wondered why she’d done it like that, but then I watched as she slowly peeled her dress off her shoulders. Every inch exposed more of her gorgeous flesh. The slope of her shoulders, a deeper peek of cleavage, swell of her breasts. Matt was entranced, which was, of course, the point. I shuddered. Chloe knew how best to use her body to drive a man crazy, so that wasn’t a surprise. What was a surprise was that she was doing it for Matt. 

    She eased down her bodice, hands sliding over the curve of her ribcage, baring the sides of her boob. The fabric draped over her palms, which she kept modestly over her areolas. 

    She smiled. “Want to see more?” 

    “Yes,” Matt replied hoarsely.  

    Chloe hesitated a moment. I thought she might make him beg. And I knew he would if she did. But having demonstrated her power, she instead returned it to him. Eyes locked, she lowered her hands, giving him what he wanted. He struggled to keep his eyes on hers, but quickly wavered.  

    “Oh God, they’re beautiful,” he sighed. 

    And they were. Especially seeing them through another man’s eyes for the first time. Perfect C-cup teardrops on a slender frame. Firm, but with a hint of sway as she moved. Pale pink areolas and perfect, little, raspberry nipples. 

    He reached out. She cupped her hands over his, but didn’t stop him as he cradled her heavy breasts, his thumbs slowly circled her firm nubs.  

    She giggled. “That tickles.” 

    He slid a hand up the valley of her cleavage, over her throat, her chin. He traced her full lips with his thumb.  

    “Do you like sucking cock?” Matt asked. 

    Chloe went silent. Her eyes dropped to the floor and then slowly returned to his. Peering at him through her lashes, she breathed, “Yes.” 

    I felt a chill and shivered visibly, and Chloe giggled again. 

    “I think the idea turns Alex on,” Matt noted. 

    I shook my head, but couldn’t speak. Even though he mentioned me, neither of them broke eye contact with each other as he teased a nipple with one thumb and pressed down on her lower lip with the other, her tongue flicking out to taste it. Their intensity left me feeling suddenly adrift. 

    “It’s okay,” Matt continued. “Mark’s another one. I think sometimes he even loses on purpose, just so Asuna can be with another man. Even I…” He paused as he pressed his thumb into my wife’s willing mouth. “Nevermind.” 

    “I want you on your knees,” he said.  

    His hand slid up from her breast and rested on her shoulder. He didn’t so much push her down as guide her as she followed his command. She looked up at him, an errant strand of blond hair draped sexily across her cheek. He smiled at her submissiveness. 

    He nodded, and she obeyed his wordless suggestion by reaching out for his pants. She stroked him through the fabric with one hand while unbuckling his belt with the other. He took off his jacket and tossed it aside. She buttoned and unzipped him, and with experienced precision pulled out his long, thick cock. Chloe’s impressed expression made it obvious he was bigger than me, though he was too much of a gentleman to comment on it.  

    “Normally, I like to get hard in a woman’s mouth, but you’re too ravishing to exercise that kind of control.” 

    She stroked his girth up and down in a way that somehow made it clear that she was already thinking about how good it would feel inside her. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt. 

    “Show me what you can do,” he suggested when he was done. 

    Chloe smiled lewdly. She pressed his prick up against his belly, and then slowly licked upward from his balls, along the underside of his shaft, all the way to the head. She released his cock, and as it fell forward, she gracefully took it into her mouth, inch by inch, until she’d swallowed that entire big tool.  

    He laughed. “That’s my boy, Alex. I knew you were too practical to just marry a looker who didn’t also have the skills.” 

    I felt unaccountable proud that my wife met his standards. And then I blushed furiously as the embarrassment to my response hit me. Luckily, Matt was too distracted to notice since Chloe was now slowly bobbing up and down on his cock, hands on his balls, her tongue swirling around his prick, the only sounds in the room those of her wetly making love to his erection. After a few minutes, she switched it up, suckling his balls as her hands pumped his wet shaft.  

    Matt moaned softly.  

    She looked up at him. “Go ahead and come. It’ll make the fucking better,” she cooed.  

    I sucked in a breath.  

    He groaned excitedly, his hands moving to the back of her head as he again pushed his prick against her lips. She took the head into her mouth, tongue swirling, and continued to aggressively pump his shaft with her hands. I knew he wouldn’t last long. He gasped and shuddered, and my wife stroked him even faster as she milked his load into her mouth. She drew back slightly, and showed him the pool of jism on her tongue. Then with a wicked smile, she closed her mouth and swallowed it all like a good, little whore. 

    He laughed. “Goddamn. After that, I think we all need a drink.” When I didn’t move, he added, “Alex… that’s you.” 

    I nodded mutely and went over to the bar. He called for a scotch and Chloe requested a glass of champagne. He kicked off his shoes and pants, and slipped out of his shirt. He adjusted his boxers and helped Chloe to her feet. He led her to the sofa and positioned her, half naked in front of him, her dress bunched at her waist and breasts still uncovered. 

    He reached forward and stroked the inside of her knee with the back of his hand. She shivered as he then ran a fingertip up her inner thigh. His hand disappeared beneath her dress and a moment later she let out a small sigh. 

    “Sucking cock gets you wet,” he said. 

    “Always,” she replied. 

    “This one is definitely a keeper,” he noted to me as I handed him his drink.  

    “I know,” I said. Chloe and I locked eyes for a moment. I handed her the champagne. 

    “Ah, isn’t that sweet,” he said.  

    He took a sip of his scotch and then set down his glass on the table beside him. Returning his attention to my wife, he slid both hands beneath her dress. She giggled and shimmied slightly as he began to edge down her sheer, black thong. She daintily stepped out of her panties. His hands went back up under her dress.  

    “Shaved.” 

    “Of course,” she said.  

    “Now the dress,” he said. 

    She smiled and waited a half beat before releasing her grip on the shimmering, red wrap. It slipped over his hips and pooled at her feet. He let out a low, impressed whistle. I had to agree. Naked, in just heels, she was a vision.  

    “That is a beautiful pussy,” he said as he took in her narrow glistening slit. Just a hint of pink and slightly swollen, it begged for attention.  

    He licked his thumb and slipped it between her lips.  

    “Ooh, ohh.” She moaned and swayed as his thumb disappeared inside her. 

    “Even nicer inside,” he said. “Hot and juicy.” 

    He slowly probed her in and out. His thumb traced her labia, opening her up like a flower. She took a sip of champagne, but nearly spit it out as he found her clit. He slipped his thumb back inside her, eliciting another soft mewl. 

    “So what do you think, Alex? Is it worth it? Is becoming a partner worth letting me have my way with your wife?” 

    “Maybe I like sharing her.” 

    He laughed. “Is that it?” His thumb slid back up to her clit. She gasped and her hips began to sway involuntarily. He caught her eye. “Are you guys swingers?” 

    She chuckled. “I don’t know what you’re both talking about. I’m as pure as the driven snow. You’re only the second man to ever see me au naturel.” 

    That got laughs out of Matt and me, and even more when Chloe scowled in faux outrage. But it worked and distracted Matt from his line of questioning. 

    “Okay, Snow White, then how about you show me your ass?” 

    She drained her glass and handed it to me. Then rocking her hips to an imaginary beat, she slowly wheeled around, shaking her cute, little ass at Matt. I knew Chloe was a bit of an exhibitionist. It was one of the things that made sex with her so amazing. She knew she had a great body. Knew how much men enjoyed it. And so, while fucking, she was always good about working the visuals. That killer, though-the-lashes eye contact. That back arched shimmy that set her tits in motion. So I knew what was coming next. 

    Peering back over her shoulder, she locked eyes with Matt. She licked her fingertip, and then slowly reached back and cupped her ass for him as if placing it on offer. She arched her back further, spreading her cheeks, and used her slickened finger to circle her tiny, little puckered asshole. 

    “What do you think?” she cooed. 

    Matt was gaping, open mouthed. I chuckled at how easily she’d rendered him momentarily speechless. 

    She rocked back and forth, ass gyrating seductively. She dipped her head forward and then flung it back, sending her long, blond hair flying. She looked more like a stripper giving a table dance than the accomplished Stanford grad she was. Though, then again, that was precisely what made her addictive. She was as smart as anyone I knew and also a sex kitten when she wanted to be.  

    Matt stood, his cock tenting his shorts. Sexy as Mindy still was, I suspected this was the fastest he’d gotten hard again in years. He stepped in close, his hands on my wife’s swiveling hips. She thrust her ass back against his crotch, grinding against him. He slipped a hand between her legs. She rolled her head and moaned as he fingered her wet snatch. He placed his other hand on her lower back, and guided her down, until she was on her hands and knees and he was behind her. 

    He yanked down his boxers. His cock looked even bigger than before, dark red now, the head purplish. His withdrew his fingers from her pussy and fed them to her. She slurped at her own juices, making him gasp at her eagerness. With his other hand, he began sliding his cockhead between her pussy lips. 

    She moaned again. “Oh God, you gonna fuck me with that big thing?” 

    He tore his eyes away from her thrusting ass and glanced up at the ceiling to calm himself. He turned toward me. 

    “What do you think, Alex, should I fuck your hot wife?” 

    “Yes,” Chloe hissed. 

    I looked at her, and she flicked her tongue out at me. She definitely wanted his cock, but she was also messing with me at the same time. 

    “She seems to want it,” he said. 

    “Yes!” she exclaimed again. 

    He wanted to hear it from me, but I knew I didn’t need to give him what he wanted. No man would be able to long resist. I smiled as placidly as possible. Chloe rolled her hips in slow, languid circles, her perfect ass demanding his attention. I could see the head of his prick increasingly coated with my wife’s juices. She let out a sultry moan. He couldn’t resist any longer. He thrust forward, and his cockhead slipped inside her. With an excited yelp, she lunged backward, completing her capture of his cock. 

    “Oh God, you’re so big,” she mewled, and I wasn’t sure if she did it more for me or for him. 

    Now that he was inside her, he seemed to lose interest in me. It was understandable. She was rocking back and forth sensuously, fucking him with her tight, wet pussy. She arched her back and peered back at him, lifted a heavy tit to her own mouth and licked own her nipple. He grunted.  

    He mauled her ass cheeks, spreading them apart, relishing the sight of her pussy clinging to his cock, her puckered asshole winking at him. He licked his fingertip and slipped it into her butt.  

    She moaned. “Oh God, he’s fingering my ass.” 

    “Do you like it in the ass?” he asked. 

    “Mmmm, yeah, but Alex isn’t into that.” 

    Which was true. I’ve never understood the attraction of fucking a butthole when a hot and wet cunt was available.  

    “Well, then this is your lucky day.” 

    “Mmmm, yeah,” she sighed. “You feel so good.” 

    He grabbed a handful of her hair and pounded into her pussy hard and fast. She gasped and squealed. He stopped suddenly and looked up at me.  

    “You can go.” 

    I tilted my head. He gestured toward the front door.  

     

    [bookmark: _diebih8ri4dd]CHAPTER SEVEN: Explanations 

     

    Shaken from my abrupt dismissal, I wandered circuitously toward the front door. All the while, I could hear my boss and my wife going at it. I could still hear the slapping of flesh on flesh as he continued fucking her hard, and now that I was out of sight, it seemed to liberate Chloe to be more vocal. Her grunts and mewls of pleasure made clear both her enjoyment and her apparently determination to give him the fuck of his life. I entered the foyer in something of a daze. 

    “Seems like she’s having fun.” 

    I startled as Mindy stepped out from the shadows beneath the staircase.  

    “Of course, so is he,” she continued, getting closer, until she was almost pressed up against me. “But I don’t think that’s much of a surprise, is it?” 

    I nodded. 

    She chuckled. “Odd seeing your woman with another man, isn’t it?” She paused. “Does it turn you on?” she asked as her hand snaked quickly down the front of my pants. 

    I squeaked as she seized my cock. 

    “Guess not,” Mindy said as she continued to fondle me. “Maybe it’ll grow on you.” She smirked at the double entendre. 

    “Do you like it?” I asked hoarsely. 

    “Well, there are some advantages. Relieves a bit of the pressure to do certain things.” 

    I shuddered as I thought about Chloe swallowing Matt’s come, about his finger sliding into her butt and the likelihood that he’d soon be working his big cock into my wife’s ass. 

    Having rendered me speechless again, Mindy said, “You know, you never had a chance, right?” 

    “I did,” I protested. “I did at the end.” 

    She nodded. “True. That was clever. But, of course, Matt would still have found a way to have her. That’s part of the deal. The others too. That’s also part of the deal.” 

    “What do you mean?” 

    “Oh, come on, Alex. You get the picture. Next time around, it’ll be Tommy who miraculously wins all the big pots. Then Mark. Then Terry. And each time, sweet little Chloe will be showing off those lovely tits and demonstrating her sword swallowing skills.” 

    She was trying to sound nonchalant, but her smile was tight and her tone a bit saccharine in its artificiality. I wasn’t quite sure what to make of it, other than that this was complicated for her as well. 

    “You were watching?” 

    She gave my prick a firm squeeze. 

    “Of course. I need to make sure my man’s well taken care of. Not that I was much worried. Chloe’s reaction when I told her the deal was exactly the right mix of shock and interest to guarantee she’d be an enthusiastic participant.” 

    “What did you tell her?” 

    Mindy smirked and her hand began slowly pumping my rapidly growing shaft up and down.  

    “I told her that to join the BBDT family, she’d have to participate in the original sin of the partnership.” 

    “I don’t --” 

    Chloe’s long, low moan drifted in from the other room, cutting me off, drawing away my attention. 

    “Understand?” Mindy said, completing my thought. “Well, it was a long time ago.” 

    I returned my gaze to her. Her expression had softened, a bit of a flush in her cheeks. I wondered what had brought about the change. Was it excitement as she thought about what her husband was doing to my wife? Was it connected to the fact that she’d coaxed a firm erection from me? Was it due to contemplating the past? 

    “You know how BBDT was formed, right?” 

    “Matt and Tom started it --” 

    “Matt and Tommy were broke. Tommy’s daddy had the money.” 

    I nodded. That much I knew.  

    “Matt and Tommy wanted the money,” she continued. “And Tom Sr. wanted… me.” 

    “You….” 

    “Matt wasn’t eager, but he was ambitious, like all of you idiots.” 

    “And you?” 

    “I was hurt that Matt even suggested it. And I thought maybe I’d teach him a lesson. But also Tom Sr. was handsome and powerful. I was 25 and naive.” 

    I snorted.  

    She dug her nailed into my shaft. I yelped. She smiled sweetly and resumed her gentle tugs on my rod.  

    “No, but I was. I thought I knew what I was getting into. Some awkward fumbling. A few minutes of humping underneath the covers. Then I’d come home to Matt and rub it in his face.” 

    “But you liked it,” I said.  

    “Ultimately,” she acknowledged. “But at first, I was more in shock. I’d never had a man make me get naked in front of him. I’d never let a man finish in my mouth. I’d never even dreamed of anal.” 

    I knew she was reminding me also of what her husband was doing to my wife. I thought of Chloe’s long moan. Was he in her ass right now? Was she holding her cheeks apart, gasping red-faced as he sodomized her? I was breathing harder, staring into Mindy’s sparkling blue eyes. She was twenty years older than me, but oh-so-fuckable.  

    “Was it more than just one time?” I asked. 

    “Well, that’s one way things are different now. Matt gets Chloe for a weekend. I was Tom’s whore for months. Matt and Tommy were so busy with their new firm, I’m not even sure Matt would have noticed except that Tom Sr. insisted I tell him about it. About each and every dirty little thing.” 

    The combination of her hand and her story was almost too much. I pictured her 30 years ago, a hot little number, innocent, wide-eyed servicing an older man. Did he dress her up? Tie her down? Make her lez out? I moaned. 

    She dug her nails into my cock again. I whined. She quickly withdrew her hand from my pants and took a step back. I moved in toward her, but she pushed her hand into my chest and shook her head.  

    “Goodnight Alex,” she purred sweetly. She sashayed up the stairs. “And try not to obsess too much about what Matt is doing to sweet, accommodating, little Chloe. We don’t want you going all Toby Daniels.” 

    In the now silent foyer, I could hear my wife’s moans and groans. I felt a tug, almost like that of gravity, pulling me back toward the great room so I could see what he was doing to her. But I knew that thanks to Matt and Mindy I already had too many images in my mind. Seeing more, seeing Chloe surrendering completely, hearing her whimper and beg as he fucked her over and over and over… seeing that would make me completely crazy. I spun on my heels and before my conviction could wane, I strode outside.  

    The air was bracingly fresh. I realized I was soaked through with sweat and my heart was racing a million miles an hour. Fucking crazy people. Was I really one of them? 

     

    [bookmark: _mxjl5g4g2r3n]CHAPTER EIGHT: Aftermath 

    The minute I began my drive home, it occurred to me that part of the devilish fun of this for Matt and Mindy and probably the rest of the BBDT team was the thought of me tormenting myself as I wondered what Matt and Chloe were doing… at… that… very… moment. Because that is pretty much what I did non-stop for the next two days.  

    There is no way to get it out of your head. I could totally see how it would become addictive if you had a hotwife fetish. Even though I’d never fantasized about Chloe being with another man, it was this constant pinprick, the equivalent of another hit of crack the minute the last one wore off.  

    A lot of questioning. Why had I allowed this happen? Did I secretly want it? And no, I didn’t think I did. But it forced me to confront that nagging, weird question I’d always had in the back of my mind: How did she get so fucking good at fucking? Because, in truth, it was preternatural. Either she was a prodigy or… someone… had given her a very thorough education. Which, you know, God bless, but how many times had I thought about it?  

    I’ve been around the block a few times. Here’s the truth: most women don’t know shit about pleasing a man. Now, for the most part, that’s okay. Even bad sex is good sex. But how many girls really know how to work a cock? Watching her suck on Matt’s balls while stroking his shaft reminded me of her rare skills. The way she backed her ass up and swallowed his cock into her pussy was stunning. She fucked men more than they fucked her. I knew that I should be feeling more protective of her. In theory, she was a slender, young, powerless woman at the mercy of an older, powerful man. And yet, that didn’t compute. Matt might be fucking her, but Chloe surely owned him. As she did me, regardless of my illusions. 

    That forced me to confront the other issue. Why had Chloe gone along? Did she want something I couldn’t deliver? Matt had a big cock. He was an older dude. Rich, with power over our lives. Yet… I didn’t think he was a real competitor. She was just messing with me. Playing with him. Why did I think that? Nothing other than my own arrogance. Well, that and the fact that she’d so effectively short-circuited his attempts to humiliate me. Even as she was teasing Matt, she was protecting me. She was mine no matter what. 

    That’s what kept me sane for those two days, even as my mind was filled with every possible lurid, porn-inspired vision my imagination could conjure. There was no point trying to talk myself down. In addition to being a great lay, Chloe is a showoff about being a great lay. So I knew that she was doing all those thing I dreamed up and feared: her tongue exploring everywhere on his body, riding him with well-considered precision to allow him to most enjoy her bouncing tits and the sight of her pussy sliding up and down on his cock.  

    I was in the kitchen when she returned. It was Sunday, late afternoon, the sunlight cooling, and the house slipping into shadows. I heard the front door open, and was frozen. She sought me out. She was in her red dress, heels dangling at her side. She gave me a crooked smile. 

    “Hey,” she said. 

    “Hey,” I replied. 

    She didn’t speak. I jumped into the oppressive silence. “You’ve been wearing that the whole time?” 

    She smirked. “I haven’t been wearing much of anything, actually.” 

    I groaned. 

    She approached me, a luscious sway in her hips, her hand across her belly. She continued, “Matt quite insisted I be naked the whole time… and available.” 

    I groaned again. She laughed. She had me in the palm of her hand and she knew it.  

    “For an older guy, he’s got an impressive libido,” she twisted in the knife. 

    “Cialis,” I snarked. 

    “Probably,” she admitted, “but it didn’t stop him from coming at least a dozen times.” 

    “Chloe….” 

    “In my mouth. On my face. On my tits. In my pussy. On my ass...” she paused. “...in my ass.” 

    I groaned again. 

    She laughed. “Are you, um, okay?” 

    “Are you?” I asked. 

    She chuckled. “Never better, Baby.” 

    I stepped toward her. She softened and I took her into my arms. She smelled of honey shampoo and cucumber body wash. At least she’s found time to shower. 

    “I’m sorry,” I said. 

    She laughed. “No you’re not. You just think you’re supposed to be sorry.” 

    “I don’t want to fight,” I replied. 

    “I’m not fighting. I just think we should be honest.” 

    “I couldn’t stop thinking of you.” 

    “In a good way or a bad way?” 

    I took a moment to compose my thoughts. “Mostly good. I… I imagined you blowing his mind. And that made me, I guess, proud.” 

    “Ha. That sounds about right. Another man fucks me six ways from Sunday, and you’re thinking about it reflects on you.” 

    “Well, I must be doing something right if I could marry such an amazing piece of ass.” Was I that much of a narcissist? Or just meeting her expectations? 

    She gave me a light punch in the belly. “And me? Did you think about me?” 

    “I don’t worry about you. You can handle yourself. You wouldn’t have done it if you didn’t want to.” 

    She nodded. “True enough.” 

    “So why did you want to?” 

    She looked up at me with a grin. “Maybe I have a thing about older men?” 

    “Do you?” 

    “Maybe. And how often does one get a free pass? And… I have to admit, Mindy’s whole story of the original sin was sort of hot. She’s a kinky little minx.” 

    “Oh?” 

    “Well, you don’t think she just left us alone the whole time?” 

    My cock stiffened in my pants. “Did you and she….” 

    Chloe laughed. “Only a little. We kissed and she played with my titties while Matt was fucking me, but she was very interested to make sure I was fully exposed to the original sin. She alternated between drill sergeant and cheerleader. ‘Fuck that ass. Slap those big tits.’ Stuff like that. And she insisted on helping out to make sure I was nice and smooth for him. Would you have liked to watch Mindy shaving my pussy?” 

    I groaned and my hands were already pawing at her dress, pulling it off her body. “I want you.” 

    She pushed me back. “I need to shower.” 

    “You just did,” I insisted.  

    “Yes. But then Matt insisted on accompanying me on my ride home, and of course, he insisted I ride him on the ride home. So unless you want sloppy --” 

    “I don’t care,” I growled. 

    “Kinky,” she teased. 

    I unbuttoned my pants and dragged Chloe into the family room. We collapsed into an armchair. She was straddling me.  

    “You sure?” she asked more seriously now. And I knew she was again protecting me, worried about how I’d react to feeling his come inside her. 

    “I doubt he had anything left anyway,” I joked. But I was wrong. Her pussy was hot, swollen, and very, very wet. She sank on my prick with a hiss.  

    “God, I’m sore,” she sighed. “He fucked me so, so hard.” 

    “Oh God,” I moaned.  

    I sucked her fat tit into my mouth. She grunted and rolled her hips. My cock churned in and out of her sloppy twat. I palmed her ass and squeezed hard.  

    “You know this is just the beginning,” she sighed. “Tom, Mark, and Terry. They’re all going to fuck me.” 

    “I know.” 

    “You can live with that?” 

    “I can if you can. It is just sex. Can you live with me fucking Mindy, Tracy, Asuna, and Jenna.”  

    She nibbled on my neck and gasped in my ear. “I can’t wait. We’re going to turn Mindy inside out.” 

    “We?” 

    “Uh huh, Baby. We’re a team.” 

     

     

    




[bookmark: Unlikely]Unlikely Outcomes 

    By Arnica Butler 

     

    I have a bit of a gambling problem.  

    I say, a bit of, but some people might use a word like huge or uncontrolled. The thing is, I typically come out on top, provided that I stick to what I know (poker) and don't get sucked in to idiotic things like the ponies.  

    The problem with horses is that they really are unpredictable; there's no real game in it that you can definitively learn to beat. That’s the beauty of horses as well, the allure that gets me doing stupid things like standing in the rain, smelling the horseshit-infested muck and stale cigarettes in some shitty part of town, my temples just about bursting through the side of my head, screaming at a bunch of poor, dumb animals.  

    Women and horses. You never know for sure what they're going to do: you look at them, and you guess, but you never really know.  

    So here I am, at Woodbine, which is just about the highest rung on the horse-racing ladder in this neck of the woods. I have fistfuls of betting slips in my hand, and I’m watching this horse called Medah’s Johnny look like he would win, then place, then show, then fuck off to a glue factory, and it’s all happening in just about the slowest motion possible in my head.  

    Slow-mo losing, it’s like that every time. Once I lost about $10K on blackjack after I was up $9K and I remember that like it went on for twenty years, even though it was about five minutes of my life and only a couple of hands. 

    Yeah. It’s that kind of problem.  

    Do I remember the two hours it took me to win all that? Hell no. But my mind plays a nice little trick when I start losing. It slows everything down so I have plenty of time to feel it all slipping away. 

    So here’s this piece of shit horse, going around the track. Like any horse you get a tip on, he didn’t start out as much. And then there he was, pulling out ahead. I could feel the money in my hands right then, and the world was flying.  

    And then that fucker started to fall behind, and time slowed down so I’d have plenty of time to think about how I got there. I look from the track to Brad, just for a minute, just to see what expression is on his face.  

    It’s kind of smug. A little bit like Martin Shkreli, and I’m tempted to punch him in the face, but I go back to watching the ponies. Maybe I’ll still win, maybe I haven’t been fucked by this huge asshole.  

    All in slow motion.  

    Plenty of time to think about how I got there.  

     

    *** 

     

    I think on some org chart somewhere, in an emergency and total breakdown of corporate function, Brad is technically my boss. But like most upper-middle management he’s actually just a little punk who ended up as a regional manager despite the fact that he couldn't manage his way out of a cardboard box. I’m guessing that because his performance was pretty much like anyone else’s, and what probably happened is his name was listed first alphabetically on some list, which is a real bullshit reason for him to probably be making $25K more a year than me.  

    I don’t like Brad.  

    Though if I’m being honest, I don’t “like” anyone I work with. It’s all just a way to get ahead and keep Jen happy.  

    I like to keep Jen happy because I love Jen. What's not to love about Jen? She is hands-down the most gorgeous wife out of all of my friend’s, and all of my coworker’s. Half-Japanese and half-Russian, she’s reminiscent of an orchid: exotic, delicate, uniquely formed. Her auburn-black hair is unrivaled. Her chocolate eyes hide behind the slightest slant of her eyelids, just a hint at her Asian heritage. Her lips are full and naturally a little dark, and a smattering of freckles appear in the sun across her nose and her otherwise flawless pale skin.  

    Jen smiles all the time, and shakes her head in this way that makes her silky hair shimmer down her perfect back. Her limbs are coltish and her tits are small but perfectly shaped on her petite frame. When she walks in the room I see every guy's eyes sort of wander towards her, even if there’s nothing overtly sexual about Jen. She’s very American in her mannerisms, slightly conservative in the way she dresses, and the only thing foreign about her, besides her appearance, is that she’s an extra-gracious host and a neat freak thanks to her Japanese mom.  

    I love Jen, who looks at me like I’m some kind of hero. She likes her house and her car and her little craftsy business that runs largely in the red but might make some money someday. It makes me happy that Jen can have all that stuff because I want her to be happy. 

    Another thing Jen loves is having dinner parties, which is really where this whole problem probably started. Jen has Brad over every time, and he spends half the evening looking at her ass and the other half talking to me about all these stocks he’s sure of, and I get equally incensed and excited by the whole thing. 

    And then one night it’s this: 

    Jen’s just leaving, and Brad’s got his eyes glued to her butt. He takes a bite into a cracker with caviar on it – because Jen isn’t going to throw some shit party – and like always, he starts talking with his mouth full of food.  

    That’s the kind of fucker Brad is.  

    “Man,” he says. “She’s lucky she ended up with the Russian ass.”  

    “Dude,” I say, for probably the twentieth time, “That’s my wife.”  

    Brad shoves the rest of the crackers into his mouth like an animal and turns to me, evidently with no intention whatsoever of apologizing.  

    “You like horses?” he says out of nowhere. 

    Now... 

    I like horses, and I like the kind of horses I know damn well Brad is talking about. The horses, not girly horses or Downton Abbey watching “equestrian” horses. Horses.  

    But this is a secret thing of mine. Especially as far as Jen is concerned. Jen does not know that I play poker, and she doesn't know that I bet on anything other than a fantasy football league, and that's just something I do to keep her off the scent of my dark secret. In my life I’ve probably lost and won $200K on the variety of things you can bet on, and Jen does not need to know about any of that provided that I’m pretty much at zero in the books.  

    So I say, just in case Jen can hear me: “Huh? Horses are okay.”  

    Jen has the kind of hearing that picks up the sound of beer cans opening and illicit whispers like sonar in a nuclear sub.  

    “No man,” Brad says loudly, and then – thankfully – lowers his voice. “Like, betting. The racetracks.” 

    I take a good, long sip of my vodka on ice, which is a drink that Jen’s father taught me to love, though he skips the ice.  

    I’m going down, I think to myself. And every time I do, there’s a drink in my hand.  

