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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“IT MUST BE my deal. Who’s in this round?” DeAngelo asked.

Willy and I instantly responded. Ed took a few seconds longer.

“It’s not a hard concept, Ed. Are you in or not?” Willy interjected.

“I’m merely assessing my options. Yes, I’m in,” Ed replied, placing two chips on the pile.

DeAngelo dealt an ace, a jack, and a nine. I couldn’t have asked for more. Including the pre-flop, I had a ninety percent chance of winning the hand.

“I’ll raise four chips,” I said, not wanting to scare off my fellow players.

Willy took a minute. He stared at me without blinking, trying to gauge a response.

“I’ll match your bid, John.”

Willy was the brother I never had. Smart and capable, we’d connected after being roommates at the University of Colorado Boulder. Both pledging to Theta Xi. I wanted a family, or brotherhood, away from home. Willy’s motive was to join a valuable network with reach far exceeding simply Boulder, or the state of Colorado. What Willy lacked in rugged good looks, he more than made up for in brute confidence, and the ability to read people and situations to his own benefit. Hence, he always surrounded himself with people he deemed capable of improving his position in life. And such was his skill that you never knew when you were being played.

“The stakes are too high for me,” Ed said.

“I’ll spot you if you need money,” I said.

“No need, I’ll fold. I’m still about three aces away from a decent hand.”

“Sometimes luck deserts us. But it’ll return, Ed,” I said.

“What like your ex-fiancee?” Willy said.

“Ah, Sabrina. How did she go from being John’s girlfriend one day to getting caught with her tongue deep in a cheerleader the next?” DeAngelo said.

“Surely there must have been a sign she liked girls, John,” Ed said.

“Can we finish this hand, guys?” I said.

DeAngelo dealt another nine, reducing my odds to eighty-five percent. But still prompting me to up the bid.

Ed had been my first lab partner at UCB. A brilliant mathematician, we bonded immediately over unsolvable equations. Or closer to the point, equations our lecturer told us were unsolvable. So, we proved him wrong. Turns out Ed and I were the first students in thirty years to solve the equations. We became firm friends after I pried him out of his parents’ home and into the ‘Theta Xi’ fraternity house. The move saved him a thirty-minute drive each way for his final three-and-a-half years at UCB. Allowing him to embrace campus life in a way only on-campus residents can.

A rattle from outside diverted everyone’s attention. It sounded like someone was breaking in. But after a few seconds, we heard the lock barrel turn, and in walked a stunning brunette with an embarrassed smile. As Willy had been in the place less than a week, this provided our first glimpse of Willy’s latest bevy of beauties.

“Did you stay for drinks after the shoot, Liv?” Willy asked.

“Only three or four.”

I scanned the table to notice all eyes on Liv. But in a poker-face way. Tall and long-legged, and with too much hair for one person, she looked familiar. In the way, beautiful girls often do. But the look on Ed’s face was most un-poker like. Like a Labrador looking at a sausage sizzling away on a barbecue. His focus moved between Liv’s enormous Emerald-green eyes and her plump, pouty lips. Until she turned away and headed for bed. Ed watched every move Liv made until she disappeared up the stairs.

“Now, where were we?” Willy said.

“I’ll raise the pot by another three,” I said.

“And I’ll match your bid, John,” Willy said without hesitation.

I knew Willy’s bluff by heart. And this reeked of bluff and a likely blunder. I’d successfully built the pot to two-hundred-dollars by keeping my raises under control and not letting my emotions get the better of me. And there was still one card to be dealt. DeAngelo dealt a six. A move that didn’t change my odds, or offer Willy any reprieve from what was to follow.

“I’ll raise the pot by three again, Willy.” I said.

Willy hesitated. I knew raising by four would see him fold. But a three-chip raise successfully coaxed another fifty-dollars out of him. I tried hard not to smile, knowing full well the odds of not winning were negligible.

“I’ll see you. What do you have, John?”

DeAngelo played the important role of peacemaker in our group. Standing around 6ft 5in, and somewhat of a gentle giant, the light dimmed whenever DeAngelo stood beside you. A mountain of a man he’d been on a full ride as a first-string linebacker at UCB. He followed in the footsteps of three generations of Crawford men at ‘Theta Xi’. A legacy pledge and football hero in waiting, DeAngelo initially had a dorm room to himself. The room beside Willy and me. It was only his generous nature that enabled Ed to join the fraternity and share his room in the frat house.

“There’s still time to raise the pot, Willy,” I replied.

“I think you have enough of my money already, John. Show me what you’ve got.”

“Aces over kings.”

“Why did I keep betting when I knew you were sitting on a full house or better?” Willy said, before throwing his cards on the pile.

The front door opened, breaking the tension of the moment, albeit briefly. In walked another of Willy’s housemates. And while not exactly my type, this one fitted the actress, model, social media influencer profile to a tee.

“Hey Willy. Is Hunter home yet?” the girl asked.

“Everyone, Sarah. Sarah, everyone. No. I haven’t seen Hunter.”

Sarah stood around 5ft 4in, with long golden locks and a perfectly toned body. Cheerleader worthy. While her pretty face drew attention, her tanned skin and body-hugging black leather-look leggings kept it. A simple low cut black satin tank top framed an awesome upper body. Something not only I noticed. All conversation ceased for the two minutes before Sarah headed up the stairs to her bedroom.

“Now, where were we? That’s right. Ed, it’s your deal,” Willy said.

“How can you afford to live here, Willy?” I asked.

“Maybe it’s not costing me a cent.”

“You mean none of you pay to live here?” Ed asked quite loudly.

“Shhh. I didn’t say that.”

Willy’s Federation style brick duplex sat in the vibrant Five Points area of Denver. The best location in Denver in many people’s opinion. Including mine. The house was deceptive. You walked in one side of a duplex, only to discover two apartments had been joined just inside the front door. It created one home of grand scale. Recently renovated, the home had eight bedrooms, six bathrooms and two massive open plan living spaces. Still smelling of fresh paint, the renovation had been completed to exacting standards. And the furnishing appeared equally impressive. Reminding me of stepping into an interior design magazine. How the hell Willy lived here dumbfounded all of us.

