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Prologue

For Gina, Atlantic City had meant to be a relaxing, weekend getaway for the girls. Now it was turning into one of the most intense experiences of her life.

Just eighteen hours earlier, she and her best friend, Joy, had packed their party things into Gina’s GMC Arcadia and both women had kissed their husbands and kids goodbye – heading down to New Jersey’s bargain-basement facsimile of Las Vegas for a weekend of Long Island Ice Teas and spa treatments.

But somewhere along the line, those plans had got derailed.

Now, at five in the morning, in the passenger seat of a blinged-out Cadillac Escalade, Gina found herself on her hands and knees; about to suck the big, black cock of a world-famous rap artist.

***

He was platinum-selling hip hop artist and celebrity 2-Krew – and he was unzipping his pants.

“So,” he said, guiding the car down Atlantic Avenue with one hand as he dug his other inside his pants. “How about you start making good on your part of the deal, pretty lady?”

And Gina, kneeling in the passenger seat, just nodded.

She watched, entranced, as from inside the confines of his jeans, 2-Krew wrangled out the biggest, blackest, thickest cock Gina had ever seen. It was monstrous – half-hard but already as long and thick as three Coke cans stacked end-to-end.

“C’mon,” 2-Krew grabbed the base of it with one hand, while he continued to steer the Escalade with the other. “Time for some road head.”

Gina gulped, and obediently leaned forward.

How she found herself in this predicament was a long story. How she was going to get out of it would be another – and it would start right here, with this.

Stretching out her fingers, she curled them around 2-Krew’s massive cock. It instantly grew stiff and thick at her touch. Then, opening her mouth wide, she struggled to wrap her lips around the swollen tip of it.

“Ohh, fuuuck,” the Escalade swerved slightly, as 2-Krew felt the warm, wet, delicious sensation of Gina’s lips and tongue on his growing cock. “That’s the stuff.” He slid his fingers into her luxurious black hair, and forced her head a little further into his lap .That forced his cock a little deeper into her mouth.

“Mmmmmf,” Gina groaned, struggling to breath. “Mmmmph!”

But she was a resourceful girl, and soon 2-Krew had relaxed his grip enough to allow her to bob her head up and down in his lap; her lips wrapped wetly around the shaft of his cock, and her tongue swirling in circles around the head of it.

“Shit, you really suck cock like a pro,” the rapper groaned, as the wet, slurping sound of Gina’s mouth at work became audible even over the thumping bass of the stereo. “Massage my balls while you’re at it.” And he rolled his eyes as Gina’s slender fingers reached into his pants to start kneading his heavy testes.

“Yo, Goldie,” 2-Krew turned to the black guy in the furthest passenger seat; who earned his name thanks to the gold teeth he was flashing. “See how wet she is.”

“With pleasure, boss,” Goldie flashed his teeth, and swivelled in his seat.

Gina was on her knees in the middle seat, her round ass sticking up in the air. Her dress was short enough for Goldie to lift over the curve of her ass, and expose both round cheeks to the world. Nestled between her thighs was the tight, shaven clamshell of her pussy.

“Damn, she’s got a nice little cooch,” Goldie groaned, and he pressed his thumb against it. Gina’s pussy opened like a flower; moist and warm and wet. Goldie’s thick, black thumb sunk effortlessly inside.

“Mmmmph!” Gina’s eyes widened as she felt herself penetrated by Goldie’s fingers; but she couldn’t say much, with the best part of a foot of cock buried in her mouth.

She was only human, this curvy white wife. Sucking a big, black cock and getting fingered from behind was enough to make her pussy moisten like a sponge. She was deeply ashamed of herself, but Gina eagerly pushed her bare ass backwards as Goldie started finger-fucking her with two of his thick fingers.

“Damn, she’s wet,” he panted, watching his dark fingers sink inside her pink pussy. “This bitch is ready to get fucked.”

Behind the wheel, 2-Krew grabbed a fistful of Gina’s hair and pulled her head out of his lap. His cock slithered from her mouth. Gasping for air, Gina lifted her head and wiped the saliva from her lips and chin.

“Keep that up, and I’d have blown my load,” 2-Krew groaned, pulling Gina practically into his lap, and kissing her wetly on the mouth. His eyes didn’t leave the road for a second.

She moaned into his mouth, as Goldie kept fucking her with his fingers.

“Ease up, girl,” 2-Krew pulled his mouth away. “I’m planning on busting my nut in that sweet little pussy of yours.” And then he turned the wheel, and eased the Cadillac up the ramp of the Showboat Hotel & Casino. “And it’s nearly time.”

Gina gazed up at the gleaming lights of the famous boardwalk hotel.

The sun was already rising above the Atlantic Ocean; but she had a feeling it would be a long time before she got to enjoy any sleep.


Chapter One

Years later, when she looked back and analysed each step, Gina would come to accept that the martinis were what fucked things up.

She and Joy had checked into their room at the Tropicana, and were both getting dressed up for dinner.

It was kind of a weird arrangement – Gina had known Joy for years, back from when they were both wild party girls living on Long Island, and ten years earlier, they’d have been getting ready to go out clubbing together – which normally resulted in Joy bringing home some strange guy and banging him in their hotel room.

Now, instead, they were both hoping for a massage, a mani and maybe ten hours of sleep without somebody crying out for “Mamma!” in the middle of it.

But as they flustered around in their hotel room – wearing bra and panties, and with suitcases open on the beds – Gina felt a sudden burst of nostalgia that inspired her to try and recapture the magic of the old days.

“Hey, do you want to maybe hit the casino after dinner?”

Joy turned to her and put her hands on her not-insubstantial hips.

Joy was a tall, full-figured blonde; with shoulder-length hair and a curvy body that carried a few extra pounds of baby fat on it. Her breasts and big, round ass were practically bursting out of the Victoria’s Secret panties and bra she was wearing.

“I could go for that. Just for old time’s sake.”

Gina smiled at the thought. In comparison to the tall and voluptuous Joy, she was a curvy, compact little Italian girl; with a body that had ripened from having kids, but showed all the reinvestment she’d put into it afterwards in the weight-room and on the treadmill.

“So Trump Plaza? Just to throw maybe a hundred bucks into the slot machines?”

“Sounds good,” Joy nodded – and she hauled out of her suitcase a sparkly mini-dress she seemed to have packed just for the occasion. “Something inspired me to pack this. I guess it was a premonition!”

It was covered in sequins and would barely cover her round bottom; but it would have been just the thing she and Gina would have squeezed themselves into ten years earlier.

From her own bag, Gina pulled the closest thing she had – a versatile Little Black Dress that she could barely squeeze her womanly figure into. Like Joy’s dress, it was perhaps a little shorter than most people thought women their age should be wearing – but after they both squeezed their curvy bodies into the dresses, both Gina and Joy had to admit that they looked good.

“You know what would really set this night off right?” Gina mused, as she sprayed on her Floris perfume. “Some martinis.”

Joy’s eyes lit up and she started reaching for the phone to call room service.

And that’s where it all went wrong.


Chapter Two

One martini became two – and at dinner they kicked things off with two more. Pair that with a bottle of Chardonnay split between the two of them, and by the time Gina and Joy started tottering up the boardwalk towards Trump Plaza, both of them were deliciously tipsy.

“Hey! Looking good Mami!” It was one of the meatheads on the boardwalk, wolf-whistling at the two women in their slinky dresses and high heels. Normally Gina would have been annoyed by the attention – but tonight it was kind of validating.

“Yeah,” she thought to herself, as she and Joy pushed open the heavy doors to the Plaza and felt the cold embrace of the air conditioning. “I do look good.”

The casino was deafening with the sound of slot machines and raucous talking; but Gina immediately dug the atmosphere. She’s grown up with a lucky streak when it came to gambling; and she’d usually walked away a little up at the end of an evening.

“So where do you want to start?” She asked Joy, fumbling inside her clutch for her hundred dollar bill of “mad money.” “Slots? Blackjack?”

Joy – pretty nonplussed about gambling – already had her answer. She hijacked two colourful fruit cocktails from a passing waitress.

“I’ll gamble on these complimentary drinks,” she grinned, slurping one of them through the straw, “and let you lead the way.”

Gina knew that Joy’s main vices were alcohol and men – normally in combination. She’d have to watch her friend’s drinking; in case she decided to embrace some margarita-fuelled foolishness that her husband would not approve of.

For the next couple of hours, Gina poured quarters into slot machines – and with her usual edge, managed to leave about fifty dollars up. That inspired her to try the blackjack tables – but when Joy and Gina perched onto the stools and started making bets, their winnings disappeared faster than the fruit drinks the passing staff kept handing them.

“You know, it’s late,” Gina shook her head, the buzz of winning being replaced by the far greater disappointment of losing. “Perhaps we should call it a night. I’m down to my last twenty bucks.”

Joy, who was two drinks ahead of Gina, nodded as she drained her fourth or fifth drink. “I’m getting kinda bored myself.”

Sliding off the stools, they started making their wobbly way through the rows of slot machines back to the front door.

And that was when it happened.

Just twenty yards from the door – back into the oppressive heat of the boardwalk – Gina found a secret stash of quarters rattling around inside her handbag.

“Hang on,” she told Joy. “Let me just play this last machine. For shits and giggles.”

Joy patiently waited for Gina to clamber onto the stool and feed her quarters into the machine – but this time, something different happened.

The reels span around as usual – but instead of stopping randomly, first one, and then the other, and finally the third all dug in on the same symbol.

A light on the top of the machine started spinning. Klaxons rang overhead. Change started pouring out of the bottom of the machine.

“Holy shit, I just hit the jackpot!” Gina was too shocked to move – her mouth opening and closing like a fish. Fortunately, Joy was more on the case; and she swept down onto her knees and wrenched open her handbag to collect the deluge of coins.

Even as Gina and Joy tried to process this incredible stroke of luck, hotel staff came running over – including one man with a microphone, closely followed by another with a video camera.

“Hi! Congratulations on winning!” The man with the microphone was speaking to Gina, but looking directly onto the camera. “You know what else you’ve won? A complimentary ticket to tonight’s Big Stakes Pokergame; held right here in the Trump Plaza.”

Gina looked back and forth - from between the cheesy guy with the microphone to the guy operating the camera.

“I…I just what?”

“Held tonight, up on the 39th floor of this very building,” the microphone man explained, still into the camera. “The top poker players in the country; plus you of course.”

Gina blinked.

“Hey, that’s nice of you and all, but I’m really tired…”

The microphone man ignored her, and kept explaining:

“You’ll receive one hundred thousand dollars in chips – the entry fee for this “winner takes all” competition; plus, of course, complimentary bottle service and fine dining in our luxurious 39th floor gaming room.”

Gina and Joy immediately exchanged glances. Free bottle service?

And then the announcer sealed the deal:

“Not to mention, the once-in-a-lifetime chance to walk away with the prize of a million dollars!”

Maybe it was the martinis speaking, or perhaps it was just the dollar signs she was seeing, but Gina suddenly had a change of heart.

“Okay, handsome,” she demanded. “Where do we sign up?”


Chapter Three

A few moments later – after Joy had grabbed them both another round of the watered-down fruit drinks – hotel staff accompanied them to a private elevator.

“Good evening,” said a man with manager’s badge. “I’m Ted Blundel, and I’m in charge of the poker game tonight.” He held up a clipboard. “If I could just get you to sign this, we can begin.”

Gina was started to feel the effects of the alcohol at this point, and struggled to focus her eyes on the words in front of her.

“What does it say?” She demanded.

“That you abide by the rules of the poker competition, you agree for your likeness to be used in any subsequent promotional or marketing material, and the hundred thousand dollars of chips you are being awarded are only to be used in tonight’s poker game, and unless you win the tournament any and all remaining chips will be forfeited.”

Gina tried to process that. In the end, she shrugged and just thought: “What the hell.”

Grabbing the clipboard, she signed.

“Alright then,” Ted beamed. “Follow me.”

He used his keycard to activate the elevator, and the doors opened with a ‘ding.’ They clambered inside.

“So are you much of a poker player, Miss?” Ted asked.

“Missus,” Gina corrected, “and I’ve let a Stud or two Hold ‘Em in my day.”

Ted laughed: “Well, you’re in good company.” He pressed the button for the 39th floor. The only button, Gina and Joy noted – meaning this must be an exclusive private elevator.

“The other nine players in tonight’s tournament are professionals,” Ted explained, as the elevator whizzed upwards. After a second, it cleared the ground floor and started scaling the exterior of the Trump Plaza – giving Gina and Joy a breathtaking view of the bright lights of Atlantic City. “They’ve paid to be in this game.”

“The buy-in is a hundred thousand dollars,” Ted continued. “Winner takes all. We’ve got three players from the professional circuit playing tonight, plus two locals and, of course, a couple of celebrities.”

There was a ‘ding’ as the elevator arrived at its destination; and as the door slid open, Gina and Joy immediately gasped for breath.

The 39th floor was a massive open-plan suite, overlooking the entirety of Atlantic City and the Atlantic Ocean.

The center of the room was a sunken circle, with a poker table and ten chairs assembled around it. A fully stocked bar lined the opposite wall, and an open-plan kitchen manned by chefs was tucked into one side.

But what was really impressive were the alcoves.

Set in a circle around the poker table were stairs leading to separate alcoves – each one easily the size of Gina’s apartment. They were lined with couches, and big screen TVs, and all the accoutrements of a VIP clubroom including curtains that could be pulled across to give complete privacy.

“Each player in the tournament gets their own alcove,” Ted explained, as he led them into the room. “This one is yours.”

“Wow,” Joy gasped, sipping her drink. “This is just for us?”

The white leather couches, flashing flatscreens and ice-buckets with Verve Cliquot in them were like something she and Gina had only ever seen from behind the barrier of a red, velvet rope.

But as impressive as this alcove was, it seemed incredibly sparse and empty just for the two of them – especially given the residents of the other nine, all circling the poker table.

Gina and Joy turned to look at the crowd they’d just become part of – and it was clear this poker tournament was a very social event.