    But I have to do something – and in this case, sipping some vodka is all I have available – to keep from jumping on these horses like a pig in heat. 

    “Like, at Woodbine?” I say casually, even though I can feel the tingle in my teeth already. Woodbine has a specific smell to it – shit, wet cement, rotten wood – it’s rising up in my nostrils like I’m right there. 

    Brad, who I may have mentioned is a really, truly annoying piece of shit, holds his glass up to me like he’s toasting me. “Yeah, you got it, you know it.”  

    He has a gleam in his eye.  

    Then he says: 

    “I have a tip.”  

    I knock back the rest of my drink and catch Jen looking at me, half-annoyed and half-amused, because she’s a pretty tolerant person when I get tanked at her dinner parties. It’s an implicit part of the deal: she has the parties to socialize, and I have the drinks to not feel the pain of socializing. She has her hand on her hip and grins, then turns back to the kitchen.  

    She’s getting me another drink. Good woman.  

    “A tip,” I say. “Like from the mob?” I crunch an ice cube. 

    My tone is mocking, but my blood is catching fire. 

    Brad snorts, and it’s this kind of snort that means he isn’t confirming or denying that the tip is from the mob.  

    An ordinary person might find that to be a bad thing.  

    I find it intoxicating.  

    Jen returns from the kitchen, though, looking extremely pretty in a lavender top and tight black pants. She hands me my drink and rubs her finger over mine as I take it. “You good, Brad?” she says, the impeccable hostess. Jen would never say anything petty, because she’s calmly above that kind of thing, but I know she doesn’t care for Brad much either. It’s because of the way he eats. This is a woman who puts on different house shoes to go into the bathroom.  

    And suddenly, I remember the reason I’ve stayed away from gambling. It’s right in front of me, and I get lost in her brown eyes.  

    “I gotta go check on the shrimp,” I say abruptly, and leave Brad and Jen talking to each other. 

    Like I said, he eats like a fucking pig, so he’s one man I’m certain would never be able to steal my wife from me.  

    I’m feeling pretty good after this whole thing goes down. I walked away from the ponies and possibly the mob and the delicious idea that I could win big, and I did it all when I’m like $40K underwater for all this shit I told Jen it would be no problem buying (furniture for the cottage, a treadmill, large numbers of decorative items for the house I do not know the terminology for, repainting, landscaping, etc.) So much for keeping up with the Joneses.  

    The shrimp haven’t even been put on the grill, which I knew, and so I throw them on and fold my arms smugly over my chest, surveying my decently-sized corner yard and from the deck that looms tall over it. 

    My party is going well, I’ve resisted the urge, my wife looks hot, and I have a deck and fucking barbecue. Life is good. I have made the right decision.  

    And then here comes Brad.  

    He leans on the deck and takes a swig of an ultra-expensive whiskey that he is, like the dumbshit he is, mixing with water. “Jen looks good. Has she been working out?”  

    I twist a shrimp skewer and squint at him through the steam. “Man,” I say. “Seriously.”  

    The truth is, it doesn’t really bother me when Brad talks about Jen. In fact, the more explicitly he talks about Jen, the more I like it. He’s right that she got the Russian side of the family to thank for her nice ass, and he’s right that she looks good and she’s been working out.  

    But you have to draw the line somewhere, or at least pretend to.  

    Brad shrugs. “She looks like she has.” He turns and leans over the deck to survey the yard.  

    “So,” he says abruptly. “How about it. You want in?”  

    Oh, I want in. My blood is streaming through my arteries so fast that I feel like it might make them burst.  

    “In on what?” I say.  

    “Don’t be an idiot.” 

    I look over at Brad.  

    He’s got the hustler’s look on his face. I’m guessing this little shit thinks I don’t know that look, because he probably thinks that, like everyone else here, I grew up in one of these gray and beige suburbs with nice lawns, but I didn’t. My whole family’s crazy as shit, especially my uncle Marty, who’s a hustler of hustlers.  

    “Oh yeah,” I said. “Your pony. Let me ask you a question, Brad. Why the hell would you be letting me in on some tip?”  

    I can see Brad’s a little knocked off his game. He falters for a second, and then he gets back on his – proverbial – horse. “You got me, T-ball,” he says.  

    I let the nickname slide, though usually I don’t. My name is Trent and Brad is a dumbshit. I’d call him B-ball but it’s too fucking lame to even bother with.  

    I wait. 

    “There is something I want,” he says. All mysterious-like. He’s holding his whiskey by the rim and swirling it around.  

    Now this is something.  

    “Oh yeah?” I say. “And what’s that?” I twist another skewer. “Not my parking space.”  

    It’s a big joke, my parking space, tucked around the corner when everyone else is right up front. Fucking hilarious. Jen says it’s good; I can get more exercise, he who laughs last laughs longest and all that shit. It’s a small thing but it grates on my nerves, so I talk about it as much as possible to show it doesn’t grate on my nerves. 

    Back to Brad. His trust-fund mouth turns up slightly and he leans toward me. “I’ll give you the tip,” he says. “If you give me a shot at your wife.”  

    So here’s where the gambling thing takes over, helped along by the vodka. The real me, Trent R. Lyle, would have chosen from among all the things I could say here and said: 

    “Fuck off, you fucking shit.”  

    First. 

    But the gambling version of myself makes me say: 

    “Just how guaranteed is this tip?” instead. 

    Oh sure, I know I’m an ass, I can feel my whole body turning into a smooth hump of ass with a big hairy asshole right where my mouth is as I’m saying these words. 

    And so this is where Brad knows he has me. He knows it and his eyes gleam a little. If he doesn’t reel me in now, he’ll get me later. Even though, before he can answer, I shake my head and hiss: “Jesus, man, what do you really want?”  

    At the same time, Brad is saying: “The tip’s legit as fuck. I have a buddy who knows the place inside out and there’s… you know, some fixing going on. But that doesn’t concern you.” And then, because I’ve already said my piece, he retorts: “That’s what I really want. Just a shot at some nice Asian-Russo tail.”  

    “That’s my wife,” I hiss again.  

    Brad nods. “Hey I get it. Some guys are into it. I thought this could be a mutually beneficial exchange.”  

    I turn back to the shrimp, two skewers of which are burning. “Guys are into it, huh?”  

    “Some guys are. And I would definitely be into your wife.”  

    What an asshole.  

    “Brad,” I say, plopping some shrimp on a plate. “Don’t say another fucking word about my wife.”  

    The little shit just grins and walks away. 

    I stand there, shaking my head. But he’s planted something inside me, times two. I can’t stop thinking about the tip, about the horses, about the searing liquor of a win coursing through my blood.  

    I have a small erection, and that’s not a thing I get over gambling. In the back of my mind, the idea of Jen and Brad is strangely – and disgustingly – arousing.  

    “Jesus,” I mutter, shutting the lid of the barbecue. My shrimp are burnt, but I don’t want to deal with it.  

    I head for the kitchen and another drink. 

    Eventually, I know, I’m going to have to deal with it all.  

     

    *** 

     

    It’s a rainy day, this day of infamy, with the kind of low-grade drizzle that hangs around on everyone like a film and cancels nothing. The usual suspects are there at the track: boozers, white-trash families, and then, as always, some suburban family just there to check it all out, looking uncomfortable as hell.  

    The real bettors are easy to spot, though there aren’t many. Most of these guys get hammered at the bookie’s or some lounge, not hammered enough to lose their calculating edge; not sober enough to lose their betting edge.  

    Their eyes move back and forth while they calculate, they’ve got this look like they’ve been wearing the same mismatched pair of socks for six days, but all their little papers are organized as hell. These guys couldn’t do fifth-grade math homework but they’ll tell you in under half a second what you’ll win on any bet you give them.  

    Anyway. The last fucker I expect to see at the actual track is Brad. But there the little shit is. In a suit no less.  

    What a fucktard.  

    But my heart leaps up in my throat. This is way too good to be true. If I can time it right, stay out of sight, and creep up behind him in line when he bets, I can get that tip and win it big.  

    But then I see that Brad’s joined the ranks of millions, he’s got his goddamn phone in his hand. He’s not going to stand in line with the old-timers and yell out some bet. He’s got his bookie on the other end, maybe a standing bet. The shit. 

    Whatever, I tell myself. I didn’t come for Brad or for his tip. I came because I got the itch, and I have it all worked out. I have $500 and when I lose it I’m out. 

    See here’s the thing. That’s a rational thing to say. And in point of fact, I am getting better at actually leaving when I’m $500 down. Walking away. No more for me today. I’ve done it. I’ll do it again.  

    Losing isn’t the gambler’s problem. 

    It’s winning. 

    So I bet this long-shot horse to place, long odds. I bet a trifecta, I bet a win, I bet all kinds of crazy fucking shit that, let’s face it, I think I’m doing just to spend my cash and prove a point to myself and get out of there. 

    But I keep fucking winning. 

    And then pretty soon I’m fucking Jesus on the water. I’m high as a kite. I’m throwing my fucking money around, I’m up, I’m up all over the place and the haggard old-timers, the real deals, they start looking at what I’m doing.  

    So I get to the eighth race and I’ve got $5K and I bet it all.  

    And I win.  

    By now, Brad’s seen me. Everyone’s seen me, I’m yelling like a dumbshit. I’m all over the place. 

    Brad walks over, kicking his foot along the ground.  

    “Fancy seeing you here.” 

    I’m grinning like an idiot. I’m so fucking high.  

    “Your race run yet?” I say. I don’t care – I don’t need Brad, I don’t even care how much he wins. I’m the fucking master of my own goddamn bets, my own destiny, I am winning and it is because God loves me. 

    Yeah yeah, of course this is all psychotic, but it’s an illness man. 

    And then Brad says, deviously. “Not yet.”  

    Not yet.  

    “Odds are pretty crazy,” he says. “What are you up?”  

    Ten. I’m up ten fat slabs of bacon and I could be debt free by the end of the day. I could make even more money if I make more sure money on Brad’s horse. I could halve my winnings and spend the rest of the day here losing and still come out on top, but I know I won’t, I know I’ll leave here rich.  

    “I want the tip,” I say, and I sound like a junkie. 

    Brad shrugs. “Thought you didn’t want it.”  

    “Oh, come off it, man.”  

    Brad grins. He’s got something up his sleeve, that hustler face is on him like white on rice, but I’m just too fucking high on winning to stop myself from falling for it. “Okay man. But a deal’s a deal.” 

    Now, what I should say, here: clarify what the deal is, and all that garbage, but I don’t.  

    A shot at Jen. What’s the big deal? What does that even entail? 

    It’s four races away. A sure thing. Odds are 5:1.  

    I want to bet big, and I have the money. I have it in an account for Jen. 

    Never mind it’s for her business. Never mind it’s her money. I’m not going to lose it. 

    I have a bookie, too, all I have to do is call him. He takes this kind of bet.  

    I should bet small, I should bet conservatively. What the fuck do I know about Brad, other than he wants to bonk my wife?  

    I bet $40K. Damien growls through the phone that I better be good for it.  

    I’ve always been good for it. 

    Anyway I’m not losing. 

    “Medah’s Johnny to win,” I’m saying.  

     

    *** 

     

    And so there we are, back at the beginning of this story. Medah’s Johnny screwed the pooch. I sink into a bench, and then I look at Brad.  

    I’m seeing red, I go to punch him, I reach out with two arms and I’m ready to strangle him. “Whoa whoa whoa,” he yells. “Think for minute man! You’re gonna get fired. I got a solution for you.”  

    “You fucking piece of shit,” I say, and then I see a security guy headed our way. I step away from Brad, seething but trying to look calm, to show security I don’t need to be arrested.  

    My head is spinning.  

    Brad chuckles, and if it wasn’t for the police officer, I’d rip his throat open. “Man, you can’t think I’d give you the real tip until I got my payment in full?”  

    I’ve never experienced this before, but now I’m actually seeing red. I can feel my temples stretch to near-bursting and I clench my fists. Already in my mind I’m on top of Brad, sticking my fingers into his beady little eyes.  

    “Hey man,” Brad is saying, and he’s holding up his hand. “Look, before you lose your shit, before you do something you’re gonna regret, hear me out.”  

    He’s backing away a little, and he’s still grinning. His eyes keep shifting to the security guard, who’s coming our way. This dude is a black guy about three hundred feet tall who looks like he does not fuck around, like maybe before he got this security detail he was smashing heads in Five Points and only by luck or the golden Gloves is he out of that deal now.  

    This is enough to get me to take it down a notch.  

    “Problem?” the security guard says, his hand on something on his waist.  

    Brad looks at me. “I don’t think so. This guy’s just upset.”  

    The black guy looks me up and down. “Yeah,” he says tonelessly. “People get that way. But we ain’t gonna have a problem about it, are we? I got ten minutes left on my shift and I don’t need to be fillin’ out no paperwork.”  

    His mouth is saying that, but his face is saying that the paperwork is going to be related to homicide.  

    “I’m cool,” I say through clenched teeth. 

    “Ain’t that great,” the guy says, and he turn his back to walk away but with an air about him like he’ll turn back on me like a panther if he hears so much as a shoe scuff on the ground. 

    Brad watches him for a second and then turns back to me.  

    “You just lost me $40 fucking K,” I say. “You little fuck.”  

    Brad looks astonished by this. Genuinely astonished, maybe even a little repentant. “Jesus.”  

    “Jesus?! Jesus?!”  

    “Ain’t havin’ no problems,” the security guard growls, still walking the other way.  

    “Man,” Brad says, holding up his hands. “I didn’t know you’d bet the fucking house. Really.” 

    He almost sounds sincere.  

    “Look, man,” he sighs. “It’s cool. A deal’s a deal. I’ll give you the money you lost. Hell, I just won it.” 

    Here comes a veil of red over my eyes again. “Say what?”  

    Brad holds his hands up again, palms out. Calm the fuck down. He looks furtively back at the security guard again, then at me, then at him, reminding me of our situation. “I bet on the tip. The real tip. Look, I only did it to make sure you gave me what I wanted.” He goes back to smiling. “You know. Like hookers say. Get the payment first.” 

    “Like hookers say? You are a fucking hooker you little shit!”  

    The security guard has reached the end of the aisle and he’s turning around, giving me a look that feels like a punch upside the head. Actually. His stare is giving me a fucking headache.  

    Either that or it’s all the goddamn money I just lost.  

    Brad grins. “Man, I’ll pay you that money. If you give me what I want.”  

    And then he holds up a finger, before I can even blather out a reply. “Price’s gone up, though.”  

    I feel like my artery is going to burst out of the side of my head. I can’t think straight. I don’t even understand what the fuck Brad is saying to me.  

    So it surprises even me, when my mouth forms the following words, and they leave me smooth as ice: “You can’t change the price.”  

    “Jesus, man, the hell I can’t. I only made $50K this way. Fuck, I thought you’d bet… I don’t know. $5K or something. This is… what are you, fucking crazy?” 

    I say nothing. 

    Brad folds his arms. “Look, I’ll give you the money, man. But it’s all my money. I wasted the tip, then, you see? It isn’t like this comes along every day.”  

    Believe it or not, I feel like Brad is making a good point here. And then there’s the fact that I am fucking crazy.  

    “What the fuck is your price now?” I seethe.  

    Brad rubs his hands together.  

    “I fuck your wife,” he says, “and you get the money.”  

    “Fuck off.”  

    Brad shrugs. The security guard is looking at us.  

    “You’re in a bind man,” Brad says. “Tell you what. I’ll settle for… a blowjob. And then you can clear all this up.”  

    “My wife is never going to give you a blowjob,” I say. Partly this is bravado, and partly it’s because it’s true: Jen wouldn’t touch Brad’s cock with a ten-foot pole. 

    Because, as I’ve explained, he eats like a fucking pig.  

    “Well…” Brad says. “That’s okay, too. I can probably get one from somebody with all this cash I have lying around.”  

    My head is about to explode. That and for some reason the image of Jen sucking on Brad’s cock is giving me a mild erection. “Fuck you,” I say. 

    “Buddy clear the fuck on outta here,” the security guard says.  

    I look at him. 

    “You heard me. Go on. You’re coming with me to the gate, you just got your ass thrown outta here.”  

    I march out of the main gate, with the security guard mumbling behind me about how he ain’t gonna have any paperwork, shit.  

    And then I walk across the street – one of those outer-urban industrial area “streets” that’s almost impossible to cross. I find a shitty sports bar full of mean-looking people, vow not to start a fight, and order a drink.  

    I’m too angry to drive. 

     

    *** 

     

    I get wasted. I at least have the sense to call a cab. 

    Jen’s called me twice and texted me about ten times, so I’m in deep shit.  

    In the cab on the way home, I try to get my slow-moving mind to come up with the perfect solution to this problem.  

    The solution that will: 

    Get Jen’s money back without her knowing that I gambled it, and without her sucking Brad’s cock.  

    Curiously, I enjoy returning to that idea. Jen’s mouth on Brad’s cock. It’s exquisitely awful. It turns me on with this cold, burning arousal.  

    Brad. That fucker. I could kill him, but he’s right: I'd get fired, I’d go to jail. 

    I’d never get my money back. 

    I can’t even beat the little shit up. 

    Because at the end of the day, I really need that money, one way or the other. Because my bookie is not a clown. He’s got connections. And they’re the kind that actually break legs.  

    “Fuck!” I hiss.  

    The cab driver looks at me in the mirror. But then his eyes are back on the road.  

    I wonder if he picks a lot of people up from Woodbine.  

    I notice he has a baseball bat in the front seat and decide it’s there for a reason.  

     

    *** 

     

    “You are drunk as hell,” Jen says. “Where have you been? And why didn’t you call me?”  

    She’s mad. She’s right in front of the door when I open it, arms folded, brown eyes black like a demon’s. This is when the demure Japanese side of Jen’s personality gets erased, and she reminds me a little bit of a wolverine.  

    She taps her fingers. “I’m waiting.”  

    I close the door. I’m still playing out a hundred different scenarios, still looking for that perfect scenario. The one where I go back in time and don’t bet, I suppose.  

    I put my hand up to my face. “Jen,” I find myself saying. “I fucked up.”  

    Jen’s arms loosen.  

    Maybe this is the way to go. Maybe I’ve been hiding my problems too long and I need to just talk to her. Of course I do. Of course that’s it.  

    Jen’s posture is less hostile.  

    I feel the urge to cry, and it’s not that bad, but I sort of encourage it. As a wet tear ekes out of my eye, I have a brilliant thought: I need to sober up before I commit to a plan.  

    See, I have a gambling problem, and I can’t stop myself where that’s concerned. But I do know when to shut the fuck up when I’m drunk. 

    “Jen,” I say, as she comes toward me and puts her hand on my back, her face worried. “I have to talk to you about it tomorrow. I’m too… I’m sorry I’m so drunk. I just… I need to sober up. Then I’ll tell you all about it.”  

    Jen looks for a second like she’s going to fight this. She likes to clear it all up (over a period of five hours) right then and there. But her face softens. “Okay,” she says quietly. “Okay.”  

    I drag myself up to bed, and fall asleep face down. I think I’m going to close my eyes and run over my options again in my head, but no: I’m out like a light.  

     

    *** 

     

    Jen must have slept downstairs. It smells like bacon when I wake up.  

    For a few moments I don’t know what’s going on. I’ve forgotten what I did, forgotten my money problems, the bet… 

    But that’s a short time, and then it’s crashing down on me. 

    And now that it’s morning, and I have this shit headache, it all seems so absurd.  

    Jen sucking Brad’s cock. 

    Did he even really say that, I wonder, as I rise up and hold my head, as though the pain rolling around inside my skull will hurt less if I push back against it.  

    “Fuck,” I whisper.  

    I descend the stairs, and as I do, every step punches the obvious right through me: I’m going to have to tell Jen that I bet her money.  

    The end.  

    I drag myself into the kitchen.  

    Jen hands me what looks like a Bloody Mary. “Virgin,” she says, icily. She motions to my breakfast, which makes me groan, and I sit instead at the counter. I slam the drink, which is great, and she pours me plain tomato juice with a pinch of Tabasco.  

    “I feel terrible,” I say. 

    Jen blinks at me, her face a resolute composition of “I-don’t-care.”  

    “Well,” she says. “I didn’t sleep all night. So spill the beans.” 

    I rub my face. “Oh God, Jen, I don’t feel like talking about this right now.” 

    “Too bad. Dish.”  

    She’s back in armadillo mode, her arms crossed, her face pinched up.  

    I rub my face again, and then I keep doing it to keep some distance between my eyes and her death-ray stare.  

    And then I find myself just talking.  

    “Jen, I have a problem. I gamble. I gamble a lot. I gamble on the horses. I…” I let out a laugh. “I had this thing, yesterday -” 

    I cut myself off. Jen’s face has gone white.  

    I hold my hands up. “Look,” I say. “It’s bad, but it’s not that bad. I had a tip, see? And everything went… well everything went wrong -” 

    “You had a tip? What the fuck does that mean? A tip. A tip about what? I don’t even understand what you’re saying!”  

    “Don’t get… Jen, please. Just listen. Don’t get hysterical before you know the whole story, okay.”  

    She folds her arms again. She’s already hysterical, her face says, but she’ll go ahead and play this game. Then, I’ll find out what hysterical is.  

    Her lips are pressed together so tightly they’ve gone white, for example.  

    Shit.  

    This raises my heart rate, which I both hate and love. 

    “Look. I got… I got a tip, from someone I know. You know. It was supposed to be a sure thing – I mean, it was, it was a sure thing, just… it didn’t work out that way, because...” I am floundering. 

    “How much did you lose?”  

     “I bet the money in your business account.”  

    So, there are a lot of reactions I expect Jen to have here. I expect her to scream or throw something at me. Instead she just laughs. She laughs and falls backward and starts laughing so hard she’s crying. 

    Shit. 

    “Jen?”  

    “Oh God,” she says, wiping a tear from her eye. “I thought it was a lot of money. You made it sound like a lot of money.”  

    I’m confused.  

    “It’s $40K,” I say, argumentatively.  

    Jen looks up at me. “No,” she says, and I know what’s happened before she says anything. She doesn’t get it, she hasn’t put it all together: why would she? Jen doesn’t operate (that she is aware of) on credit. Jen doesn’t bet. She has no idea that you can owe a bookie the way I do.  

    I start to feel weak, and I slump on the stool.  

    I’m getting cold.  

    I’m done for.  

    “I went ahead and bought that machine,” Jen is saying, and her words are echoing around in my head. “So there’s only...” 

    Her voice trails off. Maybe she’s putting it together. Maybe she thinks I’m having a stroke. I put my hands up to my face and suck air through my mouth. “Fuck,” I say in a whisper. “Fuck fuck fuck.”  

    There is a silence.  

    “Fuck, what?” Jen says, and her voice is quiet. 

    I drop my hands. “No, see… I’ve bet that money. You get it? I’ve bet the $40K, I already –” 

    “How do you bet money that isn’t even there?!” she screams. “What are you saying? Why would you bet that much money? What is fucking wrong with you?!!!!”  

    She starts crying.  

    “I bet it with a bookie,” I say listlessly. Then I decide to turn it around on her. “Why, Jen? Why did you spend that money without asking me?”  

    It’s not entirely unexpected when Jen slams a coffee mug on the table so hard it cracks. “Why did I make a business investment? One that will actually pay off? One that is reasonable and grounded in… grounded in… fucking reality? Why did I do that?! Why did you bet on a fucking horse? On a tip. Oh, a tip! Like a mob movie! Gotta tip on a lame horse, Jackie, want in? What are we going to do?!”  

    She looks at me. 

    I stare at the counter top. 

    “Well?!!! What are we going to do? Why the hell would you do this?” 

    “It was a sure bet,” I say. 

    “Oh, I bet.” 

    “It was. In fact, it paid off, it was from Brad. He had the tip. He won like $50K.” 

    Jen makes a strangled sound in her throat. “What?!”  

    “He just… look, he wanted something for the tip. And I said I’d give it to him, and then he gave me a bad tip and he was… he was going to give me the money he won in exchange for the thing he wanted...” I put my hands up to my face. “God, Jesus, it doesn’t even matter. What the hell am I going to do?”  

    “So, he was like, holding the tip hostage? Is that it?”  

    “I guess,” I say, sullenly. I wonder if Damien really breaks legs. And then… are you even? Maybe it’s worth it. I have health insurance.  

    “So give him what he wants,” Jen says, exasperated.  

    I shake my head.  

    “What? Just give him what you said you’d give him and get your money. I don’t get it.” 

    “He upped the price.” 

    Jen makes another exasperated sound. “So what?”  

    I shake my head again. “It’s off the table,” I say.  

    “What the hell is it, Trent? Because it sounds to me like you’re out of options.”  

    I shake my head again. 

    “Oh, God. Damn. It,” Jen mutters. She leans on her elbows. “Tell me what it is, or I’m going to blow my top.”  

    I cover my face with my hands.  

    “Trent!” 

    “Jesus, Jen! It’s off the table, I said.”  

    Jen stares at me. She shakes her head. Her eyes well up with tears. “Are you involved in some kind of… it’s not crime or something, is it? What are you –” 

    “Oh God. Jen, Jesus Christ we’re not on The Sopranos. It’s… Brad wanted to have a shot at you. And then he upped the price to… you know. Actually… having sex with you. Or… a blowjob. Just… obviously, that’s off the table.” 

    Jen’s mouth is hanging all the way to the floor.  

    There is a silence, and I’m already ahead of the conversation, bracing myself for all the ways it could go wrong.  

    “You bet me?!” Jen’s face has gone from porcelain to red.  

    I sigh. Oh here we go. I mean, I’m a shit, for sure, but it’s not like I bet my wife. Though I’m at a loss as to how I can explain the distinction. “Not exactly,” I say, stupidly.  

    Jen hits me in the chest. It’s a small punch, because she’s a small person, but she’s angry as hell so it really smarts. I grab her hand to prevent her from lobbing another.  

    “Jen!” I say. “I didn’t bet you. So much. That’s just a… it’s off the table. It’s not an option, okay?” I’m stammering like an idiot.  

    Jen’s face is electric. Like, there is actual electricity crisscrossing it or something. Her features look like they could go anywhere, all over the place.  

    Then she wrests her arm from mine, and stomps away.  

    She slams the door so hard the whole house shakes.  

     

    *** 

     

    I give her the whole day. She takes a bath; I hear it. I’m surprised she doesn’t call anyone, and then I see her phone is on the table.  

    I sit there in the kitchen, and it slowly dawns on me that if Jen had any real sense, she’d pack up and leave. And I’m afraid she might just do that.  

    I’m too scared to go talk to her for half the day.  

    Then I make her a sandwich. I’m planning to take it to her, throw myself on the grenade, and hash this out, if it’s possible. I’m going to start with agreeing to go to some kind of support group. I’ve already looked up the local chapter of Gamblers Anonymous.  

    It surprises the hell out of me that just as I reach deep for some cajones, along with the plate with the sandwich I’ve carefully prepared and even garnished, I heard Jen’s soft footsteps on the stairs.  

    Her eyes are red and puffy, and this cuts through my heart. I open my mouth to say something, and Jen holds up her hand to stop me. “I don’t want to hear any platitudes,” she says. She takes another few steps down. “Is that for me?” she says, looking at the sandwich.  

    I nod. 

    “I want a drink,” she says.  

    “Okay.” 

    “And then I want you to tell me this whole story, exactly as it happened.”  

    “Okay,” I say quietly.  

    Jen’s eyes are hard as stone. She steps into the living room and makes herself uncomfortable on a hard backed chair. I step into the kitchen to make her drink.  

     

    *** 

     

    Jen has been silent for what seems like an eternity, and I’ve been holding my breath that whole time and my lungs are starting to ache. I exhale sharply. 

    Jen’s unmoved.  

    She taps her finger on the table.  

    “This bookie’s for real, huh?” she says. 

    I nod. “But there’s always –” 

    She looks at me sharply. “Is Brad for real?”  

    My stomach drops. “What?”  

    “Is Brad for real?” she repeats. “Would he really give you the money, if… you know...”  

    My mouth moves, but no sound leaves it.  

    This is the last thing I expected Jen to ask me.  

    Would he? 

    “Well?” Jen says. “Would he?”  

    “I… don’t… I… I… I guess so. I mean… I hadn’t even...” 

    I look at her. She’s thinking. 

    She’s actually thinking about it. 

    “It’s a risk,” I say. “You aren’t… actually thinking about doing it?”  

    Jen turns her eyes onto me. “Oh, I’m not? What the hell else are we going to do?” 

    “We could sell –” 

    “Sell what? We don’t have anything to sell. What am I going to sell? The house?” 

    She’s right of course. I’m a numbers man, and there’s so much hassle associated with getting this kind of money out of anywhere that it makes the loss closer to $65-$70K.  

    But still. 

    “Jen –” 

    “Oh, I’m not saying I’ll do it,” she says. “I’m just asking: Is he true to his word?”  

    “I...” I open and close my mouth like a fish. How the fuck should I know? 

    She’s not serious. 