“What scam are you running this time, Willy?” DeAngelo asked.

“I’m living here while the firm waits for development approval.”

“But this place is newly renovated,” Ed said.

“I know. That’s what makes finding renters easy.”

“But you said you don’t pay rent,” Ed said.

“Shhh. I don’t. But the others do.”

“Is that legal?” Ed asked.

“Of course it’s legal, Ed. I’m an attorney. I wouldn’t do something totally unlawful.”

“Do all your housemates look like Sarah?” I asked.

“Of course not. There’s something for everyone.”

“Let me guess. A perfect mix of blondes, brunettes and red heads?”

“Sort of. Though there are slightly more blondes and brunettes.”

“So, how many attractive housemates do you have, Willy?” I asked.

“Ten, at last count.”

“But isn’t this an eight bedder?”

“Maybe a few of the rooms are doubles,” Ed said, prompting stares from around the table.


CHAPTER TWO


ED DEALT TWO cards to Willy, DeAngelo, and me. I recognized the two jacks immediately.

“I’m in,” I said.

“You can’t have a full house already. I’m in too,” Willy said.

“Same,” DeAngelo added, bumping the pot up to fifty-dollars.

Ed dealt two eights and a jack. I calculated my chances at better than eighty percent.

“I’ll raise the pot by four chips,” I said.

“There’s a theme I’m seeing here,” DeAngelo said, adding four chips to the pile.

“Your luck has to run out eventually,” Willy said, adding four more chips to the pile.

Ed dealt an ace. Seconds later, the front door opened again. This time in walked a tall slim blonde rocking a white see-through lace top and the smallest of miniskirts I’d ever seen. She took a minute to remove her key from the door, bending down at the hips to identify the snag. Her leather skirt lifted slightly, revealing a sexy pair of black silk and lace knickers. Once the key was out of the lock, she stood up straight and re-adjusted her leather miniskirt before strutting to the stairs.

“Sarah’s been asking after you, Hunter. And why are you walking like you’ve got a stick stuck up your butt?” Willy asked.

Hunter turned and smiled a wicked, knowing smile before ascending the stairs. I found it impossible to take my eyes off her until she’d disappeared from view. Everything about this girl screamed class. I even slumped a little in my seat to watch her luscious legs ascend the stairs a few seconds longer.

“So, you fold, John,” Willy said.

“Sorry. What did you say?”

“A question that requires a simple yes or no answer.”

“Then, that’s definitely a yes.”

“Fine. DeAngelo, I’ll see you,” Willy said, throwing additional chips onto the pile.

“I’ve got nines over sixes.”

Willy won the pot. With two-pair. Being the quick thinking legal brain he was, Willy had concluded the hand while Hunter had distracted me. And he collected the one-hundred-and-fifty-dollar pot. Normally unflappable under pressure, I lost focus for the following two hands as I tried in vain to argue my case. The hand in question should have been replayed, I argued. For three solid hands. Neither Willy nor DeAngelo showed interest in my sob story and promptly moved on.

Three hands later, I was back on my game. Willy bid the pot up to three-hundred-dollars, still expecting me to be distracted. But a flush won the hand and put him back on notice. I was back, and ready to win back the rest of the money.

“Why would you double up on two eights, Willy?” DeAngelo asked.

“It’s not always the best hand that wins.”

“It is when you’re playing against ‘Rain Man’ here,” DeAngelo said, glancing towards me.

As the drink kicked in, the stakes raised quickly. Instead of bets of three or four chips, ten chips became the minimum. And double-ups became commonplace. Pots exceeded the thousand-dollar mark for the first time. But I didn’t worry too much. My Midas touch had returned. Until Hunter descended the stairs. Only this time, the stakes were high. After a brief argument with Sarah at the top of the stairs, Hunter strutted down and up the stairs for the next fifteen minutes. I found it impossible to focus on anything but the staircase. Well, what ascended and descended the stairs, anyway.

“Have you organized this procession to put us off, Willy?” I asked, still looking at Hunter.

“No, Hunter uses the stairs to practice walking each night.”

“Who needs to practice walking stairs?” Ed asked.

“A catwalk model.”

“I wouldn’t have thought there was much call for catwalk modeling in Denver,” I said.

“Hunter models for agencies in Los Angeles and New York. But is talking to agents overseas too.”

“Sounds fishy. How do you know a successful model?” DeAngelo asked.

“We met through my firm. But she’s only just starting to make it big.”

Somehow, Willy appeared immune to the distraction. Allowing him to win almost every hand from that point forward. He doubled his bids to make serious money while we were off our games. And in sheer panic, I bid up a pair of nines, and lost a hand to Ed. Possibly for the first time. I’d hit rock-bottom and needed to regain composure. But that wasn’t easy with Hunter prowling the staircase like a jaguar stalking her prey. Pretty soon, Willy was sitting on over two-thousand-dollars of winnings. Something that had never happened before.

“As much fun as it is taking your money, it looks like this well is now dry,” Willy said.

“You could always redistribute some of your wealth,” I said.

“They’re called winnings, not losings.”

“Maybe we need to open the game up to a few more players next time,” Ed said.

“I’d be happy to take money off a few cashed-up novices,” DeAngelo said.

“What’s the fun in that?” Ed asked, causing everyone to glare at him.

“Perhaps if you won once in a while, you’d understand the concept,” DeAngelo replied.

“Well, I like the idea. The four of us have been playing every Friday night for over five years. It’s about time we introduced some fresh blood,” Willy said.

“Okay, let’s ask around and find a couple of additional players. But only put forward cashed-up candidates,” I said.

“And everyone needs to approve of any new players. We don’t want to put our Theta Xi tradition at risk,” Ed said.

“Agreed. Anyone can come for try-outs, but we all have to agree before they get invited back,” DeAngelo said.