Opposite them were a bunch of Jersey Shore types, fist-bumping away in their tank tops and fedoras. Next to them were a similar crowd, whose cowboy hats and snakeskin boots suggested they hailed from a little further south.

In a couple of the alcoves were more sedate groups of people – an older woman and her husband, and another alcove with a young wife and a couple of eminently respectable friends.

“They’re the family of the professional players,” Ted explained. “They’re here for the game; not for the atmosphere.”

The same couldn’t be said for the crew in the alcove next to Gina and Joy’s – who were pumping loud and thumping hip hop, and roaring and jeering like they were at a football came.

“Oh my God,” Joy’s eyes widened as she spotted them. “Do you know who that is?”

Gina narrowed her eyes.

There were about six of them in the alcove – all big, muscular African American men in the snappiest of urban streetwear. Loud and obnoxious – the sort of threatening people you’d cross the street to avoid if you met them in real life – they were popping the tops of beers and downing shots like they’d hit the bar for happy hour; not a high stakes poker game.

“That’s 2-Krew,” Joy hissed, elbowing Gina in the ribs. “Look! It is! I swear!”

Gina wasn’t much of a fan of hip hop, but even she knew the name of 2-Krew; the platinum-selling artist who people were comparing to Usher and Dr Dre.

And low-and-behold, as she focused on the alpha of the group, his dark and handsome features did indeed resemble the face of the man Gina had only ever seen on billboards and in music videos before.

“Yes,” Ted nodded, as he saw Gina’s flash of recognition. “2-Krew is an avid poker player. This isn’t the first tournament he’s played in.”

But as soon as Gina had recognized the famous rapper, her attention had been diverted elsewhere – to the final alcove; all the way across the enormous open-plan suite.

It was even emptier than Gina and Joy’s – with just a single, solitary character sitting on the sofa; hands neatly in his lap and back unusually straight.

He was a round-faced, pale man in a thousand dollar suit; with a shiny, bald head and eyes as deep and dark as coal. The first thing Gina did when she laid eyes on him was shudder.

“Ah, yes,” Ted seemed to acknowledge her response. “That’s Aleister Thelema. He’s the man who organized this event; a professional gambler from the UK.”

“Ew,” Gina hissed. “He looks like Lex Luthor. The ugly, non-Kevin Spacey Lex Luthor.”

Joy must have been sobering up, because she demanded: “What do you mean he’s organizing the event? Isn’t this a Trump Plaza thing?”

Ted shook his head.

“We’ll often host tournaments here,” he explained. “We take a percentage of the entry fees and lay everything on in style;” and from the suite he was indicating with a sweep of his hand, ‘style’ was an understatement.

“But why would anybody want to do that?” Joy demanded. “Especially this guy.”

“Are you kidding?” Ted broke character for a second to explain. “If somebody like Thelema there can get ten folks lined up to shell out a hundred grand each, we’ll put on this event for free – and if he wins the tournament, he’ll keep seventy percent of the winnings.” The hotel employee shrugged. “It’s risky, but I don’t know a better way to get a seven hundred percent return on your investment overnight.”

Gina whistled appreciatively, doing the maths in her head (she was half-Jewish, after all.)

Joy held up her hand.

“Okay then, Wiseguy,” she insisted. “If that’s the case, how come we’re playing? We didn’t shell out a hundred grand to sit at this table.”

Ted coughed nervously, and his cheeks turned red.

“The hotel reserved a place in the tournament for one of our most valued clients,” he explained, loosening his tie, “but he ended up being detained on business. So rather than lose face, we comp’d two lucky guests. We already get thirty percent back on your ‘entry fee’ – and we still make our cut on all of the real paying entrants.”

“Which covers your money pretty easily,” Gina nodded.

“Well, quite,” Ted looked flustered – like he’d shared too much. “I wouldn’t think too hard about it, if I was you.”

He gestured towards the bar and kitchen.

“For tonight, just pretend you are high rollers. You’ve got free bottle service to your alcove, plus private chefs who’ll prepare you whatever you want.” The charming hotel manager shrugged his shoulders. “Tonight, you’re on the same terms as any of these rich gamblers; so act like it and enjoy the experience.”

Gina didn’t need to be told twice. She nudged Joy in the ribs and suggested: “Let’s go and get ourselves a couple of margaritas.”


Chapter Four

“Hey, girl.”

The voice came from around the corner of Gina and Joy’s empty cubicle – where they were sitting on their lonesome, sipping margaritas.

“Hey, girl,” the voice repeated – and this time it was followed by a brown and handsome face, peering around the corner. “Why don’t you come and party with us?”

Gina and Joy looked up. It was one of 2-Krew’s posse – a good-looking, if thuggish black kid in a wife-beater and baseball cap.

“I see you girls sitting there all alone. Come hang with us, yo.” From around the corner, the stranger produced an open bottle of Kristal.

Joy turned to Gina, her eyes lighting up.

“You wanna?”

Gina was unsure. Back in the day, she remembered that Joy had not infrequently gone home with similar looking wannabe gangbangers (mostly self-proclaimed rap artists she’d met in a bar.) Pour a few drinks in her  - approximately the same number as she’d already had that night – and Joy turned into quite the aspiring hoodrat.

But, then again, it wasn’t going to be much fun sitting in a near-empty VIP section all night; even if it was the most luxurious one she’d ever been in (with a free bar and chef, no less.)

So Gina reluctantly shrugged: “Alright,” adding, “but stay out of trouble.” While tonight was turning out to be quite the story for the grandkids, it was a far cry from the early night she and Joy had originally envisioned.

Grabbing their bags, the two good-looking young moms sheepishly got up and rounded the corner – and were loudly welcomed by a raucous cry from the six young black men who’d been sitting in the alcove next to them.

“Dayum!” cried one.

“Check out these fine ass ladies!” cried another.

“C’mon, guys,” from the back of the room, one of the taller of the young men stood up – exuding from him a kind of natural charisma that instantly suggested to Gina and Joy that he was ‘top dog.’ “Be cool. You don’t want to scare these fine young women off, do you?”

“Holy crap,” Joy hissed in Gina’s ear, nudging her in the ribs with her elbow. “That’s him! That’s 2-Krew!”

And once Joy mentioned it, Gina recognized him immediately – the high cheekbones, broad nose and chocolate skin she’d seen grace the cover of a dozen music magazines. She’d stared at his music videos for hours, while they played silently on the monitors above the treadmill at her local Work Out World.

But here was the man himself – and Gina could see what all the fuss was about.

“Ladies, ladies,” the urbane artist extended his hands, and embraced both Gina and Joy’s outstretched fingers in his. “I welcome you both to the 2-Krew crib.” He lifted Gina’s hand to his lips and – staring her dead in the eye – placed his lips against her knuckles. “Take a seat, please. Mi casa es su casa.”

A little nervously, Gina and Joy sat primly on the gleaming leather couches – and were immediately surrounded by leering young men who seemed to have no concept of personal space.

“So hey, Momma,” grinned one of them, offering Gina a fizzing glass of Kristal with what looked like a diamond floating in the bottom of the glass. “You gotta name?”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

“I dunno. Do you?”

If the big thug took offence, he didn’t show it. Instead, he smiled broadly – revealing two huge rows of gold-capped teeth – and purred: “I’m Goldie – on account of the grill, ya dig?” He jerked his thumb over his shoulder, towards the two black guys sitting either side of – closely either side of – a nervous looking Joy.

“That’s Raw Dawg sitting to the left of your lovely girl there,” he was pointing at a beautifully muscled guy in a tank top and dreads. “So-named ‘cos that’s how he likes to go at it with the ladies.”

“And my homie sitting opposite him is Prime Cut – at least, that’s why he calls what he’s packing in his Hanes, if you know what I mean.” Goldie nudged Gina in the ribs as he did so, laughing uproariously.

The final two men were sitting either side of 2-Krew himself; and Gina could see from their facial features that they were brothers; if not twins.

“They got born two minutes apart,” Goldie answered the unspoken question. “The one on the left is Loko, and the one on the right is Jolt.” He leaned a little closer to Gina – giving her a lungful of warm musk. “They named themselves after energy drinks.” He shrugged. “I don’t get it either.”

Introductions over, the gold-toothed charmer turned his broad smile to Gina once again. “Okay, pretty Mama. So I’ve done the rounds. D’you have a name, or what?”

She felt herself relax a little: “I’m Gina.”

“Well, Gina – you’re beautiful. Now come and sit a little bit closer. Let me pour you another glass of Kristal and I’ll get the chef over there to serve us up some wings.”

He made an exaggerated gesture of licking his fingers.

“Finger lickin’ good, you dig?”

Gina was about to offer her glass and pass on the wings when Ted reappeared, and cleared his throat theatrically.

“The tournament is about to start,” he announced. “Will the players take their seats, please?”

2-Krew climbed up from his seat and strode past his homies with a confident, magnificent stride – giving high-fives and fist-bumps as he went.

Gina looked across the luxurious alcove to where Joy was sitting – noting, with not a little concern, that Prime Rib had already made her comfortable enough not to remove the big, heavy hand he’d placed on her leg.

“Joy,” Gina hissed. “Are you playing, or am I?”

Joy looked up, and cocked her head on one side. “You got us into this, Gina. Go knock ‘em dead.” And then she turned back to Raw Dawg, and howled uproariously at something he said.

Gina struggled up and brushed down the front of her little black dress – realising, now she was surrounded by virile young men, just how short it was. She held out her hand, and Goldie obediently handed her a glass of Kristal.

“You go, girlfriend,” he laughed. “I’ll be keeping your seat warm.” He patted his lap; hinting that was the seat he was referring to.

Cheeks burning, Gina stepped out of the alcove and down the steps. She followed 2-Krew to the center of the room, and took her seat at the enormous poker table.


Chapter Five

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the croupier announced, as Gina joined the nine other players around the table. “The game is Texas Hold ‘Em.”

Gina wasn’t much of a gambler, but she knew the basics of poker, from one too many games of strip poker she’d played back in her days as a waitress (and one game of Blowjob Poker, which she generally didn’t talk about any more.)

Texas Hold ‘Em was a variation of the standard poker game. Instead of each player being dealt five cards, they all got two. The dealer kept three ‘communal’ cards –known as the Flop – and the winning player was the one whose two cards, when added to the flop, made the strongest overall hand.

For games with lots of players, like this one, it was a good choice because you could accommodate more players with a single 52-card deck.

Just like with the slot machines, when Gina sat down on the stool at the poker table, her mind automatically focused on the game at hand. She looked over her opponents, and immediately started analysing their demeanour for clues about how they might play.

She barely registered $100,000 worth of chips being placed down in front of her – ignoring the fact that they represented the equivalent of three year’s salary for her.

The dealer passed out the first round of two cards – and the game began.

It took Gina three hands and almost ten thousand dollars’ worth of chips to get into her groove – first holding onto two tens to score an easily-defeated three of a kind, and then folding on two hands that could possibly have won her the hand.

But fortunately many of the other players were doing just as badly – and four hands in, the cowboy with the raucous friends went ‘all in’ and ended up being the first player to be dealt out of the game.

“With a good goddamn!” He roared, throwing his hat onto the floor. Kicking his seat back, the cowboy attempted to flip the poker table over – but it was solid mahogany and weighed three times what he did.

“Please sir,” Ted and two security guards ushered him away from the table. “You can watch the rest of the game quietly, or we can have you and your friends escorted out…”

The cowboy struggled out of their grip.

“Y’know what?” he hissed. “Fuck all y’all. We’ll go and spend our money elsewheres.” He hollered to his cowboy-hat-wearing crew: “C’mon, boys! Let’s go get laid!” And then the gang of them whooped and hollered and were led, not uninsistantly, from the suite.

“Amateurs,” a voice hissed.

Gina turned to her left. She’d been so focused on the game, she hadn’t even noticed that 2-Krew was sitting next to her.

“Amateurs,” the handsome musician hissed again. “The kid’s spending Daddy’s oil money. The way he was playing, I’m surprised he lasted as long as he did.”

Gina’s lips curled.

“And if he’s an amateur, what does that make us?”

2-Krew scoffed.

“Honey, I’ve been playing poker since before I could read. My old lady ran a gambling den out of our house back in Baltimore.” He cast his eye around the table. “I may not have learned top-dollar dawgs like we’ve got here, but I can sure play.”

And then his eyes narrowed. Gina lost herself in them for a second – they were so dark and intense.

“And you’re not doing so badly yourself,” 2-Krew purred. “I had a feeling you could have won a hand back there.”

Gina allowed herself to smile.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

And, indeed, he hadn’t. The game continued and Gina found herself a groove that worked pretty well for her.

She played extremely conservatively for the next two hands, and folded early – using that as an opportunity to read the other players.

The Jersey Shore kid was an obvious one. Loud and obnoxious – getting cheered on by his fist-bumping pals in the alcove opposite – he was a little too enthusiastic on his good hands, and a little too despondent on his bad ones.

The only player who concerned her – not least of which because he’d won three of the last five hands – was Aleister Thelema.

Sitting like a Buddha at the top of the table, the rotund Englishman was utterly impassive as he played. The beady black eyes in the middle of his round face barely even blinked; and there wasn’t anything Gina could tell about him which betrayed whether or not his hands were good or bad.

She narrowed her eyes – determined to crack him.

The next few hands saw Gina bleed a few chips, but finally circumstances offered her an opportunity. She held two sixes in her hand; and there were two more in the flop. Together, that made a nearly unbeatable Four of a Kind.

The cards obviously hadn’t been so fortunate to the rest of the table, and 2-Krew folded early; followed quickly by the professional poker players and Aleister Thelema himself.

That just left the Jersey Shore wannabe and Gina at the table.

Gina narrowed his eyes.

It was clear the kid was confident – really confident. He was stacking chips onto the table with almost no hesitation.

Almost being the operative word.

Because Gina saw through the young man’s body language, and knew that while his confidence was genuine, it wasn’t overwhelming.

He had a good hand – a really good hand – but it wasn’t unbeatable.

And so Gina played her hand. Her other hand.

Most people in poker talk about the psychology in a passive way – that players read each other for the “tells” – the subtle, almost imperceptible signals that a player is feeling good or bad about his hand.