    Jen moves her shoulders. Well? 

    “I don’t know,” I say.  

    She taps her fingers on the table. “I’m thinking this over. You’re sleeping on the couch.”  

    She gets up. 

    “Jen,” I say, as she’s leaving the living room.  

    She looks back at me. 

    “I love you. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”  

    Jen narrows her eyes. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” Then she turns, she takes a step forward, and she pauses. “You know I love you too. That’s the only reason we’re even talking about this.”  

     

    *** 

     

    “Okay, so I’m not into Brad,” Jen says. “At all.” 

    I nod. “It’s the way he eats, right?” 

    Jen lets a smile crawl onto her lips for a very brief second before she gets stern again. “And he’s a prick.” 

    “That he is.” 

    “So I don’t want to… you know… like really get into this with him.” 

    There’s a silence.  

    “But, okay, and don’t take this the wrong way. It’s… well, it’s our best option, right? The easiest one?”  

    I raise my eyebrows. I’m not sure if I should be upset or thrilled that Jen seems to be going along with this.  

    “It’s… an option,” I say. 

    “I guess… I could be into it… but I don’t think I could do it unless I knew you were there or something.” 

    Jen’s blushing a little bit, and I feel a surge of arousal as it starts to dawn on me that Jen is sort of into this. She’s got something going on in her mind, and she’s thought it over.  

    Any minutes she’s going to spill the beans. 

    She looks up at me.  

    “So look,” she begins. “I don’t want you to read too much into this or anything. And it would never have come up if, you know, this hadn’t happened...” 

    I decide to help her along after she pauses for a bit. 

    “But you’re kind of into it,” I say. 

    She stares at her hands and shrugs. 

    “Hey,” I say, taking her hand across the table. I’m not 100% sure what I mean by this, or how truthful I am when I say it, but I say it anyway: “Hey. It’s okay. Okay?”  

    Jen puts a hand to her face. 

    “I’m kind of into to it too,” I say.  

    She lifts her eyes to meet mine. “I don’t want you to think I’m into him.” 

    “I get it.”  

    I think. 

    “Okay,” she says. She shifts in her chair. “So look, I don’t think I could really… just give him a blowjob or something. That’s… ugh. But, uh… I thought about what I could do, and…” she looks at me and laughs nervously. “You’re going to think I’m a monster.” 

    I shake my head. 

    “I have, uh, an idea.” 

    This really stirs something inside of me. 

    “Shoot,” I say. 

    And I proceed to be amazed for the next ten minutes while Jen tells me her idea. 

     

    *** 

     

    “That’s fucking ridiculous,” Brad says, stuffing a forkful of salad into his mouth. He wipes his face with a napkin and takes a generous sip of his wine. He laughs and looks at his food. Shakes his head. “That’s the stupidest plan I ever heard of.”  

    “She won’t do it. So this is the best I could come up with.” 

    Brad leans back and looks up at the ceiling. “This? This is the best you could come up with?”  

    I lean forward. “She doesn’t fucking like you, man. She’s not going to do it without a long, long talking her into it, and I have a bookie on my back. So unless you’re going to loan me the cash, and hope I pay up later, it’s this or nothing.” 

    “Yeah, I dunno, buddy.” 

    “Trust me on this,” I say. “She’s into this submission, blindfolding shit like nobody’s business.” 

    Brad lets out a nervous laugh. 

    But I have him. He’s totally into this idea and I know it, just the way he knew that I was on the hook before, I have him now. 

    Is it stupid? Yes. It’s a dumb, dumb plan. It’s one of the dumbest things I’ve ever heard or said, and Brad, who’s thinking it’s a set-up for a rape charge, is probably less dumb than I think.  

    Brad shakes his head. “I don’t know...” 

    But he does know. He does know that he wants to get his cock into Jen’s tight pussy, and he wants to humiliate me while he does it, and all those things can be accomplished with this plan.  

    “And what happens when the blindfold slips, or she’s like, this cock is so much better than Trent’s – because it is – and figures it out and calls the fucking police?” He shakes his head. “I ain’t walking into that charge. That’s gonna look bad.”  

    This is the question I’ve been waiting for. 

    “You have to sell it,” Jen said. 

    I lean forward. “Dude. And then what? She’s gonna take off the blindfold, and see you there, and then she’s gonna see me. And she’s not going to put herself through the spectacle of that. Think about it. It’s preposterous to you, it’s preposterous to me, and it’s going to sound fucking crazy to the cops. Jen’s not fucking stupid.” 

    Brad shakes his head. “You are one dumb fucker,” he says. “She’s gonna throw you to the curb.”  

    “Yeah well, she’s gonna throw me to the curb if she finds out about that money, and then my bookie’s gonna find me. Look, you little shit. This is the best I can come up with.” 

    Brad chews on his food like cud. 

    “Think about it,” I say. I stand up. “I gotta get back to work. I need that money by next week. I have her all primed up for a ‘date’ on Saturday. So you tell me by Friday.” 

    Brad stabs at his salad, piling it onto his fork like it’s the last days of food.  

    “You are fucking crazy, man,” he says. 

    I leave it with him.  

    I think I have him. 

     

    *** 

     

    Saturday rolls around, and Jen goes to the hotel to get ready.  

    One last time, I check with her. She’s cool with this? 

    Jen kisses me, and she looks up at the ceiling. “What choice do I have?” she says. “I love you, and I want that little prick’s money. And it doesn’t hurt that you get a dose of pain.”  

    “It’s just… it’s Brad. He’s a pretty demented guy.” 

    Jen smirks at me. “Maybe I like that.” 

    I have no idea what to say to that. Jen grins, and I can’t tell if it’s a joke or not. 

    The plan is, I meet Brad in the bar for a drink, like I’m just getting there.  

    He’s grinning arrogantly. He’s amused.  

    I have two whiskeys (Brad has one, saying, when I offer him the second one, that he doesn’t want to have any troubles). 

    It’s strange, sitting at the bar with a guy you’re going to let fuck your wife. But I’m lying if I tell you I wasn’t somewhat looking forward to it. The bets are placed, and now I just have to watch.  

    “So you do this a lot?” Brad asks. 

    “Yep,” I lie.  

    “I wouldna had you for the type,” he says solemnly.  

    “You have the money or what?” I say.  

    I’ve asked for cash, because I don’t need the hassle of any other shit. Brad seemed fine with this, so he’s obviously not declaring it on his taxes.  

    He taps his briefcase.  

    “I need to see it,” I say.  

    We walk to the restroom and I inspect the fuck out of that money while Brad stands there looking arrogant as fuck.  

    “We good?” he says flippantly. 

    Jesus fuck I want to punch this prick.  

    “Good,” I say. “Bring it up and don’t even think about trying to dick me over.”  

    Brad holds up his hands. “Hey man, you’re a guy with almost nothing to lose. I get it. You’re about to come unhinged.”  

    We go back to the bar and I have another drink. Brad has one, too.  

    He rubs his hands together. “Okay. Let’s do this thing.” 

    I send Jen a text. She’s the one who thought up the wording. Brad looks at it and he shakes his head again. He pulls out his iPad. “I got it all here,” he says. “You’re gonna love this shit.” 

    “She’ll love it,” I say, sounding kind of weak. 

    “I guess, man, if you do depraved shit with your wife.” 

    I stare at him. 

    “Gotta get my money’s worth,” he says.  

    It’s almost like he’s challenging me to back out.  

    I read the text:  

    I'm coming now. Put on the blindfold I bought you. You will do absolutely everything I say when I get there.   

    “Let’s go,” I say.  

    The blindfold is in fact one of those real blindfolds, that absolutely does not allow the wearer to cheat and see anything that is going on. Jen prefers it that way, and it adds realism to our tableau. 

    We go upstairs to the eighth floor. Brad following me with that smirk on his face. I open the door, and Brad stands in the hallway. I leave the door open by propping the door lock closed between the door and the frame.  

    Silly, but Jen’s not going to “notice.” Still, all this cloak and dagger shit, however fake, is making my heart race. 

    It excites me. No lie.  

    Jen is on the bed, just as I have told her to be. Her taut, perfect skin is pressed up against an intricate satin and lace lingerie set. I stand there for a minute, thinking to myself that I have time to back out, to change my mind, to go back and lock the door and just have a somewhat creative evening alone with my wife. 

    I look at my wife, her tits plumped up in her bra, her lean legs akimbo on the bed, her eyes covered by a sexy blindfold. I walk in, and I lean down to say to her, next to her ear but loud enough that Brad, who is creeping in like a cat, can hear: 

    “You're sure you can't see anything?”  

    Her flesh turns lightly bumpy on the neck and down to her shoulders. She smiles her flirtatious, fun smile. “Nothing,” she giggles. “I swear. What –” 

    “Sssshhhhh,” I cut her off. “I have to get something. You're going to do everything I say, right Jen?” 

    The corner of her mouth flicks upward. It’s a gesture of slight nervousness and also seduction. “Okay,” she says. “I mean, yes.” She smiles. 

    Man she is really killing this role.  

    Brad has slithered silently into the room by now, and he’s standing there close to the bed, looking down at the winnings from his wild bet. A shudder goes through me. I walk to the door and close it gently.  

    Now things are simple. I have Brad’s iPad in my hand, and just scanning it I see he’s put some serious thought into this, whether he thinks it’s crazy or not. I stay here and say things at the right time. I give Jen “directions,” close to her head and her body.  

    But Brad will be the one who touches her.  

    Brad has already typed, if you can believe this, everything he wants me to say. It may seem strange, but it isn't until that moment, right then in the hotel room, looking at Brad's first instruction, that I realize that I had been cuckolded a long time ago. Brad must have been planning this for ages. Coming to my parties, standing outside on my porch at a barbecue, grinning that cheesedick grin of his and taking little crackers off a plate that Jen handed him, and all the time plastering his eyes on her body, thinking about how he was going to get his cock inside of her.  

    What an asshole. 

    I lean next to Jen's ear and read off the first instruction: 

    “Lie down on the bed, Jen.”  

    Jen's mouth turns up in her amused little smile. She unfolds herself and stretches out backwards like a cat. All of her skin is exposed except for the parts that are lightly frosted by her revealing lingerie. Through the fabric of her lacy bra, I can see the tender, hardened pebbles of her caramel nipples, a sign that she is aroused. Aroused by what? The idea of letting Brad fuck her? 

    Brad has already started taking off his clothes. His eyes are on Jen’s lithe figure stretched out beneath him. His gaze moves over her with a sickening familiarity. He knows just where to go to find the supple curves of her body. How many times has he thought about this?  

    He takes in her petite, firm breasts, her flat abdomen, her endless legs, all as though he’s admiring a painting he’s seen a million times before.  

    Jen has her mouth parted already, anticipating; the inside of it cherry-red and shining like it’s coated inside with lip gloss.  

    Brad looks to me as he pushes his boxers down, and on his face he has that cocky grin. It's the grin of a little shithead who is standing right over your wife and about to fuck her, if you can imagine that.  

    Then he waves at me to get next to her ear, which I have to kneel down to do. As I crouch down, still pretending, for the sake of our plan, that I need to do it surreptitiously, Brad climbs up to the bed, his legs on either side of Jen’s squirming body.  

    I look at her, and I wonder if she’s nervous. Her excitement – this writhing, hardened-nipple excitement – is surprising. Her claims of reticence seem to be abandoned.  

    Brad reached forward, and slides his hands over her stomach, under her arms, lifting them over her head.  

    And Jen? She slips her long legs around him, stroking his back with her foot.  

    The idea, of course, if for Jen to be able to pretend that she is fucking me instead of Brad. She says that will make it easier for her, and evidently it’s working. 

    But is it working too well? I feel a cold pain in my chest. 

    I’d be lying to say I’m not also hard as a rock, watching her slide her narrow heel over his lower back.  

    She murmurs something nonsensical and smiles.  

    I place my mouth near to her ear, where it would be if I were where Brad is, and lying on top of her.  

    “Not yet,” I said, reading from the script. I almost choke on the next words. “I want you to spread your legs for me.” 

    Jen's mouth opens wider and her pillowy lips make the slightest smile. She opens up her legs, spreading them wide for Brad. He jerks her bra up, sliding it up her arms to her wrists, where he twists it expertly into a binding.  

    Jen’s mouth forms a slightly downturned “oh!” of surprise. But she goes back to smiling.  

    “Leave your hands up there,” I say, miserably and excitedly reading from the script.  

    And then Brad puts his dirty hands on either side of Jen's ribcage, his thumbs turned inward to stroke her light mocha nipples into hard little balls. Jen's red mouth emits a gasp of pleasure. But he doesn’t waste any time, he moves down her body, brushing over her lacy lingerie with a feathery touch. 

    He sits back on his heels and surveys her spread legs and the panties between them. I move with him, and look at Jen: the satin triangle at her cunt is already moist.  

    Brad reaches down and moves the panties aside with one finger, holding them open so that he (and I) can see the bright, wet pink of her pussy, already engorged and craving his touch. He starts lightly, placing a fingertip on her clit and brushing over it in whispery touches. Jen sighs and twists, her hips moving up and down in desire.  

    Brad parts her petals one by one, holding her skin between his fingers, feeling it as though measuring the quality of a good cloth. He’s smiling – surely with the thought of how good it will feel when he slips his shaft between each of her swollen, soaked lips. The smile is partially for me, I can tell: he turns his head slightly to make sure I can see his smug grin, his triumph as he gets what he wanted all along.  

    He toys with her clit, making circles on it with his forefinger while she struggles to stay still enough for him to touch her. Her muscles contract beneath her skin, and her breath comes in ragged, sexual puffs from her mouth. If Jen is only acting, this is the greatest performance ever.  

    Then I watch, fascinated and aching with humiliation and pain, my cock so hard it feels like it might split, as Brad dips his finger into her hole. 

    It glides into her, she’s so wet. I can see her juices glistening on her thighs, dripping down to the bed. Then he put another finger in, and another. And then he sort of claws upward with his hand inside of her, and she mewls and howls. Her legs start to tremble, her stomach muscles crunch into a tight ball.  

    Brad pulls his fingers from her body, and lifts them to his face. I can smell her sweet, tangy scent from there, her pussy that I want so badly to taste that the thought almost crosses my mind to lick Brad's fingers. He smiles, enjoying, obviously, both my wife and my pain.  

    Then he strips the panties away from her, ripping the seam in a single motion. I see Jen smile, impressed, pleased. Brad reaches up and grasps her hands, pulling them free of the bondage of her lacy bra and bringing them down to her legs. He threads each arm beneath one leg and back up, so that she’s holding her legs open herself. All ready for his hungry, conceited mouth to lap at her. 

    He gives me a look, and motions for me to move to where I can get the best view as he leans in and tugs at the skin above her clitoris, exposing her hard, throbbing little button. The dark pink membrane that covers her raw flesh is stretched to the maximum, much like my cock feels. She writhes beneath him, eager to feel a tongue on her rawest part.  

    He extends his tongue and toys with her, lapping with feathery, light, touches that agonize Jen. The sounds she’s making now are animal. They are torturous to hear, but I sink into them. She squeaks and growls, pants and whimpers. And Brad’s tongue makes her sodden cunt slurp stickily.  

    Brad goes in deeper, and I can't see what he’s doing but it must be terrific. Jen flops around and screams, digging her nails into her thighs, biting at her own lip.  

    I’ve never seen her act quite like this, and as I watch I have the sinking feeling that I’ve gambled again, and maybe too much.  

    I can see her orgasm rising up in her, her muscles are stiffening and her legs are trembling so wildly that her stiletto heels are flapping at the ends of her long legs like something in the wake of a boat.  

    Suddenly, Brad lifts his head.  

    The howl that comes from Jen is an awful sound. Shiny drops of sweat are soaking out of her skin, her hair is damp and she lifts her head. When she speaks, I can see that she’s forgotten that this is a game; she’s consumed by what Brad is doing to her and she’s enjoying it.  

    “Don't stop,” she begs. “No, don't stop.”  

    Brad grins at me, and I want to punch him. But behind him, where I can see it, is the briefcase of money. If I lose it now, I’ve lost everything. I have no choice but to see this play out, and hope that Jen is not losing herself too much in the moment.  

    Brad points at the iPad. I know what he has planned, because by now, of course, I’ve read ahead. I didn't even need to look at the screen to know what to say. My voice is froggy when I say the words. I find myself embellishing, really getting into it: 

    “That's good. Good girl, beg me. But I want you to beg me a different way. And if you are very, very good, I will make you scream.” 

    Brad raises his eyebrows, because it’s more extreme than what he wrote.  

    But he’s game for it, if Jen is.  

    Jen moans. 

    She makes all kinds of dirty, filthy promises. “I’ll do whatever you want, please just make me come. I’ll suck your cock, I’ll take the whole thing in my mouth, I’ll let you stuff my mouth full of your balls.” 

    Jesus, I think. Jen’s never talked like this to me. It almost doesn’t seem real to hear this shit coming out of her mouth.  

    She begs like a whore and Brad grins, watching her and watching me.  

    He points at the iPad after he’s had enough.  

    I read the instructions off in a dampened voice.  

    Obeying, Jen flips onto her stomach and grabs the heels of her shoes. She does it as though she’s done this a million times before. She’s poised on the bed as though in a slutty yoga pose: hands grasping the heels of her shoes behind her, head lifted to cock-height in front of her.  

    She opens her mouth, and it’s wet and hungry. She flicks her tongue out, without any bidding, to lick the precum from the tip of Brad's cock, which is hovering there in the air. It’s a fat slab, thicker than mine now that it’s fully erect, and the veins that wrap around it would be a dead giveaway to Jen that it wasn’t me.  

    But this is a game. Brad thinks it’s a gamble, and he doesn’t care if she notices, as long as he gets off. I know it’s gamble for me as well, at least I can see that now, by the way Jen is getting off on this.  

    I watch as Brad takes his cock and flicks it on her obediently extended tongue. My dick aches painfully, thinking of how much I want her wet mouth on my own cock.  

    He looks at me, grinning, as he moves forward just an inch. I stare as Jen's lips close around the tip of him. She starts to suck on him like a lollipop.  

    He lets her lick and suck away for several minutes. He prompts me to read from the iPad, to praise her.  

    “That's it,” I say, and the words slice through my chest. “Good girl.”  

    My cock is so hard it’s sending pain through my entire lower body. This heat mixes with the pain of saying Brad’s words, praising my wife as she slurps away at the fat end of another man's cock.  

    Brad is kind of chuckling, like he can’t believe he’s getting away with this. He’s watching my wife suck him off, and she doesn’t seem to notice that she has another cock in her mouth than her husband’s.  

    He works his fingers into her hair, and then he grasps it tight, making her wince.  

    As though she were a blow-up doll, she opens her mouth nice and wide, with no command at all, and lets him slide her face all the way down his shaft.  

    Jen has never, ever let me do anything like this. I watch as she takes the whole thing in her mouth. Down her throat, all the way in. 

    And then she starts making these porn-star noises, like she’s eating some meal she can't get enough of. She moves her own head forward when he pulls away with his cock. She’s trying to get more of it into her throat. “Mmmhmmm,” she moans through the hunk of flesh in her dirty mouth.  

    Brad tightens his grip on her hair and holds her still. He then begins to face-fuck her, pulling himself out after a few thrusts. Long threads of saliva connect her distended lips to the tip of his cock, and then fall onto her face sloppily.  

    He goes back in. From deep in her throat I hear the sounds of absolute submission: choking, gurgling, swallowing. And her sultry, moaning approval. Her mangled yum yum yum. She’s eating up all of that cock like it was the best thing anyone had ever put in her mouth.  

    When he pulls out for what turns out to be the last time, she’s smiling like a porn star, spittle dribbling all over her face. 

    Brad admires her and then nods at the iPad.  

    “Get on your hands and knees with your ass to me, now,” I read from the iPad. A surge of adrenaline sends my heart racing as I scan the rest of the notes. Oh God. The things he has planned for her.  

    Jen turns around like she’s a dancer in a strip club, waving her round ass up in the air, arching her back, giving Brad a nice feline stretch.  

    “Get your head down,” I say, even though it’s not in the script. My voice sounds hungry. Brad barely notices the diversion. He’s staring at Jen’s ass and he’s thinking of his next move. I lick my lips, because they’re very dry. My cock feels so heavy it might tip me over.  

    Jen lays her chest down and spreads her arms out, grasping the sheets. Her face is turned towards me now, and I can see her cheeks are flushed. Her skin is sticky with her spit and the precum that is gushing from the tip of Brad's cock now. She’s a gorgeous mess.  

    Brad takes his hand and fans it out. He dips each of his fingers in her pussy. She whinnies like a horse and whines, clenching the sheets in her fists. 

    Then he kneels forward, and licks her, starting at her clit. She squeals. He moves up, up, in an agonizingly slow line. I know where he’s going. I want to look away but I can’t.  

    He trails his tongue in circles around her dull pink anus. 

    Jen doesn’t try to stop him, or move away. At first I can see she’s shocked – this is a place we never go to. I wonder if she’ll decide it’s too far, try to tell “me” to stop, or back out.  

    Instead, she pants ooooohhhhh and yes, yes. She makes sounds that do not even sound human. She lets Brad lick at her and tease her, and then he slowly works his tongue into her. A sound that is indescribable – something between a growl and a screech – escapes from deep inside of her.  

    Brad sits up and fans his fingers again, dipping them in like he plans to finger paint something. He slips them in, using the most elegant motion: one in her ass, one in her pussy, and one rubbing against her clit.  

    Jen sucks in her breath as his finger fills her ass. 

    Then it’s clear that her ass opens up for him. She relaxes. She almost seems to enjoy it.  

    Oh God, she whimpers. Then she just moans and says things that make no sense and are not even close to words. Her ass bobs up and down, and she opens her mouth to breathe and bite the sheets around her. 

    Brad looks at me and gives me a horrible smile. He has his hand deep in my wife’s pussy and ass and she's bucking like a bronco against him.  

    “Come all over my cock,” I say, when Brad snaps his finger at me to read from the iPad. I stare at the next words, and then I decide to say them. Jen certainly doesn’t seem to mind. “Get my cock nice and wet for your ass.” 

    Brad slides his fingers out, and slips his fat prick into her engorged slit, and I watch in horror as all the stubby inches of him disappear into Jen’s pussy. I see a gush of her sweet juices spill over, down to his balls. He presses down on the small of her back and pushes her lightly back and forth. He does it slowly, even though my wife starts begging him to fuck her, fuck her hard.  

    “Not yet,” I say, without having to look at the script.  

    And then Brad goes off-script. His face is contorted and he’s bursting at the tip of his cock. Of course he is, he’s balls-deep in all of that very wet, very pink, very hot flesh, and she’s pushing her ass back toward him for more, begging him to fuck all of his cum into her. 

    But Brad pulls out and strokes her clit with the tip of his cock for a bit.  

    Jen cries, she twists in disappointment and sounds like she might actually bawl. This is no acting job, she’s just a hungry slut.  

    I watch, aching, as Brad moves his cock up to her asshole. He presses it to the entranceway as though his penis is giving her little ring a firm kiss. He stares at me, no longer smirking, just wanting to get his fantasy played out. I scramble for the words.  

    “You're going to come with my cock in your ass,” I say. I think I read that somewhere. Brad seems satisfied with it.  

    Jen moans in response to the command, and moves her hips backward, bumping up against his cock.  

    When he pushes forward and stretches open the first part of her, an agonized sound comes from Jen's chest. She roars and claws at the bed sheets. “Oh GOD,” she screams. 

    I stare, helpless, as she moans but seems to take him into her ass. As quickly as her agony erupted, it evaporates, and Brad goes back to grinning like a frat boy as he makes the discovery that my wife is a natural at ass-fucking.  

    Brad's cock disappears inch by inch into her ass, and she flings herself around on the bed but keeps herself there for him to fuck, squeaking and crying. I can see her mouth and it’s not agonized: this wailing is all an act, or at least partially an act, and my wife is actually a dirty little whore who likes cock in the ass. Her mouth is turned up in a smile.  

    Brad lifts her up and leans back on his heels so that she’s sitting on him. She groans and shifts her weight, howling as his cock goes deeper and deeper inside of her. She leans back on him and he pulls her legs to each side so that her pussy is exposed again.  

    From where I’m now standing, I have a great view of Brad’s cock deep in my wife’s ass, moving in and out, stretching her tight little hole open. It disappears into her unyielding ring, pulling it taut and white. Above that scene is her mangled, tumid flower, dripping its nectar onto Brad's cock and his hairy balls.  

    His fingers come around to where her pussy is exposed, and quickly find the little ball of her clit. By now the front of my pants are wet with precum and my face is scarlet with rage and humiliation. But my eyes are fixed on Brad’s fingers, expertly swiping at Jen’s most tender flesh.  

    Jen is covered in a feral sheen of sweat; her mouth is contorted and her every breath escapes as a whine.  

    Then a moan, then a howl, then a scream. 

    When she comes her entire body shakes, and I watch as creamy cum gushes from her pussy. It slides down to lubricate Brad's rapidly thrusting cock, and he presses into her clit as she shrieks and gasps and twitches. I know her ass is seizing and clenching around his cock, and I can see how much he enjoys it. I can see it all on his smug little face. He’s made my wife come as hard as I’ve ever seen her come, and he senses that I’m stunned.  

    Then he takes both hands and lifts her by her hips, plunging her up and down on his cock.  

    Jen is used up now, and flops like a rag doll atop his lap: her ass is so wet with her own cum, and so stretched by Brad's cock, that she moves over him like a sex toy. He essentially jerks himself off, with her tight, pink ass as a glove.  

    He shoves her very suddenly onto her chest and her knees again, and she moans and says oh God, oh God, it's too much, it's too big, oh God it hurts, over and over again while she mewls and sobs in obvious pleasure. She makes no move to get away from him, so I know – and so does Brad – that she’s actually begging to get fucked hard in the ass by his too-big cock. 

    He really starts fucking her then, and the slapping of his thighs against her ass sets a beat beneath the sounds of her warbling and cooing.  

    When he comes he yells out loud. Sure, it should have been my voice, but there’s no stopping him and it seems like hardly anyone in the room cares about this ruse anymore. Jen screeches as he thrusts brutally deep into her ass.  

    But Brad, spilling his cum into my wife’s torn-up ass, has not forgotten me. He nods through his shuddering orgasm for me to read the last bit. 

    “Tell me how much you like the feel of that hot cum, Cupcake.” 

    Cupcake. Jesus Christ, the sweet, disgusting humiliation of it.  

    He gives her a final jolt as I comply with the final sentences of our agreement.  

    Jen's voice is shrill as she writhes, still impaled on his cock. “I love that hot cum,” she rasps, “Oh fuck, that was so good, Oh God.”  

    Brad pulls his cock from her and she gives a sigh, a groan of disappointment, and falls forward, spent. Her ass is a gaping gash, and her thighs are smeared with her cum. A trickle of Brad's milky-white cum wells up in her gaping asshole and trickles down to her pussy.  

    “Stay just like that. I want to admire my handiwork,” I say. 

    This wasn’t in the script, but Brad stands back and does just that, anyway, like he wrote it. His dick is still throbbing and hard as a rock. Jen's breath is ragged, and she heaves on the bed sheets like a horse. She tilts her ass up for him – and for me – to get a better look.  

    And now it’s simple. I am to remove all of my clothes, while Brad puts his on. I stand at the foot of the bed, watching his white cum seeping out of her throbbing ass.  

    She's all yours now, his final message reads.  

    He gives me a pat on the shoulder, and a smirk, as he snatches his iPad from my hand. He strolls out of the hotel room, opening and closing the door quietly as a mouse. 

    At least you have to hand it to him, he holds up his end of some bargains. The briefcase is in the corner of the room, full of money.  

    I stand behind my wife, my cock nearly bursting, pain searing me from my groin to my heart.  

    And then, because I’m about to split open, beginning with my cock, I flip her over and pull her to me by her legs. She lets herself be dragged to me, without a look of questioning on her face. I push myself into her and I slide in as though she’s hot Jello. She’s as wet as she had ever been, and her engorged flesh swallows me up.  

    I push the blindfold from her face. Jen seems unsurprised that it’s me now. I look into her eyes as I pump away, quickly, to an orgasm that racks me from head to toe. Images of her ass, sticky with Brad's cum, flash through my mind, along with her impassive, unquestioning, stare as I fuck her. 

    Something seems to have changed in her demeanor, though perhaps I am imagining it. She taps me lightly on the back, smiles her knowing little smile, and breathes into my ear: 

    “That was so hot.” 

    I’m too afraid to ask what was so hot about it. I’ve gambled, and I hope I haven’t done something even stupider than the last bet that landed me into this mess.  

    Jen rolls over and I cradle her for a moment.  

    “Did you get the money?” she says.  

    “Yeah,” I say.  

    “Good.” 

    And that’s all she seems to want to say about it. 

     

    *** 

     

    Jen says it would seem weird if we didn’t invite Brad to our next barbecue, and I don’t want to push my luck by arguing with her. Whenever I start to protest something like that, Jen gives me the look. It’s the look that says: I let your nasty coworker fuck me in the ass for you, so shut the hell up.  