With the game over and the changes agreed, we all helped Willy pack up. As the last rack of chips slid into the drawer, Hunter arrived at the bottom of the stairs once more before turning. Suddenly, Sarah stepped directly into Hunter’s path, forcing her to stop dead.

“I’m sorry, babe. But you know I get jealous,” Sarah said, before laying a deep passion-filled kiss on her housemate.

They must share a double. I turned away to avoid staring and quickly headed for the front door. Thank goodness the game was over. It would have taken me hours to re-focus after watching that kiss.


CHAPTER THREE


MESSAGES FLEW THICK and fast within our Facebook Group early the following week. We’d agreed to invite two additional players to Games Night. That seemed manageable without throwing out the dynamic too far. And several names had been thrown into the hat. Mostly from DeAngelo and Willy. I’d been prepping my students for the Lockheed Martin Code Quest competition, and was a little too preoccupied to find candidates. Still, my kids were ready for the challenge, and I felt confident they’d represent Denver and CEC Early College well on the big stage.

By the time Wednesday came along, it was time to select the two additional players. Willy had proposed six of his ten housemates. Including one red head. But she had spent six months on the World Poker Tour. So, didn’t fit our cashed-up novice profile. For each of the final four applicants, Willy included a video. I clicked on the first video, one of Hunter, to see what he’d proposed for her. What followed was ninety seconds of Hunter ascending the stairs, taken from below. Her outfits included the leather skirt, tight blue jean shorts and tighter faded blue jeans with rips in all the right places. I wanted to turn the video off but found myself unable to move my thumbs.

“Should you be watching that here?” my sister, Sally, said.

“Sorry. But we are in the teacher’s lounge,” I replied, fumbling to turn it off before attracting further attention.

“I hope she’s of legal age, John. Not that you can tell from that angle. So, who is she, you pervert?”

Sally grabbed the phone out of my hand.

“Hunter. A friend of Willy’s…”

“…say no more.”

“We’re looking at extending our Games Night crew. And he’s put forward six of his housemates,” I said.

“Do they all look like Hunter?”

“Mostly. You know Willy.”

“Well, at least he’s given you fodder for the spank bank.”

“Thanks, sis. I knew you’d understand,” I said, as Sally handed the phone back.

The vote was blind, but Hunter got three votes while DeAngelo’s buddy, Raheem, got two.

“Guys, I know it’s my turn to host. But I don’t have room for six people,” I posted.

“Don’t worry. We can do it at mine again. Hunter has to head out at midnight, anyway,” Willy posted.

“What’s happening at midnight?” Ed posted.

“She’s got a lingerie shoot in New York City,” Willy posted.

I found my excitement build as Friday morning came around. Usually, I loved my job. Inspiring the next generation of technology geniuses brought with it a lot of satisfaction. Enough to steer me away from a stint at Quantico. But shaping inquisitive minds was something I loved. And something I never saw myself leaving. The thought of seeing Hunter and her housemates again literally gave me goosebumps. I knew why Willy had proposed them. To throw the rest of us off guard. In all the years of Games Night, we’d never had to deal with the fairer sex. And Willy saw how the dynamic shifted his way instantly the Friday before.

“How do I look, sis?”

“Like a Roman who’s about to be thrown to the lions.”

“Be nice. It’s a serious question.”

“I’d suggest you change your shirt and stop sweating, John.”

My phone dinged while I changed shirts. It was a message from Willy, and titled reminder.

“Don’t forget we have visitors tonight,” Willy messaged.

A video accompanied the message. Unlike the others, this video showed Hunter descending the stairs. Her face looked beautiful. She looked like she’d come straight from a photo shoot. Around halfway down the stairs, she noticed Willy filming and burst out laughing. That laugh looked cute, prompting me to replay the video a half dozen times.

Staring back at me from the mirror stood a tall young man, with thick dark hair slightly past collar length. He wore a black long-sleeved button up silk shirt, dark blue jeans and suede casual shoes. I straightened my pants, opened an extra button, and brushed my hair one more time before grabbing a leather jacket and heading out.

“I haven’t seen you this dressed up since graduation, John,” Sally said, as I left using the front door.

Rather than take Poplar Street to MLK Boulevard, I turned up Montview Boulevard and headed towards City Park. Friday night congestion was only getting worse because of road works. And I didn’t want to arrive late. I let out the throttle on the Charger, albeit only for a few seconds. The roaring motor pumped my adrenaline up. This would be a Games Night to remember. I felt it in my bones.

Expecting Willy to drop the ball, I stopped by a liquor store on the way. Besides a bottle of champagne, I bought a bottle of red and white wine. I considered messaging Willy to find out what Hunter preferred but instead, hedged my bets. A charcuterie board grabbed my attention as I headed for the cashier. But I decided better of it. It may be embarrassing to offer a model a plate full of cheeses and meats before a midnight lingerie photo shoot. And what if she was a vegan? But I still walked into Willy’s house, the bearer of gifts.

“I brought a few things to change it up a bit. Beer might not be the drink of choice for all the players,” I said.

“Look at you being all thoughtful. I’m sure Hunter will be impressed,” Willy said.

“I figured Raheem may be a wine drinker, too.”

“Unfortunately, Raheem had a family emergency,” DeAngelo said.

“I assumed you’d have wine glasses somewhere in the house, Willy.”

“Sure, I’ll get some from the kitchen next door. Hunter’s hoity-toity model friends left some here last weekend.”

“And how are you tonight, Ed?”

“Hoping my luck will change this week.”

“You’ve been saying the same thing for almost six years.”

“Eventually, I’ve got to be right.”

“The beauty of Texas Hold ’Em is that luck plays but a small part,” DeAngelo said.

“Well, I hope that small part improves.”

“Don’t worry, Ed. I’m sure having a new player will shift the whole luck dynamic.”

Willy placed the champagne and wine glasses on the table. He moved to open the champagne.

“Let’s wait for Hunter,” I said, pulling the champagne bottle away.