But Gina had won more than a few games of strip poker by doing the opposite – faking a “tell” of her own to feed the opposing players false information.

And as she sat there, with the eyes of the Jersey Shore player burning into her, that’s exactly the technique she employed.

Gina deliberately cast her eyes left and right; as if desperately searching for clues in the cards the other players had discarded. Then she looked up blankly at the ceiling, as if searching for answers. Finally, to seal the deal, Gina pretended to nervously bite her manicured nails – and then threw her chips in anyway.

“I’ll see you, I guess,” she added some hesitation to her voice.

Hook, line and sinker. Like a shark scenting blood, the Jersey Shore wannabe read her deliberate signals as doubt, and decided to up the ante.

“I’m all in,” he pushed his pile of chips into the center of the table. “You gonna match me, Babe?”

Gina worried she overplayed her hand as she pretended to “um” and “er” – but eventually she pushed her pile of chips into the center of the table and made a theatrical gesture of crossing her fingers.

And then they revealed the cards.

“Oh, you bitch!” As soon as Gina’s Four of a Kind hit the felt, the Jersey Shore kid knew he’d been beaten. He pounced across the table, reaching for Gina with clawed hands. “You fucking lying biiii…”

He never got to finished that word.

A security guard scooped the muscular kid off the poker table and deposited him, face-first, into the thick carpeting.

A moment later, he and his fist-pumping friends were getting ejected from the suite; roaring stereotypical Italian American threats as they did so:

“You gonna throw me out? Don’t you know who I am? You ignorant cafone!”

Finally, the room grew quiet.

A croupier stepped up to push the pot over towards Gina. Her eyes grew wide as she took in her bounty – almost doubling her money in an instant.

“Hot damn, girl,” K-Crew leaned over and gave her celebratory fist bump. “You gone and done owned that Juice Head.”

Gina shrugged: “Gee, it was nothing,” she winked. “Now let’s turn our attention to Lex Luthor over there.”

2-Krew and Gina both turned to look towards the head of the table – at the sinister bulk of Aleister Thelema.


Chapter Six

Gina might have found her groove at that point, but so had the bald Englishman.

In the next few hands, Aleister Thelema slowly but surely cleaned out two of the other professional poker players – taking their chips without so much as a hint of emotion crossing his round, white face.

The two players – professionals, Gina would later learn, who’d flown across country to complete – were classy as they left the table. They slunk away to their alcoves, to watch the rest of the game with their friends and family. A very expensive poker lesson, Gina shivered.

Gina held her own, while 2-Krew was clearly struggling. While he’d kept most of his chips, he was folding early in each and every hand – losing a few thousand dollars as an ante each time. Gina didn’t like to admit it, but she knew he was losing a war of attrition; and while he might hang in longer than the bolder players, 2-Krew was as doomed as the rest of them.

And it was all because of that damn Thelema guy – who kept stacking up pile after pile of chips in front of him.

Gina excused herself from the table for a minute, while they were shuffling the deck for the next hand. “I need to get a drink.”

Her legs were stiff as she slid off the chair, and a wave of tiredness hit her. Glancing at her watch, she realized it was now nearly 3am; far later than either she or Joy had anticipated staying up that night.

For a moment, she got worried. Poor Joy was stuck in the alcove with those leering young men. She was probably thoroughly bored, or practically asleep by now.

But as Gina climbed the steps and strode into the alcove, she found that Joy was actually neither.

In fact, her married best friend was lying back on one of the shiny white leather couches while one of 2-Krew’s crew – Prime Cut, she remembered – was making out with her hot-and-heavy. They were French kissing passionately, and Prime Cut had even slid down the strap of Joy’s sparkly dress and popped one of her large, pale breasts out of it entirely – he was squeezing it gently.

But even that paled in comparison to what else Gina saw – because kneeling beside the couch, with one of Joy’s knees slung over each of his shoulders, was Raw Dawg – face buried between Joy’s pale thighs.

“Joy!” Gina cried, staggering to a halt. “What the hell?”

Prime Cut and Raw Dawg clambered off the blonde as soon as they heard Gina’s scream. Looking dazed and dishevelled, Joy struggled to sit up; awkwardly covering her bare breast with one hand and yanking down the hem of her dress with the other.

“Oh, Gina… I… er…. This isn’t what it looks like.”

“What it looks like,” Gina snapped, grabbing her friend’s wrist and pulling her to her feet, “is that my married best friend was five minutes away from having a threesome with two random dudes she met at a poker tournament.”

Joy’s face went red.

“Hey, I was just having a bit of fun,” she hissed. “We were just making out. That’s not technically cheating.”

“Making out? That big dude there…” Gina pointed.

“Raw Dawg, ma’am,” he winked.

“…was eating you out.”

Joy’s cheeks turned red. “Well… I mean… It wasn’t like…”

But before Gina could continue, there was a shout from the poker table.

“Yo, beautiful,” it was 2-Krew, yelling at Gina. “They’re dealing the next hand. You in or out, girl?”

Gina scowled at Joy, grabbed herself a full glass of champagne and stomped back down the steps towards the table.

As she slid back onto the stool, 2-Krew leaned over.

“Hey, Sugar. Saw your pretty friend getting real friendly with my home boys. Just so you know, when this is all over, I’d be just as happy to get down with your fine ass.”

“I bet you would!” Gina snarled: “I’m sorry. I’m just here to play poker, thanks. The only way I’d consider “getting down” is if it won me that million dollars.”

2-Krew said nothing – he just raised one eyebrow, as if to say: “Oh, really?”

Gina ignored him.

She forced herself to focus on the game – furious, but not entirely surprised by her friend’s behaviour. She’d picked a sheepish Joy up from one too many roadside motels during their twenties to be surprised what Joy would think was a smart idea after she’d had a few drinks inside of her.

She just hoped her best friend could behave herself long enough to get the game wrapped up.

The reason for Gina’s sudden focus was a nagging suspicion she’d begun to have that she could actually win this tournament. It wasn’t just bravado, either – although the numerous drinks she’d had that night probably gave her a little boost of confidence.

No, the way Gina had dealt with that Jersey Shore boy told her that her feminine wiles – the ability to act, as well as to read the other players – gave her an edge. Now she just had to leverage it.

And that meant making a bold move.

The opportunity came during the next hand. The dealer dished out their cards and, as Gina peered at them, she realized she’d picked a winner.

The Flop was three fives – and Gina held two nines. That was a full house, and only two other hands could beat it (assuming none of the other players had higher pairs.) Emboldened in that knowledge, she started calculating just how much she could afford to risk.

Gina’s strategy was simple – find out what Aleister Thelema’s “tell” was. Sure, the round-faced Brit was a master of emotionless; but everybody had a tell. If she could just push him hard enough, she’d be able to spot it – Gina knew she would.

The bets started coming in. 2-Krew stayed in for the first round, and even saw the next raise, but folded his cards straight afterward. Despite all his bluster about playing cards in the bad, bad streets of Baltimore, it was clear the award-winning hip hop artists didn’t have the balls to win at this game – probably as a result of playing people who wagered their rent money a few too many times.

At the next round of betting, Aleister Thelema paused.

His beady black eyes looked up – across the table to where Gina was sitting. It was almost as if they could see straight through her; and she shivered as she made eye contact with him.

He was reading her, she realized. Just as she was studying him, this impassive Brit was scanning her face to see what “tells” betrayed her sudden aggressiveness.

“I’ll see your raise,” the Englishman spoke, “and triple it.”

There was a hush around the poker table. The player next in line immediately folded his cards.

Meanwhile, Gina and Thelema remained locked, eye-to-eye. Gina was impassive, knowing she didn’t want to tip her hand one way or another. She wanted to see what he did.

But that would come at a cost; and given how much he’d just raised the bet, it was a cost Gina wasn’t entirely sure she could afford.

Nevertheless, she counted out her chips and pushed them towards the center of the table.

“I’ll see you.”

By her calculations, the pot now stood at more than a $400,000 - a staggering fortune if Gina allowed herself to think about it; but she tried not to. If she thought of the bet in financial terms – like, paying off the mortgage, or putting her kids through college – she’d be too concerned about preserving the money to stand any chance of winning it.

Instead, she just remembered that none of this money was hers. It was all just a game. The chips were just pieces of plastic; and she was playing the game to prove how smart she was, not because of the enormous financial reward at the end of it.

It was a good job she was thinking that way, because Aleister flipped his cards over and Gina saw stars.

Two Jacks – diamonds and clubs. A pair that trumped hers, and won Thelemas the post.

Gina’s head span. She suddenly had to grip the side of the table for support. She watched, dumbstruck, as her chips were piled up and slid across the green felt towards Thelemas.

This was it, she realized. She was left with just a small pile of chips now; enough to maybe stay in the game for one more hand, but afterwards, that was it.

And what made it so painful for her was that the fantastic price she’d paid had been worth it. It might have nearly bankrupted her – but she’d spotted Aleister Thelemas’ “tell.”


Chapter Seven

The croupier called a forty-five minute break.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please take the opportunity to order some food before our chefs retire for the night, and visit the powder room.” From the way some of the other players seemed buzzed, Gina could guess what the “powder” they might be taking way.

Stretching Gina slid off her stool – and was almost immediately joined by 2-Krew.

“Can I accompany you up to the VIP section, sugar?”

Rolling her eyes, Gina allowed 2-Krew to take her arm and escort her up the stairs.

In the “2-Krew Crib” Gina was very relieved to find Joy sitting fully clothed; although she was leaning into Raw Dawg as he regaled her with a raucous story, and Gina could already imagine the excuses Joy was going to try and sell her to let he “hang out” with the handsome black man when it became time to head home.

2-Krew grabbed Gina’s elbow.

“C’mon up to the bar with me,” he ordered – and at the mini bar at the back of the alcove, he opened up another bottle of Kristal with a “pop!”

Pouring Gina a glass, he offered her his to chink.

She looked up, into his dark brown eyes. Their glasses met with a ‘chink’. For a second, Gina felt butterflies in her stomach. Maybe it was the lateness of the night, or the numerous drinks talking, but 2-Krew was a very sexy man.

“So you’re nearly out of the game.” If that couldn’t bring her down to earth, nothing could.

“Yeah,” Gina growled. “I think I can make it through one more hand and then I’m toast.”

2-Krew shrugged.

“I’m bleeding chips, baby. I’m not going to be in much longer than you. Damn, but that British dude is good.”

2-Krew narrowed his eyes.

“Which kind of brings me to my point, sugar. I was thinking – after this is all over. How about you girls come back to my hotel suite with the boys.” He winked lasciviously. “I’m sure we could have enough fun to make up for our bad luck.”

Gina’s eyes widened. She was being propositioned by a world famous rapper! And looking over her shoulder – to where Joy was sitting, sandwiched between two horny black guys – she didn’t think she’d have any trouble convincing her friend to go along with it, if she’d been interested.

But despite the excitable butterflies in Gina’s stomach, she reminded herself that she was married – and there were more important things to think about.

“So listen,” Gina demanded, looking 2-Krew dead in the eye. “I’ve had a thought.”

“Oh? You interested in my proposition?”

“I’m going to make one to you in return – I want you to give me your chips.”

2-Krew’s brow creased.

“You what?”

“You said it yourself – you’re bleeding chips. But at the moment you’ve still got enough to play one or two really good hands.”

“Baby,” 2-Krew hissed, clearly offended. “I was playing some damn good hands back there.” He sniffed. “It was just the luck of the cards, is all.”

“Bullshit,” Gina snapped back – and 2-Krew reeled back; clearly unused to getting this kind of attitude. “You played gutless hands all night. You don’t have any balls. You could have won more than a few of those hands, I’m sure of it.”

“Hey,” the musician narrowed his eyes, “when I want gambling advice from a Rachel Ray wannabe, I’ll ask for it, okay? If you were so shit hot at this game, how come you’re asking me for my chips?”

“Because I’ve figured out his tell,” Gina hissed. “I reckon I can tell whether he’s bluffing or not. I can win this game now.”

2-Krew cocked his head on one side.

“Okay,” he murmured. “Let’s say I believe you. Why should I give you my chips? That’s $300,000 or thereabouts sitting on the table. What’s in it for me?”

“We split the winnings,” Gina explained. “Fifty fifty.”

“And what happens if you lose, eh? Then I’ll be out a hundred grand.”

“You’re going to be out a hundred grand anyway, the way you’re playing.”

“Yeah, but at least then I’ll have the pleasure of losing it my own damn self.”

Gina fell silent. He had a point.

But then 2-Krew grinned; showing off rows of beautiful white teeth.

“I’ll tell you what. You want my chips? I’ll swap them.”

“Swap them?” Gina narrowed his eyes. “For what?”

“For what I suggested earlier: After the game, you come back to my hotel and entertain me and the boys. ‘Cept this time, I’m paying for the privilege.”

Gina went white.

“W-what?”

“You heard me.”

“I’m not sure I did.”

“What I’m saying, my sexy mama, is that you and that blonde MILF friend of yours come back to my hotel suite and me and the boys make use of you until we can’t get it up any more. If you want my chips, I’ll gladly give them to you in return for that promise.”

Gina balled her hands up into fists.

“Listen,” she hissed. “I’m a married woman. And so is Joy, over there.” She jerked her thumb in the direction of her best friend.

“Oh, I saw,” 2-Krew scoffed. “She’s so happily married, she’s letting Raw Dawg eat her out on the couch.”

Gina’s cheeks turned red.

“She’s just had a couple of drinks,” she stammered. “Joy’s not responsible for…”

“Shaddup,” 2-Krew growled. “If she’s responsible enough to be ordering bottles of Kristal and flirting with my homies there, she’s sober enough to decide for herself whether she wants to get eaten out in the goddamn VIP room.” The handsome black man narrowed his eyes. “I think she’d be game. The question is: Are you?”

Gina froze.

“You want my chips?” He growled. “Are you really that sure you can beat Aleister Whatshisname out there?”

She said nothing, her mind racing.

“I’ll give you my chips, sugar. I’ll hand ‘em on over with a metaphorical fucking cherry on top. Whether you can wring a million dollars out of ‘em is up to you.”