    But what I worry about is that Jen enjoyed herself way more than she does with me. And Jen doesn’t seem to want to play that card yet. When I ask her about it, she smiles secretively. “Wouldn’t you like to know?” 

    I suppose I deserve it. 

    So here’s Brad, with his smug-ass face, at my fucking barbecue.  

    I avoid him most of the night, because I just can’t take his smirking. But he corners me at the end of the evening, when I’m a little lit and my defenses are down and my reaction time is slow. Almost everyone has gone home, and I sure as hell hope this idiot isn’t going to try to get into any long-term relationship here. 

    Or worse yet, that Jen is going to do that, either. 

    “So everything’s cool with Jen?” he says, appearing out of nowhere behind me.  

    I glare at him. “What do you mean?” 

    He shrugs, the smug little fuck. “It’s pretty fucking crazy to me that your wife doesn’t know when she has another man’s cock in her mouth. Do you guys not fuck enough or what?” 

    Jen has appeared out of nowhere, and I have a terrible, cold sinking sensation as she comes closer. Brad turns, and he sees her – it’s clear she’s heard the whole conversation. And she’s coming toward us, so who the fuck knows what she’s going to say. 

    Horses and women. Never know what they’re going to do. 

    My blood is rushing like I’m watching a race. It’s tight; I have no idea what I’ve bet except that I’ve bet on Jen. 

    She puts her arm around my neck and slides up against me, looking at Brad with a facial expression she reserves for idiots. 

    It’s from her Russian side. Very impolite look. 

    “You can’t honestly think I’d fall for that silly show, do you?” she says.  

    Brad looks genuinely surprised, and Jen grins, lifting a drink to her mouth. The ice clinks. “We’re into it anyway,” she says, as if she’s explaining that the earth rotates around the sun to a child. “We’ve just never been paid so well for it.”  

    Brad’s mouth is hanging open. 

    I try to keep mine closed.  

    Jen points her drink at Brad. “Oh,” she says cruelly. “You thought he actually lost all that money.” She giggles. “How quaint.” She takes my glass from my hand, and winks at me as she does. “Just play along,” she mouths.  

    I raise my eyebrows and turn back to the barbecue. 

    I did lose all that money, but it’s fun as hell to savor the look on Brad’s face while he stands there thinking I didn’t.  

    Like I said. I’ve won and lost a lot of money in my life. I guess I’m cool with it as long as it all balances out in the end. 

    Oh. But Jen is definitely making me go to Gambler’s Anonymous.  
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    “What do you think?” Becca asked. 

    Becca posed for Sean in the little space leading to the bathroom. The fleabag motel room didn’t have a lot of room to move. Weak light came from the room’s lamps. Sean was trying to watch TV, but both the signal and the picture quality were terrible. The kinds of places at which they stayed still had tube TVs, and usually had old images burned into the screen. Sean looked up at her with an evaluating eye. 

    “Not the tank top,” he suggested. “We don’t know what kind of place we’ll end up. Try a nicer top. Think you should keep the boots?” 

    She looked down at her fancy cowboy boots, with their pretty, colorful design. Becca loved them. They were probably the nicest thing Sean had bought her in their six years together. Sean bought them while he was on a good run in Reno about a year ago. Those good runs didn’t come too often. 

    “I think I’ll keep them.” 

    Sean shrugged. “Okay.” 

    Becca wore a thin white tank top that showed the lacy black bra underneath. She had big boobs and a flat tummy, and the top made the most of her body. The tank top was replaced by a white, Western-style shirt with embroidery and pearl snaps. It was just as tight as the tank top, and though not quite as sheer, her bra could still be seen through it. Becca only closed half the snaps, leaving a lot of creamy cleavage exposed. That would do the trick. 

    “You about ready to go?” Sean asked, draining another bottle of Coors Light. 

    “Let me check my make-up.” 

    Becca went into the tiny bathroom and fluffed her shiny, auburn hair in the mirror. She wore it in big waves that fell halfway down her back. Her eye shadow was dramatic, and her lipstick red. She liked wearing a lot of make-up anyway, but tonight she needed to make sure she was eye catching. The last touch was a spritz of knock-off designer perfume.  

    “Ta-da!” she announced, presenting herself once again. 

    Sean pushed up off the lumpy bed and whistled, giving his approval. “Damn, Baby, you look hot, come on over here.” 

    “Be careful,” she replied, moving between his legs and resting her arms on his shoulders.  

    “I don’t want to have to re-do my make-up.”  

    “You can’t expect me to keep my hands to myself when you look like that,” he said, his hands on her hips. 

    “I guess I’m distracting enough then.” 

    Sean played with the buttons at the bottom of her skirt and opened the last two. Becca jumped at his cool hand on her warm inner thigh. She adjusted her stance to part her legs and sighed when his fingers came within striking distance of her mound. Sean stared up at her, watching her reaction, as his fingers brushed her sex. Becca bit her bottom lip. 

    If there was a constant from the moment they met, it was that they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Her life in Utah before she met Sean felt like it belonged to someone else. Becca—Becki back then—was never as innocent as she seemed. She knew how to play the role of the role of preacher’s daughter for the congregation and everyone in town. She cursed and smoked and drank as much as the other kids, but she understood how to keep up appearances. A lifetime of playing a role prepared her for her life with Sean, in a weird way. Becca wasn’t quite as bad as the other kids, though. At nineteen, she’d still been a virgin when Sean tried to hustle her at pool. 

    Becca was in the bar with a fake ID and she saw the cute boy’s game from a mile away, but she liked him, so she let him think he was hustling her. They’d been together ever since. When it was time for Sean to blow town, Becca packed up her things and they stole away in the middle of the night. She never looked back. Three months later, they were married. Sean was five years older and seemed like a hard case, but she saw how soft he was inside, and that’s why she fell for him. Sean wasn’t bad. He was just a guy trying to make his way in the world any way he could. 

    Sean peeled her thong away from her hot pussy and stroked her lips. Becca shivered. Her lips parted for him and he gently stroked between them. Sean was the first boy to teach her how much fun it was to be teased. Her grip on his shoulders tightened as her knees went weak. 

    “Maybe you should leave the thong at home,” he suggested in a low voice. 

    Becca shook her head, biting her bottom lip again. “Not in a skirt this short. I might have to play a few rounds. You don’t want me showing too much, do you?” 

    “I don’t know, baby. It’s fun to see the way they look at you. It’s fun knowing they’re going home with blue balls, while I’m taking their money and I get to fuck you.” 

    “Mmm, Sean…” 

    “You’re my secret weapon, baby. I could never do it without you. You’ve probably caused more hard-ons in the Midwest than Viagra.” 

    “Baby, don’t tease me like that,” she breathed.  

    Becca knew he was right. Sean’s hustling game was pathetic before they met, but with Becca by his side to distract the poor marks, they never knew what hit them—most of the time anyway. It was serendipitous that she loved the attention. All those years of playing the preacher’s daughter left her dying to let her bad girl out.  

    “What do you want then, Baby?” 

    Becca answered by going for his belt. The big, silver buckle was difficult to get open, but once she did, Sean lifted his butt and she pulled down his faded jeans and boxers. Becca straddled him, and caressed his head. Sean kept his dark hair in a buzz cut. He liked to tell his marks he’d been in the military. He even had a set of dog tags he’d picked up somewhere. She kissed him, knowing she’d have to redo her lipstick. She didn’t care. 

    Sean pulled her thong aside and pulled her down onto him. Becca gasped when he impaled her, and rocked her hips. He held her hips, forcing her to grind against him. She loved the way he filled her. Becca had nothing to compare it to, but she was sure he had the perfect cock. She couldn’t imagine another man making her feel that way. Their chemistry was magical. Becca wanted Sean the second she saw him. She never wanted another guy the way she wanted him. Sex could not be more perfect than it was between them. 

    Becca rocked her hips on him, gasping and tightening her pretty, painted nails into his shoulders. She was more of a soft moaner than a screamer. The couple exchanged fiery kisses and Becca rode him faster. She arched her back, auburn hair tumbling back as she thrust herself at Sean. He grabbed her tits through her shirt, then pulled it open, popping the snaps. He massaged her breasts through the lacy push-up bra. She loved the feel of his hands on her body.  

    “Baby…Baby…” Sean grunted. 

    Becca rode him harder, knowing he was close. The bed creaked beneath them, protesting the stress. She wanted her orgasm too, and sometimes Sean had a quick release, so she had to make sure she got there with him. She didn’t think he came too fast. All guys came quickly in her experience. Becca got there, her shrill cry filling the room. She held him in a crushing hug against her bosom. Sean jacked his cock up into her for a moment longer and came.  

    Sean fell back onto the flat mattress, grinning like an idiot. “I love you so much, Baby,” he sighed. 

    “I love you too, Baby,” she cooed. 

     

    *** 

     

    A couple hours later, they were walking through the door of a noisy bar on the outskirts of Williston, ND. Becca got a bad vibe about the place the second they walked in. Old school country played on the jukebox, and dozens of roughnecks mingled around the bar, a lot of them looking like they’d come directly from the fields. Sean wanted to come to this town because they were part of the new oil and gas boom, and there would be a lot of money floating around. In his words, “There will be a lot of young, dumb hicks flush with cash.”  

    The patrons of the bar weren’t necessarily all that young, but it was predominantly male, and it felt like a rough crowd. Becca had the feeling that things could go wrong here if Sean wasn’t careful.  

    “Sean, let’s find somewhere else,” Becca said, tugging on his sleeve. 

    “We’ve been driving around for over an hour, Baby. This place looks like it’s as good as it’s going to get. It’s Friday night, there are plenty of guys here with plenty of pay to lose. I don’t see the problem.” 

    “I just don’t like it. If we can’t find somewhere else let’s just go back to the room. You can mess up my make-up all you like.” She smiled up at him, hoping to be a suitable temptation. 

    “We don’t have enough cash to make it to the next town. The truck is on empty. This is it, Baby. Have a beer and chill out.” 

    Becca hated it when Sean ignored how she felt. They were a great couple, but when it came to the hustle, they were not partners. Sean was in charge and she was expected to do as she was told. Becca could play pool just as well as he could—perhaps even better—but he was the hustler and she was the eye candy. Becca was there to flirt and look pretty. 

    They pushed their way to the bar, and Becca felt the hungry eyes of the roughnecks on her. She felt particularly uncomfortable because there were so few other women in the bar. There were less than twenty other women—maybe—and none of them were as fresh-faced as Becca. She suspected that several of them were professionals. It was a good place for a hooker to ply her trade. 

    After grabbing beers, they worked their way toward the back of the bar, where a smaller room held two pool tables. A mix of younger and older guys hung around playing. Sean told her it was go time. Becca plastered on a smile and followed her husband back there. 

    Becca relaxed when things started out good. Sean worked his way into the mix, and the guys were happy to play for cash when they saw how inept Sean seemed to be. The guys were also thrilled to hang out with his friendly, flirty wife. She felt an edge to the older guys’ flirting, like it wasn’t harmless fun to them, but she smiled and carried on. Becca found every opportunity to lean over, or pout her lips. The roughnecks ate it up and didn’t seem to notice that Sean was gradually getting better on the pool table. 

    Not everyone in the bar bought into their act. Bud hung in the corner as his friends played on the second table and watched the young couple. Bud didn’t like the look of the kid from the get-go. He looked like one of those pretend hard guys. He was also clumsy in his deliberately bad shots. Bud had his number, but he didn’t pay any more attention to the kid than he had to. Once Bud had the hustle figured out, he focused on the girl. Watching the pretty, busty brunette was easy. Bud could see why the guys in the bar missed what was going on. The kid racked up nice earnings. 

    The girl was as good at playing the flirt as he-man was bad at hustling. It helped that she was just Bud’s type. When he was a younger man—some thirty years ago—he would have fallen head over heels for the girl. He loved petite, busty girls. He didn’t think she was even five-and-a-half feet tall, but she still had nice legs and her tits were perfect. Her skirt barely covered her ass, which looked nice and round. Bud thought it would be fun to flirt with the girl, but he kept his distance. He didn’t need to play her games. Bud had a different game in mind. He put a word in his pal Bill’s ear. Bill would invite the kid over to play at their table. 

    Becca’s sense of unease came back when Sean shifted to play with another set of guys. They were all older, and seemed meaner. When they looked at her, it was with naked lust, not a flirty attitude. It felt like these men would rip her clothes off in a heartbeat, given the chance. 

    Bud let Jake and Del play with the kid, who introduced himself as Sean, and lose some cash. They would get it back. Bud took the third game, while his three friends hung back. The girl looked uncomfortable. His pals weren’t playing into her plans and flirting. They just sat there and leered at her. 

    Bud worked the hustle way better than Sean. Bud could have beaten him in two seconds. The kid was cocky as he swept the table and reached for Bud’s money. He had the pile of dirty bills in his hand when Bus grabbed his wrist.  

    “Not so fast,” Bud said.  

    “What’s the problem?” Sean asked, projecting innocence. 

    Becca knew something was wrong. She’d felt it from the beginning. If only Sean had listened to her. Her heart pounded with fear.  

    “You think I’m some dumb hick who can’t see a hustle coming. You best leave all the money on that table and walk on out while you still can.”  

    “Hey, man, I ain’t looking for any trouble.”  

    Sean let the crumpled bills drop to the table and Becca breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe he would do the smart thing tonight. She was wrong. Bud released Sean’s wrist and the younger man whirled and reached under his shirt. One of the men stepped away from the wall and cracked Sean across the head with a pool cue from behind. Sean crumpled to the floor, a small nickel-plated pistol spinning away from his hand. He tried to crawl toward it, but Bud kicked him in the ribs with a well-worn work boot. Sean rolled onto his back, yelping in pain. 

    “You really are the dumbest motherfucker come in here in a long time,” Bud said with a chuckle. “Now we’re gonna have to teach you ‘bout messing with strangers’ money, and if you survive you’ll be a better man for it. Jake. Bill.” 

    The men closed around Sean. Jake seemed to be the tall, thin redhead. Bill was an older, heavyset man with an angry gleam in his eye. They kicked at Sean, who rolled into a fetal position on the ground, trying to protect his head with his hands.  

    Becca rushed forward, screaming, “Stop! You’re gonna kill him!” The man who’d hit Sean first—she later learned his name was Del—hauled her back, lifting her kicking feet from the floor. The men laughed at her and continued their savage kicking of her husband. 

    “Please, God, stop! Please! We’ll do anything you want! Just don’t kill him!” she begged. 

    “Hold up,” Bud said.  

    The men paused, and he looked at the bawling young brunette. Bud was the ringleader. The others would follow his lead. He eyed the pretty girl hungrily. 

    “Just what would you do to save this cheating piece of shit?” 

    “Anything! I love him! Please!” Becca was terrified. It never dawned on her what she might be getting herself into. 

    Bud looked down at Sean moaning on the floor and spit, just missing the dumb kid’s head. He shook his head. He had a brief, human moment where he thought they should let the girl drag the kid’s sorry ass out of there. They’d taught him a lesson. Bud looked at the girl again, and he knew that wasn’t going to happen. Not only was he going to teach this dumb-fuck a lesson, he and his boys were going to have a good time. If the girl was in the right frame of mind, she just might enjoy herself too. 

    “He sure as shit doesn’t deserve it, but I guess we can work something out, if you’re amenable. Come on over here, girl.” 

    Del set her down and Becca rubbed her arms where he’d gripped her as she looked around at the men, trembling. She began to realize she just bought herself a heap of trouble, but she loved Sean, and she would do what she needed to get him out of this. She was doing it for both of them. She tentatively walked toward Bud.  

    “Let the boy go,” Bud ordered. His men nudged Sean with their boots until he rolled, moaning, into the corner. 

    Honky-tonk music played from the jukebox in the front of the bar, but back in the pool room the only sound was Sean’s groaning from the corner and the click of Becca’s boot heels on the dirty floor. She stopped right in front Bud and flashed those big eyes up at him. He towered over her. 

    Bud stared down at the cleavage left exposed by her blouse. She really did have great tits. He’d enjoy those. She was a little thing, especially next to his bulk. He brushed a curl back from her cheek. 

    “You sure are a pretty young thing. What was your name?” 

    “Becca,” she softly replied. 

    “How old are you, Becca?” 

    “Twenty-five.” 

    Even with all her make-up, Bud would have guessed she was younger. Almost young enough to be his daughter. He should feel guilty. Bud didn’t. “That boy’s lucky to have you around, or he might be dead right now.” 

    “Please don’t hurt me.” 

    Bud grinned. “Darlin’, it only hurts if you’re doing it wrong. I’m hoping you’ll relax and enjoy yourself. Are you ready to do this?” 

    “You’ll let us go afterward?” 

    “I always keep my word, Darlin’.” 

    “Okay, then. I’ll do what you want,” Becca replied, swallowing hard. 

    “You’ve got moxie, Darlin’. I’ll give you that. Don’t know what that asshole did for this loyalty, but I guess it’s our good fortune.” 

    His use of our stuck out to Becca, but she hardly had time to think about it before he kissed her. Becca was not the shrinking violet she appeared to be. She had had her fun on the road with Sean. There had been other women, but no other men. She had to push it for the hustle sometimes, but Sean drew the line at sharing her. He wouldn’t be able to help her tonight, though. Becca was on her own. 

    Becca fought back her revulsion as she kissed Bud back. He tasted like cheap beer and stale whiskey. This would have been easier if she was attracted to him at all, but Bud was old enough to be her dad, with thinning hair and hard eyes and a bushy beard that scratched her soft cheeks. He was a big man, but she felt solid muscle under the outer layer of fat. His hands roamed her body—grabbing at her ass—and she stood firm, despite the desire to squirm away. He mauled her boobs, and Becca tensed. She twisted her face away when he stopped kissing her. 

    “That was a nice start, Darlin’. Now let us see what you’ve got. Do a little striptease for us,” Bud said. 

    Becca was frozen in place. She couldn’t undress for all these men. “I...can’t…please…” 

    “I wasn’t asking, Becca. Your boy didn’t hustle us, and neither are you. If you can’t keep your part of the bargain.” Bud gestured and Jake stepped toward Sean. 

    “Wait! Okay! Okay,” she stammered. 

    Bud walked over and closed the barn doors that separated the pool room from the rest of the bar. Del took out his phone and put on some country song Becca didn’t know. It had a good rhythm, though. She’d be able to move to it. She had the empty space beside the pool table to herself, and she started swaying her hips. Maybe they’d let her go after this, she thought hopefully. 

    Becca closed her eyes and ran her hands through her hair, moving around the room, circling the pool table. She kept her eyes shut as much as she could and not bump into anything—or anyone. Becca did not want any eye contact. She swayed over to a small table where the bottle of whiskey everyone had been drinking from sat. The whiskey burned going down, but she hoped it would make things easier. The whiskey spread warmth through her body, and she took another pull. Becca was more relaxed already. She grabbed the front of her blouse and yanked. The snaps seemed to all pop free at once. She held out the sides and gyrated, before tossing the blouse aside. Becca ran her hands down her shoulders, over her breasts, and across her flat stomach, pausing to play with her belly ring. Oddly, she was beginning to enjoy herself. 

    The men hooted and whistled as Becca danced among them, reaching to try and touch her, although she kept darting away. She gyrated her hips, running her hands down her stomach, then opened a snap on her skirt. The last two were already undone and so when she had opened a couple more, she was flashing a good bit of thigh when she moved. Only two snaps remained, and Becca pulled her skirt back to flash her white cotton panties to the men. Their catcalls grew louder. She turned her back to the men and bent over the pool table, pulling the back of the skirt up, flashing her ass. When she turned back, Becca pulled the last two snaps free, whipping off her skirt.  

    Becca felt she’d put on a pretty good show and hoped this would be the end of it. She touched her breasts through her bra and felt her nipples responding, despite the situation. Her fear seemed to be an aphrodisiac. She kept dancing in place, touching herself with her eyes closed.  

    Bud watched the girl and felt his heart racing. Damn, she was hot. She looked even better without her clothes. His cock strained at his jeans, dying to get at her. She had moves, he had to give her that. She should give up her loser boyfriend and start working the pole. She could make some real money. 

    Becca opened her eyes and saw the men closing in on her. Jake rubbed himself through his jeans. They were not going to let her go. She forced a smile. Becca didn’t know what else to do. Bud grabbed her, holding her in front of him, facing his friends. He groped her tits, and she knew he could feel how hard her nipples were. She responded to his possessive touch. She couldn’t help herself. 

    “Look at this sweet thing, boys. She acted all scared, but she’s already enjoying herself. Aren’t you, Darlin’?” Bud taunted. 

    Bud forced a hand between her legs. The girl was already damp down there. She squirmed and whimpered when he rubbed her through her thong. 

    “You’ve got hot panties, Darlin’. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that fire. Now let’s get that bra off.” 

    Becca forced a smile and flicked open the front clasp on her bra. Bud bent over behind her, sucking on her neck. It felt good. She was humiliated, letting herself get turned on by these men. Bud covered her tits with his big, calloused hands. He was rough with her, pulling her nipples, and Becca moaned from the sharp pain. Sean had taught her that she liked it rough. She kept her eyes squeezed shut and tried to pretend it was Sean touching her. Bud forced a hand into her panties and pressed a finger inside her. She was hot and wet, and his thick finger filled her. Becca gasped, fighting to suppress her reaction. Bud’s hands felt nothing like Sean’s. 

    Bud effortlessly laid Becca on the pool table, with her legs dangling off the side. He tore her thong away, leaving her naked. Del whistled at her shaved pussy and moved closer. Bud rubbed her lips and teased the bud of her clit. Becca was a fighter, but she still moaned. He pinched her clit, and she arched off the table with a sharp cry. God help her, she liked it.  

    “Look at that sweet, bald pussy. Just the way I like it,” Bud commented. 

    Bud worked a second finger inside her, but the girl was tight. He chuckled. “That boy must have a pencil dick. You’re in for a surprise tonight, Darlin’. But first, let me have a little taste.” 

    Becca felt his hot breath on her thigh, and then his tongue stabbed at her. He was clumsy at first, and she squirmed, just wanting it to end, but then he closed his lips over her mound, his tongue found its way, and she gasped. Bud teased her clit like a master and Becca fought back a moan. It was a losing battle. She didn’t think a guy could lick her the way Sean did, but her husband never worked her clit like that. Becca bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut and pretended she was anywhere else, with anyone else. 

    “She’s fucking wet and ready as hell. You’re gonna have some real fun tonight, Darlin’.”  

    Becca heard a belt being opened and a zipper. She opened her eyes to see Bud standing between her legs, dropping his pants. She gaped at his cock. She hadn’t seen that many. It looked so different than Sean’s. It was darker, with an angry red head. He wasn’t as long as her husband, but he was twice as thick. He rubbed the head all over her cunt, getting it slick. She was frightened. 

    “Please, don’t,” she begged. 

    “You agreed to this, didn’t you, Darlin’?” 

    Becca bit her lip and nodded. 

    Bud didn’t really want to hurt the girl, and he was gentle, taking his time pushing inside her, his hands on her hips. Becca was clearly horny, despite her protests. Bud understood. Her husband was a little bitch. No way he was taking care of a girl like Becca. She needed a real man. She was soaking wet, and he was barely inside her. She had to deny it. Bud would let her have that, but he would have his way with her, and he was sure she’d like it. He slowly sawed back and forth until his cock was buried in her 

    Becca slowly relaxed and the pleasure took over her body. This wasn’t something she was just going to have to lie back and enjoy. She fought it, but that fat bastard’s cock felt good inside her. He stretched her open and she felt things she’d never felt with Sean. Becca was so confused—not only because she shouldn’t be enjoying it at all, but also because she was so convinced Sean was her perfect lover. How was this sweaty old man making her feel so good? Why did his cock feel so amazing? Bud moved his hands to her tits and caressed them. He was still gentle, and she wished he was rougher. She pushed her breasts at his hands. He pinched her nipples harder, and she gasped, her eyes popping open. Bud leered down at her. 

    “Yeah, I had you pegged, Darlin’. You needed this didn’t you?” 

    Becca shook her head. 

    “Don’t try to bullshit a bullshitter, Becca. I feel that pussy closing around me. I see that look on your face. You need a good fucking, don’t you, Darlin’?” 

    “Nnnoo…” she moaned. 

    Bud’s hands moved to her hips. He started slamming her. Becca cried out, pleasure rocking through her. 

    “Don’t you, Darlin’?” 

    “Uhn…nnn…uhn…God…God…yes… Yes!” 

    “Tell me, Darlin’. Tell me you fucking need it,” Bud grunted. Sweat rolled down his fat face, and he wheezed with the effort of fucking her. 

    “Please…please…fuck me…please…” she begged. 

    Bud let out a loud grunt and buried his fat cock inside her, blasting his load into her tight cunt. He wanted to hold out longer, but that wasn’t going to happen with a beautiful young piece like Becca. She was lucky he lasted as long as he did. 

    Becca panicked when she felt him come inside her. She was on the Pill, but she didn’t take it reliably. She only ever had sex with her husband, so she didn’t worry about it. If they were given a baby, they would settle down. But she didn’t want that from any of these men. She began to protest, to get the men to stop, but Jake was already between her legs, and he was not as considerate as Bud. He grunted as he shoved his cock inside her.  

    Jake was next. Like the rest of him, his cock was long and narrow, jutting up from a nest of red hair. He held Becca’s thighs apart and went to town. She was so wet from Bud that she took him right in. He pushed deep, touching deeper than Becca had ever felt. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but soon she enjoyed being touched so deeply. Jake didn’t finesse her like Bud. He took her hard and fast.  

    “You like that slut? You like that dick?” Jake teased. 

    “Yes…yes…”  

    “Fuck, I love sluts like you. Fucking pool room sluts…” 

    Becca didn’t love his anger, but she loved the fucking he gave her. She loved how deep he went. Jake was just as gross as Bud, but she closed her eyes and went with the sensations. She was so close when Bud came, so Jake had her right there. 

    “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Becca cried, tossing her head side to side as she came. 

    “Look at that slut, she loves it.” Jake laughed. 

    “Oh fuck! Please…God…please…” 

    “You want more, don’t you, slut?” 

    “Please don’t come in me,” she begged. Becca hoped he would at least give her that. 

    “Sure, baby. I like it better this way, anyway.” 

    Jake didn’t last much longer than Bud. He pulled out and jerked his slimy cock until his load shot up onto her belly, and up onto her tits. It was gross and humiliating—and part of her liked it. Jake squeezed his cock until he was sure he’d given her every last drop. 

    “Come here, girl,” Del said, pulling her up off the pool table. “Shit, you’re so goddam pretty, aren’t you?” 

    Del was the youngest of the men, probably in his 30s, and Becca thought he could have been attractive, if he’d taken care of himself. His long hair was greasy, and hung over his eyes. He seemed to have genuine emotion on his face when he looked at her. His muscular arms were both covered with sleeves of colorful tattoos. There were flaming skulls and weapons and Indians. There didn’t seem to be any rhyme or reason for his ink, except it was all intimidating. Becca liked tattoos, when they were cool. Del shocked Becca by kissing her. She was even more shocked that he was a good kisser, and she eagerly kissed him back. 

    Del held her gently at the waist and she ran her hands over his tattooed arms as they kissed. If he was cleaner, and ten years younger, Becca really might have gone for him. She was confused when he pressed her to the right. Becca ended up laying on her side on the edge of the pool table. He looked down at her and rubbed his thumb across her ruby lips.  

    “I want to try that pretty mouth of yours, Becca. I bet you suck dick real good,” Del said. 

    Becca turned her head, and there was a long, thick cock. He was like the best of Bud and Jake. He didn’t smell clean, but when he pressed it to her lips, she opened them anyway. She worked her tongue on the underside of his shaft as he pushed into her mouth. Becca actually did suck cock very well. Back in her home town, she was the blow job queen. It was how she kept her virtue. Becca was confident she could get Del off without fucking her.  

    Del wound his fingers in her hair and kept pressing his cock into her mouth. The boys in her hometown had been more thoughtful, so thrilled a pretty girl like Becca—the preacher’s daughter—would do it at all that they let her stay in control. Del didn’t do that. He held the back of her head and fed her his cock. It hit the back of her throat and she coughed. 

    “Relax, Becca. Just relax. I know you can take it, girl,” he encouraged. 

    Del turned her even more, and her head hung off the table, her hair almost brushing the floor. He kept feeding her his cock, forcing his head into her throat. His balls tapped her nose. It was easier in that position, but Becca still gagged. It felt like she couldn’t breathe. Del held her head and fucked her mouth. Becca was scared. The fear was like a jolt to her cunt. She liked Del using her, even if she couldn’t breathe. Becca began to flail, and Del finally let her come up for air. Becca coughed violently, and Del let her catch her breath for a second, but only for a second. He plugged his cock back into her mouth and fucked her throat. 