“Will she be joining us soon?” Ed asked.

“I can hear Hunter coming down the stairs now,” Willy replied.

All eyes converged on the staircase. At first, we heard footsteps but saw no-one. But the footsteps were perfectly timed. When the first evidence of Hunter came into view, Ed’s swallow sounded like a drum announcing her arrival. A black boot with a five-inch stiletto heel came into view. Then its partner arrived, and both descended several steps. Still, no leg came into view for the longest time, until a black stocking emerged from the shiny black leather. Black satin shorts were quickly covered by a tailored black cotton jacket. With only a single offset button holding a diamond encrusted lapel perfectly in place. Finally, Hunter’s face appeared, more beautiful than I’d remembered, as her hair was tightly held back.

Once safely at floor level, Hunter let go the railing and smiled as she moved towards the table. Ed and DeAngelo sat with mouths wide open. I tried to speak but words escaped me.

“Hunter, come and sit next to me,” Willy said.

While that placed Hunter directly across the table from me, I felt relieved her legs and cleavage remained out of sight. For now, at least.

“Are you gonna open the champagne?” Willy asked.

“Of course. I hope you like champagne, Hunter?” I replied.

“It’s one of my favorite food groups,” Hunter said.

“It’s not…” Ed said, before getting kicked under the table by DeAngelo.

I poured five glasses of bubbles, and Willy handed them out.

“Well, this is a civilized start to proceedings,” Hunter said.

“Welcome Hunter. Our first new player in six years,” I toasted.

“I’m excited to pull back the veil on Games Night.”

As I placed my glass on the table, Hunter crossed her legs, grazing my calf as she did. Instinctively, I moved my leg.

“Sorry, John. My legs are a bit long sometimes. Especially in five-inch heels,” Hunter said.

“No need to apologize. A bump of the legs won’t do any damage.”

Within seconds, Hunter’s soft leather boot rested against my leg again.

“You have long legs yourself, John. How tall are you?” Hunter asked.

“I’m 6ft 3in. But still fit into DeAngelo’s shadow.”

“Wow, 6 ft 3in. That’s how tall I am in these heels.”

“You look taller, Hunter,” Ed said.

“Stand up John. Let’s put this question to bed,” Hunter said, sliding her chair back.

I looked towards my brothers for support. No-one said a word. They just stared at me. Meanwhile, Hunter stood alone beside the table.

“Let’s stand back to back. DeAngelo, how about you be the judge?” Hunter said.

Left with little option, I adjusted my manhood before standing six inches in front of Hunter.

“Haven’t you done this before, John? Let’s stand back to back.”

Hunter moved closer to me. She placed her heels against mine before her ass pressed against me. Her long blond hair drizzled over my shoulder as our backs became one. Her apple scented fragrance seeped deep into my soul. DeAngelo placed a knife above our heads and lowered it slowly.

“It’s official. You are both the same height,” DeAngelo said.

I stood frozen to the spot. Keen to savor every second of our flimsy connection.

Hunter placed her hands on my hips before stepping away. It took me a few seconds to regain composure. But I made it back to my seat without bursting. Although Hunter’s soft leather boot promptly rested against my calf again. With DeAngelo seated and ready to go, Willy dropped a pack of cards on the table.

“Let the games begin,” Willy said.

“I think they already have,” DeAngelo said, under his breath.


CHAPTER FOUR


NEVER ONE TO stand back and wait, Willy shuffled the cards and dealt the first hand.

“Does everyone know how to play?” Ed asked, while looking towards Hunter.

“Don’t worry. Hunter’s a pro and will have everything but your pants by the end of the night,” Willy said.

“But thank you for looking out for me, Ed.” Hunter said, gently squeezing his arm.

I turned up the edge of my cards. An eight and a ten. Probably a better hand for blackjack, but still worth staying in.

“I’ll start with two chips,” DeAngelo said.

Everyone followed suit, prompting Willy to deal out the first dealer’s cards. Two nines and a queen weren’t what I hoped for, but I had a slight chance of snagging a flush. DeAngelo added another two chips as the pot hit eighty-dollars.

“Why does everyone look so serious?” Willy asked.

“Because of the crap sitting in front of us,” DeAngelo replied.

“Is that an indication as to your hand?” Ed asked.

“I didn’t say what I held was crap,” DeAngelo replied, prompting Ed to fold.

I knew the odds of a jack being dealt were slim. Very slim. Else I sat on two nines like everyone else. DeAngelo looked more than a little smug. I’d seen this a few times over the years. And it never ended well for me. I reckoned he held two pairs at least. Willy dealt a six, prompting little reaction around the table. I glanced across the table to get a read on Hunter’s hand. She smiled and crossed her legs, throwing me off guard instantly. With three of us still in, Willy dealt the last card. A jack of spades. Not my favorite jack, but she’d do nicely. DeAngelo raised by another two chips while Hunter followed suit.

“How about we raise again, just for fun?” I said.

DeAngelo’s expression went from smug to solemn. Hunter didn’t react.

“Sure, it’s early,” DeAngelo said, adding the extra chips. Hunter promptly followed suit.

“What have you got?” DeAngelo asked.

I lay out the cards in order, a queen high straight. Not the best hand I’d ever had, but given what Willy had dealt, a hand I remained confident enough in. DeAngelo threw his cards onto the pile as all eyes turned to Hunter. My hands moved out in front, waiting to collect the pot.

“I’ve got a straight flush,” Hunter replied, laying out a perfect run of diamonds from six through ten.

“Well played, Hunter,” I said, withdrawing my claim on the pot, instead watching Hunter’s perfectly manicured fingernails scoop up the hundred-dollars of chips.

As Hunter collected her winnings, the front door opened. And all eyes turned to see two gorgeous blondes walk in hand-in-hand. They appeared a little tipsy and more than a little excited.

“How was your first gig, Taylor?” Hunter asked.

“Best night ever. Thanks to Zoe,” Taylor replied, giving her companion a peck on the cheek.