The beautiful housewife stood there in a quandary.

She was questioning herself. Double guessing what she’d seen. Trying desperately to talk herself out of what she was about to do.

But the fact was, she had seen Thelema’s “tell.” It was unmistakable – and that knowledge, combined with her acting skills and a pile of chips, could win her the tournament.

Not could, she told herself. Would.

But would she be willing to pay the price?

Gina suddenly looked up – locking eyes with the handsome rapper.

“How about this,” she suggested. “If I go up there and blow it, Joy and I will come back to your hotel sweet and make good. But if I win the prize money, you and I split it half and half and Joy and I go home free.”

At hearing this, 2-Krew erupted into howls of laughter.

“Dayum, girl! You think I’m into this for the money?” He lowerered his head, and breathed into the housewife’s ear: “I made forty million last year in record sales alone.”

He reached out and squeezed her shoulder.

“Girl, this is a hobby. I wouldn’t even be here unless I had a hundred grand to throw away. You think I really care what happens to those chips?” He shrugged his broad shoulders. “This is just a game to me.”

And then, the handsome black man sneered:

“And you think you’re too good to give it up for a quarter of a million dollars of chips? Really?” 2-Krew rubbed his jaw. “I could call up half a dozen escort agencies tonight and have two girls delivered to my hotel suite for less than a tenth of that.”

His eyes narrowed.

“The reason I’m offering this to you is a whim. You and your friend are sexy ass white girls with husbands and kids back home. I like the idea of screwing a married woman – I really do – but only if she wants it.”

The big man leaned closer

“What I’m offering you now is the deal of a lifetime. There’s three hundred grand of chips up on that table. You think pornstars make that much for screwing a room full of hung black dudes? You think even those high-class escort girls charge that kind of dollar? Honey, that’s more than most women’s coochies could earn them in a lifetime.”

2-Krew leaned in closer to Gina; until she could smell the champagne on his breath.

“So what do you say, sugar?”

Gina’s mind raced.

A million dollars. If she was right, and if she really had spotted Thelema’s tell, she could walk away from this evening with a million dollars in cold, hard cash.

That was the mortgage paid off, free and clear. That was the credit cards and her student loans and the car payments paid off. That was enough to send all three kids to college – and still leave enough for her and her husband to go on vacation.

It was a monumental, life-changing amount of money – and it was within her grasp.

But at what cost? She looked around the alcove, at the five loud and raucous young black men, drinking and laughing. She looked down at her friend Joy, who was flirting intensely with Raw Dawg and Prime Cut.

If she went back to the hotel with them, it would be a night of debauchery and sin like she’d never experienced; never even fantasized about.

If her husband ever found out, it would mean divorce, instantly. And could she live with herself afterward? Didn’t this make her a whore? Was her dignity – and her body – really for sale for a million dollars?

And then Gina took a deep breath, and drained her glass of Kristal.

Of course it was.

Hell, if her husband had been there right then and there, and she’d told him about the offer, he would probably even have agreed with her.

Narrowing her eyes, Gina looked up and 2-Krew.

“Okay,” she said coolly. “It’s a deal.”

And she felt a throb between her legs as she said it.

***

Gina’s knew her challenge was going to be Joy.

Not two hours earlier, she’d yelled at her best friend for getting down and dirty with two of 2-Krew’s posse. Now she was going to have to convince her to go back to their hotel suite after the poker game.

And while Gina didn’t think convincing Joy would be too much of a problem, she realized what a blazing hypocrite this would make her; and she didn’t think Joy would ever let that go.

So as Gina crossed the alcove, to speak to her best friend, she decided then and there that the prize money would have to be split. It was Gina’s gamble. It was Gina’s ridiculous idea. But if the cost of this opportunity involved her friend, she owed her.

Joy was slumped on the white couches, one leg resting on top of Raw Dawg’s knee, and her arm curled around Prime Cut’s shoulders. She was behaving herself, clearly – but from her body language and expression, Gina guessed it wouldn’t take much to tip her into doing something her husband would disapprove of.

“Hey, Joy,” Gina knelt by her friend. “Can I talk to you for a moment?” She glared at Prime Cut and Raw Dawg. “Alone?”

The two handsome black guys didn’t seem offended. They gave Gina nonchalant nods and Raw Dawg murmured: “S’cool, sugar. We’ll go get you girls some drinks.”

After they’d both got up and headed to the bar, Gina grabbed her friend’s hand and squeezed it.

She was about to explain everything – and how Joy was going to go home half a million dollars richer as a result – when her friend interrupted her.

“Hey, listen, Gina,” Joy snapped, narrowing her big, blue eyes and leaning forward. “I know what you’re thinking, but I’m going to go home with them.”

Gina’s jaw dropped.

“I don’t care what you think,” Joy continued – she’d obviously been thinking about this confrontation all evening, and was blurting out her argument incredibly aggressively, without giving Gina a chance to speak. “I know I’m a married woman, but I need this.”

Gina blinked.

She tried to get the words out. Tried to say: “It’s okay” and explain how Joy’s decision was going to benefit them both. But she couldn’t. She was so floored at how her friend was reacting.

And Joy didn’t quit talking:

“Trevor and I do it maybe once a month,” she continued, talking about the husband she’d left on Long Island. “He doesn’t make me feel special any more. He doesn’t make me feel sexy. And these guys do.”

Joy grabbed Gina’s arm and leaned in closer:

“I need this,” she repeated, “and you’re going to let me have it. You’re my best friend, so don’t you dare fucking say anything.” Her eyes narrowed. “You owe me this.”

Gina didn’t know what to say.

She’d approached Joy expecting to have to cajole her into this crazy situation. Instead her friend was practically threatening her to let it happen.

Gina felt a hot flash of anger. This was typical of her friend; the crazy broad who turned into a tramp every time you poured a few drinks down her. It reminded Gina of all the nights they’d spent together back in her twenties; when Joy would yell at her friend for trying to talk her out of going home with whichever loser she’d picked that night – and then yell at her the next morning for “letting me do that.”

Gina’s lips narrowed.

Well, fuck her.

If Joy wanted this so badly, she could have it. It served Gina’s purpose perfectly, and Joy’s culpability meant that this momentous indiscretion – this divorce-worthy “indecent proposal” – was going to remain a secret between them.

But if Joy thought she was getting a cut of that money?

Well, fuck her.

Taking a deep breath, Gina swallowed down her anger. She forced herself to smile, and patted Joy on the hand.

“Okay,” Gina breathed. “You need this? It’s okay.” She rubbed Joy’s arm; feeling guilty about spinning this situation around; so Joy would feel like Gina was doing her a favor. “What happens in Atlantic City stays in Atlantic City, right?”

Joy’s eyes widened. She smiled, and leaned forward. Before Gina could process it, she felt Joy’s wet, warm lips on hers.

“Thank you,” almost as soon as she’d kissed her, Joy backed away. “Thank you, baby.” She rubbed Gina’s arm. “You’re the best, you know that? I love you.”

Gina swallowed, and forced herself to smile back.

In some ways, she was utterly betraying her best friend. But in other ways, her best friend had been betraying her – by pulling this kind of shit for as long as they’d known each other.

It was payback; that was all. A million dollars’ worth of it.

***

Gina left Joy and headed back to the bar. A glance at the clock behind the counter revealed that it was almost five o’clock in the morning, and the 45-minute break was practically over.

“So,” 2-Krew demanded, as she stepped up to the bar and took the glass of champagne he offered her. “Your pretty blonde friend in?”

Gina nodded: “She’s in.”

A wide smile spread across the handsome musician’s face.

“Dayum,” he sneered. “You know, I’ve paid for plenty of pussy in my time, but damned if this isn’t the deal of a lifetime.” He reached over and his big hand curled around Gina’s left breast. He squeezed. She remained impassive; realizing that he was merely sampling the goods he’d bought and paid for.

Well, not paid for yet, anyway.

“Keep your hands off the merchandise. You need to go down to the croupier and square this deal away first,” she ordered.

2-Krew purred like a hungry jungle cat.

“Okay, baby,” he nodded. “But I need a down payment first.”

“Oh?” Gina’s eyes widened. “Like what?”

2-Krew leaned forward and stroked her arm.

“Your panties.”

“My what?”

“You heard.” The tall man leaned in so close that Gina could feel his breath on her neck. “Hand ‘em over, sweetheart.”

She swallowed.

With trembling fingers, Gina reached under the hem of her too-short dress and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. She wiggled her bottom, and slid them down over her hips. A moment later, she was stepping out of them, and handing them to 2-Krew.

The big man balled up her thong panties in his hand and lifted them to his nose – giving them a long, predatory sniff.

“Mmmmmm,” he purred. “Smells good.” He winked, and Gina felt a throb in her now-bare pussy. “I can’t wait to taste it.”


Chapter Eight

The break was over. The remaining poker players re-gathered at the table.

Aleister Thelemas was sitting at the head of the table, and his impassive white face was like a mask. He reviewed the remaining players like a wolf surveying a herd of sheep.

But as Gina stepped down the stairs and took her place back at the poker table, she wasn’t fazed by his sneering demeanor. She was onto something – and in a few hands of the deck, he wouldn’t know what hit him.

As long as, that wass, the organizers of the game were willing to accommodate 2-Krew and Gina’s arrangement.

To answer that question, 2-Krew himself swaggered up to the croupier, and jerked his thumb towards his pile of chips.

“Yo, dude. The lady and I had a private hand of cards back in our alcove, during the break – and I lost. I’m paying her in my chips. That okay?”

The croupier frowned – peering at the imposing figure of 2-Krew, and then at the small, sexy woman he was trying to give his chips to.

“You want to give your chips to another player?”

“Yeah,” 2-Krew nodded. “It’s my money, right? I can do that.”

“Technically, that would be considered “going south”,” the Croupier explained. “But since Mr. Thelemas is sponsoring this game, I believe it’s his call.”

2-Krew’s dark faced turned a little paler when he heard that.

But not missing a beat, the tall musician followed the croupier to the head of the table, where Aleister Thelemas was sitting, like a porcelain Buddha, overlooking his domain.

Gina watched this from her stool – sitting in front of her own, significantly diminished pile of chips. She barely had a few thousand left. If that had been real money – money she could have cashed in and walked home with – it would be an incredible fortune.

As it was, it meant nothing.

Winner takes all, she remembered.

At the head of the table, Aleister Thelemas sat, impassively counting his chips. When the croupier shuffled over to him, he cocked his big, bald head to one side and listened.

And Gina watched him intently as he did so; because this was going to be her chance to prove her theory; that she’d spotted his “tell.”

Thelemas nodded at the croupier and straightened up. He beckoned towards Gina and 2-Krew with one of his big, podgy hands.

Throwing each other a knowing, concerned look, Gina and her partner slid off their stools and crossed the room to where Aleister was sitting.

The big man didn’t even turn to look at them. Still counting his cards, he murmured: “I hear you have made an arrangement. Is this true?”

2-Krew sniffed definitely. “Yeah, it’s true. You got a problem with that, friend?”

Thelemas stopped counting. Slowly, his big, white head swivelled until he was staring up at the two of them intently.

From the inside pocket of his jacket, he pulled a silver-plated inhaler and took a deep puff from it.

“The game is Winner Takes All,” the podgy Englishman said, in his crisp accent. “You handing your chips to the young lady here does not diminish the amount of money still in play.” He took another puff, and smacked his lips. “Therefore I am not concerned.”

2-Krew looked to Gina, and then back at Thelemas.

“So we’re cool, brother?”

“Indeed,” the big man said impassively.

“And me and my crew will just hang back and watch the rest of the game.” He jerked his thumb towards the alcove filled with his posse. “Seein’ as it’s bought and paid for, I figure I’ve got every right to.”

Thelemas dismissed them with a wave of his hand. “It’s of no concern to me.” He narrowed his eyes at Gina. “Now take your place, young lady – and let’s play some poker.”

***

Moments later, Gina was back on her stool – and the croupier was sliding 2-Krews pile of chips over to her.

She had a fortune in front of her – the third largest stake in the game now. With just five players left, she knew she had a shot; but not enough of one for Thelemas to pay any special attention to her at this point.

2-Krew lingered over her shoulder for a second.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” he told her. “I suppose I shouldn’t care either way – in any event, you and your friend are payin’ up after this is all over.” But then he shrugged. “Still. You’re a nice lady.” He reached out and touched her shoulder. “I want this to work out for you.”

Gina smiled up at the handsome black man.

“Thanks,” she nodded. “Now, go and pour yourself a drink and watch me earn a million dollars.”

As 2-Krew left, the game began again. The dealer drew the three cards of the Flop and then passed out cards to the assembled players. Gina looked at hers, and saw a disappointing two of clubs and five of spades – giving her at best a low-ranked pair when slid into the Flop.

But it didn’t matter – she needed a few hands to get her groove on anyway.

Gina passed on that first hand, and saw Thelemas ride it around the table twice; egging on one of the other amateur poker players until he’d gambled half his chips on the outcome. Gina started to get concerned; she hadn’t spotted Thelemas’ “tell” yet.

But when the hand was eventually called, she discovered why. The pale Englishman had been bluffing. He had a similarly poor hand – a single pair of fours – and had been riding the other player on bluster alone.

That gave Gina all the insight she needed. She knew now when Thelemas was holding a good hand, and when he was bluffing – and that’s all she needed.

The next hand, Gina was dealt a great hand – enough to build a straight flush when combined with the cards in the flop. She peered at Thelemas thoughtfully as he met the first raise, and figured that he wasn’t holding any cards of particular value.

So she focused instead on the other players.

Biting her bottom lip, she pretended to be concerned about her hand. As a rank amateur being dealt in thanks to winning slots ticket, it didn’t take much to paint herself as uncertain and nervous – and the other players fell for it.

They raised on the next round; and Thelemas folded – neatly confirming Gina’s instincts about him. Gina deliberately nibbled at her nails and stalled at meeting the next raise; and managed to coax another round of raises out of the other players by doing so.