    One of the other men—she had no way of knowing—played with her pussy. He fingered her and his thumb rubbed her clit, and Becca saw stars. It was the best of both worlds. She had the domination of Del fucking her mouth, and some stranger rubbing her pussy. Becca screamed into Del’s choking cock as she came for a second time.  

    “Fuck that feels good, Becca. Rub her cunt, Bud. She’s moaning on my dick,” Del moaned. 

    “This girl’s got hot pants. I knew it the second I saw her. She was only playing the good girl, weren’t you, Darlin’? I don’t think you’re gonna be able to go back after tonight. Maybe we’ll just keep you,” Bud taunted. 

    A shiver ran down Becca’s spine as she imagined being kept in that pool room and used as their sex slave. It was wrong, and disgusting, but her primal core responded, and she came again. 

    Del pulled out again and Becca coughed violently. Drool ran down her cheeks and her eyes watered. As Becca tried to gather herself, Del shot his load all over her pretty face. She closed her eyes and felt the sticky seed land there, and over her cheek. He came in her hair. He left the girl a mess. She wiped the cum from her eyes and opened them. Bud stood beside her, rubbing her cunt and sneering at her. She saw he was getting hard again. 

    Bud wished they could keep the girl. He didn’t think anything hotter was going to walk into their bar again. Certainly not a girl so pretty who would let them have their way with her. Bud was sure Becca would let the boys fuck her six ways from Sunday, if that was what they wished. He planned to take a second turn, just as soon as he was ready. The others might want seconds, too. Becca might be in for a long night. 

    “Come here and watch this, you little fuck. Watch what you lost.” 

    It was Bill. Becca had forgotten about him. She rolled onto her back on the pool table and saw the old man grab Sean by the collar and jerk him up. He threw her husband into a chair, but he wouldn’t look up. Bill yanked his head back by the hair. 

    “Look at your little whore, Becca. She saved your ass by giving up hers. You should say thank you.” 

    Sean stared at her, and Becca’s heart sank. His face was swollen and bloody, hard to read, but she saw anger and disgust there. He couldn’t possibly be angry at her, could he? She saved him! Bill was right, this was his fault. Becca was only doing this for him.  

    “You keep watching while I show you how a real man takes care of a whore like her. You thought you heard her moan before? I’m going to make that bitch come until she passes out,” Bill said, laughing. 

    Becca seriously thought Bill was delusional. She had never been so horny, but a fat old man like Bill was not going to make her come. He unbuckled his jeans as he came around the pool table. He had a huge bulge in his tighty-whiteys. He pulled those down and Becca gasped. Not only was Bill the oldest of the men. He was the biggest. 

    “Heh heh,” he said, reaching for her. “You’re not the first pretty young girl I scared with this thing. But don’t worry, I promise you’ll be moaning my name and begging for more before I’m done.” 

    He pinned Becca against the pool table, his prick sticking up and rubbing her belly. It was difficult letting the man touch her. Bill didn’t turn her on the same way the others did. He laid her back on the pool table and rubbed his cock all over her thighs, making it stiffer and leaving a trail of pre-cum leading to her swollen, well-fucked pussy. Bud’s cum ran out of her.  

    Becca cried out when Bill pushed the head inside her. He was just too big. Bill rubbed her clit as he worked his cock inside her, and Becca’s body betrayed her. She couldn’t resist the teasing, and once the initial pain subsided, the huge cock stimulated her in a way she didn’t know was possible. Damn it, Becca was enjoying him. Before she realized it, Bill was just about buried to the hilt. Becca looked down and couldn’t believe how much cock she’d taken, and how good it felt. He had her stretched around him like a condom and she loved it! 

    When Bill saw she was ready, he started to move. The oldster wasn’t a jackhammer, but he more than made up for it with technique. He really knew how to fuck. Becca was beside herself, thrashing on the pool table and moaning. Becca tried wrapping her legs around him, but his bulk prevented it. She’d only been with her husband before tonight, and he’d never made her feel this way. He corkscrewed her, and he’d go fast, then slow, he ground into her pussy, rubbing her clit, and she had to admit it, old Bill was the best she’d ever had. He put his younger friends to shame, and Sean just couldn’t compete. His friends heard her moans and egged him on, telling Bill to give it to her. Becca came so hard, and so fast, she didn’t know what hit her. And Bill just kept on fucking her. He had incredible staying power. 

    “See that, bitch,” he called out to Sean. “I told you I’d have your little wifey begging for it. You want it, don’t you, girl?” 

    Becca didn’t hesitate. “Yes! Please! Fuck me! God help me! Fuck me!” 

    “She’s a hot little piece, boy. Glad to open her up for you. Look at her! Look at her moaning like a bitch in heat.” 

    Becca was glad she couldn’t see Sean while she was on her back. She didn’t want him to look at her while she was like this. She begged, unbidden, “Fuck me! Ohhh…” 

    “You like that big dick?” Bill taunted. 

    “Yeah…yesss…” 

    “Fucks you good, doesn’t it?” 

    “Yesss…” 

    “Fucks you better than you’re bitch of a husband, doesn’t it?” 

    Becca answered without thinking. She couldn’t think. “Yesss…yesss…I love it…” 

    “You love old Bill, don’t you?” 

    “Yes, I love it. Please fuck me, Bill. God…” 

    When Bill pulled out of her, Becca was left gaping, juice just flowing out of her, ruining the felt. He was still just as hard and Becca wondered why he’d stopped. “Get on your knees, Sweetie,” he ordered. 

    Becca would not suck Sean after he’d been inside her, but when Bill told her to, she didn’t give it a second thought. She got on her knees on the filthy tile, wrapping both hands around his thick shaft. The men cheered her on as she tried to stretch her lips over his big knob. She barely could and gave him a good licking instead. She licked him clean from base to tip, but he wanted her mouth and told her so. She wanted to please him, after the way he’d pleased her, so she stretched and managed to fit him. Most of his cock was still hanging out when she started to gag, but Bill held the back of her head and fucked her open mouth. Drool ran down her chin and Becca just couldn’t keep up, but it didn’t matter to Bill. He fucked her mouth like Del had. 

    When Bill came, Becca choked on it. She tried to swallow, but couldn’t keep up. Most of his cum flowed from her lips while he pumped onto her face. He pulled out, sending the last couple blasts into her hair. Cum ran down her face, dripping onto her chest and there she was, a cum covered slut kneeling on the filthy floor of a sleazy barroom. She looked over and saw that Sean staring at her. Becca looked away. 

    “Don’t think you’re done yet, Darlin’,” Bud said, pulling her to her feet. 

    Becca was tossed face down on the pool table and Bud took her. She easily took his fat cock now. She was starting to get sore, but the fucking still felt good, and she savored it. She had never thought she’d experience anything like this. Only sluts did things like gangbangs. Becca realized she was a slut now, but she told herself it was for a good cause.  

    Bud had one more thing in mind for the evening. The girl’s cunt didn’t feel as good as the first time, but that was okay. He had another hole, and he bet she was a virgin there. Bud pulled his wet cock from her pussy and squeezed it between her cheeks. 

    “Wait…no…please…” she begged. 

    “You’re not gonna get bashful on me now, are you Darlin’? Just trust Bud. I haven’t let you down yet.” 

    Becca closed her eyes and let the letch have his way with her. He was right. Everything Bud had told her had come to pass. He told her she would be a happy slut, and she was. It burned and hurt when he pressed his cock into her ass. Becca wailed and tried to squirm away from him, but he held her fast. When he could, Bud reached beneath her and rubbed her pussy. It helped. Her anal canal relaxed, and she felt him throbbing inside her. It was so tight. Bud started moving in her and Becca closed her eyes, feeling like she was in a dream. 

    “Bet she doesn’t give you the ass, boy, does she?” Bud taunted. “She gave it right up to me, but then, I know how to fuck her.” 

    Bud jerked her head back by her hair, forcing her to look up at Sean. Bill stood behind her husband and forced him to stare at her. There was fire in Sean’s eyes. What did she see? She grunted and moaned as Bud took her ass. She stared at her husband as Bud made her come again. Sean watched wordlessly. 

    After Bud came for the second time, Del and Jake closed in. They took her together, and Becca was like a rag doll between them. Del fucked her and Jake used her mouth. Having two men at once was almost too much going on for her, but Becca came as hard as she had all night. They both came all over her and left Becca limp on the table. She was relieved when Bill didn’t come over for seconds.  

    Bud brought her the bottle of whiskey, and Becca gratefully drank from it. She needed a stiff drink after all she’d done, and it washed the taste of cum from her mouth. The burning woke her out of her daze. She even thanked him.  

    “You’d best make your way on out the back, Darlin’. I don’t think you want anyone seeing you like this,” he said with surprising gentleness.  

    Bud didn’t see any reason to be mean about things. Becca had shown them all a great time, and more than held up her end. She deserved their thanks. He gathered her clothes and handed them to her.  

    Becca didn’t bother with her bra and snapped her blouse closed. Her torn panties were a lost cause. She was sore when she hopped off the pool table to put on her skirt. She looked around the room and neither Del nor Jake would meet her eyes. Bill winked at her. She smiled at him. Becca knew she should hate these men. Maybe she should even call the police, but the truth was they didn’t rape her. She made a deal with them, that was all. But that wasn’t all, because she didn’t simply keep a bargain. She’d had the most incredible night of her life—she even liked the humiliation. 

    Bud pressed something into her hand. It was the fistful of bills that started everything. “You should have that, Darlin’. You earned it.” 

    “Thanks, Bud,” she replied, taking the money. She’d been their whore tonight, she thought, she might as well get paid like one. 

    They gave her Sean’s gun, too. It fit nicely in her hand, although she rarely held it. Maybe that would have to change. She tucked the pistol into her waistband and grabbed her purse.  

    Sean didn’t look at her when she took his arm over her shoulders and she helped him limp to the car. He groaned when she put in the truck, but didn’t speak. He was seriously fucked up. Sean probably needed a doctor, but they didn’t have the money. Their earnings for the night—her earnings—were probably about a hundred dollars. 

    At the fleabag hotel, Becca helped him into their little room and left him on the bed. She stripped and ran to the shower. She couldn’t get the water hot enough. As she scrubbed her sore body, her emotions finally came. They weren’t the emotions she expected.  

    Becca was not ashamed as she’d expected, as she’d been taught to be. She was exhilarated. She’d never felt so alive. How could she have no idea she’d want something like that? It made Becca question if she really knew herself at all. She was only nineteen when she ran off with Sean, and they’d spent the last five years having a good time, not thinking. What was their future? Tonight was proof that they couldn’t do this forever. What would they do? What would Becca do? She had always leaned on Sean to make all the decisions, but tonight she’d taken care of things herself, and it felt good. She didn’t need Sean to take care of her. Becca could stand on her own. 

    Sean stared at her when she came out of the shower wrapped in a towel. He had to say something eventually. She waited. 

    “I’m sorry, Babe,” he muttered. “I never wanted…” 

    “I know. I know that wasn’t the plan.” 

    “Becca…I never…how could…I’m so sorry…” 

    The tears came then, and Becca rushed to him and rocked him in her arms. Things had changed between them. She felt it. They would be equals now—at the very least. Becca would make some decisions for herself, and that would be hard to explain to him. She didn’t know if Sean would be able to understand, but he’d have to. Something had been awakened inside her, and Becca couldn’t shut it away. She didn’t want to. Becca finally understood how inexperienced she really was. Sean had been her perfect lover because she didn’t really know better. They may have been bastards, but Bud and his friends taught her there was a lot more out there to experience. She couldn’t deny she wanted that experience—no matter how much she loved her husband. Becca felt more alive than ever in that bar, and somehow, someday, she wanted to feel that again. 
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    You could totally blame it on climate change. Unless you’re one of those out-and-out whack jobs that denies what every scientist not on an oil company’s payroll says about climate change. 

    "You’re kidding me." 

    "Is closed." 

    Here we were, the four of us, stuck in the middle of the Slovakian Alps in clunky boots not made for walking, all clutching ski poles and skis optimistically as the rain kept on falling.  

    "But it’s going to open later, right? I mean, when the rain clears up." 

    "No. Is closed. No snow." 

    "But up there, at the top, there’s got to be some, right?" 

    "No. No snow. Is closed." 

    Jake was leading the negotiations with the one guy we’d found in the whole place who seemed to speak a word of English. And he really didn’t speak much more than a word. Jake was kind of our host, but also the one guy who had more than just elementary high school Spanish. However, here, Spanish was as alien to them as iced hazelnut macchiato or broadband Internet — and German was downright frowned upon. 

    All he could do was speak slowly and loudly in English, "You think it might open tomorrow? Thursday? The weekend?"  

    And the old man with the even older cigarette hanging off his lip merely shrugged and repeated his entire English vocabulary back at us: 

    "No. Is closed. No snow." 

    That was the extent of our interaction with the locals our whole week. Afterward, we trudged back to the chalet, past bars and restaurants and even grocery stores that were all closed like the ski lift, past houses and chalets that were equally lifeless, windows darkened or even boarded up. 

    "When you booked this, you did look to see if they ever have snow in these mountains?" Hanna said to Jake, and it wasn’t the first time the question had been put to him since we had dismounted the decrepit weekly airport shuttle bus the day before to discover green grass and mud all around us instead of dreamy white snow. 

    But we couldn’t spend the whole time blaming Jake. We’d all done our little bit of Internet research on the beautiful Slovakian Alps before agreeing to Jake’s suggestion of a low-low-low-price ski vacation to Europe. The year before, they’d had plenty of snow here. 

    There was one grocery store in the whole town we’d discovered open, though the three aisles of mostly canned goods hardly offered us the most diverse menu to cook up once we got back to the chalet that was to be our prison cell for the whole week. There were pistachio nuts and some kind of licorice-like substance to snack on. At least we wouldn’t starve.  

    The first couple of days, it proved something of an activity for us to try and come up with some kind of recipes with which to keep ourselves fed all week without getting sick. 

    There were precious few other activities available to help us pass the time until that goddamn airport shuttle bus returned. Conversation only went so far. Television was all in Slovakian, and mostly seemed to involve either news broadcasts or documentaries about mountain goats. Internet was supposedly available as dial-up, but we all came bearing smart phones and tablets and nothing that could even conceive of needing to connect up to anything as Stone Age as dial-up.  

    Anyway, you get the picture. There wasn’t even a pen and paper on which to doodle. 

    We spent the first day cleaning up the chalet, we were so starved of anything to do. Tomlin found a single solitary pack of cards in a tiny drawer in the writing table hidden down in the basement, and that just about took care of Day 2 even though there were no kings in the whole deck. 

    Day 3, after waking up and spending a leisurely two hours munching on Slovakian corn flakes and milk while attempting to crack jokes about how terrible the local TV was, that lonely pack of cards really did not appeal. 

    "We could go for a walk," my wife, Hanna, suggested with a half-hearted attempt to sound bright and cheery. 

    We all looked to the windows, and the view that was blurred because there was so much rain streaming down the glass.  

    "We could sing some songs." Well, that just prompted laughter, even from Hanna. 

    Of course in years gone by, we would have simply bought a crate or three of the local plonk and worked our way through it. Even the lethal-looking local Borovička— something not unlike gin except with a much higher alcohol content—seemed enticing while we had strolled around the grocery store. But Hayden had been to rehab, and we all had to respect that. There would be no drinking the week away. 

    "It’s okay for you guys," Hayden complained, looking at Hanna and me. "It’s not like you’re short of stuff to do." 

    "What are you talking about?" I asked him, baffled as to what he was referring. 

    "Well you’ve got… each other… right?" 

    Hanna and I looked at one another as though Hayden was talking in some other language and neither of us could untangle a word of what he was saying. 

    "What?" Hanna said. 

    "Well… you can… you know… spend the whole day in bed," he explained, blushing profusely. 

    "Huh?"  

    Hanna and I really weren’t stupid, I’d just add. We’d been married seven years, that’s all. Jake watched on from the sidelines, amused at us apparently teasing Hayden with our lack of comprehension of what he was suggesting. The way we forced him to explicitly state exactly what he meant: 

    "You two can just spend the whole week fucking." 

    Hanna and I looked at each other in silence, somewhat stunned at that idea. I didn’t even feel a flicker of stiffening down below. Oh, it wasn’t that I didn’t find Hanna attractive any more. Even on this trip—where she’d gone for the bare minimal make-up, baggy clothing look, with her long, dark hair tied up in a high, messy ponytail—she was unquestionably delicious. As I said, we’d been married a while. We had sex whenever one or other of us needed it, perhaps a once-a-week deal. Ten minutes each time. We satisfied each other, but we took short-cuts to satisfaction. And to be honest, we probably couldn’t remember the long way any more.  

    The thought of spending a whole week—or even five days or whatever we had left—doing nothing but making love… well, it was as inconceivable to us as it probably was to Jake and Hayden. 

    "But that wouldn’t be fair to you guys," Hanna said after a long, awkward pause. 

     

    *** 

     

    Seven o’clock. We were all watching the clock in the kitchen, and any time a new hour arrived seemed like a minor victory in our attempt to remain sane while getting through this godawful trip.  

    Jake and Hayden had started talking about risking the rain and the mud and the landslip that the streets were turning into, and going down to the grocery store to fetch alcohol — with Hayden resurrecting his idea that he would be okay to get drunk this week if he went back to rehab when we returned home.  

    "The store’s going to be shut by now anyway, right?" I said. "Town like this?" 

    A little while longer, there was a big sigh from Hanna’s direction. Then she said, "This is insane. This is just insane." 

    I feared that she’d snapped, she’d finally lost it. She was going to do something stupid or reckless or both. Walk out the door and start hammering on doors for help, before catching pneumonia or being attacked in the street or something.  

    But then she said, "Any of you guys know how to play poker?" 

    It was a funny question, because we’d tried playing poker the previous day for a while. Hanna looked over at me, and I couldn’t quite read her expression. I raised an eyebrow to suggest I was intrigued but didn’t understand where she was going with this. 

    "Sure," Jake said, ignoring the fact that we had been playing poker the previous day. 

    Hanna turned around and perched on the edge of the table. After her attempt at an afternoon siesta, she’d put on her old college hooded top and sweat pants, even if it was perfectly warm in the chalet.  

    "We’re all grown-ups, right?" she said.  

    "Well, I can’t speak for Hayden…" Jake wise-cracked.  

    Serious, Hanna said, "We’re going to go completely insane here for another four days, right?" 

    "Right," Jake agreed, serious now himself.  

    "But… you know… we’re all friends here. We trust each other, right?" she said.  

    "Right," Hayden nodded. Like Jake, he was intrigued as to what Hanna was getting at. From her tone of voice, it seemed she had a killer idea. Would we all be sneaking out of here to become cat burglars? Had she thought of some clever way to go skiing on grass and mud and rain?  

    "If we did something… bad… you know… just to pass the time without going insane… we could all agree to keep it all an absolute secret for the rest of time, right?" 

    Hanna glanced at me again, and I saw her tremble slightly. Jake and Hayden glanced at me, and each other, and I think they were wondering if Hanna was thinking about murdering someone — perhaps one of us — simply to pass the time.  

    "We can all keep a secret," Jake said.  

    I honestly had no idea what Hanna was going to propose, but the way she was looking at me, seeming hopeful that I wasn’t going to be angry with her, my cock started thickening inside my pants, and the butterflies started fluttering inside my stomach, and I started suspecting that perhaps, considering the absolute dire circumstances we found ourselves in, Hanna was thinking about toying with a certain new sexual fantasy I’d once revealed to her. 

    "Yes," Hayden agreed. "What happens in this chalet stays in this chalet, right?" 

    Hanna looked at me again, and I gave a nod of agreement.  

    "Not a word," she said to everyone, "passes any of your lips beyond these four walls. Not about anything that happens in here, right?" 

    "Right," we all said solemnly, and I could feel the tension in the other guys, who just wanted to find out what idea Hanna had come up with.  

    "Okay," Hanna said. "And we’re all… you know… fairly broad-minded here, aren’t we?" 

    Jake nodded. Hayden said, "Sure." I nodded. I was tingling all over. Was she really going to do it? Was she really going to suggest something so wrong, so naughty, so completely against the rules for friendship, especially among friends I’d had for so long?  

    Hanna seemed nervous, and had to force herself to get the words out. And she couldn’t just come right out and say it, either. She came at it from a roundabout angle. "We’re all adults… you know… a girl… a few guys… nothing else to do at all… we’re going to go insane if we don’t do something, right? I mean like in The Shining insane…" 

    "Sure," Jake nodded. Everybody nodded. We all just wanted to hear her out. 

    "Okay," she said, drawing a deep breath — and blushing fiercely. "So I think we should play poker… we can use your pistachio nuts as chips, right?" 

    "Okay…" Hayden said, glancing at us all warily as though to ask why we were all so tense if all Hanna was going to suggest was yet more poker. 

    "And whoever wins… gets to spend the night with me," Hanna said.  

    I felt my heart suddenly pounding inside my chest, threatening to burst out through my chest cavity like one of those creatures in the Aliens movies. A burst of searing-hot energy exploded in my stomach — as both intense fear and intense excitement were triggered within me. And of course, I was hard as a rock. 

    "Spend the night… with you?" Hayden said, seeking clarification.  

    "Uh-huh," she said.  

    "And… what does that mean?" Jake said, and the way they were looking at her — profoundly hopeful, I’d call it — only intensified the arousal I felt at the idea of one of these guys getting to sleep with my wife that night. They really wanted her. In fact, I’d almost say that this offer from Hanna had exposed secret crushes they both had on her.  

    "It means whatever you want it to mean if you win," she smiled. "You get to stay with me in my bed… and do whatever you want to do… with me. All night." 

    "Jesus," Hayden said in an awe-struck whisper.  

    The guys looked at me, and I merely shrugged and smiled, blushing myself, as though to say that it really wasn’t up to me. Hanna was her own woman, she decided whom she slept with, she decided what she did with her own body. It wasn’t up to me. 

    "And if he wins?" Hayden pointed at me. 

    "The offer stands," she said, "my husband wins, he gets to spend the night with me." 

    "And if you win?" Jake asked her. 

    "Then nobody gets to spend the night with me." 

    "Hey!" I objected. "So where do I…" 

    "You get to sleep on the couch, Honey," she flashed me a mischievous grin.  

    Jake was up on his feet, nervous, quietly excited, and hopeful not only of winning the chance to spend some time with Hanna, but also that this whole idea might somehow get us through the evening, and contribute toward getting us through the rest of the week. 

    "Are you sure of this?" he asked Hanna, and looked over to include me in his question.  

    Hanna said, "I’m sure. We’ve got nothing to do here all week. We’re all going to be so bored out of our skulls… I don’t dare think what would happen." 

    "It’s true," I said, acting cool and casual, as though none of this was a big deal for me.  

    Hayden asked Hanna and me, "Have you guys… ever done anything like this before?" 

    Hanna laughed. "Are you asking if we’re swingers? No, we’re not, by the way." 

    "No," I shook my head. "Nothing like this." 

    "And it’s… going to be okay?" Jake said to me, now. Worried that if he won — or if Hayden won — it would affect our friendship.  

    "It’s going to be okay," I insisted, trying not to blush so much, trying to sound as though it really wasn’t a big deal — and I really wasn’t sexually aroused by the possibility of my wife sleeping with one of them that night. "It’s just this week, right? We’ve got to get through it. Somehow." 

    "But she’s… I mean, she’s your wife." 

    I sighed, as though it was really weighing on my mind, and said, "Look, it’s just… you know… sex. It doesn’t have to mean anything. And as long as we’re all absolutely clear that none of this leaves the building, we don’t talk to anybody about what happened here… I think it’ll be okay." 

    "Right," Jake nodded.  

    "Come on," Hanna said, picking up the pack of cards to begin shuffling it. "We’ll play at the table." 

    We all grabbed our lemon cordials — which was what we were drinking in place of alcohol— and got comfortable around the table, which was actually pretty good for poker since it had a central light you could pull down closer to the table, so we could pretend it was some kind of casino we were in.  

    I was sitting opposite Hanna, which allowed me to look into her eyes and see just how excited she was about this. And she was able to look across at me and reassure herself that I was really all right with this — shocked, surprised, but okay with it, and excited at the bizarre prospect of my brand new sexual fantasy coming to pass. 

    "Of course, if you win," Hayden said to Hanna as she started dealing out cards, "or if hubby wins, it’ll really be just another night like any other." 

    Hanna grinned. "But we’ll have had an entertaining game of high-stakes poker, right? And maybe if you don’t win tonight, you’ll get a chance to play tomorrow night." 

    Now in amongst all the butterflies and the heart-strain and the giddy nerves, my hardness returned with a vengeance. The way Hanna talked — and the logical way for us to get through this week — was, indeed, to play this poker game each night. And with four nights to go, that meant a fairly high probability that Hanna would get to sleep with at least one of them, Hayden or Jake.  

    It would happen. My wife would sleep with someone else that week, I was sure of it. And I was thrilled about it.  

    Of course, poker is not all about pure chance. 

     

    *** 

     

    I don’t think, to start with, we quite realized how bad at poker we all were. Or how reckless.  

    As we shared out the pistachio nuts and pushed in our first chips for the ante, I think I was expecting the game to last a few hours at least. Maybe even until midnight. It was in everybody’s interest to let it run as long as possible, so that we could eat up the time. A late night would mean a long lie-in for everybody, which would help us get through the interminable days in this chalet. 

    But with each hand we were all merrily bluffing away and raising the stakes here, there and everywhere — and in no time, you had Hayden and I going all in on ridiculous hands, and losing it all. And inside twenty minutes, the game was over.  

    Hanna, by the way, had won the day.  

    The rest of us just groaned, and looked up at the clock to see, to our absolute horror, that it wasn’t even eight o’clock yet. Our optimism at having an entertaining evening — with an explosive night-time for somebody — had been dashed before we’d even had time to really settle and start enjoying it.  

    But then Hanna said, "Have you guys ever played poker before? Come on — everyone ready for the next round?" 

    We guys all looked at each other with questioning expressions, until it hit us that the game wasn’t over for the night after all. Huge relief at that, and then the pistachio shells were being divided up again.  

    Hanna said, "Hayden — you were out first that round. So you have to lose a piece of clothing." 

    "What?" Hayden said, a touch surprised. 

    "Come on," my wife smiled wickedly. "We’re all having fun here, right?" 

    I looked at Jake, who shrugged as though to say, why not?  

    "And if you lose, you’ll take something off, too, right?" Hayden asked Hanna, and started peeling off his t-shirt to reveal his ripped chest, toned by regular gym sessions he’d kept up since college football. 

    "Of course."  

    "And what happens when one of us loses all our clothes?" Jake asked.  

    "He — or she — is out of the game," Hanna said.  

    "Hey — you have more clothes on than me," Hayden protested. "I could have put on a sweatshirt too." 

    "But you didn’t," Hanna grinned smugly. Had she been planning this all afternoon? Ever since she’d come out of her siesta dressed as though there was a leak in the window, or the boiler in the basement wasn’t heating up the place nicely.  

    My guess was that she’d been thinking about my surprising new sexual fantasy ever since our morning’s conversation about it, and had come to the conclusion that if I had an open mind on the matter, some kind of sexual game between all of us might just be the easiest way to pass the time this week. 

    Well, she was the only woman here. Hayden griped about the unfair advantage, but we didn’t let Hanna’s apparent clothing bonus worry us too much. We played on, and were a little more clever, and a little less reckless. And would you believe it, Hanna was the first one that round to lose all her chips.  

    "It’s okay," she said, pulling her hooded top off over her head. "Plenty of time yet."  

    I felt my heart rate pick up a little as we watched her pulling off her hooded top. My wife, taking off her clothes in front of my friends. Wow. It was just so unexpected. She’d always been very demure, respectful in front of my friends before. Early on, she’d wanted to impress them, and not embarrass me. Later, she just rarely socialized with my friends, and when we did both go out she was on her best behavior because she just didn’t know them all that well. 

    Underneath her hooded top, Hanna was wearing a dark blue tank top that gave a nice idea of the shape of her chest, although it was also fairly obvious she was wearing a bra — a black one — beneath. Jake and shirtless Hayden were watching her closely as she removed her hoody, and it seemed that for once it really wasn’t impolite of them to stare — or to checkout another guy’s woman. Tonight one of them might be sleeping with her. 

    I have to admit a strange sense of arousal at the way they looked at her. It wasn’t just pride. It was a sense of taboos being broken, expectations being shaken, of my pretty, confident yet usually fairly conservative wife being naughty, wicked, dirty. After dropping her hooded top by her side, she looked over at Jake, and then at Hayden, before glancing at me, and there was real fire in her eyes. Wow. This was going to be some night.  

    "You’re going to force us to strip naked, and then at the end of the night you won’t sleep with anybody," Jake said as the cards were dealt for the next round.  

    "Nobody’s forcing anybody to do anything," Hanna said dryly, finishing up handing out the cards. "You don’t have to play — you could go for a walk instead if you like. Or go upstairs to sleep." 

    "Uh-huh," Jake grinned. "This is the only game in town, right? I’m just saying… you’re keen on an eyeful of us, right? But that’s as far as it’ll go." 