“My little protégé wowed them,” Zoe said, before turning Taylor towards her and plunging her tongue down Taylor’s throat.

Unusually, Willy appeared quiet. Leaving the chatter to Hunter. Something quite out of character for him.

“I expect you’ll be looking to celebrate. But you’re welcome to join us,” Hunter said.

“That would be lovely…” Taylor said.

“… but we’ve got other plans. We’ll let the boys play in peace,” Zoe interjected, running one hand up under Taylor’s shirt and another down over her shiny leather pants.

The boys sat frozen to the spot as Zoe manhandled Taylor all the way up the stairs. After a brief recovery period, heartbeats returned to normal ranges.

“Looks like Hunter knows how to play,” DeAngelo said.

“Beginner’s luck, I’d say,” Hunter said.

“You knew what you had. I’d call it more than beginner’s luck.”

“And the odds of that happening…” I said.

“…are around seventy-two thousand, one hundred and ninety-two to one,” Hunter interjected.

“Impressive. You know your numbers,” I said.

“Sounds like you know them, too. Can you guess mine?” Hunter said, sliding her soft leather boot up my calf.

“You’re 5ft 10in and a size six, I’d say. You’d probably be 34-28-33 if I’m any sort of judge.”

“Not a bad guess. I’m 34-29-33, actually. Nice to see you’ve got my measure, though.”

“Am I able to shuffle now, or do you two need a little private time?” Ed asked.

“Don’t expect this banter to stop soon. Let’s keep moving,” DeAngelo interjected.

“It’s important to get to know your opponent,” I said.

“Oh, I very much look forward to that,” Hunter said, again re-crossing her legs.

The next few hands proved as challenging as the first. I ended up with the worst run of cards I could remember. The poker gods had deserted me, forcing me to bid low and fold regularly. But after half a dozen hands, I sat about even. Hunter and Willy surged ahead, while Ed and DeAngelo languished. Unfortunately, Hunter called it quits after her first glass of champagne. Not that I blamed her. She was booked on the red-eye to New York for the lingerie shot. And apparently dressed for the shoot underneath. News she volunteered quite early.

The final pot Willy challenged each of us to double up. Four chips each started the pot before Hunter raised twice for the same amount. Ed dropped out quickly, leaving Willy, Hunter and me to battle for the five-hundred-dollar plus winnings. As the last card was revealed, I felt Hunter’s boot slide halfway up my calf. By now, I was getting as used to it as I could. But this time, it didn’t stop moving. It slid past my knee and along the inside of my thigh before grazing something more delicate.

“Come on, Rain Man, what’s it gonna be?” Willy asked.

“Give me a moment to assess the odds,” I replied.

While I desperately wanted the win, I quite enjoyed the obvious diversion. I sat on a full house but knew Hunter may have four of a kind. Oops, she really is skillful with that boot. I’d failed to read Hunter all night and worried this may seal my fate.

“I’ll see you,” I said, throwing six chips on the pile.

“And I’ll raise you,” Hunter said, throwing another ten chips into the pot.

I looked down. Ten chips were all that remained in front of me. I tried to read Hunter, to no avail. Why would she be playing with me if she had a brilliant hand? Perhaps she was merely having fun with me. I pushed my remaining chips into the middle of the table.

“I could raise you. But it wouldn’t be fair. And I wouldn’t want to take advantage,” Hunter said, grazing my manhood left, then right.

Ed and Willy had folded. A fifteen-hundred-dollar pot sat between Hunter and me. A win that would see me level up for the night. But Hunter laid down four queens. I’d been seduced into thinking with my little head.

“Well, that was fun. I’d love to take your money again some time,” Hunter said.

“It would be poor form if we only invited you once,” I said.

“Same time next week, then,” Willy said.

The gang all nodded in agreement.

“I feel like I’ve lost my shirt,” I said.

“Then our visitor has successfully changed up Games Night,” Willy said.

“Now you know how I feel every week,” Ed said.

“Perhaps next time you will lose your shirt for real. We could substitute clothes for chips. Maybe you’ll lose everything again,” Hunter said.

Hunter grabbed a stylish coat. But one that looked casual enough to be in-fashion. She headed for the door while the rest of us packed up. Ten minutes later, DeAngelo, Ed, and I left Willy sporting a permanent grin. Surprisingly, Hunter stood by the street, phone in hand, frantically tapping away at the screen.

“Is anything wrong, Hunter?”

“That’s the third Uber that’s canceled.”

“Can I give you a ride?”

“That would be awesome. Which car? Please tell me it’s not the Smart car.”

“No that’s Ed’s. It’s good on gas, apparently. Mine is the Charger.”

“Looks like your chances of getting laid just increased again. But not tonight, of course.”

“No, that sounds like something I’d rather savor.”

Unexpectedly, the front door opened, and Sarah rushed out dressed in little more than a white neglige.

“Babe, you forgot your lucky knickers,” Sarah said, before planting a kiss on Hunter.

“Thanks Sally. I gotta go.”

Hunter spent the following thirty minutes furiously working her phone. She texted and called people to confirm she was going to make it on time. Someone agreed to meet her at the drop off point and escort her through security. While trying to watch the road, I spent a little time purveying Hunter’s assets while she appeared otherwise occupied.

A guy who resembled a bouncer met Hunter at the curb. He grabbed her bag and ushered her towards the door.

“Thank you, John. You are a life saver.”

“My pleas…” I said, before Hunter kissed me quickly and sprinted for the gate.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


ARRIVING HOME AROUND 1:00 am, the buzz of the night remained palpable. While spending most of the night in Hunter’s presence put a massive smile on my face, the trip to the airport replayed in my mind. Those delightful long legs resting against my leather car seat before disappearing into the cutest of ankle boots perched neatly on my carpet. Whether crossed or not, Hunter’s pins went on forever. And her kiss. Albeit brief. I still felt a warm inner glow an hour later.