On the third round, the hand was called – and Gina easily won; defeating a full house and three-of-a-kind. Piles of chips were pushed across the table towards her, and Gina suddenly found herself in the enviable position of being second in the game.

Slightly less enviable was the interested glare that Thelemas gave her as she collected her winnings – as if he’d suddenly cottoned onto the fact that she was a better player than he might have realized; and that allowing her to accept 2-Krew’s chips might not have been his smartest move.

“Well played, young lady,” Aleister nodded dryly, as she assembled her chips into neat stacks. “That was very neatly done.”

“Well, you know,” Gina tried to blow it off, “beginner’s luck.”

The corners of Thelemas’ lips turned up slightly.

“At this level of poker? There’s no such thing as luck.” His eyes narrowed. “I think this game just got interesting.

And it had.

Gina was dealt an ace in the next hand; which gave her three of a kind when paired with the two aces in the Flop. It was a respectable hand, but she decided to fold when she looked across the table at Thelemas.

Why?

Because she’d noticed the subtlest, almost imperceptible color appear in his cheeks – a flush that she’d identified as a “tell” for when he had a hand of cards worth getting excited about.

And she soon learned she’d made the right decision.

The player who’d beaten Aleister in the earlier round had imagined he’d smelt blood; and so repeated his strategy. He called high raises on the first round, and then the second. When Thelemas met his raises, he pushed the last of his chips forward and challenged: “All in.”

Thelemas nodded; and the hand was called.

A moment later, stunned, the wannabe poker star was watching his entire pile of chips get pushed towards Aleister Thelemas.

“But…” his mouth opened and shut like a fish. “I was sure…”

One of his group of friends stepped out of the alcove, down the steps and slowly led the blinking player away from the table.

The next few rounds of hands played out in a similar fashion. Gina only played when she was sure she couldn’t see the flush of excitement in Thelemas’ cheeks – and that allowed her to out-bid and out-bluff the two other players and drain their pile of chips. She personally knocked one of the remaining players out with a triumphant four of a kind. The last player lost to Thelemas, going “all in” out of desperation.

Finally, it was just Gina and the Englishman at the table.

“Now things get interesting,” Thelemas nodded, and he tossed his ante into the pot.

Gina followed; and then watched his face intently as the cards her dealt.

She played aggressively during the next two hands, and won both of them. On the third hand, the flush to Thelemas’ cheeks didn’t display itself, so she rode a single pair of tens further than any rational player should have done - and was rewarded with a fat pile of chips in return.

“Hurumph,” Thelemas grumbled, as he watched his stockpile of chips diminish. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his inhaler; taking two puffs.

The big Englishman didn’t say anything, but he didn’t need to. Gina could tell that she’d got him flustered. That single “hurumph” was more emotion than he’d expressed all evening.

And then things changed.

Gina could tell the moment she’d tossed her chips into the ante and looked at her cards. She held the Two of Spades and the Four of Spades – and that give her a Straight Flush when combined with the cards in the flop – a million-to-one hand that was one of the highest in poker.

But at the same time, Thelemas was showing his tell – his cheeks turned pink almost imperceptibly.

Now was the make-or-break moment; and Gina had to go for it.

When it was her turn, she paused and counted to ten slowly in her head; trying to give the impression that she was uncertain about what she was about to do; despite never having been more sure of anything in her life.

Eventually, she spoke:

“It’s late,” she told Thelemas. “And we could be here all night swapping chips. How about we give the folks watching this a show to remember?”

Aleister’s piggy little eyes narrowed.

“What did you have in mind, young lady?”

“You and I pretty much have the same number of chips,” she observed – and then pushed her entire stack into the center of the table. “How about we go All In?”

Aleister’s face froze.

After Gina’s careful strategy throughout the game, this was an out-of-character move. The outcome of this one hand would, ultimately, decide the game.

But in whose favour would the cards fall?

Gina knew that Thelemas held a very good hand – the flush in his cheeks was the “tell” that confirmed that. But how good?

Enough to bet a million dollars on?

But therein lied Gina’s strategy. Thelemas had warned her that there was “no such thing as luck” in this level of poker; but that didn’t stop each hand being a gamble.

There was no way either player could know for sure that they had the winning hand; and that was what made it so addictive - and that addiction was like a drug.

Aleister Thelemas licked his lips. He peered down at his pile of chips, and then across the table towards Gina’s.

And just as Gina had gambled he would, he pushed the chips across the table.

“All in,” he said emotionlessly.

There was a hush around the poker table, as all the people still watching realized that the winner was about to be decided.

Thelemas’ hand was the first to be laid down – and it was two aces. That gave him an unbeatable three-of-a-kind; a very good hand. He allowed himself to smile as Gina watched his cards lined up with the others in the flop.

But it was only other three-of-a-kind hands that would be unbeatable; and when Gina passed her cards over, that smile quickly reversed itself.

A straight flush – from the Ace of Spades to the Five of Spades in an unbroken progression.

Gina had won.

There was a hush through the room, and then murmuring voices as people began to realize what had happened. The croupier started passing all the chips over to Gina, and she looked in amazement as a million dollars slid towards her.

And Aleister Thelemas flopped back in his chair, utterly defeated.

For a moment, he lounged there, like a deflated bullfrog. Then, he looked up at Gina, narrowed his eyes and hissed: “You cheat.”

“Now, now, sir,” the dealer reached out and touched Thelemas’ shoulder. “Everything was above board and per-the-rules.”

Thelemas shook the dealer’s hand off his shoulders and pushed back his chair. Standing up, he pointed at Gina and hissed: “You and that black bastard were conspiring! That’s why he gave you her chips.” He turned to the dealer. “They were cheating.”

“Sir,” the dealer said very evenly and calmly, “it was your choice to allow them to do that – and there was no impropriety during the game itself.”

Thelemas’ fat face turned pink.

“This is an outrage,” he hissed; and then wheeling around, he marched off towards the door snarling and hissing.

Gina watched him go, and didn’t breathe until the fat Englishman was out of the room. Then, exhausted, she flopped back into her seat.

It was over.

And, more than that, she’d won.

She’d won!

A million dollars. More money than she’d possibly imagined in her lifetime. And it was hers!

She felt tears well up in her eyes. This was like a dream.

“Miss,” it was Ted Blundel, the “microphone man” from earlier. “Miss, are you okay?” Gina sniffed and looked up at him through tear-filled eyes. “You’ve won.”

From there, it was kind of a blur. She was dragged out of her seat and in front of a camera for a moment, where Ted prompted her to talk about the game, and winning, and how great the hotel was – she couldn’t even remember half of what she said.

Then somebody else in a suit came – she’d have pegged him as a banker, but it turned out it was one of the people who ran the behind-the-scenes cash desk of the casino. He had her sign half a dozen different forms – tax forms, releases, indemnities…

And then she heard the magic words: “The money’s yours.”

Ted Blundel shook her by her limp hand.

“We’ll have a cashier’s check written up for you at 3pm tomorrow,” he glanced at his watch. “Actually, that would be today, I suppose.”

Gina’s head swam. A million dollars? Today?

“T-that’s fine,” she stammered. Do I just come back here?”

“Meet me in the lobby and I’ll assist you,” Ted nodded – and then he yawned. “But if you don’t mind, I’d like to get a few hours of sleep first.”

And just like that, it was over. The crowd of other players and their friends and family were dissipating, and none had much to say to Gina, as she sat on her stool. Small wonder, she thought. Most of the other players had wanted to be in her place at the end of the night.

Suddenly, she felt a heavy hand on her shoulder. She turned and looked up; into the dark and smoldering eyes of 2-Krew.

“Well,” the handsome musician grinned. “You did it.” He bent down and kissed her rather sweetly on the cheek. “You told me you could do it, and you did.”

And then his lips moved - pressing hard against her mouth.

Gina’s eyes grew wide as she felt the soft, yet insistent pressure of 2-Krews lips on hers. Instinctively – she was a good kisser, after all – her mouth opened; and a moment later his tongue slipped inside her mouth.

“Mmmmm,” licking his lips, 2-Krew reluctantly pulled away. “I’m going to enjoy collecting what you owe me.” And then he squeezed her hand and helped her slide off the barstool.

Hand in hand, they stepped up into the alcove, where 2-Krew’s posse were swigging the last of their drinks and grabbing their coats.

Gina found Joy right where she’d left her – on one of the leather couches. The only difference was, Raw Dawg was making out with her hot-and-heavy, tongue down her throat and hand up her skirt. Meanwhile, Prime Cut had one of her big, milky breasts out of her dress and was sucking on her pink nipple eagerly.

Gina rolled her eyes.

“C’mon, crew,” 2-Krew ordered, and even the two men ravishing Joy looked up. “Let’s keep this party going back at the hotel.” And with that, he led the way to the exit.

Gina scurried over to where Joy was sitting. Lipstick smudged, hair all mussed up and her face flushed, she looked like she’d been making out with those two guys for a while.

“Oh, hi Gina,” Joy murmured, popping her stray boob back into her dress. “Grab your coat.” She wrapped her fingers around Gina’s wrist. “We’re going back to their hotel.”

Gina nodded, dumbfounded.

Joy hadn’t even asked her if she’d won.

***

The elevator whizzed them down from the top floor to the lobby, and outside the valets were bringing 2-Krew’s car out.

Gina and Joy widened their eyes in appreciation as it rolled up – a blinged-out, fully-loaded Cadillac Escalade; with the heavy base of one of 2-Krew’s best-selling singles thumping through the sub-woofers.

Prime Cut and Raw Dog grabbed Joy’s hands and led her into the back seat, closely followed by Jolt and Loko.

“You’re sittin’ up front with me,” 2-Krew insisted, helping her up the step and into the enormous leather seats. Goldie, following closely behind, cupped one of Gina’s ass cheeks in his big hand as she climbed up.

A moment later, the big car was rolling down Atlantic Avenue with the bass thumping.

“Damn, girl,” 2-Krew laughed, as he grabbed the steering wheel with one hand and wrapped his arm around her shoulders with the other. “You’re a millionaire.”

“I-I guess I am,” Gina nodded, not quite believing it herself.

“Well, listen to me,” 2-Krew laughed. “You and your friend back there have a bargain to hold up – and it doesn’t look like blondie is wasting any time.”

Gina bit her lip and turned around. She peered into the back seat and found Joy sitting between Prime Cut and Raw Dawg, making out with Prime Cut furiously.

What made her eyes widen, though, was that both of Joy’s hands were full. The two black men had opened their flies and pulled out enormous black dicks; and Joy was absent-mindedly jerking both of them off – one in each hand – as she feasted on Prime Cut’s lips and tongue.

And to make matters more interesting, both the boys in the third row, Jolt and Loko, were reaching over to squeeze her breasts through her dress; mauling her like she was a pork chop.

“So,” 2-Krew grabbed the top of Gina’s head and forcibly swivelled her head back around. “How about you start making good on your head of the deal?”

And with that, he let go of her hand, put his hand in his lap, and unzipped his fly…


Chapter Thirteen

So that’s how Gina found herself on her hands and knees, in the front seat of a Cadillac Escalade, sucking the dick of the multi-millionaire hip hop artist. It would be a hell of a story to tell the grandkids; assuming she was every comfortable with her grandkids finding out that she was a whore.

As the sun sparkled over the rough, thrashing water of the Atlantic Ocean, 2-Krew eased the Cadillac up the ramp of the Showboat Hotel & Casino and eased his foot onto the brakes.

Before the valet could reach them, he grabbed a fistful of Gina’s hair and roughly pulled her head out of his lap. His enormous dick slithered from between her lips, and gasping for air, Gina wiped the saliva from her chin.

“Ease up, girl,” 2-Krew grinned. “I’m planning on busting my nut in that sweet little pussy of yours, not that warm, wet mouth.”

Knocking the Escalade into ‘park’, 2-Krew swung open the door and slid his long, lean body onto the asphalt. He handed the waiting valet a twenty dollar bill.

“Not a scratch, you dig?”

Then he turned and helped Gina from the car.

She struggled to pull down her dress so it covered her bare ass and pussy. She was acutely aware that her lipstick was smeared, her mascara was running and her lips were swollen from sucking cock. She looked like a whore; and the impressed look the valet gave as 2-Krew held her hand and helped her out of the car reinforced that.

But although Gina was worried about her appearance, she looked like the Virgin Mary compared to Joy. Gina’s blond best friend slithered out of the back seat and flashed all and sundry her bare pussy, as her skirt rode up her thighs. She was struggling to cram her breasts back into her tight dress; and her makeup and hair was mussed up spectacularly.

“You all have a good morning,” the valet grinned, staring hungrily at Gina’s backside as 2-Krew wrapped a protective arm around her shoulders. The Valet’s eyes didn’t leave her ass until 2-Krew led her through the doors of the Showboat. Joy and the rest of 2-Krew’s posse followed.

The lobby was pretty-much deserted at six in the morning, and the elevators were empty as they crammed inside and started whizzing upstairs.

A moment later, the gang was swaggering down the corridor and 2-Krew unlocked and swung open the door to their luxurious suite.

“Wow,” Gina breathed, as she drank in the sight of the gorgeous, two-level room. “This place is amazing.”

Rich, wood floors, thick carpets and Asian-inspired stained glass and molding made the room look like something out of a movie. An enormous bed was on the raised half of the suite, while a curved sofa sat in front of an enormous plasma TV.

“It’s the House of Blues Studio Suite,” 2-Krew said proudly, as he threw the keys onto the dresser and led Gina inside. “Now let’s get this party started.”

The door swung shut.

Prime Cut and Raw Dawg wasted no time leading Joy over to the couch, where she flopped back onto the Indian-print cushions and allowed the two horny men to start groping and fondling her.

Meanwhile, Jolt switched on the massive plasma TV. Immediately, some hot-and-heavy interracial porn started playing; with massive black cocks sliding inside tight white orifices accompanied by awkwardly loud moans and groans.

“Don’t worry,” 2-Krew grinned, as he swept Gina up into his arms. “They can’t hear it next door – we checked.”

Then he pressed his lips against hers.