    Everybody pushed in their ante.  

    Hanna laughed. "You think it’s in my interest to sleep alone tonight?" 

    Jake nodded as though her answer had been totally predictable. Gazing at his hand as though he was trying to silently calculate exactly how good it was, he said, "So you’re saying you’re likely to blow the game? If you’re winning at the end, you’ll take a dive?" 

    "I’m not saying anything," she said. 

    We went round, and Hanna folded. Hayden groaned at her caution, and pushed half of his pistachio shells into the middle. "You’re going to hand victory to hubby here, aren’t you?" he accused her, picking up on Jake’s conspiracy theorizing. 

    Hanna laughed again, "Jesus, would you look at you guys? Just wait and see, huh? Open your minds." 

    Jake called, and I raised the bet, with Hayden matching my stake but Jake subsequently folding. At the end, I had the stronger hand with two aces, Hayden had been almost bluffing.  

    "I’m just saying," Hayden told her, "You have an interest in helping Thad to win." 

    "An interest?" Hanna raised an eyebrow. 

    "You said it yourself, you don’t want to sleep alone tonight," Jake concurred with our friend.  

    "And that," Hayden said, his argument energized, "means there’s half the people at this table trying to get Thad a win." 

    Hanna looked over at me and rolled her eyes playfully. Then she gave me a naughty little wink, which was just about as hot as anything she’d done all night in my view, as it seemed to suggest that she was joking with me about how Jake and Hayden had totally the wrong idea here. And that seemed to suggest that in her eyes — as in mine — the real victory tonight would be if she slept with Hayden or Jake, rather than any other option. 

    "Okay," Hanna nodded, "So let’s change the rules. If I win, I get to choose who I sleep with tonight. Does that sound better?" 

    Jake and Hayden shrugged, seemingly defeated. In their minds Hanna would automatically choose to sleep with me that night if she won, which wouldn’t increase their chances of pulling off the marital upset. I looked over at Hanna, and the fire in her eyes that sent excited-terrified shivers down my spine, and I got the feeling that if she had the choice of sleeping partner that night, considering what we’d talked about that morning, she most likely wouldn’t be sleeping with me after the game. 

    Jesus. Could this really happen? 

    I felt my manhood thickening up again at the thought that it might — that at some point I would be sitting there at the table with one of my friends, watching the other one escorting my own wife upstairs. Wow. 

    Anyway. I won the hand, I won the round. Hayden ended up taking off his shoes, arguing with a flirtatious Hanna along the way as to whether he ought to remove one or both of his shoes, before it was decided that items like shoes and socks would count as one item. 

    "You just can’t wait to see my dick," Hayden told Hanna, as though he was gently insulting her for forcing him to lose both his shoes at once. 

    However, Hanna just giggled and said, "That is true enough." 

    Her answer made Hayden catch his breath at her audacity. Jake glanced over at me with an inquiring expression that seemed to be asking me whether my wife was really for real, whether I’d slipped her some kind of mind-altering drug, or whether she’d simply snapped because of the sheer tedium of this trip. 

    I simply smiled back at him and shrugged.  

    The next round, I lost my shoes. Jake was complaining because he wasn’t wearing any shoes, and from his calculations he hadn’t lost yet and was still level-pegging with me for number of clothes being worn, with Hanna up on all of us. 

    "I’ll let you go put your shoes on if you kiss Hayden for thirty seconds," Hanna giggled, and both Jake and Hayden made retching sounds at that suggestion. 

    Hanna lost two rounds in a row, taking off her own white tennis shoes and her sweatpants, and Jake started feeling better about his chances. That left Hanna wearing her tank top and a skirt, along with white socks and underwear.  

    Then I lost another round, so off came my shirt. 

    "You know, it’s not so bad for you," Hayden pointed out to me. "You strip naked, you’re only sitting there in front of a bunch of guys — your friends — and your wife. Not exactly terrifying." 

    I chuckled. He was right in a sense — my own stripping did not concern me at all. I was more interested in how much clothing my wife would lose in front of my lust-fueled friends. And, of course, what would happen after the game. I said to Hayden, "But I’m the one who might have to see his wife go spend the night with another guy tonight." 

    My point couldn’t be beaten in this particular debate. 

    Hanna said to Hayden, "You’re always complaining, you know that?" 

    "I’m just pointing out the way it is," Hayden protested, and as though distracted, lost the hand of cards right then and there. 

    "Look at the clock," Hanna said. We all did. It was nine o’clock already. Where had the time gone? "Nine o’clock. You guys might all have some kind of inferiority complex, but you see how much time this little game of ours is eating away?" 

    Hayden moped, "I do not have an inferiority complex." 

    But our little glance at the clock seemed to clear up any lingering complaints about this particular game. Jake and Hayden might have had doubts as to whether Hanna would really sleep with one of them — and whether I’d really let her — but there could be no doubt that she was removing her clothing item by item as the game progressed. 

    After Jake finally lost a round — and his socks — we saw Hanna drop another two rounds, so that she lost her socks and her tank top. Surprisingly she had yet another tank top on underneath, but nevertheless the feeling was that she was really playing this game, she was really stripping when she lost. If things proceeded accordingly, Hanna was going to be exposing herself at the very least tonight. 

    She certainly didn’t seem all that great at poker. 

    "Don’t tell me, you want a rule change," Jake said dryly as Hanna dropped her tank top beside her. "You only have to lose clothing every other round you lose, right? Because you’re the only girl at the table." 

    Hanna grinned, and shook her head, "I don’t need a rule change. What makes you think I’m not just hustling you?" 

    Jake laughed, "Because you wouldn’t be asking me that if you were. And hustling doesn’t work in strip poker." 

    As though to prove himself wrong, Jake went ahead and lost the next three rounds in fairly quick succession, to his increasing consternation. It left him in his boxer shorts, and he only escaped nudity because he happened to have a white t-shirt on under his checked button-down shirt.  

    When Hayden then lost, and his pants came off to leave him also in just his boxer shorts, the feelings of resentment seemed to start returning, since I was sitting there having merely lost my shoes. 

    "You’re gonna ruin tonight, dude," Jake shook his head at me, though his smile was one of amusement. "We’re counting on you to take a dive, here." 

    "He’s defending my honor," Hanna said. 

    "I thought none of us were worrying about honor here," Hayden pointed out. "Because… you know… we really have to get through this week." 

    "And because what happens within these four walls stays within these four walls," Jake added.  

    "You’re just both losers," I threw back at them with a broad grin. "You can’t handle being beaten like a useless donkey." 

    I wasn’t particularly good at poker. The cards just seemed to fall my way that night. I wasn’t bravely bluffing my way through to picking up all the pistachio shells each round, and keeping my clothing to myself. It’s funny because the longer we played, the more comfortable I felt with the idea of Hanna actually doing something wicked that night — that the secret would truly stay among us four, that Hanna wouldn’t suddenly find herself wanting to divorce me to run off with whichever guy she slept with that night, that it would just be a huge turn on for me, even if I was sleeping on the couch that night, or in the bedroom of the winner. I started groaning internally whenever I won a hand, or a round. It seemed to me that I wanted to lose, I wanted Hanna to be with someone else, to see what that was like. 

    The cards just kept going my way and others had to strip, while I was closer to the ‘reward’ of getting to sleep with my wife. But isn’t that the way? You only win if you’re not really trying to win. You’re less likely to win if you’re really desperate to win. 

    With Hayden and Jake both sitting there in their underwear, I realized what I really didn’t want was to lose them from the game, and have it come down to me versus Hanna.  

    I enjoyed watching Hanna lose the next round, and have to decide whether to lose her tank top or her skirt. She chose the tank top, peeling it off to reveal her flat stomach, her shapely breasts contained only by her black bra. My friends also enjoyed watching her lose her tank top, and the sense I got — especially from Jake — was that seeing her lose her clothes might be the only real treat they received after their long night of hopefulness.  

    It was about that point that I kind of figured that I really wasn’t going to shake the good fortune at cards that night. When the next couple of hands went my way, it seemed almost proven in my mind. I felt an odd sense of disappointment.  

    And Jake looked across at me groaning as I held a hand of Aces and Jacks, and he said: "Could it be that the master has finally been dealt a lousy hand of cards?" 

    I looked at him, and despite what I held, I nodded sheepishly and folded right there on the spot.  

    It was a eureka moment for me. I know, it sounds stupid — all night, I could have folded any time I liked, and taken my fair share of losses. I just don’t really think like that, I guess. Or, perhaps I thought I’d be found out if I faked some losses. Somehow, I could handle my friends thinking that I was being somewhat forced to accept my wife sleeping with someone else that night, for everyone’s sanity. It seemed humiliating to me if they started to realize I actively wanted her to sleep with another guy.  

    But here I was, in a strong position, almost controlling the game. I realized if I was actually in control, I needed to start using that control to start throwing the win toward one of my friends.  

    And so I started to fold when I had strong hands — and when, on occasion, I had vaguely lousy cards, I started to bluff ineffectively.  

    "You know, I think I know your tell," Jake said to me when I was caught out for the third time bluffing with nothing much in my hand.  

    We all looked at him.  

    "When you’re bluffing, you have this… I wouldn’t call it a tic… but it’s like you can’t stop scratching under your ear," he said. 

    In truth, I had a little bug bite there. But I was willing to deny his observation and then make use of my supposed ‘tell’ to try to signal to everyone when I was bluffing. It was a good route to failure for me. 

    I lost my socks. Then I lost my shirt. I could have lost three rounds in a row and really drawn level with Hayden and Jake, except that Hanna managed to lose a round. Now we were all focused on her, because she had the choice of skirt, bra or panties to remove. She stood up, blushing faintly but apparently enjoying the feeling of three men being so attentive toward her.  

    She stooped slightly, and to our collective surprise, reached under her skirt to remove her panties.  

    "I still say you’re hustling us," Jake grinned, and I saw he was sitting a little awkwardly, and realized he had to be finding it increasingly difficult to hide his physical response to my wife’s slow stripping since he was sitting there in only a pair of boxer shorts. 

    "I’m guessing Thad’s going to win," Hanna replied to Jake with a flirtatious smirk. "So I don’t really have to hustle you or anyone." 

    Hanna put her panties right there on top of her pile of clothing on the bench next to her, and even though they were fairly ordinary black panties — she hadn’t thought to bring sexy underwear on this trip, since she’d assumed we would be skiing all week, rather than playing strip poker — it seemed like a bold, sexy move. Flaunting it in my face, or perhaps the guys’ faces, that she was available that night to whomever won the game. 

    Well, Hayden and Jake were starting to win the game. I lost my pants next, leaving me in just my underpants, the same as the other guys. Yes, I purposefully folded, but that was what I was going for.  

    I had to make it look real, though. Like I was trying to win. I took another round with two pairs, and Hanna lost the round with some reckless all-in bets.  

    "Now she’s trying to lose," Hayden joked, but Hanna gave a reasonable impression of someone a little nervous and upset at losing and facing the prospect of having to cheat on her husband.  

    She looked over to me, though, silently asking whether I was still all right with all this, whether I was still enjoying the evening, enjoying this sudden plunge into my fantasy. I nodded and smiled, as reassuringly as I could. Then she removed her bra, doing her best to bashfully conceal her bare breasts with her hands once she’d done so, although her hard little nipples bore witness to her enjoyment at exposing herself in front of three lust-filled guys.  

    Then Hayden was out. It felt like a loss to me, it felt like my fault even though Hanna won the round. Now there was a lot less of a chance that Hanna would have to sleep with someone else. I was, by that point, increasingly certain that if Hanna won she would choose to have me sleep with her. It felt like a stretch to suddenly decide to sleep with another guy so soon after first discovering my little kink.  

    Hayden stood up and said, "Well that’s it, huh? I guess I should say good night to you folks." 

    And Hanna had to demand, "No, no, get them off — you know the rules. And you have to sit here with us until the game is over." 

    Hayden was about to complain, but he looked at Jake and me, and the two of us nodded our support for Hanna. "Rules are rules, Dude," Jake said.  

    Hayden smirked, and hooked his fingertips into the waistband of his boxer shorts. He said to Hanna, "Are you sure about this? Because once you’ve seen it… you’re gonna regret not being able to choose this for tonight." 

    Hanna giggled, "Take them off. Go on!" 

    Hayden wasn’t all that bashful. He looked as though after all these years, he kind of liked the idea of Hanna getting to see what he was packing. And he was packing something significant. Hanna’s eyes widened as his big beast was exposed. Maybe she did look a little regretful as Hayden took his seat again. 

    Jake and I looked at each other, not really knowing what to say.  

    Hanna spent most of the next round trying to order Hayden not to cover himself with his hands, or sit so close into the table that he was exposed only from the waist upward. But then she lost that round, and it was time for her to remove her skirt — and bare herself completely. And Hayden was suddenly saying she couldn’t cover herself with her hands or anything, either.  

    I think both Hanna and Hayden quietly enjoyed their exposure. Their flirting made me feel slightly nervous, even though I still felt a strong desire for them to sleep together, if she wasn’t going to sleep with Jake. I guess I hadn’t expected this kind of easy chemistry between Hanna and my friends when the possibility of sex between them was presented.  

    But here she was, naked in front of them, and the chemistry was obvious. They wanted her badly. And why not? She was so exposed, and so available. Her full breasts heaved with desire, her nipples were stiff as nails, her pussy so freshly shaven she must have done it in the shower that morning. 

    Now it was between Jake and me for the win. Head to head, both of us sitting there in our boxer shorts. 

    Suddenly, it was real for me. The fantasy, the thought of another man spending the night with my wife. I had cold feet. I started wondering if I was crazy, if I’d regret everything as soon as it had happened. If Hanna went upstairs and fucked Jake, there was no way she could take it back. You couldn’t un-fuck somebody. You couldn’t un-cheat. Or de-cheat. Or whatever the word would be.  

    A full half of me desperately wanted to find out what it was like for Hanna to be unfaithful. And yet now my other half started thinking maybe life would just be simpler if she didn’t. We wouldn’t have to risk anything, there wouldn’t be any chance that our marriage would unravel. 

    I started thinking perhaps I needed another night to sleep on it. Perhaps everyone would want to play the game again the next night?  

    I started trying to win the game.  

    "Oh, here it is," Jake said after I took the first couple of hands — and half of his pistachio shells. "The hustler starts coming back from the brink to seize the day…" 

    "You’re just a sore loser," I snapped back. 

    "Not losing yet," he insisted.  

    He came back and won a couple of hands, and for a while we were going back and forth, nobody really coming ahead.  

    Hayden was cheering on Jake, even though it would mean someone other than him sleeping with Hanna. I wondered if he thought that Jake getting to do it would mean she would be open to him doing so another time in the future, considering, well, we had three more days to kill. 

    Hanna was cheering me on, as though she felt obligated to at least seem as though she was fighting for her honor. But the way she did it, I started wondering if she was having second thoughts, too. It made me resolve to win the game, at least this time. It had been a wild ride all evening — and now it was getting close to midnight — but maybe we weren’t ready for this big step in our relationship.  

    At least I’d discovered the fantasy. At least I’d discussed it with Hanna. We had that going for ourselves. We’d be able to role play the whole thing when we got home, have some fun with it. Maybe we’d decide to try for a child again, and this time we would have more luck.  

    I started pushing to try and win the game, and felt confident, too, based on my evening’s good fortune. 

    Only, you remember what I said about what happens when you really try to win?  

    Jake made a really big bet, and he was doing something with the bottom of his cards as he did it, and I started thinking — hey, that’s his tell. He’s bluffing. I went for the bet, and I lost a lot of shells. I had maybe 20 left.  

    Suddenly, Hanna was saying to me, "Maybe we should call it a night, right? I mean, were all tired… we’re not thinking straight, are we?" 

    I saw the shock in her eyes. Maybe she saw the horror in mine. This was happening. Jake was winning. 

    It was our fault, we’d been so gung-ho with it. Maybe we had assumed from the outset that the two of us had good odds of winning — we were half of the poker table, after all. 

    I tried to keep calm, tried to relax, tried to get myself in the same mindset I’d been in most of the evening, when winning had seemed to come so very easy. I sighed, and said to myself that with 20 pistachio nut shells compared to Jake’s 200 or so, it would be a slow way back, but I’d get there. 

    Then I was dealt a two and a three, and it seemed all over. Jake had two Queens. 

    "Read ‘em and weep!" he said, laying them down in front of us.  

    I think he was almost as shocked at winning as we were. 

     

    *** 

     

    "I won!" Jake yelled.  

    Hanna gasped.  

    I drew in a deep breath and felt a strange coldness inside my chest, squeezing my heart. Suddenly, my erection was gone.  

    "I won!" Jake yelled again, then, it seemed more like a question. "I won?"  

    He couldn’t believe it. Nobody could believe it. Somehow, everybody had just kind of assumed Hanna or I would win at cards tonight. The established order wouldn’t be shaken up. We wouldn’t have to go through on the promise of Hanna sleeping with somebody else.  

    And yet here was Jake, the winner.  

    It was a joke to him. I don’t think he thought Hanna would go through with it, either. He turned to me and was like, "Come on, Dude — get them off. You know the rules." Kidding, because what was the point of me stripping naked? The guys weren’t interested. Hanna had seen it all before.  

    I think maybe Jake was just relieved that he would be able to keep his boxer shorts on in front of everyone, in front of Hanna. 

    I did as I was told, removing my underwear. Feeling more than a little embarrassed by my soft dick, hardly much compared to Hayden’s monster. But nobody was checking out what I was stowing between my legs. Jake was laughing merrily, most amused, telling Hanna he was ready when she was. Hanna was looking to me, somewhat anxious — scared, maybe — and waiting for me to tell her what to do, now. 

    I felt scared, maybe a touch annoyed. It hadn’t been me, after all, who had decided on this game. It hadn’t been me who had put her out there on offer for the winner to sleep with. She’d done that on her own. And Jake had won.  

    I was embarrassed.  

    Hanna stood up, and I felt as though I’d forgotten she was completely naked. "Okay then," she said to Jake. "Let’s head upstairs." 

    Was she testing me? Was she expecting me to leap in front of Jake and physically fight for her honor?  

    It seemed to me that that most embarrassing thing of all was to have my wife offer herself as a prize, and when one of those guys won it, reneging on the promise and not giving up the offered prize.  

    I shrugged at Hanna as though to say, you were the one who suggested this. You have to go through with it.  

    My abdication of responsibility seemed to make her bolder in inviting Jake to join her on the way up to the bedrooms. Jake’s smile was suddenly wiped from his face.  

    "Wait — seriously?" he said, as though he suddenly wasn’t sure what was going on. Was the joke on him?  

    "You won the game, didn’t you?" Hanna asked him.  

    "Yeah…" he said, looking at Hayden and me, and then switching between Hanna and me as though he was watching a game of tennis. "But you guys… you’re married… I mean… aren’t you? You’re not supposed to… give yourselves to somebody else…" 

    Stunning in her nudity, Hanna went over to link her arm in Jake’s, as though to escort him forcibly upstairs. She was looking at me as though challenging me to stop her. I was trying to keep calm, not to panic. And seeing her like that with him, so naked, apparently giving herself to him — I started to warm up again. That dark side of my mental make-up started to come to life again. I started to feel the dangerous arousal that went with the fear and the insecurity.  

    "It’s just sex," I said, completely downplaying what I was feeling. "And… you know… as long as we’re all resolved to keep everything that happens in this chalet… you know… between us…" 

    Hayden had grabbed his clothes to hold in front of his manhood, but he seemed keen to support what I was saying. "You know I won’t tell anybody," he declared. 

    "Me neither," said Jake, somewhat stunned by what was going on.  

    Hanna looked at me, a funny expression on her face, asking me silently, Seriously? You really, honestly, want this to happen? 

    I smiled, doing my best to conceal an involuntary shiver that passed through my whole body. I nodded. "Have fun, you two," I said. 

    For me, it felt as though I’d just lit my insides on fire. My stomach dropped into my shoes, or would have if I were wearing any. My heart just about stopped beating. Hayden and I watched Hanna and Jake walk slowly to the base of the stairs, and then climb step by step up to the upper floor.  

    Wow. I was so frightened, and so turned on. I felt a little nauseous, if I was honest. 

    Hayden took a huge breath and slapped me on the back. "You sure about this, Dude?" 

    I shrugged. "We’ve been married a while. It’s only sex, right? She’ll have a little fun…" 

    "He will." 

    "He will. And then in the morning… we can kind of forget it all happened." 

    "Maybe," he nodded. "Then we have to find something else to do for three more days, right?" 

    I nodded.  

    "Well… I guess that was fun tonight," he said, and his tone acknowledged that now that Hanna and Jake had gone, things felt a little awkward between the two of us. We were both naked, for one. "I mean… you know… it really helped pass the time." 

    "It did, didn’t it?" 

    "I better… you know… get some sleep," he said. 

    "Yeah," I nodded, my tone effectively giving him permission to get the hell out of there, back to the safety of his own bedroom to leave the train wreck that was me alone. 

    And so there it was, just me and my lonesome.  

    I felt my legs almost give way. I had to sit down on the couch, I flicked on the television to one totally baffling late night gameshow. I was in shock, perhaps. Scared. Not jealous, though. My heart was pounding, I was sweating like crazy — but my cock was harder than ever. 

    It was, when I tried to push away the feelings of fear, focusing on the logic that there was no way Jake would try to steal my wife even if he got all the way past third base with her. And she wouldn’t leave me. I’d have her back. I’d have her back, and she’d be sullied from a night with another man. She’d be dirty from sex with someone else. Jesus. She’d be so unbelievably sexy. 

    I concentrated on breathing — in, out, in, out. Deep breaths. Relaxing. Meditating, almost. And I was calming down. As I was calming down, the positives of the experience started beating out the negatives. 

    Jesus, my wife was spending the night with another man. What a rush!  

    I did start putting my clothes back on, but was also considering whether it would be comfortable enough to sleep on the couch all night. It wasn’t the widest couch there was, and the cushions weren’t exactly the fullest. My mind soon started drifting back to the thought of Hanna being with Jake, however. Sleeping with another man.  

    It was just so wicked, so against the rules. So hot.  

    And knowing he was going to get to have her only made me want her more. Knowing that Hayden wanted her, too, but that she would return to me — that was hot. Just knowing that Hanna was going to get the rush of a new bedmate, sex with a man she’d never known that way. Strange cock. She’d get an unbelievable buzz — and it meant I had one, too. 

    Then, as I was settling down on the couch, lengthways, imagining that this gameshow was going to put me to sleep soon enough, I looked up to see Jake slink down stairs.  

    "Hey," I said. "Everything okay?" 

    He looked troubled. He said, "Look, I don’t need to do this, Dude. I can… you know… it was fun, imagining that this might be — " 

    I said, "You won, Jake. She’s your prize tonight." 

    He nodded, accepting that I was being true to my word, or at least true to Hanna’s word, but said, "We could just… you know… pretend it happened… you know, Hayden wouldn’t need to know it didn’t — " 

    It would have been so easy to, as well. Jake was being so gracious, I could see how weird he thought all this was, but I could also kind of see that he was a little disappointed at not getting to have Hanna for the night. Maybe I was reading too much into his face.  

    I said, "Jake, really. It’s no big deal. It’s just sex, right? If you get to do this… you’ll have a good time tonight. A really good time… and you’ll be able to sleep late tomorrow… and then you and Hanna… you’re one day closer to the trip being over." 

    Jake said, "But — " 

    And I said, "Hanna and I have been married so long… we trust each other. I know I’m not going to lose her, just because she’s had a single night of fun with someone else." 

    "Yeah, but — " 

    "Trust me," I said earnestly, feeling odd trying to persuade him to bed my wife, but that is what I was doing now. He’d won the game. It felt like bad luck to go against the will of the cards. "It’s okay. You go… have fun. As long as no one talks about any of this outside of the four of us…" 

    "No, Buddy. You know I’d never — " 

    I just nodded. Jake looked as though he couldn’t believe his luck. I gave him a final reassuring smile, and he was away again, looking as though he was walking on clouds as he drifted back to the staircase, and headed back up to Hanna. 

    I was on my own again. I went around the room switching out lights and making sure the windows were locked, as though I needed to. Keeping as silent as I could — not for fear of waking Hayden, but because I wanted to find out if, indeed, it was possible to hear Hanna and Jake from down here. The chalet was hardly palatial. 

    I was disappointed not to hear anything, however. Were they purposefully trying to be quiet? That hardly seemed fair, but then I wasn’t expecting Hanna to tell Jake that it was my secret sexual fantasy to have her sleep with someone else.  

    I lay back on the couch, almost resolved to try to sleep knowing that I wasn’t going to get to hear my wife being unfaithful, my wife being naughty and sexy. Cheating on me — except that it wasn’t really ‘cheating’, was it? Not when I was basically consenting to it. 

    Then I looked up one more time toward the staircase, and there was Hanna, in the flesh, standing just a few paces away from the back of the couch. She made me jump. 

    "Hey, are you okay?" she asked me.  

    "Of course." 

    She seemed genuinely concerned. Anxious. She’d put on a bathrobe, and as she clutched it to her body, I could see through the gap that she’d also apparently put on a clean set of white underwear.  

     "Nothing’s going to happen," she said, and I could see she was a little frightened.  

    "What do you mean?" 

    She clarified, "Jake and I are just… you know… going to talk a bit… get some sleep. The bed’s large enough." 

    I chuckled. "What are you talking about? I thought the whole point was… you know… you get to do whatever you like with each other." 

    "But — " 

    I said, honestly, "Look — your idea was a good one. We’ve basically got nothing to keep us sane the rest of this week except who we are. Sex is the obvious answer — we have a beautiful woman and three guys here. That’s like a resource, a toolkit for getting us through this unbelievably bad vacation." 

    She said, "I don’t know what I was… I’m not sure…" 

    I said, "Look, you don’t have to do what you don’t want to do. But as far as I’m concerned… well, you know how I feel about it." 

    "You still… feel that way?" 

    I smiled, trying to make it my warmest, my most reassuring. "It’s my fantasy, isn’t it? And tonight we get to make it true. And the two guys here with us have pledged never to breathe a word to anybody." 

    "Yeah, but… are you sure sure?" 

    She let her bathrobe hang open, and I was given a delicious view of her body. Her bra and panties were simple, plain white — and yet so very sexy, because I knew another man was going to peel them off her. I wanted another man to peel them off her. 

    "I’m sure sure. Are you sure sure?" I asked her. 

    "I… I think it would be fun…" 

    I gave her a prompting look. Silently telling her: we need you to be sure sure. If I’m sure sure, you have to be sure sure, too. 

    She sighed, and gave me a meek little, sweet little smile. "I’m sure sure," she said, almost whispered. 

    I nodded, and reached up to kiss her, now she’d drifted forward toward me. Her lips were warm, sweet. Trembling a little. "It’ll be okay," I said. "You’ll have fun. And if it’s not amazing… well, we’ll say no more about it. We’ll forget it ever happened." 

    "And if it is amazing?" she asked me. 

    "Yes?" 

    "You’d want to… you know… know what happens?"  

    I nodded. "I’d want to know." 

    She nodded.  

    "Jake says you can sleep on his bed if you like," she said, and it seemed to remind me that the reward for winning the poker game was to spend a whole night with Hanna. Wow.  

    "Great," I smiled. "Got to be more comfortable than this couch." 

    Thinking, Jake’s bedroom is directly opposite Hanna’s and mine, no way I’d avoid hearing them. 

    "I’ll try… we’ll try… to keep the noise down," she said, stepping back, away from me. My heart felt drawn to her as she moved away, as though there was some kind of magnetic force pulling me to her. Wrenching at my heart, in fact. 

    "Don’t," I smiled. "You don’t need to. At all." 

    She flashed her eyes at me, telling me in no uncertain terms that I really was kinky, that she was kind of fired up about it. That I’d want to hear, and everything. 

    "I’ll tell him you’d prefer to stay down here," she said. The implication just made my cock throb. 

    She held up her hand and gave me a little wave, and blew me a kiss. Mouthed, "I love you." 

    I mouthed it back at her.  

    She turned, and disappeared upstairs again. 

     

    *** 

     

    I waited ten minutes, and then turned off the television, as though Jake would be listening for it, to tell if I was still down here, maybe that I intended to get to sleep on the couch. I stood, my heart pounding. Was it happening now? What were they doing? Kissing? Cuddling? Touching? 

    I pictured her lying beside him in that plain white underwear, maybe reaching for him, stroking his hardness through his boxer shorts. The two of them gazing into each other’s eyes, saying silently: Are you sure about this? Isn’t this crazy? Are we really doing this? 

    I was so hard. It was terrifying, but I was so hard. It really was a rollercoaster thing. Scaring myself excited. 

    I drifted over past the table. The scene of my defeat. Hanna’s clothes were still heaped on the bench. Her panties sitting on top. I picked them up. Still damp. She must have been so turned on. This was huge for her. The whole game had been about three men wanting to sleep with her. She’d been flirting all night. 