Unable to stop replaying my time with Hunter, I did what any twenty-something guy would do. Twice. I eventually fell asleep with a broad smile on my face sometime around 2:00am. But what had started out as a solid eight on the sleep scale spiraled downward when my alarm went off at 6:00 am. A little sidetracked when arriving home, I’d neglected to turn off my alarm and cancel my appointment with myself for an early morning run. Scampering across the room, I quickly shut down the tolling bells. But my deep sleep had been replaced with acute alertness.

I dozed for an hour before, unexpectedly, my phone dinged. I’d turned off all three alarms so gingerly picked up my phone. Don’t tell me I’d arranged a run with Ed?

“I made it to the photoshoot on time. Thanks to you, John.”

“Great to hear. I was happy to help.”

“Thanks for saving my reputation,” Hunter messaged with a kiss emoji.

Resting my phone against the spare pillow on my double bed, I read back through the message thread several times. Did I miss my opportunity?. Why did I say ‘great to hear’? What am I, an overwhelmed mother, bleary-eyed, making sandwiches for her kids before school? And ‘happy to help out’. Who says that? I should have asked for a date as a reward. That’s what Willy would have done. Suddenly, my phone dinged again. This time, a photo message downloaded below the text.

“Here’s a sneak peek of the photo shoot,” Hunter messaged.

After fumbling for my phone, I opened the photo. Hunter posed at the iconic intersection in Times Square. But this wasn’t the usual night shot I’d seen a million times. She stood in the middle of the road, in the subdued early morning light. A half dozen yellow cabs flanked her to the left and right. The setting pulled the focus away from the neon lights, and towards the road on which Hunter posed. Turned to the side and looking over her left shoulder, she held an open palmed hand up to her mouth and pursed her lips seductively for a kiss.

With her long blonde hair flowing, everything Hunter wore was gold. A gold lamé dress hugged her figure like a glove. It flowed gracefully to mid-calf. A massive split above the left thigh revealed the lace tops of gold stockings covered with gold flecks. Gold cowboy boots with a three-inch Cuban heel completed the ensemble. Hunter’s palms were both visible and swiped in gold paint in a Z shape. Her expression perfectly combined surprise and seduction. And Hunter’s hair sat away from her gorgeous face, obviously the result of a nearby wind machine.

“Cat got your tongue, John?”

“Sorry. Who’s the client?”

“Euphoria. We can’t use the photo, as it reveals more than the client wants.”

“Their loss is my gain.”

“Are you free for dinner when I get back? I’d like to thank you properly.”

“Sure, but don’t feel obliged.”

“Don’t worry. I don’t do anything I don’t want to,” Hunter messaged with a devil emoji.

“I look forward to it.”

With dinner locked in, I set out to ensure I got to spend time with Hunter weekly. Logging into the Facebook Group Chat, I posted a recommendation to include Hunter as part of our regular crew. The first invite we considered an audition. And Hunter appeared well and truly capable of mixing it with the crew. While cashed up, she appeared no novice. But she certainly offered that something we’d been missing for the past five years.

“I suggest we invite Hunter back as a regular?” I posted.

My phone dinged as soon as I pushed the button. Ed and DeAngelo gave the thumbs up instantly. But there was no word from Willy.

“You realize you’re signing up to lose money every week, don’t you?” DeAngelo posted.

“It’s a small price to pay,” I posted with a smiley face emoji.

“I wonder if it’s a two for one deal. Hunter and Sarah appeared extremely close,” Ed posted.

In the excitement, I’d forgotten about Sarah. Sure, she appeared close to Hunter. And I didn’t want another Sabrina episode. My first relationship with a lesbian still haunted me. But at least she’d add something new to the group dynamic. I waited, eyes glued to the Facebook Group Chat for a response from Willy. It was 7:30 am and Willy had never been an early riser. Finally, around 11:30 am, the final thumbs up arrived. I followed suit, making it four straight yes votes. It became official. Hunter was in. The focus shifted to our sixth member.

“I’ll let Hunter know the good news,” Willy posted.

My mind turned back to Sarah. And how familiar she’d been with Hunter. If Ed was right, all I’d done was sign up a two for one deal. And I’d be doomed to lose money for sure. But Hunter’s reactions to Sarah, as well as my dinner invite, suggested any relationship between them may well be over. But if there was one thing my experience with Sabrina had taught me, it was that the road from bi-curious to lesbian could be short and direct. I wondered how I would react if both Hunter and Sarah turned up at my doorstep to take me to dinner. Would we head off to the restaurant as a happy threesome? Or would I be the third wheel on a romantic date? There was only one thing for certain. Only time would tell.

Later in the afternoon, my phone dinged with a message. It was from Hunter.

“Sounds like you boys were impressed with my game.”

“We’ve been looking for someone who can raise the stakes.”

“Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet. You saw me on my best behavior for the audition.”

“Does that mean you are gonna join us, Hunter?”

“I got a few availability issues to work through, but yes.”

“Nothing serious, I hope?”

“Nope. But while I’m doing that, can I get some advice?”

“Sure…”

“…which of these two photos should I add to my portfolio?” Hunter messaged, sending the photos after the message.

I opened the first. Before me sat a variation on the New York City photo studied earlier. I responded with a wow and three hot emojis. The second shot showed Hunter in a sleeveless silver dress, stretching down past her knees and completely see-through. Everything beneath the dress became completely visible, and I don’t simply mean the panty line. I didn’t know where to look but must admit to reviewing it closely.

“All done. I’ve confirmed my acceptance with Willy,” Hunter messaged.

I knew I needed to respond to Hunter’s question. But I wasn’t sure where I stood.

“Both photos are awesome.”

“Good to see I can still make a straight flush, John.”

The reference confused me, but I’d successfully navigated a difficult question. And I ended up with a couple of new photos for my private stash.

Willy updated the Facebook Group Chat confirming Hunter’s acceptance. Excited chatter flew back and forth between the crew. For the first time in history, our boys’ club included a girl.

“Raheem is a no go. Who else could be our sixth member?” DeAngelo posted.