Gina swooned. Part of her still felt monstrously guilty at what she was doing – but then the rest of her was just getting swept up in the moment; with the alcohol, and the excitement, and of this rich and wealthy man finding her so attractive.

She kissed him back, and her body responded. Her nipples hardened until they poked noticeably through the material of her dress. Between her legs, her bare pussy was growing moist again; still tingling at the memory of Goldie’s fingers buried in there just minutes earlier.

“C’mon,” 2-Krew curled his fingers around hers. “Follow me.”

He led Gina up the two steps to the bed section of the suite.

As she followed him, Gina turned and looked down towards the couches. There, Joy was being peeled out of her dress; her pale, curvy body contrasting with the dark, brown hands of the two men caressing and stroking her.

Raw Dawg was making out with Joy passionately, squeezing her round, milky breasts with his strong hands. Meanwhile, Prime Cut was kissing her soft belly, while sliding two fingers in and out of her bare, glistening pussy.

At the top of the steps, 2-Krew picked Gina up like she weighed nothing, and tossed her onto the bed. She giggled as she bounced up and down, landing on her back.

Then she groaned.

She was lying, staring at the ceiling, when she felt 2-Krew’s fingers around her ankles. He was lifting and separating her legs; and Gina’s dress rode up until she felt the cool air conditioning on her bare pussy.

“Lie back,” 2-Krew ordered; and then she felt his hot breath on her inner thighs.

“Oh, God!” Gina’s fingers curled into fists, snarling up fistfuls of the sheets as she writhed on the bed.

She felt 2-Krew’s hot lips brush her inner thighs, and then plant gentle kisses upwards, towards her pussy. His fingertips brushed her stomach. And then she felt a hot, wet tongue slather between her pussy lips and open then up like a blossoming flower.

“Mmmm,” the handsome rapper lifted his head from between her thighs. “You taste delicious.” And then he got back to feasting.

Gina moaned and spread her legs wider, lost in the delicious sensation. 2-Krew’s warm lips and nimble tongue were swirling in wet circles around her clit, and as her pussy gushed moisture, she felt him press two insistent fingers against her lips.

Gina bit her lips as her slutty pussy opened up to greedily suck his fingers inside her. Together, his two fingers were as thick and as filling as pretty much as cock she’d experienced; and when they were buried knuckle-deep inside her, 2-Krew curled them to massage her g-spot with his fingertips.

“Oh, my God,” Gina tossed and thrashed on the bed. Her hands pulled down the front of her dress and she squeezed and pinched her nipples. She wrapped her thighs around 2-Krew’s face and bucked her hips to grind herself against his slurping tongue.

“I-I’m cumming,” she cried; and gushed into 2-Krew’s mouth. Like a tidal wave, an orgasm washed over her, and Gina’s back arched off the bed as she felt the explosion detonate between her legs.

For painfully perfect moments, her whole body tensed. Then, Gina flopped back onto the bed like a rag doll; just in time to watch 2-Krew lift his head from between her legs and lick his glistening lips.

“You’re wetter than April in Seattle,” the handsome wrapper grinned, as he straightened up and towered over her. “I’m going to go inside you so smooth and easy.”

And with that, he pulled off his sweater, revealing a chiselled, brown torso and rippling muscles. “Lie back, sweetie.” He unbuckled his pants, and that monstrous hard-on reared out from between his legs.

“Oh, God,” Gina’s eyes widened as she saw it; but her pussy pulsed in eager anticipation.

“Okay, baby,” 2-Krew crawled, naked, onto the bed. “I’ve been waiting all night for this.” He positioned himself between her thighs, and Gina trembled at the hot, hard body crushing her to the bed.

“W-wait,” she stammered, as 2-Krew gripped the base of his enormous cock and aimed the head between the lips of her pussy. “What about a c-condom?”

2-Krew laughed, and focused on sliding the tip of his rock-hard cock up and down, between the lips of Gina’s eager pussy.

“I don’t have any,” he told her. “Don’t worry, I’m clean.”

But that was only part of Gina’s concern. Her husband had a vasectomy a year earlier, so she wasn’t on any form of birth control – but as the warm hardness pressed against her eager pussy, she found it harder and harder to resist.

In the end, knowing what she was doing was reckless and wrong, Gina wrapped her arms around 2-Krew’s slender hips and pulled him forward.

His cock pressed against the lips of her pussy.

“Ohhhhh,” she wailed, as her cunt opened up eagerly to accept him; and 2-Krew pushed.

It was like being split in two; the sheer girth of his enormous cock stretched and filled her in a way she’d never experienced before. It was uncomfortable, but exquisite; satisfying in a way she didn’t even know existed.

“Mmmm,” 2-Krew breathed hotly in her ear. “You’re tight.”

A moment later, she felt his bony hips against her clit, and she realized she’d taken every inch of him; impaled on a foot of African hardwood.

“Damn, this feels good,” 2-Krew murmured, as he began to fuck her.

His muscular body thrust back and forth, and that enormous cock slid out of Gina’s tight little pussy, and then thrust back to stretch and fill her anew. It was amazing.

Gina flopped her head to one side, and she found herself staring at Joy, down in the seating area of the suite.

Her best friend was lying naked on the couch, one leg hanging over the back of the sofa, and the other on the floor.

Between her legs, a naked Raw Dawg was fucking her deeply and slowly; his enormous cock sliding in and out of her pale, pink pussy. Gina noticed, with a throb between her legs, that Raw Dawg was living up to his name; and fucking the fertile housewife bareback. Gina didn’t want to think about how long Joy and her husband had been trying for a baby; or whether or not the blond was ovulating.

Bent over the couch at the other end was Prime Cut, also naked. He was offering his straining cock to Joy’s eager mouth, and she was eagerly sucking it, and slurping at the length of his shaft with her tongue. One of her pale hands was squeezing his muscular brown ass; eagerly pulling him towards her.

Gina bit her lip. It was like watching real-life porn, except it was staring her best friend. The whole sight was made even more surreal by the fact that real-life porn was playing in the background; mirroring the black-on-white action going on in front of it.

“Aww, shit,” 2-Krew was breathing hotly into Gina’s ear, and she turned her head to make out with him. For a few moments, they kissed passionately; and then 2-Krew pulled his mouth away to stammer: “I’m gonna cum soon.”

Gina felt it; his cock swelling up deep inside of her, stretching her pussy in all sorts of delicious ways she didn’t think were possible.

“Tell me you want it,” 2-Krew demanded, as his thrusts picked up the pace. “Tell me you want me to cum in you, you sexy slut.”

Gina felt her g-spot being pounded by each of 2-Krew’s thrusts. His hips were grinding against her clit. She realized she was close to cumming as well.

“Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, clutching his shoulders and humping her hips up against his. “Cum in me! Fill me up!”

She bit her lip. Oh, shit, she was close.

“Here it comes,” 2-Krew groaned, and then his whole body went rigid.

His back arched, and his hips dug into hers; jamming his cock as deeply inside of her as it would go. Gina cried out in discomfort, and then moaned in hot, guttural pleasure. She could feel his cock swell, and throb – and then she felt herself filled with spurts of burning wetness.

“Oh, fuuuck,” 2-Krew groaned, as he emptied his balls inside Gina’s willing pussy. “God, yes.”

And as each spurt flooded into her, Gina came too – sinking her teeth into 2-Krew’s shoulder and rolling her eyes as her whole body shuddered and trembled.

For a moment, the two of them remained locked in simultaneous orgasm. Then, slowly, the ecstasy subsided and they both went limp; flopping into each other’s arms in a sweaty, sticky pile.

“Oh, God,” Gina’s eyes rolled up into her head. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard.”

“Mmmm,” 2-Krew kissed her wetly on the lips. “We ain’t even started yet, girl.”

And with that, he peeled his sticky skin from hers, and his softening cock slithered from inside her. Gina yelped as she felt it followed by a deluge of warm, wet cum; which ran down the crack of her ass onto the sheets beneath her.

Struggling to sit up, Gina saw 2-Krew pad to the bedside table and take a swig from a bottle of Poland Spring. But as he did so, he was looking at Goldie; and Gina could see that the big, gold-toothed man was stripping out his clothes.

She shuddered; realizing what was coming next.


Chapter Fourteen

Naked, Goldie looked like a strategically-shaved bear. His body was immense; like a bald, brown gorilla covered in tattoos. Enormous, muscled arms were contrasted with a fleshy, bulky torso; he was strong, without being lean.

But what Gina was staring at was his cock – hard as a rock, and protruding from his crotch like a gnarled piece of wood; veiny and throbbing.

It wasn’t as long as 2-Krew’s, but it looked fatter somehow; and Gina wondered if it would split her in half.

“Get up onto your knees,” Goldie demanded, and the bed rocked as he clambered onto it. Gina quickly obeyed, not wanting to be crushed by this immense man.

She rolled onto her hands and knees and offered up her ass to him, peering over her shoulder as Goldie shuffled up behind her.

“Her pussy’s as warm and tight as apple pie,” 2-Krew called, slurping at his drink. “You’re gonna enjoy her.”

Gina blinked. How exactly was apple pie ‘tight’?

Goldie didn’t seem to care. With one hand, he stroked Gina’s round, ripe ass. With the other, he abruptly fingered her – two fingers pressing against her pussy lips and sliding immediately inside. She yelped.

“Damn, bro,” Goldie laughed. “Sloppy seconds.” He pulled his fingers out of her, and Gina saw they came away glistening with a mixture of 2-Krew’s cum and her own arousal.

“Here,” Goldie reached forward and offered Gina his dripping fingers. “Suck ‘em.” And while Gina’s head reeled at how disgusting that sounded, she still opened her mouth and sucked the salty residue off eagerly.

“Aww, fuck,” Goldie grinned, as Gina sucked his fingers. “What a mouth! I gotta get her to suck my cock later.”

After a moment or two, he reluctantly pulled his fingers from Gina’s lips and shuffled up behind her. She moaned as she felt his fleshy heat pressed against her upturned ass, and an insistent hardness prod her in the backside.

Goldie aimed his thick, hard cock between the swollen lips of Gina’s freshly-fucked pussy, and pushed.

“Oooooh,” Gina’s head flopped down and she bit her lip, as she felt herself filled and stretched by Goldie’s enormous cock. “That’s big.”

“Ain’t it just,” Goldie grinned, grabbing Gina’s hips and pulling her back onto him; forcing more of his length inside of her. “I’m going to loosen this tight pussy up plenty.”

And then he was inside of her – all the way! Right up until his big belly pushed against Gina’s upturned ass, and she could feel his pubes tickle her skin.

“C’mon,” Goldie reached forward and grabbed a fistful of Gina’s luxurious black hair, pulling her head back and arching her back. “Let’s go for a gallop, little pony.”

And then he began to thrust.

Gina groaned. Goldie’s thrusts threw her whole body forward on the bed, and then he’d pull her back sharply by her hair; impaling her on his massive cock. Each tug of her hair made her eyes water, and her heavy breasts swung back and forth painfully.

“Yo, yo!”

Gina tried to blink the tears out of their eyes and look up. Through her watery gaze, she could see Jolt and Loko climbing the stairs and stripping out of their clothes. “Easy on the bitch, Goldie,” Jolt demanded.

Mercifully, Goldie released her hair, and gave Gina a chance to steady herself on the bed. As she did so, he gripped her hips with both hands and started pounding her from behind; the wet, slapping sound of their bodies clapping together echoing around the room. Gina braced herself, and thrust her hips back at him.

“Damn, this girl can fuck.”

“Well, can she suck?” Jolt and Loko stood by the bed, stroking their own impressively-sized cocks to full erection. Just inches away from Gina’s head, they offered her their swollen meat.

Gasping and grunting, Gina worked on autopilot. Some kind of base, slut-instinct had taken over – and the moment she saw two hard, black cocks bobbing in front of her mouth, she reached for them.

She held herself up with one hand, and curled the fingers of the other around Loko’s throbbing shaft; jerking him off with practiced ease.

At the same time, she bent and lowered her head; so Jolt’s cock was perfectly positioned to press against her lips.

“Awww, dayum,” Jolt groaned, as he felt the warm wetness of Gina’s mouth envelop his cock. “Yes she can.”

Gina felt a warm flush of pride as she said that, and opened her mouth wider to accept more of Jolt’s impressive length. Then, strings of drool connecting his cock to her lips, she lifted her mouth away and leaned so she could wrap her lips around Loko’s cock instead.

“Aww, yeah,” Loko groaned, as the satisfactory sensation of Gina’s fingers was replaced by the exquisite sensation of her lips. “Fuuuck.”

She had to swap hands, but a moment later she was stroking Jolt’s cock; which was slippery and slathered in saliva.

It was hard work. Not only did Gina have to support herself with one hand, but she was giving the other arm a workout that was tougher than wielding a Shakeweight.

“Oh, God,” eventually, she flopped forward only her elbows. “I can’t keep that up.” Her arms and back were aching; not helped by the fact that Goldie was still fucking her hard and fast, with her ass still sticking up in the air.

“Yo, Goldie,” Jolt snapped. “Let’s do a switcharoo, you dig?”

Goldie, sweat dripping down his massive chest, nodded.

“I wanted to try her mouth, anyway.” He flopped back onto the bed, and his still-hard cock came sproinging out of Gina’s wet and wanton pussy; splattering her ass with drops of moisture.

“C’mon,” Jolt and Loko manhandled her like she was a rag doll, their strong hands grabbing her hips and wrenching her around, until she was lying on her side with her round ass practically hanging off the bed.

“Fuck, yeah,” Loko was already positioning himself behind Gina, grabbing the base of his spit-slick hard-on and nudging it between the cheeks of her ass. He pushed, and she moaned as her freshly-fucked pussy eagerly accepted its third cock of the evening.

Lying on her side was a lot more comfortable, and Gina was able to prop her head up just as Goldie shuffled to where she was lying.

“Let’s see you work your magic on this,” he grinned, offering his thick, gnarled cock to Gina. She wrinkled her nose – it was glistening with her juices, and what was left of 2-Krew’s cum – but obediently she opened her mouth and struggled to wrap her lips around it.