    I pressed her underwear to my nose, breathed in the dark scent of her arousal. Wow. He was going to have this. He was going to have her. Another man.  

    I clutched her clothes to me as I crept toward the stairs, and then slowly up to the first floor, at pains to keep the floorboards from creaking. I just about managed it. Outside the chalet, the wind had picked up, flinging the rain about, even shaking the chalet slightly. It was enough to cover the occasional creak as I went by.  

    I walked past the bathroom, and Hayden’s room. Past the airing cupboard. Then, I stepped into place outside Jake’s room, outside Hanna’s room. She’d left the door open — only a crack, but open. I wonder if Jake would even notice. But I would. The sound came through in full stereo, practically.  

    I could hear them murmuring quietly. Then… the wet noise of kissing. A little quiet laughter — the two of them still not believing they were being allowed to do this.  

    I left the door open, and sat nervously on Jake’s bed. It felt so weird, I was a little dizzy, my vision swam. I was tired, and it also seemed as though too much of my blood was currently located in my erection, leaving the rest of my body a little starved of oxygen. I was so hard.  

    Five, ten minutes passed. I was perched on the very edge of the bed, waiting for the hard stuff to get going — certain that it couldn’t be long before I’d be hearing more than just kissing. And yet they were really taking their time. Talking in low voices, kissing. I supposed I was so used to marital sex — where everything usually happened so quickly, with so many corners cut — I could hardly conceive that this was simply the elongated foreplay of new lovers, who hadn’t even dated.  

    After a long while, I started wondering if they’d even go as far as oral sex tonight, even though they were allowed to go all the way. Perhaps for the two of them, this really was a first date, and they weren’t the types to fuck on the first date.  

    There was a sustained burst of giggling from Hanna, and some laughter from Jake, and I found myself actually getting a little annoyed at them — and at Jake in particular. Why was he holding back? Why were they just talking? And I have to admit, there was the distinct burn of jealousy in my stomach as I listened intently to what was going on over there. 

    I tried to keep calm, but the fear was starting to build, too.  

    The simple fact was that my sexual fantasy seemed built around the prospect of some other guy taking my wife to bed and fucking the hell out of her. Then they’d be finished. I hadn’t considered the finer art of seduction as my fantasy had taken shape. You know, like how two strangers might want to get to know each other a little before they start rubbing up against each other, and joining body parts together. 

    Jake and Hanna were developing a thing for each other. It was terrifying. Why would my wife need to develop something for another man? Why would she need to let feelings into the deal? I could understand her wanting the excitement of a new man, but what was the need for all this talking, all this slow, cautious kissing? 

    I wanted to go in there, demand to know what was happening. At the same time, I wasn’t really supposed to be listening — at least as far as Jake was concerned — and I didn’t want to make a fool out of myself. Pride was a big deal, even if I had given up my wife for the night. Plus, despite the jealousy and the fear, I couldn’t get away from the fact that I was still massively turned on by the whole thing. Even if they weren’t fucking yet, it felt like a strong probability. 

    Twenty minutes, thirty minutes passed. My hardness was ebbing away a little, particularly as fatigue hit. I had lain down on Jake’s bed, not exactly comfortable since I felt it was another guy’s bed, but unable to continue sitting up, I was so tired. It was a little odd — I could smell him, in the bed, in the room. His cologne. Ordinarily it would have put me off, I hated catching whiffs of cologne while out and about, in malls or supermarkets or offices or wherever. Guys who wore too much fragrance made me want to hurl. And yet somehow this made me feel closer to what was going on with Hanna. This guy was seducing my wife. 

    An hour. I was close to sleep, I have to admit, though my insides were still churning, and my loins still tingling. There had been a few more bursts of laughter from across the hall, and some more kissing. But I was beginning to think that Hanna and Jake were preparing to sleep — really sleep — together. To lie politely next to each other and slip off into a deep slumber. 

    Now, increasingly, I felt disappointment. It seemed incompatible with the kind of fear and jealousy I was experiencing earlier, and yet none of the feelings I had regarding this bizarre new fantasy could be entirely described as logical. 

    Then the door opened, making me jump and scramble for my shirt in case it was Jake demanding his room back. It was Hanna. 

    "Hey," she whispered, offering me a smile. She was wearing her bathrobe, clutching it closed. Her cheeks were gently flushed, her eyes almost black, her pupils were so wide.  

    "Hey, you all right?" 

    "I’m supposed to be going to the bathroom," she said, folding her arms, almost defensively, as though she couldn’t risk me seeing too much of her. She wasn’t my woman right now, tonight. I’d lost her in a damn game of cards. "I just wanted to… check on you." 

    "I’m okay," I said, nodding, spreading my lips in a cool and casual smile.  

    "Seriously?" she said, gravely.  

    "I’m fine." 

    "Because you know you can stop this any time you want."  

    I nodded, accepting what she said, even though it didn’t entirely feel true. Her eyes told me she was desperately keen not to bring the night’s strange excitement to a halt. That maybe if I was going to be so selfish as to pull it away from her, it might even affect our relationship. And yet there was pity in her eyes, too. 

    "I want it to happen," I insisted, meeting her eyes. "You know I do." 

    She nodded, and now sat on the edge of the bed, some of the tension between us dissolved. "It’s just… you know, difficult to know if you’re just doing this to be nice, because you want to help everybody get through this damn week… of if you’re really telling the truth and you… well… like all this." 

    "I am telling the truth," I insisted.  

    She gave another little nod.  

    As though to prove myself, I asked her, "So anything happen between you two yet?" With a dark little grin that told her I really did think this was hot.  

    She giggled, and returned a flirty, dark look. "Not… yet. I mean… you know, we’ve talked a lot… we’ve been… well, you know… making out." 

    "Seriously?" 

    She nodded. The pinkness in her cheeks deepened. She looked irresistible. 

    I sat up, reached for her. Nervously, she allowed me to kiss her. It was nice — warm, sweet, tender. So soft. And I swear, I could detect Jake’s cologne on her, subtly. I know it wasn’t just the smell from this room, since I’d become accustomed to that. This was new. It made my heart rate pick up considerably.  

    Hanna’s hand slid down over my shoulders as we kissed, glided down my back, and then she was subtly stroking my thigh. I brushed my hands through her dark, silky hair, and down to caress her breasts through her satin bathrobe. Her nipples were hard, I could feel them through the thin material. 

    As I cupped her breasts, her hand moved up to find my hard cock, her fingers spreading over its full length. It felt good, though I was wearing boxer shorts by now. And she moaned in delight, gaining the confirmation she sought that I really was turned on by everything that was happening. 

    "So… you guys going to do more than just make out?" I asked her.  

    She gave my cock one last little squeeze through my underwear, and her eyes found mine. "I think so," she said softly, scouring my face for any hint that I wasn’t totally up for this. I think she was a little surprised at me, that I really had been telling the truth all night, that this was what I wanted.  

    "You’re sure about this?" she asked me. 

    I nodded, my eyes not straying from hers. I had to project confidence, reassurance.  

    She leaned into me, and I opened myself for a final kiss with her before she went off to cross that boundary at last. To become unfaithful. 

    That final kiss was the sweetest thus far. She whispered, "I love you." 

    Then she was gone. 

     

    *** 

     

    Now I was wide awake.  

    I went to the door on my hands and knees, moving incredibly slowly, listening for the tiniest of sounds. I could hear them — and as I poked my head out of the door, I saw the door to the bedroom opposite was still open, and in fact Hanna had left it open a little wider than before. 

    There had been a little talking when I put my head out of the door, but only the tail-end, and I wasn’t in time to catch what was being said. Now, I heard only kissing. Lips sucking on lips, wet mouths pressed against each other. The talking did not resume. There was no laughing, no giggling. Just kissing, maybe a little quiet moaning. 

    I heard deep breathing, but then there were two loud gasps from Hanna, and the breathing I heard deepened still. My cock stiffened to full hardness again, and I felt the adrenaline racing around my blood vessels — he was going down on her, I could tell.  

    I don’t know if it was something to do with being a third party here, and not part of the coitus itself, but the sounds she was making were just breathtakingly erotic. Something I perhaps didn’t notice when I was with her. But then, also, I was fairly sure Jake was taking his time with her; it was not the rushed series of short cuts that marital sex had become for Hanna and me. She was panting and crying out and whimpering from the intensity of her experience, and I felt fairly sure I’d never made her sound that way. 

    Perhaps she was acting up a little, trying to make sure I could hear everything. It sounded real, though. She was reacting to the way he was making her feel.  

    Moaning, "Oh God… oh God…" 

    I glanced down the hallway. Would Hayden be hearing this? It was fairly loud.  

    After a while — a long while, I thought, considering he was just going down on her — Hanna calmed down, her crying ceased, and there was more kissing sounds. Jake said something to her, though I couldn’t hear what. There was a little laughter. And I heard Hanna saying, "Oh my God…" as though she was laying eyes on his cock for the first time, and she was impressed.  

    "Go ahead," I heard him say. 

    "I don’t know…" 

    Then, deep breathing, and more wet sounds — different from the kissing. My heart skipped a beat or two as I recognized the noises as Hanna giving him a very wet blow job. Wow. This was getting uber serious. Hanna had said I’d be able to stop things at any moment if I didn’t want her to go through with it. That had been all very well when they’d been thinking about her being unfaithful. 

    Now, it was happening. I felt almost paralyzed, pinned to the spot. My wife had her hands — and her lips — wrapped around another man’s hard cock, I knew it. I could hardly believe it.  

    From the sound of things, she was enjoying it as much as he was — no doubt because it was so unexpected, so against everything she was expecting from marriage. Her first prick that was not mine in years. Jake sounded as though he was in heaven. I felt a strange sense of pride — that she was my wife, and I would get to have her at the end of this one little adventure for Jake.  

    He sounded as though he very nearly came — but then the noises of her sucking on him ceased.  

    The two of them were silent for a few moments, and then I started hearing her breathing again, her sighs and quiet moans. He was touching her. Was he fucking her yet? There was that friction sound of skin moving against skin, and then from just outside that bedroom door, I heard packaging being ripped open.  

    A condom.  

    For a moment I felt a surge of wild paranoia nearly overwhelm me, as I questioned why Jake would have brought condoms when he knew it would only be me, Hanna and Hayden here at the chalet with him on this trip. My tired, over-stimulated brain suddenly made all kinds of connections that weren’t there — that Hanna and Jake had been having an affair before this trip, that the whole thing had been stage-managed to allow us to play that poker game so that Jake could take Hanna from me.  

    It was only for a few moments. I crawled across the hallway and slumped down against the wall beside Hanna and Jake’s door, and realized that Jake had been planning on a fairly normal ski vacation where there would be actual skiing, and this resort would be full of people and bars and restaurants would be teaming with single girls looking for one night stands. 

    I calmed down, although my heart continued to racing along. Jake was using a condom. That was a good thing, health wise. But it was also confirmation that they were about to go all the way. Oh God. 

    I glanced down the hallway, making sure Hayden was safely closed away in his room. I heard the snap of plastic as Jake sheathed his manhood in the condom, and now I knew what was just about to happen.  

    I had my own hard cock in my hands as I heard a little more kissing, and then Hanna moaning. I knew another man was sliding his big, hard dick into my wife. I heard her little sighs, her little gasps as he filled her, and as he moved it within her. I heard her breathing quicken, until she was starting to pant again.  

    I heard the wet sound of his cock squeezing into her, the noise of his flesh rubbing against hers as he thrust into and out of her body. I heard them moving together on the bed.  

    And as it progressed, I heard him panting, the bedsprings creaking, and I heard his body slamming into hers as he pounded her pussy. 

    God. 

    Hanna was moaning as he penetrated her, in genuine and seemingly shocked pleasure, but somehow it seemed different than before. It took me a moment to figure out what the difference was. She wasn’t playing it up any more, she wasn’t trying to make sounds so that I might hear through the door — it seemed like she was trying to keep quiet, she was trying to stifle her full response to Jake’s cock entering her. As though I might be offended that she was actually getting off on it, that she was actually enjoying it.  

    That she was enjoying his cock more than she usually enjoyed mine.  

    The jealousy flared again inside me, but it wasn’t from the thought she was enjoying another man’s cock more than mine — no, that was strangely hot, for some reason — but more from the idea that she might be holding back, trying to keep something from me, her true enjoyment. 

    After a while, I heard them moving over each other, skin sliding against skin, as the two of them changed positions. Then the rocking of the bed resumed, and Hanna’s moaning resumed, though there was no longer any sound of him slamming into her body. I supposed that she was on top now, riding him cowgirl-style. She was still trying to keep quiet. Somehow that fact seemed almost deceitful to me. But they had been going quite a while — an astounding amount of time, actually, when I finally consulted my watch. 

    They weren’t stopping. This wasn’t a ten-minute marital quickie. I heard them change positions another three times, and each time Hanna sounded as though she was nearing orgasm, from her panting, the little catches of her breath, the rising pitch of her moans, even if she was trying to muffle them. 

    As I listened, my cock was getting a little chafed from my touching it — but I was at the point where I needed only minimal contact to keep it going, any significant squeezes or strokes would set me off spurting everywhere. Wow. A truly marathon session. I guess they were making the most of the prize, that Jake would spend a whole night with Hanna. 

    I heard them stop, and thought it must have finally finished. They were talking, though I couldn’t hear the conversation over the heavy breathing as they fought to recover their breaths. Something about a water bottle at one point. And a little after that, I’m pretty sure he was directing her to lay a certain way.  

    Then they started up again. I was staggered. They weren’t stopping, not by any stretch of the imagination. He was pounding her again, there was that sound of his body slamming against hers with every thrust. Her cries were more like yelps. 

    It was three in the morning. Would they ever sleep?  

    I thought the original plan had been mildly humorous, that if Hanna spent the night with one of the other guys, that they’d end up needing a long lie-in in the morning, and therefore would end up plowing nicely through another boring day in the chalet. But the way this was shaping up, they were going to end up needing to sleep through the entire day. 

    I was a little horrified, though it didn’t reduce the level of arousal I felt.  

    Then she was gasping and crying out his name: 

    "Oh… fuck… oh yes… Oh Jake… yes… Jake…" 

    That was the final straw for me, there was no way back from that. The sound of my wife’s voice. My wife calling out another man’s name as he slammed his big, hard cock into her eager pussy.  

    I felt myself beginning to go, and what somewhat spoiled the full effect was the panic that shot through me, that it was happening, that I was coming, sitting here on the hallway floor. I was up on my feet, rushing to the bathroom as quickly and silently as I could, grabbing at the toilet roll only just in time. 

    As I came into a wad of soft toilet tissue— feeling all sweaty and a little embarrassed, praying Hayden didn’t pick this moment to visit the bathroom himself—I swear, I heard Hanna coming in the other room. With the other guy. Though she was trying to muffle it with pillows or bedsheets or something, that was definitely what it was.  

    I felt like I hadn’t heard her making those sounds in a while.  

    I was jealous, I even felt a little lonely, strangely. I still felt a little aroused, even after my own orgasm.  

    I don’t know what I was expecting as I came out of the bathroom. Maybe the sight of Hanna, hovering in my doorway, trying to make sure I was all right. Sweaty from her bout of infidelity. Sexy and dangerous in the dull light of the bare bulb hanging from the hallway ceiling. Ready to join me.  

    She wasn’t there. As I came out of the bathroom, I saw instantly that the door to Hanna and Jake’s room was now closed. Who had closed it? I felt cold, excluded. I was nervous that Hanna really was going to spend the night with Jake. Sleeping in his arms.  

    Then despite the fact that the sound was now blocked considerably by the door, I heard them starting up again. Fucking. Still. And though things were muffled now, it seemed from what I could hear that they were letting go a lot more, that they were no longer worried about being heard. They were free to completely let go.  

    I seethed with jealousy. Hanna was keeping me out. It felt strangely like actual cheating.  

    And yet I was hard as a rock again, mere moments after coming.  

    It was the most intensely erotic experience I’d ever had.  

     

     

    




[bookmark: Seduced]Seduced by Chance 

    By Kenny Wright 

     

    The roulette wheel spun, a beautiful blur of red and black, charged with anticipation. Rebecca watched it, her heartbeat racing as fast as the tick-tick-tick of the wheel, her bets laid out on the green felt before her, full of anticipation. 

    “22, black,” announced the croupier. 

    Rebecca’s breath caught. Her chip, pale pink and all alone, sat on the number 22. Excitement bolted through her, and she just barely resisted the urge to squeal. She'd just made $350! 

    Looking around, she was disappointed that her husband, Elijah, wasn't there to witness her luck. He'd gone off to get them drinks after grumbling something about bad odds at roulette. This would show him. 

    “Lucky lady.” The baritone voice was attached to the handsome gentleman who'd taken a seat beside her. She'd noticed him when he sat, of course. Hard to miss someone so good looking. He was maybe a decade older, somewhere between forty and fifty, and wore it well—the dusting of gray at his temples, the wrinkles of sophistication in his empathetic, brown eyes, the expensive cut of his sports coat. 

    Rebecca felt a different kind of excitement run through her as he noticed her notice him, as he smiled approvingly at her. 

    “Thanks, my, um, husband thinks this game is...it doesn't have great odds.” Her face warmed as she tried to stop rambling. 

    “You just made a load of money. Has he done better?” 

    Rebecca felt a giggle try to bubble up through her. She stamped it out before it got out. Instead, she covered her mouth and smiled. “No.” 

    “And more importantly,” he went on, “are you having fun?” 

    This guy was hitting on her. Rebecca knew it, and it felt so...weird. Weird good, for sure, but also, it had just been so long since anyone had actually hit on her. Most people around her knew her as Elijah Cohen’s wife. Not here, though. Not in Vegas. 

    “I am,” she said, when she realized the man was patiently waiting for her to answer. “Having fun, I mean.” 

    “Then my unsolicited advice: ignore the odds. It's more fun that way, anyway.” 

    “Place your bets,” the croupier announced, oblivious that Rebecca Cohen was being flirted with. 

    To occupy her mind, she tossed chips out at random. She had a weird, superstitious system going, but all thought of that was gone. 

    “What's your name?” the man asked. 

    She glanced at him out of the corner of her eyes. “I'm married.” 

    “That's an odd name.” The man placed his own chips out, just as randomly, but for whatever reason it felt like he had more purpose. “How about a side bet?” 

    “What?” 

    He held up a chip for her to see—his were baby blue and marked with the casino’s logo—then placed it on black. “If that hits black, you tell me your name. If it comes up red, I'll take my chips and go.” 

    Rebecca laughed uncertainly. “Um, I don't—” 

    “Last chance for bets,” the croupier called as he began to spin the wheel 

    On a whim, she flipped her dark hair out of her face and turned to the guy. 

    “Fine. Sure. Deal.” 

    “Deal,” he said with a smile—and he had such a wonderful smile. 

    The croupier waved his hand across the table, indicating that no more bets would be accepted, and spun the ball on its opposite revolution around the rim of the roulette wheel. Rebecca found herself rooting for black, despite herself. It was harmless, after all. Just her name. 

    “22 again,” the croupier announced without emotion. “Black.” 

    She hadn't placed a chip on 22 again, but she also wasn't even thinking about her own bets. She turned to the man and said, “Looks like you win. My name’s Rebecca.” 

    “Nice to meet you, Rebecca. Beautiful name.” 

    She swallowed, feeling that excitement flood through her again, and found the courage to ask, “And you are…?” 

    The man grinned and shook his head. “Uh, huh. I had to earn yours.” He shuffled his chips. “How about another bet. Red and I tell you my name. Black, and…” He hung the wager out there for dramatic effect. Rebecca held her breath. “...you answer any question I ask, honestly.” 

    This was getting exciting, and maybe even a little dangerous. She squeezed her thighs together and looked around for her husband again, but he still hadn't shown up. Where was he? 

    “Okay,” she said before she lost her nerve. “You're on.” 

    He placed a chip on black. She placed one on red. When the croupier cleared his throat and told them that they had to bet at least ten chips, the man placed nine more chips on black. Rebecca shrugged and did the same with red. 

    The wheel spun, clattered—and with it clattered her gut. She stared at that ball, trying to convince herself that she wanted it to land on red. 

    “8. Black.”  

    Everything tingled. Everything felt hot. She turned to the gentleman, unable to keep from smiling when he smiled. 

    “So,” he said as the croupier paid out the winnings. “I get to ask you anything, and you have to answer.” 

    Rebecca buzzed. “Those were the terms.” 

    He gave her a slow once-over, his gaze lingering in the cleavage displayed by her black dress. She simultaneously wished that she'd worn something more modest, and was happy that she hadn't. 

    “Anything,” he repeated. 

    Rebecca felt like a pot on the stove, gently being stirred. 

    He tapped his finger to his lips. “I'll let you off easy...this time. Do you always enjoy flirting with strange men?” 

    Her answer came immediately, and she offered it before she could talk herself out of it. “Not always.” 

    “Then I guess it's me who's the lucky one.” He actually winked, and while she should have hated that, she found herself squirming instead. 

    “I should probably go. My...husband is here somewhere.” Why did she even hesitate when mentioning her husband? 

    “Such a shame. All jokes aside, you really have been my good luck charm here.” 

    “Well, I'm sorry to deprive you of that.” 

    “How about we put it up to fate.” He pushed all his chips onto red. There must have been over a thousand dollars in that stack. “Red and you stay with me for a little while longer. Black and, well, I have no more chips, right?” 

    Bold. Gutsy. That was a lot of money on the line just to make a pass at her. “What the hell,” she said with a shrug. She added her own chips to the mix—all of them—also sliding them into red. “Let's let luck decide.” 

     

    *** 

     

    Elijah Cohen wasn't surprised to see another man chatting up his wife at the roulette table. Not in her short, black slip dress, or the heeled booties, or the way she crossed her stocking-clad legs while sitting on the tall chair. She looked amazing, and he had to keep reminding himself that the drop dead gorgeous brunette was his wife. 

    What surprised him was the way she smiled back at the guy. The way she seemed to respond to his flirtations, laughing when he joked, coiling a finger through her dark locks subconsciously. 

    He watched her eyes meet his. She seemed to consider something, tipping her head back and forth, then shrugged. Things got even crazier when he watched the two of them push all of their chips—of which Rebecca had amassed quite a bit—onto red. 

    “No,” he said before he could stop himself. Vocalizing it was silly. She was all the way across a room filled the a cacophony of chimes and discordant melodies and the ching-ching-ching of slot machines paying out.  

    He crossed through that sea of chaos as the croupier dropped the roulette pill into the wheel and waved off future bets. It was done. Fate was out of his hands. 

    And the pill landed on red.  

    Rebecca’s reaction to literally doubling all of her money wasn’t as he’d expected. She didn’t clap her hands. She wasn’t overcome with excitement. He saw her take a deep breath, a hesitant smile creep into the corners of her mouth as she looked shyly at the man at her side. 

    Then she looked past him and found Elijah, emerging from the crowd, and her eyes went wide, her body suddenly stiff. 

    “Elijah,” she said, like she wasn't pleased to see him there. Like she'd forgotten all about him. A tingling shiver up Elijah’s spine. 

    “Rebecca, looks like you're doing pretty well.” He glanced at her companion, but gave him no other acknowledgment. 

    “Elijah, where have you been?” She glanced at his hands, empty, before he realized what she was expecting. 

    “Drinks. Right. I kind of passed by a blackjack table. Decided to try my system out.”  

    A look passed between Rebecca and her new friend. He smirked, and she started to do the same before she seemed to remember herself. 

    “How did it go?” she asked sincerely. 

    “Bust. Total bust.” 

    She patted the empty chair beside her. “Why don't you sit here with us? Luck’s going pretty well here and you can borrow some of my chips.” 

    With us. Elijah glanced at the guy again, who watched the whole exchange with amusement. Before he could tell her that he could get his own cash from the machine, the croupier said, “I'm sorry, miss, but you can't share chips at the table.” 

    “I'll get my own,” Elijah said, although the croupier had drained the independence and stoicism from the statement. 

    A cocktail waitress swung by, taking their orders. “MGD for me,” the guy at Rebecca’s side said. He turned to Rebecca and studied her before saying, “And you look like a rum and Coke kind of woman.” 

    Surprisingly, she was. “How did you know?” 

    “And a rum and Coke for the lady. Don't water it down.” The man placed a ten dollar chip on the waitress’s plate. 

    The waitress giggled. “Of course not.” And before Elijah could order, she moved on to the next table. 

    Rebecca watched the exchange with concern. She started to stand, to gather her chips. “I'll just—” 

    “No,” Elijah blurted. “It's fine. I need to get cash anyway. Stay. You're on a roll.” He held her gaze the whole time, trying to will her to understand. Then he flicked his eyes in the guy’s direction, then back to her, and smiled. “I'll be quick.” 

    Despite the amount of kohl around her eyes, he could still recognize her for who she was, his wife. His shy, loving wife. Only like that dark black around her eyes, there was a touch of naughtiness.  

    This is exactly what he’d hoped for when they came to Vegas. It was their five year anniversary, and while they both wanted to go to Paris to celebrate, their finances were tight, so Elijah suggested the Paris Las Vegas Hotel & Casino as a tongue-in-cheek way. The first couple days had been a lot more fun than either of them had expected. Tonight, though, felt ripe for something so much more. 

    Elijah was able to keep his eye on Rebecca as he stood in line for cash at the ATM, although with her back to him, she didn’t seem to know it. The man at her side seemed to command all of her attention anyway, and that, right there, was what filled Elijah with so much hope. 

    He’d always been turned on by the idea of his wife with other men, although no matter how much he turned the fantasy around in his head, he never understood why he felt that way. Closest he got had to do with Rebecca and how self-deprecating she was. She was always one of the most attractive women in the room, but she never thought of herself that way. When other men looked at her the way this man was looking at her, it was sexy because of that innocence.  

    Anyway, he wasn’t here to navel gaze. He’d been doing that for years. Tonight, he was here to watch Rebecca. Rebecca and, hopefully, another man. 

    The black dress she wore was new, bought at his urging despite Rebecca’s reluctance. The spaghetti straps strained against the warm, olive-hued cleavage that her strapless bra offered, and left her exposed in a way that she never would have allowed back at home. But this was Las Vegas, and the normal rules were loose here. Even for Rebecca. 

    The man said something that caused her to tilt her head back and laugh hard enough that she covered her mouth out of modesty. Elijah’s heart raced. When had she last responded to someone like that? 

    “You getting some cash out, buddy?” the guy behind him asked. 

    “Uh yeah, sorry.” Reluctantly, he took his eyes off the roulette table and stepped up to the ATM. 

    *** 

     

    “No,” Rebecca said with a laugh, hiding behind her hand. “I thought the whole ‘What happens in Vegas…’ thing was a marketing tactic.” 

    “Oh, it is, but that doesn’t mean that people don’t believe it. Or want to believe in it. People come to Vegas for all kinds of reasons, but I think most of them are just looking for a vacation from the people they are back home.” 

    “Is that why you’re here?” she asked, only mildly sarcastic. 

    “Maybe,” he says with a charming grin. 

    “So what are you taking a vacation from?” 

    The man traced his hand along the felt of the roulette table, brushing her fingers before smiling. “That’s not how this works. Not in Vegas. Just like you don’t talk about what happens here when you’re home, you don’t talk about home while you’re here.” 

    Heat rolled through Rebecca. She resisted the urge to look towards where her husband had disappeared. She knew he was somewhere out there, watching them. She hadn’t been sure before, but now that he’d seen this stranger flirting with her, she knew he wouldn’t be able to resist. 

    The heat built. Her nipples tightened and her breathing threatened to grow shallow if she didn’t watch it. It didn’t help that this attractive, older man couldn’t quite keep his eyes off her cleavage. Elijah was right, men would look at her in this dress. What she was ashamed to admit was that she liked the way they looked, too. She liked the attention. 

    She lifted her eyes from their fingertips to the man’s face. Her smile came with a rush. Her words, as they formed in her head, buzzed. “So what do you want to do on vacation?” 

    He slid his hand a little further, covering her hand just enough to touch her wedding rings. “Take a chance. Have a little naughty fun.” 

    He was more forward than she was expecting, but was glad that he was. “You know, you just met my husband.” 

    “And I also know that he’s by the bar, now, watching us. Why isn’t he coming back, Rebecca?” 

    Because he wants to watch. She couldn’t answer that, though, and knew that she was staring at him like a deer in headlights, but couldn’t help it. 

    “How about this,” he said, withdrawing his hand. “Let’s let the wheel decide.” They’d been playing idly as they talked, but now he pushed a handful of chips onto “black” with purpose. “Black, you answer my question. Red, and I answer one of yours.” 

    Yes, chance. Rebecca knew it was an excuse to remove agency from her decision, but she welcomed that excuse. Pushing an equal number of chips onto “red,” she nodded. “Let’s do it.” 

    The wheel spun. The ball was dropped into the whirlwind. Rebecca held her breath. And the number came up, disappointingly, mercifully red. 

    “Well, that’s too bad,” the man said. 