“There’s always Sarah,” Ed replied.

“That wouldn’t be a good idea,” Willy said.

I noticed Willy put forward a short list. Most of his housemates were on it again, except Sarah was a notable omission. Something was up.

“What’s the issue with Sarah? Is it related to Hunter?” I privately messaged Willy.

“It’s a long story. Definitely, a face-to-face conversation.”

Wow, perhaps Ed’s instinct was right. They seemed more than a little handsy each time I’d seen them together.

When push came to shove, Willy was asked to put forward the best player. Liv’s name came to the fore and got accepted by all. It only resulted in an invitation to one Games Night. The crew would decide her fate after the event. Liv accepted, and everything was locked in for the following Friday. Somehow Willy had wrangled Ed’s favorite, Liv, and my favorite, Hunter, to the table. Someone for each of the single guys. The penny suddenly dropped. Had we been played?


CHAPTER SIX


“NOW LOOK CLOSELY at this code. Can anyone tell me why it’s not compiling?” I asked.

“Did she add CSS code into the functions file, sir?” a student asked.

“No, look closer. Remember what we covered last week?”

“One of the functions is added as a remark,” a voice said behind me.

“Exactly right,” I asked as I turned to see Hunter standing next to Sally inside my classroom.

“I overheard Hunter ask for you at reception,” Sally said.

“Have I caught you at a bad time, John?”

“No. Please take a seat while I finish up this lesson.”

I turned back towards the class, but all eyes remained on our guest. Thankfully, Hunter moved to a seat at the rear of the class so as not to divert too much attention from my teaching.

“As Hunter pointed out, the code in line seven-fifty-six is remarked out by mistake. If we remove that, the code should compile,” I said, executing the code after correcting and compiling it.

All eyes focused on the screen as a pterodactyl swooped down and swallowed a school bus whole.

“I gather this is a comment on traditional schooling, Anna?”

“Yes, sir. But our school is different,” a red-faced student replied.

“Okay, let’s get back to coding. We’ve got thirty minutes left. How about we make the most of it?”

“Do you have a hot date, sir?” one student asked.

“Well, I’m not here to learn how to code. Been there, done that,” Hunter interjected.

As the students refocused on their laptop screens, I walked student to student offering support.

Hunter dressed casually but still managed to shorten my breath. Casual for a model occupied a different meaning than casual for a secondary school teacher. A black halter-neck sleeveless dress promoted an ethereal vibe. Knee length and with an asymmetrical hemline, it featured a plunging neckline that kept more than a few of my students distracted for the following thirty minutes. Thankfully, the sheer material emblazoned with mid-grey floral patterns covered a more modest underdress. Black four-inch stiletto leather knee-length boots completed the simple but eye-catching ensemble.

“What does your girlfriend do for a living, sir?” a student asked.

“She’s not…”

“…I’m a model. But I trained as a mathematician.”

“Why are you dating sir?” a student quipped, prompting all others to laugh.

“Because big brains are sexy.”

Thankfully, the bell sounded. Prompting my students to pack up their belongings and meander out of the classroom door.

“Where would we see some of your work, Miss?” a student asked.

“I think…”

“…keep an eye out for the new Euphoria campaign. It launches next week.”

Once all the students had vacated the classroom, I packed my things and turned towards Hunter.

“I’m sorry for all the questions. But thanks for answering them.”

“Don’t be silly. I might have been in your classroom a few years back.”

“Now that would have made lessons a little more difficult.”

“I may still have my school uniform packed away somewhere. But I usually save it for the fifth date,” Hunter said, as my face filled with blood.

‘El Fire’ sat less than a five-minute drive from the secondary school. Thankfully, because Hunter’s dress rode up to reveal far more thigh than I’d expected. While I drove extra carefully, we made it there safely minutes before the sun dropped behind the snow-capped Rocky Mountains. The concierge greeted Hunter by name and kissed her sweetly on the lips before showing us to the best table in the restaurant. A corner spot overlooking the Denver city-scape. I pulled out Hunter’s chair, much to the chagrin of the concierge, and helped her position herself for the prime view. With Hunter seated, I dropped onto the vacant seat beside her.

“This place looks expensive. I’m happy to pay, or at least go halves, Hunter.”

“You saved me twenty-thousand-dollars. Dinner is on me.”

“Wow, I never knew modeling paid that well.”

“I’d still be coding if it didn’t, John.”

With water and bread arriving the moment we sat, a waitress stood ready to order something more substantial.

“I’ll have a ‘Femme Fatale’,” Hunter said.

“And you, sir?” the waitress asked.

“An Iced Tea, thank you.”

“Are you gonna make me drink alone, John? Like a sad person.”

I turned the menu to the drinks page and scanned the extensive list.

“Make that a ‘Slow Down Susie’.”

I felt Hunter’s soft leather boot graze my leg as her hand dropped onto mine.

“That’s better. I’ve been looking forward to this dinner all week.”

After ordering a series of tapas plates, the drinks arrived.

“To my knight in shining armor,” Hunter said, clinking our glasses together.

“To new friendships.”

A dazzling sunset morphed into a stunning city-scape light show over the following fifteen minutes. During that time, two plates arrived, both as scrumptious as each other.

“How do you know the concierge?” I asked, as the second delicious deity hit my tongue.

“She’s an ex. That’s why we got such a great table.”

For a second, I lost my words as I tried not to visualize the two attractive girls together. I wished for once Hunter had spoken about a male ex.

“But that was a few years back. When I was a whole different person, and we were in college together,” Hunter added.

Well, college is the time for experimentation. And Hunter didn’t appear to be interested in girls anymore. Although they sure liked her.

Flashbacks of a shaven headed Sabrina, eating out Betty, a fellow cheerleader, haunted me for the next twenty minutes. Dampening the conversation.

“I’m sorry about distracting you on Friday night, John.”

“I get it. You used your assets to advantage.”

“I did as instructed.”

“You mean Willy put you up to it?”