A moment later, the beautiful housewife found herself spit-roasted; sandwiched between Goldie in the front, and Loko in the back. Loko was fucking her deep and slowly, luxuriating as each inch of his thick cock slid deeply inside of her.

Meanwhile, Gina was licking and slurping on Goldie’s monstrous dick; tasting her own pussy on it. It revolted her, but turned her on at the same time; and she slathered her tongue into every nook and bulge of his swollen dick to capture every hint.

Goldie moaned in appreciation. “Dayum, girl,” he stroked her cheek. “I’m gonna bust my nut in the sweet mouth of yours.”

Gina moaned when she heard that.

“Here it comes,” Goldie started thrusting his hips, literally fucking Gina’s mouth. “Awww, shiiiit,” and then he was cumming.

Gina’s eyes bulged as she felt warm, thick spurts of cum fill her mouth. She swallowed desperately; but Goldie pulled out of her mouth towards the end of his climax; and the last few spurts landed on her lips and chin.

“Damn,” he jerked his softening cock, squeezing the last few drops out onto Gina’s flushed cheeks. “You’re glazed, girl. Like a sweet donut.”

She laughed, a little delirious at this point.

Flopping down onto the bed, Gina sunk into relaxation, and revelled in the delicious sensation of Loko fucking her from behind. His cock was a good size; filling her without stretching her. Each thrust teased her g-spot, and the angle – with her rolled onto her side – stimulated her clit in a delicious way.

Even the feeling of Loko’s heavy balls sliding up and down her inner thigh was exciting.

As she got her breath back, Gina spotted a flushed and dishevelled Joy being led up the stairs by Prime Cut and Raw Dawg. She was gazing with amazement at the sight of Gina being fucked from behind.

“Oh, you slut,” she grinned, eyes focusing on the big, black dick pistoning in and out of her.

Gina snarled: “You can hardly talk!” And she had a point. It was very clear that whatever Joy had been doing on the couch with the two well-hung black guys, both of them looked fully satisfied. Not to mention, Joy herself she the flushed cheeks and rosy chest of a woman who’d recently climaxed a number of times.

“Aww, damn,” it was Jolt, who was standing watching Loko fuck Gina while stroking his hard-on. “Get that bitch on the bed! Let’s have some girl-on-girl action!”

2-Krew, Goldie and the other two guys cheered in anticipation. “C’mon girls! Let’s see it!” And Joy, never one to turn down the attention of good looking guys, reluctantly climbed onto the bed.

“Hey, you,” she purred at Gina, flopping down onto the bed beside her and immediately reaching for her tits. “Let’s give them a show.”

And before Gina had a chance to answer, her blond friend was pressing her lips against her own.

Truth be told, Gina and Joy had made out a couple of times before – but the last time had been least a decade or so ago, and it was only ever for free drinks rather than any true lesbian tendencies. Gina felt really weird making out with her best friend.

But she went with it – after all, she was at that moment getting fucked from behind by a big, well-hung black stranger; so swapping saliva with a familiar set of lips almost seemed normal in comparison.

“Mmmm,” Joy pulled her mouth away and licked her lips. “You taste salty.”

Gina giggled. She didn’t know whether to tell Joy that Goldie had just cum in her mouth or not.

Laying side-by-side, she and Joy stroked each other’s sweaty, naked bodies and made out, hot and heavy. Gina was ashamed to admit she was enjoying it – Joy’s lips were full and soft, and she kissed with a sensuous softness so different to the rough, demanding kisses of 2-Krew.

Jolt was watching the two girls make out; Gina still getting fucked from behind by Loko. Grinning, he sidled up to where Joy was lying and spread her thick thighs; aiming his cock at the cleft between them.

“Mmmmm,” Joy’s eyes grew wide, and she moaned into Gina’s mouth. “Oh, God…”

Gina looked up; eyes following the generous curves of Joy’s pale body. She watched Jolt ease himself inside her best friend, and start thrusting.

It was surreal; both her and her friend lying side by side on the bed, arms wrapped around each other and breasts crushed together. As they kissed and made out, they were each getting fucked from behind by handsome, well-hung black guys; each groaning and moaning as the big, thick cocks stretched and filled their bodies deliciously.

Jolt and Loko almost looked like twins; both tall and lean and dark. Their movements were twinned too; almost down to each and every thrust of their hips.

“I’m gonna cum,” Loko groaned, and Jolt turned to his friend and grinned: “Me too.” And then they seemed to start racing each other; accelerating their thrusts and pounding into Gina and Joy so powerfully that the bed rocked.

“Uhhh,” Joy clutched Gina desperately and her eyes rolled upwards. “Oh, yes. That’s the spot.” She squeezed Gina’s tits hard. “He’s gonna make me… make me…”

And then she came; shuddering and shivering and writhing in Tina’s embrace.

Joy’s pussy tightened as she climaxed; and that was enough to set Jolt off. Loko came at the same time; burying himself inside Gina and squeezing her ass-cheeks painfully.

“Oh, fuck yes,” he groaned, and Gina felt his cock throb and swell and pump her full of another load of hot, thick cum.

She closed her eyes; imagining those powerful spurts were impacting directly on her g-spot. It was like pressing the big red button in the White House: She exploded in a nuclear detonation of pleasure.

All four of them revelled in their orgasms, until the shuddering waves of pleasure receeded and they were all left, sweaty and gasping for air.

Jolt and Loko pulled their softening cocks from Joy and Gina. Unplugged, rivulets of hot cum rolled down their thighs.

“Look at these two cream-filled sluts,” Jolt and Loko exchanged high-fives. “Damn.”

Gina and Joy lay panting in each other’s arms; feeling hot, sticky wetness dribble out of them.

“My God,” Gina gasped. “I don’t think… I mean, I’ve never…”

Joy reached over a kissed her.

“That was pretty crazy.”


Chapter Fifteen

Gina slept.

Naked and sticky, curled up on the big, luxurious bed at the top of the suite, she fell into a deep, dreamless slumber than she didn’t wake from for hours. Not until 2-Krew started shaking her shoulder, whispering: “Hey. Hey, baby.”

Blinking, the hungover housewife forced open her crusty eyes.

“Wha…?”

“It’s nearly noon,” 2-Krew was lying naked on the bed next to her. The other side of him, also fast asleep, was Joy. The rest of the suite was deserted. The other guys must have stumbled off back to their own hotel rooms.

“Uuuugh,” Gina lifted her hand to her head.

Exhaustion and alcohol were starting to catch up to her. Three or four hours of sleep had been nice; but she needed another twelve at least – and in her own bed.

“C’mon,” 2-Krew helped her to sit up. “You need to get ready to go and collect your winnings – and I figured you’d like to shower and change before then.”

Gina nodded, her mouth tacky. She was sticky and sweaty, and all she had to wear was her slutty black dress from the night before. It wouldn’t do to collect a million-dollar check while doing the ‘walk of shame.’

“I’ll drive you guys back to your hotel,” 2-Krew offered, stroking Gina’s back. “After.”

“After?” Gina cocked her head on one side.

“Aw, shit,” 2-Krew grinned, like a mischievous and handsome schoolboy. “Morning wood, baby. Didn’t you know guys always get super horny when they’re hungover.”

And as he said that, he threw back the covers and revealed an enormous erection; intimidatingly thick and veiny.

Gina’s eyes widened, but she shrugged happily. “I reckon I owe you.”

2-Krew laughed menacingly. “Well, I’ve had your mouth. I’ve had that sweet pussy of yours.” He leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth. “Now I want that ass.”

Gina blinked. “You what?”

“You heard me, baby,” he was already pushing her back onto the bed, until Gina flopped down on the covers. “I’m going to send you off to collect that million dollars with a big, hot load of cum in your ass.”

Gina would have protested about the oncoming sodomy, but she was too distracted.

2-Krew had just pushed her onto her back, and then almost immediately grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs into the air; practically bending her in half.

Holding her ankles together with one hand, he fumbled on the dressing table with the other and Gina heard a “click” and then a squishing noise. She lifted her head and saw 2-Krew opening a small bottle of lube.

“D-do you always keep a bottle of that by your bedside?”

“That, and a nine milimeter,” he grinned.

2-Krew squirted cold, slick lube over Gina’s upturned crotch and ass, and then she groaned as she felt his big, strong fingers begin to massage it in.

They started with her pussy; massaging the lube all over it, and rubbing circles around her clit. A moment later, she felt something hard and hot pressed against the entrance to her cunt, and then gasped as 2-Krew forced his enormous erection inside her.

“Mmmm,” 2-Krew looped his elbows under Gina’s knees, keeping her bent in half. “Your pussy’s still as tight as it was last night.” He began fucking her deeply.

Gina groaned, and closed her eyes. Even with the hangover and dry mouth, she couldn’t help but revel in the delicious sensation of being fucked deep and hard by this handsome man and his beautiful, thick cock.

Turning her head, Gina peered across the bed and found herself looking into Joy’s bloodshot blue eyes. Her best friend had been woken up by the noise and movement, and was now sleepily watching Gina get fucked.

“H-hey,” Gina smiled.

“Hey yourself,” Joy clutched her head. “Busy there?”

Gina giggled.

2-Krew noticed that Joy was awake.

“Hey,” he ordered. “Come over here, girl. Rub her clit.”

Joy, groaning and hungover, crawled naked across the covers to do what she was told. She lay down next to Gina, and slid her hand down her best friend’s soft tummy and between her clenched-together thighs.

“Ohh, fuck,” Gina bit her lip, as she felt Joy’s fingers start rubbing circles around her clit.

“Aww, shit,” 2-Krew grinned. “That’s the stuff.” And then he demanded: “Keep rubbing.”

Once again, he stretched Gina’s legs high into the air and gripped both her ankles with one hand. Hoisting her ass into the air, that gave the handsome musician a perfect few of Gina’s pink, gleaming pussy and the tightly-clenched starfish of her ass.

“Keep rubbing,” 2-Krew demanded, as he pulled his cock from Gina’s pussy and started slathering its hard, veiny length with lube.

A moment later, he pressed his thumb against Gina’s tight little ass.

“Oh, shit,” Gina groaned, staring up at the ceiling. She bit her lip and her hands balled into fists, gripping the sheets tightly.

After a moment’s resistance, 2-Krew’s thumb ‘popped’ into Gina’s ass, and the lube helped it sink in right to the knuckle.

“Damn, that’s tight,” 2-Krew grinned. “Gonna loosen you up a little, girl.”

And then he gently started fucking her ass with his thumb.

“Eeeeep!” Gina cried out, in discomfort and pleasure. It was surreal – such an intense feeling, between pleasure and pain, made even more so by Joy’s constant rubbing on her clit.

“Keep rubbing,” 2-Krew demanded, as he pulled his thumb from Gina’s tight little ass.

“You always gotta rub a girl’s clit when you fuck her in the ass,” he explained, as he gripped the base of his erection and pressed the swollen head against Gina’s tight little asshole. “If you do it right, you train a girl to cum the moment she gets a dick in her ass.”

And with that, he pushed.

Joy was still rubbing Gina’s clit, but had lifted herself up so she could take a good look at the action. And what she was seeing amazed her.

“Shit,” the blonde gasped. “It’ll never fit.”

But it did. 2-Krew pushed, and Gina squirmed, and she grabbed Joy’s arms and clutched them tightly. “Ohhhhh, shiiiit!”

But with a ‘pop’ the swollen head of 2-Krew’s cock made it inside Gina’s ass, and then he simply sunk the rest in inch-by-inch.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina was groaning. “It’s too big! It’s too big!” But the constant pressure of Joy’s fingers on Gina’s clit made it impossible for her to resist. “Oh, fuck!”

“Damn, that’s tight,” 2-Krew was buried to the hilt in Gina’s tight little ass now, and he began to fuck her in earnest. “You got a world-class ass on you, baby.”

“Ah,” Gina cried, reaching down to grip 2-Krew’s muscular hips, to try and slow his thrusts. “Easy! Oh, God!”

“Rub her clit faster,” 2-Krew barked at Joy, who immediately did as she was told. “Suck on her titties!” And with that, Joy leaned over Gina’s body and sucked one of her hard nipples into her mouth.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina’s back arched, as her body was overwhelmed with sensation. “Oh God, I can’t take any….”

And then she exploded.

Not only did an orgasm hit her like an oncoming freight train, but there was a sudden ‘splash’ as Gina’s pussy gushed moisture; squirting wetly across 2-Krew’s stomach.

“Hot damn, girl!” The rapper’s eyes widened. “Damn, I ain’t seen a girl squirt like that in a long time.”

And then, pulling his cock from Gina’s plunder ass, he dropped her legs and let the exhausted, trembling girl fall limply to the bed.

“Aww, shit,” 2-Krew groaned, jacking off his straining cock. “Look up, ladies!” And then, as Joy and Gina turned their faces towards him, 2-Krew leaned forward and his cock start spurting.

Hot streams of cum jetted across Gina’s stomach, painting her body in it. Thick strings landed on Joy’s face, and she closed her eyes and opened her mouth to accept more, like a porn star.

Eventually, the jets subsided, and 2-Krew’s cock began to grow soft.

Still stroking it, he looked down on the bed; at the two well-fucked women he’d just painted in his cum.

“You two ladies cost me a hundred grand,” he grinned, “and damned if you weren’t worth every goddamned cent.”


Chapter Sixteen

The three of them showered together in the big, luxurious wetroom of the House of Blues Suite; the six showerheads massaging their tired, aching bodies.

“Here, rub my back,” 2-Krew demanded, handing Joy the soap. Meanwhile, he massaged Gina’s body; squeezing and kneading her big, breasts.

Joy’s soapy hands scrubbed 2-Krew’s back, and then dropped to soap his tight ass cheeks. A moment later, they swept around his hips to start soaping up his heavy balls and flaccid cock; and it didn’t take long for it to lengthen and harden again.

“Guess I got one more load in me,” he grinned, and kicked apart Gina’s legs.

A moment later, the soapy housewife found herself bent at the waist – getting fucked from behind in the shower while she was standing up. She braced herself against the wall of the shower and thrust her hips back, while Joy eagerly squeezed 2-Krew’s ass cheeks, and reached around to massage his balls.