    “Maybe.” Rebecca hadn’t actually expected to win, so had no question ready. When a question did pop into her head, she asked it before she could think it all the way through. Because...Vegas. “Why did you sit down next to me?” 

    The man, Chance, she'd decided to call him, seemed to look right through her with his smile, and she quivered inside as he did. “Honestly, mostly because I liked your dress.” 

    “I don't normally wear dresses like this.” 

    “I could tell, and that's the rest of the reason I came over. I like that you're out of your element...willing to try something new.” 

    Her heart beat faster, matching the relentless intensity of the casino noise. It left her speechless. 

    “Shall we play this game again?” he asked after she said nothing.  

    “Same bet?” 

    “Same.” 

    “Let's do it.” 

    She felt like she was speeding down the highway, her foot mashed against the gas, adrenaline pumping through her veins. And unwilling to slow down. 

    This time, Chance won. Black. She held her breath until he asked his question. 

    “So…” He smiled and laughed, almost apologetically. “Why is your husband over at the bar, watching us?” 

    It was like his question swept her up into the air, out of body, out of breath. She felt a distant buzzing, embarrassment filtered through excitement touched off by danger. Once, when she was a teenager, she'd stolen a pack of cigarettes from a 7-Eleven on a dare. She still remembered the fear that she had to swim through as she walked into the convenience store. She felt it now with Chance. 

    “He...he is?” 

    “Oh, Rebecca. We were having such a good, honest game. Do you really want to stop now?” 

    Did she? She knew she should. Only… 

    The ice rattled against her teeth as she finished off her rum and Coke. She was happy to feel that warm buzz, but wished it was stronger. 

    “Eli likes to watch.” She knew her face was bright red, but she managed to look Chance in the eye as she said it. And he looked pleased. 

    “I had a feeling he might.” He swirled his beer in the bottle, never taking his eyes from her, even as he took a long pull at it. She wanted to look away, but he wouldn't let her. Those eyes, hard and dark and commanding. She imagined them in the bedroom, as he stared down at her naked body and his cock pressed into her— 

    “It's not like that,” she blurted. 

    Chance set his beer down, just as the cocktail waitress came around to take their drinks again. And once again, he ordered them a round, passing a generous tip to her. 

    “It could be, though,” he said. “Here, it could be.” 

    “It...I can't.” 

    “But you want to.” His hand covered hers, his thumb tracing her wrist. Goosebumps traveled up her arm. “You just can't admit it.” 

    She glanced away, seeking Elijah, seeking help. He was there, planted among the patrons at the bar, watching them darkly. Surely he saw this man’s hand on hers. Surely this bothered him. 

    “Let’s make another wager.” His suggestion was soft, as gentle as his touch, yet it frightened her. This game needed to stop. 

    “We shouldn’t.” 

    “Why not let fate decide?” he said. “How about this. Even number, I walk away. You never see me again.” Her stomach fell at the thought, but she knew it was for the best. “But on an odd…” He grinned at her. Her stomach fell even more. “...on an odd, you give me your panties. Right here.” 

    Rebecca didn’t need a roulette wheel to tell her when to walk away. Back home, this would have been a no brainer. But here, with “Chance” staring down at her with those dark, beautiful, fuck-me eyes, she couldn’t help herself. 

    “Deal.” 

     

    *** 

     

    Elijah couldn’t help himself. He knew he was pushing it by sitting down at the bar, but when he realized he had such a perfect view of his wife and her stranger, and a stool open, he took it. She seemed to be so into the guy. The eye contact alone sent shivers through him. When the guy reached out and started caressing Rebecca’s hand—and she didn’t pull away—Elijah wondered if he was dreaming. 

    The roulette game seemed to be almost forgotten. They made their minimum bets just to remain seated, but mostly, they talked. Flirted. Teased. Every few spins, though, the focus shifted back to the wheel and things got quiet. Intense. 

    Elijah watched them watch it spin. He could just make out how quickly Rebecca’s chest was rising and falling, and the man seemed to stare at that roulette pill like he was willing it to fall correctly. 

    Glancing at their bets—it was impossible to see where they placed them—he wondered what the deal was. Unlike before, it didn’t look like they’d stacked all their money on one silly bet. No, things were more spread out. More diverse. Bets on black and red, odd and even, a few sprinkled across the actual numbers. 

    The wheel stopped. The pill landed. And Rebecca’s breath seemed to catch. She shot a quick glance at the guy, who was grinning and nodding, pleased. She slowly shook her head, said something, but he seemed to cut it off. 

    Rebecca laughed, looking up at the ceiling as she did so. The man stepped closer to her, running his hand up the side of her arm. It was intimate. There was no other way to interpret that, and she wasn’t shoving him away or slapping him or screaming. Instead, she looked back down at him, their eyes once again locking, and she put her hand on his chest. 

    That exchange, as fleeting as it was, crashed through Elijah and left him reverberating in its wake. 

    They were talking, but Elijah couldn’t follow. Not even the body language. They were sitting, but Elijah was too busy recovering himself. He almost missed, almost, the quick shift Rebecca made. Like she was adjusting herself on the chair. Only she bent lower, wiggled more, running her hands down her legs. Like stretching. Only she wasn’t stretching. 

    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said aloud, drawing some glances his way. His face colored. He looked away, then immediately back. Just in time to see her press something into the man’s hand—something the man slipped into his pocket without looking at. 

    He knew those panties. He’d just bought her those panties, right along with the matching black bra. Lacy, sexy, tiny, he’d been looking forward to seeing her in nothing but her bra and panties all night. Now, she’d just given them to some other guy? 

    It should have gotten under his skin—and it did, in a way—a good way. A very good way. He was so hard he couldn’t stray from the bar, stuck here to watch as this other man picked up his wife. 

    The wheel spun again. The man moved closer, his stool right against Rebecca’s, close enough that they could whisper. Close enough that they could do a lot more. Elijah watched them watch the wheel, watched the man turn toward his wife as it spun down and down. And when it stopped and the croupier announced the number, the man seemed to move closer.  

    Elijah watched, tension wrapping his body like a coiled rope, tightening and tightening. He would have missed it if he hadn’t been so focused on Rebecca, if he wasn’t so attuned to the way she moved, the way she reacted. She seized up, just in her shoulders, just in the slight way she tilted her head back. But he knew, even before he checked the angle of the man’s arms. Even before he saw the way he seemed to reach across her, his hand disappearing down beneath the table. His wife was letting this guy touch her, right there in all the chaos of the casino. Right in front of the croupier, and whoever else might look their way. 

    Rebecca jerked back a little, turning to look for Elijah. Finding him easily. She knew he was watching. She knew he knew what was going on. She offered him a weak smile, just as her companion leaned forward and kissed her on the side of the neck. 

    I love you, she mouthed as her eyes fluttered shut. As she gave in to this man and whatever he was doing. Elijah nearly came in his pants. If he’d brushed the front of his cock, he would have. If he kept looking at what was going on over there, he would have. 

    So he forced himself to look away. To stare at his drink. To will himself to finish it off in one, hearty swig, order another, and stumble back to the roulette table feeling much more drunk than he actually was. 

     

    *** 

     

    “Stockings,” Chance said, and Rebecca couldn’t help but smile. They’d been a surprise for Eli, but somehow, she felt that he’d be okay with another man discovering them first. And boy, was he ‘discovering’ them. Her chest was tight as his hand traveled higher, across the lace band of the stockings to discover— 

    “A garter belt,” he said, turning his attention fully on her, his brows up. “And since you were able to slide those panties off so easily, that must mean you were prepared for a naughty evening.” 

    “Not naughty like this—” Her breath caught, her voice tightening as his fingers tickled up her thigh. Instinctively, she shifted up the stool, inching away from him.  

    “Such soft skin,” the man whispered, his voice passing over her like velvet.  

    His fingers slid higher. She fought down panic. She was sitting in the middle of a very crowded, very public casino as another man pushed his fingers up her thigh. The din of casino noises was disorienting.  

    “He’s watching, isn’t he?” Chance asked. 

    Eli. Of course. She glanced toward the bar, where she knew he’d hidden. Saw him there. Saw him watching the two of them. It infused her in a way she wasn’t expecting. Like booze hitting her throat. Her husband was right there, his eyes on them, heavy lidded. Lusty. 

    Rebecca felt lips on her neck, soft and gentle. She suppressed a gasp, but knew they needed to move this show out of public before they were caught...by other people, that was. Her husband had already caught her. Chance’s hand climbed higher, caressing the inside of her thighs. She should have closed her legs, but instead she opened them—barely, barely, but enough to give him the green light. 

    I love you, she mouthed to her husband across the casino. Just as Chance’s knuckles brushed across her mound—revealingly, unmistakably moist. She shut her eyes, fighting back the urge to moan. 

    “You’re very wet, Rebecca. Very excited.” His fingers danced along her lips, smooth and sensitive from the waxing appointment that she’d had the day before. 

    “We shouldn’t…” She had to bite back a cry as his fingers flicked across her clit. 

    “You sure?” 

    “Not… not here.” She managed to rest a hand on his wrist, but lacked the willpower to pull it back.  

    She looked up at him, meeting his eyes, seeing the lust in them. Lust for her. Lust for her in a way that she wasn’t used to seeing from other men. Rebecca knew she was pretty, but she’d never felt like this before. Like a sex object. In any other circumstance, she would have hated that feeling. But here, in Vegas, where she knew no one—not even this man’s real name—she just went with it. 

    “You’d like to go somewhere more private,” he stated. Not asked. 

    She nodded, not even trusting herself to speak. 

    “What’s going on here?” Elijah asked. He seemingly appeared out of nowhere. 

    It was like every muscle in her body seized at once. Shame and guilt thundered through her before she could remind herself that this is what Elijah wanted, too. That this was his ultimate fantasy. 

    It was with that in mind—and two strong glasses of rum and Coke to fortify her, that she looked up at her husband and said, “I was just about to invite my new friend here up to our room.” She turned to Chance, placing a hand on his arm. She smiled. “We need some privacy.” 

    The older man lit up. He must have known that this is where the night would ultimately lead, but he seemed to like hearing Rebecca confirm it. Confirming it, watching that realization wash over this stranger’s handsome face, was like stepping out of an airplane. She hoped she'd packed her chute correctly. 

    “Sounds smart,” Elijah said. He looked so turned on, yet scared as hell at the same time. “Cameras are everywhere in casinos.” 

    Her heart skipped a beat. He was right. There were probably hundreds of cameras all around them. For some reason, that turned her on even more. 

    “Wonder what they saw,” she whispered. 

    “A very naughty woman,” Chance said. “Who wants to do even more naughty things. Don't you?” 

    Rebecca nodded, her focus on her husband, studying his own overwhelmed reaction. 

    “Can...can I watch?” Elijah asked uncertainly. 

    She was about to reply yes, of course, when Chance suggested, “Let's leave it up to luck, shall we?” 

    “I'm not sure what…” Elijah mumbled. “ I don't understand.” 

    “It's simple. See how the numbers are divided into thirds? How about this. 1-12, we all go up together. 13-24, you come up, but not right away.” Rebecca saw Elijah’s breath quicken. They both knew what came next. “25-36 and…” Chance grinned. “...you're out of luck, I'm afraid.” 

    She watched her husband carefully. There was nothing in it for him. He didn’t need to agree to this bet—a bet that had no upside for him. Only, she realized, that was the upside. He wanted her to be with another man so much that’d he’d risk not even getting to watch. It left her confused and excited all at once. 

    “Deal,” Elijah said. 

    The roulette wheel spun. The ball tracked in a silver blur around its rim, carrying their fate. The fate of the evening. She hoped it came up low, but was excited about the prospect of the ball landing on something high. Guilty, but so excited. She could admit that now. Vegas was a safe place to think unsafe things. 

    The ball dropped, clattering across the numbers, hopping and skipping along the pockets of red and black, of high and low, coming to rest, at last, on— 

    “24. Black.” 

     

    *** 

     

    Elijah felt like he might throw up. He was also shaking with excitement. He could feel the burning all the way out to his fingertips and in every follicle of hair. He felt like he'd stepped into a furnace, yet his skin crawled as if chilled. 

    “Looks like we all win,” the man, who Elijah still didn't know what to call, said with a smile. How did he not know the name of the man about to sleep with his wife? It just added to the danger. A greedy, lascivious smile that said: I'm about to fuck your wife. He stood, offered his hand to Rebecca. 

    She looked torn, despite the agreement. Despite how forward and bold she'd been acting just a moment before. They looked at one another, shy at first, yet connected. Connected in this crazy thing they were about to do. He nodded to her, then looked to her man. 

    “How long should I wait?” 

    Rebecca slipped off her stool and took the man’s arm, snuggling against him like they were a couple. She didn't take her eyes off of Elijah, though. 

    “How much money did you get out?” he asked. 

    Elijah looked at his chips. “$100.” 

    “Stay until you double it.” 

    “And if I don't?” 

    “Then I guess you’ll miss the show.” 

    “And if I lose all of it?” 

    The guy started to turn away, his hand on the small of Rebecca's back. “Then I guess you two will be reunited in the morning.” To Rebecca: “Ready?” 

    She looked at Elijah before answering, and that comforted him. However crazy this was, even if they were being separated, for a time, they were still in this together. I love you, she mouthed. 

    “Be safe,” he told her. 

    She nodded. Her man flashed one last grin at him, and guided her into the throng of people. She melted into his side as he wrapped his arm around her, his hand drifting down the swell of her hip. 

    Her dress was so short—almost short enough that he could make out the tops of her stockings. He couldn’t, but knowing that the lace was right there, just out of sight, was enough. Another man would soon be laying his hands on them. Pushing her dress up. Revealing the garter belt that she was wearing. Enjoying the lingerie that he was supposed to enjoy. Fuck, that was so hot. 

    “So you want to start on doubling up your winnings?”  

    The croupier, who had remained quietly oblivious to the whole game they’d been playing until now, startled Elijah out of his thoughts. He went bright red. 

    “Um…” 

    The man chuckled. “Don’t worry, I don’t judge.” 

    “You must see this stuff all the time.” 

    He shook his head. “Everyone thinks Las Vegas is this crazy place, but that’s all marketing. I’ve seen a few wild things, but never anything like this.” 

    “Oh, God,” Elijah muttered. 

    The croupier laughed. “Hey, like I said, I don’t judge. And for what it’s worth, your wife’s amazingly hot.” 

    “Thanks.” This was weird. 

    “So let’s get started on doubling you up so you can get back to her. Shall we?” 

     

    *** 

     

    Chance pulled her against him as soon as they were in the elevator. Like he couldn’t wait any longer. She was happy to fold into his arms. She couldn’t wait, either. 

    He was firm with her in a way that Elijah wasn't—not rough, exactly, but he knew what he wanted and he took it without asking, or without concern for her own comfort. He pulled her mouth to his, kissing her hard, pushing his tongue past her lips to invade her mouth with a kiss that left her breathless. 

    She didn't want it to end, and when he pulled back, her lips followed for a moment. “You really want it, don't you?” he said with a chuckle. He held her head in his hand, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Tell me. Tell me what you want.” 

    “I…” She felt flushed. Embarrassed. She couldn't actually say it out loud, could she? 

    “Go ahead. You can say it.” 

    “I want...it. You, I mean.” 

    “Want me to what?” He smiled. “You're so red. Nothing to be ashamed of. You're hot. You're horny. And you want to fuck me.” 

    “I want you to fuck me.” 

    The elevators opened, as if on queue. “Lead the way.” 

    Lead the way. Rebecca floated, guiding another man to her hotel room. She glanced back at him, just to make sure he was real. Sure enough, he was, salt-and-pepper at the temples, too attractive to be real. His eyes all over her body. 

    The door lock chimed. She pulled him in, her lips on his before the door clicked shut behind them. She wanted him. She needed him. 

    It was Chance who pulled back, smiling down at her. Putting her in her place with just a look. “Slow down, honey. You'll get yours soon.” He walked past her, going to the radio beside the bed. “First, take off that dress.” 

    After a couple button presses, a slow, grooving beat came on the clock radio. He pulled his sport coat off and turned to her expectedly. 

    Rebecca took a deep breath. She wore no panties—not anymore. Once her dress was off, there was no turning back. 

    “Strip for me, Rebecca. Do it.” 

    She pushed the straps off her shoulders, mesmerized by his beautiful eyes. The way he looked at her gave her strength and courage. She could do this.  

    The dress hit the ground, pooling around her heels as Chance drank in her remaining lingerie —garter belt, padded bra, heels. 

    “Take off the bra, keep the rest.” 

    She gasped, but did as she was told. Reaching behind her, she popped the clasp and released her pendulous breasts, standing before this clothed man awkwardly. 

    “Very nice, Rebecca. Very, very nice.” He checked her out, admiring her bare tits, the narrow band of pubic hair she'd left above her clit, her long, stocking-clad legs. “Come here.” 

    She...sauntered. She'd never “sauntered” before, but this situation demanded it. Chance smiled, seeing her begin to embrace her sexuality, and began to unbutton his shirt.  

    “Here,” she said. “Let me.” 

    Reaching out, she covered his hands with hers, working the buttons open. If she was going to do this, she'd do it right. 

    Beneath, his chest was matted with hair, mixed with gray and sexy in a way that surprised her. She kissed his chest, then kissed his lips. 

    “So you've never done this before?” he asked, his fingers running through her dark, curly hair. 

    “Take a strange man to my hotel room? Never.” 

    “It turns you on, doesn't it—being up here with me, while your husband is somewhere downstairs.” 

    “I...I love my husband.” 

    “Not what I asked.” His fingers tightened in her hair. “It turns you on that you're being so bad.” 

    “Yes,” she hissed. 

    He ran his hand down to her shoulder and urged her down. “You can be even naughtier.” He nodded. “Show me.” 

    Her stomach squirmed. Her heart raced. She sank to her knees and began to work open his pants. He felt huge, too large to actually be real. When she finally tugged his boxers down, the cock that she unleashed nearly struck her in the face. It was the biggest thing she'd ever seen. Much bigger than her husband’s. Gingerly, she reached out and wrapped her hand around it. Or tried to. Her fingers didn't quite close. 

    “You like my big cock?” 

    She glanced up at him, nodding. Not trusting her voice. 

    “What are you waiting for? I know you want to suck it.” 

    No, the good girl shot back. But that voice was quiet. Repressed. Instead, she dipped forward and took the tip into her mouth. It felt twice as large as Eli’s. How would she ever manage? Yet she was going to fucking try. 

    “Look at me while you suck my cock, Rebecca. That's not just a big cock you've got in your mouth. It's the cock of a stranger you just picked up.” 

    His words stoked the fire inside of her. Gripping his length firmly, she took up the challenge. Eyes on his, she began to slide up and down his length, stretching her lips and jaw until her whole mouth ached. 

    “That looks so good, baby. I love watching a new slut try to take it deep. You're doing very well.” 

    She wanted to do more than just very well. She wanted to surprise him. Relaxing her throat, she pushed forward, sliding the tip into the back of her throat. She'd done this a couple times with her past boyfriends, but it had been years, and she'd never had one as large as this. 

    “Oh, fuck, Baby. Look at you go!” 

    She pulled back, just to catch her breath, then went back to it, encouraged by the excitement she saw tighten in his face. 

    “You're a good little slut, aren't you?” 

    She varied her technique, pulling back to bob swiftly along his shaft before taking him deep again. Reaching between his legs, she gently tugged at his balls. Elijah hated that, claiming he was too sensitive there, but previous boyfriends had liked it. Chance, apparently, did, too. 

    “Oh, fuck, Babe. I’m close.” 

    She didn’t stop sucking. Didn’t stop bobbing. She was going to swallow his load, show him how naughty she could be. She tugged his balls a little harder, swirled the tip of her tongue along the ridge of his glans, and felt in total control of him. 

    “Yes, Baby. Oh… fuck yeah!” He erupted, quickly filling her mouth with his thick seed. She fought to swallow it all before she drowned in it. Some escaped, dripping down her chin before she could catch up with the flood. Yet still she kept sucking, kept bobbing, kept coaxing as much of that come from him as she could until he couldn’t take it anymore. 

    “Stop. Stop, Babe. It’s too much.” 

    He stumbled back. Sweat dappled his brow. He brushed his hand through his hair and let out a surprised laugh. “Fuck, that was good.” 

    “Glad you liked it,” she said. Wiping the come from around her mouth, she coyly sucked on her finger. “Hope you can get it up again soon.” 

    “You kidding? With you, I don’t plan on getting soft any time soon.” 

    Sure enough, he was still hard—not as hard as he’d just been, but still prominent enough that it stood out at a right angle from his body. 

    “Go into my right pocket,” he said. “Time to take things to the next level.” 

    She reached down, fishing into the pants that were still crumpled where he’d kicked them off. Inside was a handful of condom packets—XLs. Of course. Despite what she’d just done, despite the fact that she could still taste his come in her mouth, this still spiked her adrenaline. 

    She tore off one of the wrappers and stood. No more hesitation. No more sense of doing something wrong. She was going to fuck this man, feel his cock split her. She wondered what it would be like to have someone so big. She couldn’t wait to find out. 

    “Sit,” he said, pointing to the edge of the bed. 

    She sat. 

    “You put it on.” 

    Reaching out, she stroked him from the edge of the bed, even sucking on it a couple strokes to make sure it was hard enough. It was definitely hard enough. 

    Tearing open the condom wrapper, she rolled it down his thick length. She trembled at the subservience of it. Glancing up at him, she nodded in encouragement. 

    “Good. Now lie back and spread open those legs.” 

    She took a deep breath, sinking back first onto her elbows, then all the way onto her back. Her dark hair spread out over the neatly made bed. She opened her thighs as she felt his weight on the bed, between her legs. 

    “You’re so wet, but I’ll go slow.” 

    “No,” she said, surprising herself. “I don’t want it slow.” 

    He raised his brows in surprise, then shrugged. “Your choice.” 

    Placing his cock against her pussy, he looked down at her as he nudged into her opening. She groaned. He felt huge there, with only half his head against her opening. The waxing made everything so much more sensitive down there. The pleasure was so acute. And then— 

    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out as he thrust hard, splitting her open. Pain seared through her, pain that was quickly overwhelmed by the flood of pleasure. By an orgasm so fast and hard she barely knew what hit her. 

    And that was just the beginning. 

     

    *** 

     

    Elijah worked at his stack of chips, and the croupier worked right alongside of him. Like they were in this together. Like when he was so close and lost a chunk of his chips, they commiserated. He rotated off after about a half hour, but it was still nearly an hour more before he finally doubled up. That was a lonely, difficult hour. He kept checking his watch, wondering what was going on, what was happening up there. Would his wife really cross that line? Would she really give herself to another man, or was this all one big tease? 

    “Place your bets,” the new croupier said. He didn’t know what his deal was, of course, but when he looked at Elijah, he felt embarrassed. Like the guy did. What would he say if he knew that he’d let his wife go upstairs with a stranger? 

    Elijah was at $150. Only halfway there, and he could imagine he’d be here for a lot longer at this point. And he was getting tired of waiting. 

    “$50,” he said. “On black.” Why not. 

    The wheel spun. The pill dropped. And it came up red. 

    “Fuck.” 

    He groaned, considering just going up there. Considering just lying. But that wasn’t the game. That wasn’t the agreement. 

    He pushed all of his chips in. This time on red. He’d been too frightened to do this earlier—the prospect of spending the entire night in the casino too frightening. Now, he just wanted to get it over with. If that was his fate, so be it. 

    The wheel went round and round. The pill clattered. Bounced. And stopped. On 34. Red. 

    “Congratulations,” the croupier said, emotionless as he matched the stack of chips he’d put on the board. 

    “I’ll cash out,” he said, his voice nearly cracking.  

    After that, he barely remembered traveling from the casino floor to their room. He remembered the sensation, though, of his heart pounding in his ears, feeling like he’d been wrapped in a wool blanket. The hallway seemed endless as he stepped off the elevator, yet the door to their hotel room came entirely too soon. 

    And he could hear them—or rather, he could hear Rebecca. Through the closed door. Wailing as she came. “Yes, yes, oh fuck yes!” 

    It was undoubtedly her, yet the words were off. She didn’t curse. She didn’t beg for it. And yet— 

    “Fuck me with your big fucking cock!” 

    It was her. 

    Elijah’s hand shook as he pulled out his keycard. Hell, his whole body was shaking. He could barely fit the card into the key slot. When it beeped and turned green, he looked up and down the hallway, checking to see if he was alone before opening it into the cacophony of the bedroom. 

    They were at the head of the bed, which was wrecked. Rebecca was sitting on the man’s lap, straddling him, facing away. And giving Elijah a perfect view of her pussy stretched around another man’s thick—thick—shaft. She had her hands resting on his knees as she drove her hips back into his, bouncing on that giant cock as he mauled her tits, pinching the nipples so hard that Elijah winced for her. 

    She was still wearing the garter belt and stockings, although the stockings now had runs in them and a tear at the right knee. Otherwise, she was naked, her skin beaded with sweat, her hair damp and her face flushed. 

    Sensing movement, she looked up, meeting Eli’s eyes. Her own were wild beneath her furrowed brow. Her teeth were clenched, nostrils flaring as an orgasm built inside her. Seeing him standing there, she opened her mouth to say something. Whatever it was, though, was lost as her climax thundered through her, turning into a scream. 

    She reached between her legs, touching herself to spur it on, rubbing circles across her clit. Her lover pulled her back against him, crushing her tits together as he pulled her head around to his and kissed her hard, wet, open, sloppy. 

    At first, Elijah didn’t think the man was actually aware that he was there. He just stood there, rooted to the spot just inside the door, not daring to rub his cock for fear of coming in his pants. 

    When the couple stopped kissing, the man looked up, glancing past Rebecca, to Elijah. “So you doubled up?” 

    “Yes.” Elijah’s throat felt dry. He felt nervous, but didn’t want it to show. He’d already given so much to this man. So he forced himself to relax. To smile. To say, “I hope you two weren’t bored, waiting for me.” 

    The guy laughed. Rebecca, who’d been watching with some trepidation, shut her eyes and released her own anxiety. 

    The guy said, “Don’t worry, your wife kept me plenty entertained.” 

    “Looks like it.” Elijah stepped into the room, growing more confident. “Don’t stop on my account.” 

    “Wasn’t planning on it,” the man said. He rose up on his knees, grasping Rebecca by the hips to reposition her onto all fours. “Your wife’s already swallowed my come twice. I’m in it for the long haul now.” 

    With that, he began to fuck her again, doggy style this time, pulling her hips against his with each thrust. The room filled with the wet slaps of their skin against one another, and pulsing with Rebecca’s moans. 

    Elijah pulled his shirt off, tossing it to the ground as he stood beside the bed. Rebecca looked up at him as he began to unbuckle his pants. She knew what to do. Moreover, she didn’t hesitate. As soon as his cock was out, she took it into her mouth, swallowing him down with an enthusiasm he wasn’t expecting. 

    He came almost at once. He’d spent too much time on edge. Too much time thinking about this moment. It took her by surprise. She pulled back, just in time to catch a blast across her face before she sucked him back in and swallowed the rest. 

    “Look at her go, man. This one loves cock. I think I’ve woken a monster. Better watch this one, even after Vegas, if you know what I mean.” 

    Elijah barely heard him, although his words must have registered somewhere. Woken a monster. Yes, maybe he had. 

     

    *** 

     

    With Elijah watching, everything felt better. She hadn’t realized just how much she was missing him until he was there. Until he joined them. Until she could look up and watch as he stroked himself, watching as she performed. 

    So she put on a show, even more than before. She begged to be fucked. She screamed how full she felt. And when Chance spanked her, she cried out that she wanted more, that she was bad and she needed to be punished. 

    As intense and as wonderful as sex with him was, though, it was a tender moment when he finally left and Elijah joined her in bed. She was exhausted and sore and ready for sleep, but needed to feel her husband inside her before she could fully find rest. 

    “He stretched you out,” Elijah said as he entered her gently. 

    “You still feel good.” 

    “So do you.” 

    They made love quietly, silently, both lost in their thoughts—yet lost together. “Are you upset?” she asked at last. “With anything?” 

    “It was…” He searched for words, and she held her breath as he did. “It was perfect. More erotic—and much harder—than I ever imagined.” 

    She breathed easier after that, touching his shoulders, his face. Kissing him softly. 

    “How about for you?” he asked. “Was it hard to…do that?” 

    “Until tonight, I never thought I could do something like that. Even when things started to go that way, I kept giving myself outs. The drinks helped, but the gambling made it more possible. I could tell myself that it wasn’t me making these decisions, but the roulette wheel, you know?” 

    “But?” 

    “But that’s all just a way to justify what I did. And in the end, I made those decisions. I could have told him no. I could have walked away. I didn’t need to invite him up to our room. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted to be with him.” She looked at her husband, worried. “Awful, aren’t I?” 

    “Not even a little. You’re amazing.” 

    “You have to say that.” 

    He kissed her. “I do, but you know what?” 

    “What?” 

    “I can’t wait to see what luck brings tomorrow.” 
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