“Awww, fuck,” the handsome rapper groaned, and a moment later he pumped another load of cum inside Gina’s willing, wanton pussy.

She didn’t cum this time, but she almost did – her mind reeling at the thought of accepting a third load of cum in her fertile cunt.

Later, the three of them towelled each other off. 2-Krew started getting dressed in crisp, white boxer shorts and clean, pressed clothes. Meanwhile, Gina and Joy reluctantly wriggled their aching bodies back into their cocktail dresses; which still stank of sweat and cigarette smoke.

“I’ll need another shower after wearing this,” she groaned.

“C’mon,” 2-Krew finished getting dressed. “The boys and I need this suite to watch the game this afternoon.” He grinned apologetically. “Man time, ladies.”

As Gina and Joy grabbed their handbags and cell-phones, Gina noticed 2-Krew slide open a dresser draw and pull out a gleaming, nickel-plated semi automatic.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, as the handsome rapper tucked it into the waistband of his pants. “I thought you were just joking about the nine millimetre and the lube.”

2-Krew looked a little embarrassed, and flipped the hem of his t-shirt over the butt of the gun.

“Yeah, we’re all packing,” he told her. “It’s part of the gangster rap shit.” He shrugged apologetically. “I got to live up to the image, man.”

A few moments later, he was leading the girls down the corridor and into the elevator. Gina was acutely aware of the looks the other hotel patrons gave them – this handsome black guy and the two women in last night’s slutty dresses. She wondered if they thought she and Joy were prostitutes, or strippers – or whether bringing soccer moms back to their hotel rooms was a normal occurrence for  rap superstars like 2-Krew.

***

The Cadillac Escalade was brought out front by the valet, and 2-Krew helped Joy and Gina up into the front. As the girls settled into the leather seats, he yanked the lever into ‘drive’ and the car rolled out onto Pacific Avenue.

“You girls are at the Tropicana, right?”

Gina nodded.

It was a really weird way to end everything, she thought to herself. A night unlike any other; quite the craziest, weirdest, most erotic and forbidden experience of her life. And now it was unfolding like an awkward one night stand.

She and Joy were just lucky 2-Krew was a gentleman. He could have kicked their hungover asses out of the suite four hours ago.

As he pulled into the front of the Tropicana, 2-Krew wrapped his arm around Gina’s shoulders and pulled the housewife in close.

“Hey,” he kissed her forcefully on the lips. “Last night was kind of special.” He looked deep into her eyes, and she felt herself melt a little. “You do good with that money, you hear?” He squeezed her arm. “And tell that husband of yours he’s damn lucky to have you.”

And then Gina and Joy clambered out of the car and he was gone; rolling off down Pacific Avenue and out of their lives forever.

“Wow,” Gina murmured, standing there in last night’s dress, aching and tired. “It’s hard to believe that the next time I see him, it’ll be on MTV, or on a magazine cover.”

“Yeah,” Joy reached over and squeezed Gina’s hand. “I kinda want to go home and tell Trevor that I spent the night hanging out with 2-Krew.” But then her cheeks turned pink. “But I know I can’t ever tell him.”

The two women walked, hand in hand, into the lobby and headed to the elevator. Gina checked the time on her watch. It was nearly 2 o’clock; with not a lot of time left for them to go and collect the cashier’s check that was about to change her life.

“C’mon, let’s get changed,” she fumbled with the keycard for their hotel room – achingly aware of how drab and modest it would seem after the splendour of the House of Blues Suite at the Showboat. “Maybe we can grab some lunch before we head to the Trump.”

She pushed open the door to the hotel room – and Joy screamed.

The place was wrecked.

The beds were overturned. Their luggage and clothes were strewn around the room. Every drawer was hanging open, or ripped from the dresser completely.

“What the fuck,” Joy staggered into the room. “Were we robbed or something?”

But clearly not – Gina’s jewelry box and iPad were still there, along with all of Joy’s gadgets.

The two women stepped into the room, looking around in complete bemusement. And then the door SLAMMED shut behind them.

Joy and Gina span around.

Standing behind the door, holding a gun, was Aleister Thelemas.

“I’ve been waiting for you all night, you bitch,” the pale Englishman hissed, lifting the semi-automatic he clutched in his pudgy hand. “Where is my million dollars?”


Chapter Seventeen

Gina froze, staring at the cold, black, unblinking eye that was the barrel of Thelemas’ gun.

“Where’s my money,” the Englishman spat again, taking a threatening step towards them. “I want my million dollars!”

Joy whimpered. Gina reached over and squeezed her hand.

“You cheated me, last night,” Aleister hissed, his knuckles white as he squeezed the handle of his gun. “You and that black bastard plotted together, and that’s why I lost.” He raised the gun. “Well, Aleister Thelemas never loses; so give me my fucking money.”

Gina struggled to speak.

“I-I don’t have it,” she stammered.

“Where is it?” Thelemas hissed. “I need it, now.”

Gina’s mind raced. What was she going to do? The check for a million dollars was waiting for her at the Trump Plaza – but she was damned if she was going to give it to this fat asshole.

“J-just give it to him,” Joy whimpered, squeezing Gina’s hand.

“I don’t have it,” Gina spat, and her mind continued to race.

“Where is it?” Thelemas hissed. “Tell me right now, or I’ll blow this blonde bitch away.” He aimed the gun towards Joy.

“No!” Gina cried. “Stop! I’ll tell you.”

And then she had a stroke of genius.

“It’s with him,” she explained.

“Him? Who’s him?”

“2-Krew,” Gina stammered. “The black guy. We split the money. He has the check with him. He was going to deposit it today.”

Thelemas sneered in satisfaction.

“Well, I’ll kill you two bitches and go and get it from him.”

“Waaaaah!” Joy sunk to her knees, cowering.

“No!” Gina yanked her friend to her feet. “You can’t. You need both our signatures to cash it.” With a jerk of her thumb, she indicated Joy, “and you’re not getting anything if you hurt her.”

“Fine,” Thelemas spat. “Where is he?”

“A-at the Showboat,” Gina explained. “Let us get dressed and we’ll take you.”

“Fuck that,” Thelemas reached behind him and opened the door. “We’re going right now.” And with that, he jerked his gun, ordering them wordlessly back out into the corridor.

***

Aleister Thelemas must have seen a lot of old gangster movies, because he hid his gun the same way Humphrey Bogart and Jimmy Cagney did in those old flicks – throwing a newspaper over his arm to conceal the weapon.

Like that, he ordered Gina and Joy into the elevator and out into the lobby of the Tropicana, where they’d just returned just minutes earlier.

A taxi was waiting for him outside. He ordered the two girls into the back seat.

“Make one wrong move,” the fat Englishman warned, as he squeezed in beside them, “and I’ll shoot you bitches where you stand.”

A moment later, the car was rolling down Atlantic Avenue towards the Showboat.

Joy was crying, terrified. Fortunately, Gina was made of stronger stuff.

“You’ll never get away with this,” she hissed.

“Yes I will,” Thelemas spat. “You don’t understand – I have to.” He wiped his sweaty brow with the back of his free hand. “That million dollars? I owe it to some business partners of mine. The sort of people you don’t want to owe money to.”

The gun poked Gina in her ribs.

“I’m a dead man if I don’t get that money; but I’ll make sure you and that black bastard are dead too, if it comes to it.”

Gina gulped.

A few minutes later, the taxi rolled to a halt outside the Showboat, and Thelemas handed the driver a fistful of bills.

“C’mon,” he ordered, and Gina and Joy clambered out of the cab.

“T-the suite’s this way,” Gina stammered, leading them inside the lobby.

A moment later they were in the elevator, and Joy was openly crying.

“Shut up, you bitch,” Thelemas hissed, “or I’ll really give you something to cry about.”

She fell silent, sniffling and whining.

The elevator dinged.

“We’re here,” Gina said nervously, leading them down the corridor. Thelemas shuffled slowly along behind them; pulling the newspaper off his gun so they could see the murderous glint of the long, grey barrel.

“This’ll scare that black bastard,” the Englishman grinned. “I can’t wait to see the look on his face.”

With that, they arrived at the door to the House of Blues Suite. Gina could hear the sound of muffled TV and voices within. She blushed – that presumably meant anybody passing the corridor could have heard what she and Joy had been getting up to that very morning.

But swallowing her nerves, she banged on the door.

And waited.

She waited quite a while, until she almost raised her fist to bang on the door a second time. But then the handle rattled, the door swung open and 2-Krew peered out, eyes widening as he saw Gina and Joy’s familiar faces.

“H-hey, ladies,” he stammered – but didn’t get any further than that.

Immediately, Aleister Thelemas barged past the girls and into the suite, brandishing his gun. He shoved it right under 2-Krew’s nose – barking: “Where’s my bloody money, you black bastard!”

He got about five feet through the door.

2-Krew went staggering back; collapsing across the couch and rolling onto the floor as Thelemas pushed him off balance. But the moment the pudgy white Englishman burst in through the door, the other five black guys leapt to action.

Thelemas found himself brandishing a gun – but staring at five guns in return.

Each one of 2-Krew’s posse was packing – and each quick-drew their semi-automatics the moment they saw Thelemas burst into the room.

In some ways, it was a testament to their discipline and self-control that they didn’t blow holes in the fat Englishman the moment they saw him. In any respect, as soon as Thelemas saw that he was monstrously ungunned, his weapon dropped to the carpet and he threw his hands in the air.

“O-oh, shiiit,” he groaned, looking from gun, to gun, to gun. Finally, a dark, wet stain appeared in the front of his pants. He was literally pissing himself.

“Oh, thank God,” Gina threw herself into 2-Krew’s arms, as the rapper struggled up off the floor.

***

Within minutes, the cops were there.

Luckily enough, at least a couple of members of 2-Krew’s posse had valid carry and conceal permits, and for once in history the police were more interested in the white man in the hotel room than the gang of black guys.

2-Krew and Gina quickly explained the situation to the cops – leaving out certain key details – and they hauled Aleister Thelemas away in handcuffs.

“As soon as I saw the gun,” Gina explained to 2-Krew, as they stood in the corridor, watching Thelemas get led away, “I thought of you. He’s British – I guess he never considered that the people he was trying to rob might have been armed as well.”

“Thank fuck for the Second Amendment,” 2-Krew nodded. “And that fat fuck can thank his stars we didn’t cap his ass the moment we saw that gun.”

Gina checked the time on her phone.

“Shit, it’s nearly three o’clock,” she ran her hand through her hair. “I’ve got to go to the Trump Plaza and collect my winnings.”

“Here,” 2-Krew was digging in his pants for his keys. “I’ll drive you.” He reached over and squeezed her hand. “Kind of a nice way to see you off – pocketing a check for a million bucks.”

Gina looked up and smiled at him, and her heart raced a little.

She looked inside the hotel suite for Joy.

“You coming with us?”

Joy was sitting on the couch, with Raw Dawg and Prime Cut snuggled up next to her. Already, Raw Dawg had his hand on her thigh and Prime Cut was whispering in her ear.

“I, er…” Red faced, Joy looked up. “I think I’ll just hang with these guys until you’re finished. Okay?”

Gina rolled her eyes. She dreaded to think what kind of condition Joy would be in by the time she came to pick her up.

“C’mon, baby,” 2-Krew grabbed Gina’s hand and pulled her down the corridor. “You’ve got a million dollar appointment to keep – and you’ve earned every penny.”


Epilogue

Life was never the same again.

That same day, Gina became a millionaire – or, she would have been one, if she hadn’t had to pay 25% of it on her taxes. But it was enough to change her family’s life; and ensure that when she returned home to her husband and kids the following day, none of the conversation was about what she’d got up to that weekend.

2-Krew, the world-famous hip-hop artist, became famous for another reason shortly afterwards. Gina saw him in the news as it was reported that the man he’d helped get arrested, Aleister Thelemas, was actually deeply connected to Al Qaeda – and the people he’d owed money to were his Middle Eastern paymasters.

For a hip hop and rap artist once famed for being a “bad influence on the children,” it was weird to suddenly be hailed as a patriot and national hero.

Gina never saw 2-Krew again – but she did receive tickets in the post to each and every one of 2-Krew’s east coast concerts – even when she and her husband moved houses, to a gorgeous five-bedroomed place they were able to afford thanks to Gina’s incredible poker winnings.

In fact, just four weeks after that incredible weekend in Atlantic City, Gina couldn’t help but look back at it all like it was a dream, and that none of it had ever really happened.

Well, until one Sunday morning, that is.

“Are you okay, honey?” Gina’s husband called through the bathroom door, as he got the kids ready for church.

“Yeah,” Gina called, hunched over the toilet. “I just don’t feel so good.” Her stomach gurgled, and she leaned forward to throw up once again.

As a matter of fact, she hadn’t felt good for the last couple of mornings; and she had a horrible suspicion why.

In all the excitement of capturing Thelemas, and winning a million dollars, Gina had completely forgotten that she’d spent half a day having unprotected sex with well-hung black strangers; and she’d never bothered with the morning after pill the following day.

Once her heaving stopped, the nauseous housewife hauled herself onto the toilet and reached for something she’d kept hidden in her toiletries draw – a dollar store pregnancy test.

Two minutes later, it came back positive.

Gina felt like throwing up all over again.

But before she could, her cell phone buzzed.

Still feeling woozy, the beautiful housewife reached for it and checked her messages.

It was from Joy:

Oh shit. I’m pregnant. What are the odds?

Gina allowed herself a wry laugh.

Given how she and Joy had a made a million-dollar bet on black, the odds were probably higher than either of them had realized.

The End


Thank you for reading this book!

I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it (which was a lot!) And if you didn’t, please get in contact with me and tell me what you didn’t like - I’m always grateful to get feedback on how I can make my work better!

If you’re interested in reading more, check out my author profile on Amazon – or follow me on the social media channels below. I’m always eager to hear from my readers, and in return I’ll be sure to let you know when my stories are available for a free download, and post a ton of other cool, fun and sexy stuff.

I look forward to hearing from you! And thanks again!

Love, kisses and other indoor sports,

Ruby Beauvoir
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