“It was like he had a script for the evening performance. And I had to follow each instruction.”

“Had to, Hunter?”

“Unless I wanted to find a new place to live.”

Staring into Hunter’s eyes, I noted a look of trepidation for the first time. And a yearning for a real connection. If it wasn’t genuine, Hunter had wonderful career options in the theatre.

“Anyway, I wanted to pay you back for the losses.”

“You beat me with talent and luck, Hunter.”

“I wouldn’t call giving you a foot job under the table, talent.”

“I disagree. You’ve got a real talent there.”

Hunter’s smile made the comment totally worth it.

“Well, it’s official. You are our fifth Games Night member. Something you earned,” I said.

“I hope you don’t mind working around my crazy work schedule.”

“We don’t mind. Else we wouldn’t have voted you in. But I imagine it creates relationship challenges.”

“Yes. I’m between relationships at the moment, John. But I’m suddenly feeling hopeful.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


FRIDAY MORNING, I awoke to the buzzing of my phone. It was Games Night, something that made getting out of bed easier.

“Thanks for dropping me home and being wonderful company,” Hunter messaged with a kiss emoji.

“I didn’t expect you to pay, but thanks. And I appreciate your candor about Willy’s actions. And it’s always nice to meet another of your exes.”

After pushing send, I reconsidered the last comment. But it was too late. The universe had taken my misplaced comment and sent it hurtling around the globe towards Hunter. I tried in vain to recall the message. But alas, it wasn’t possible.

“I never noticed you had green eyes,” Hunter messaged with a winking emoji.

Oh, crap. How do I recover from this?

“They’re hazel, but there are some green flecks in there. They’re not as pretty as yours, though.”

With Lockheed Martin’s Code Quest a mere fortnight away, I got lost in teaching the moment I stepped on campus. One of my students waited for me at the door, keen to get access to the computer lab and fix her broken code. The day pretty much ran away from me early and things never let up. While I’d been immersed in work, the crew buzzed about the new sixth player. DeAngelo’s friend Raheem had been subbed out, and another pretty housemate of Willy’s, Liv, had been subbed in. It was official. Ed immediately private messaged me calling shotgun on Liv. I fired back, giving him my blessing.

While work was busy, the second the clock signaled 5:00 pm, I ran out the door and jumped into my car. With mixed messages from Hunter, I dressed casually to play it cool. I wanted to explore our connection. The first real solid one I’d felt since catching Sabrina’s tongue deep in pussy two years earlier. But I wasn’t sure where I stood. At least Hunter looked feminine. With a flowing golden mane and incredible Azure-blue eyes. Unlike Sabrina’s closely cropped number one buzz-cut. Something that should have alerted me to her preferences in the months before I caught her.

My phone dinged as I cleaned my teeth prior to leaving.

“Hunter seems nice. And hot as hell. What’s the story, bro?”

“She’s one of Willy’s housemates, Sally.”

“Willy hasn’t changed his spots, then. But why was she visiting you?”

“I did her a favor and drove her to the airport. That’s all.”

“No girl who looks like Hunter thanks someone in person unless she wants to.”

“I’m confused, sis. I don’t want another Sabrina incident. She’s had an ex-girlfriend.”

“As long as it’s an ex-girlfriend, what do you care?”

“But that means she’s into girls.”

“Most girls these days have the odd same-sex fling. I even dabbled a few years back.”

I read and re-read Sally’s message a half dozen times. That was all news to me. I’d only seen my sister with boys. And there’d been no shortage of them either.

“Trust me. I have a great radar. Hunter is not a lesbian.”

“Thanks, sis. Perfect timing on the pep talk,” I replied with a couple of thank you emojis.

Standing in front of an open wardrobe, I assessed the options. Loose jeans turned into tight jeans. Black and tight enough to highlight my workout worthy quads when I sat. Then, a simple white t-shirt returned to the wardrobe, being replaced by a deep blue satin collared shirt. With my sleeves rolled to just below the elbows, ten years’ worth of wrist curls could not be ignored. A little product in my hair and I became swoon-worthy.

The change of plans saw me steer the Charger behind the Denver Zoo, and to my favorite liquor store. Knowing Hunter’s preference for red wine made the selection process much easier. I decided to go exotic, selecting a Malbec and a Merlot from the plains of Chile. A bottle of champagne completed the offering. While standing at the counter waiting to be served, a couple of party girls bumped into me and started the chat up. But as visually pleasant as they both were, my focus remained on Hunter and her long, shapely legs.

My phone dinged as I pulled up to Willy’s house.

“Liv drinks champagne. Could you bring some?” Ed asked.

“You provide the stimulating conversation, and I’ll supply the bubbles,” I replied.

With a box full of alcohol in hand, I pushed the doorbell. Hunter unexpectedly greeted me with a kiss, pinning me to the verandah wall with her shapely body.

“I got a surprise for you tonight,” Hunter said.

“Wow, another one.”

“That kiss was unplanned. Consider it a bonus.”

As Hunter’s floral essence invaded my body, I wondered what the surprise could be. Was she gonna wear even less? Would she share a seat with Sarah? My head flooded with possibilities.

“You need to play along with me when the time comes,” Hunter said, before dragging me to the table as I struggled to support the wine bottles.

“Sure,” I said, wondering what new excitement Games Night would bring.

I took a seat opposite Hunter. The only vacant spot. Something Willy had obviously setup. Liv sat opposite Ed, whose face resembled a Labrador sitting beside a dinner table. DeAngelo and Willy sat opposite one another.

Willy shuffled the cards and prepared for the first hand. I opened the champagne and poured six glasses.

“Welcome, Liv. I hope you have as much fun as we will. But not quite as much luck,” I toasted.

“Welcome Liv,” the other four added.

“Thanks for inviting me. But I can’t promise I’ll lose money tonight.”

Hunter headed to the kitchen to get an extra wine glass while Willy prepared for the first deal. She appeared like an angel in white from head to toe. Her blonde locks flowed freely over a white long-sleeved blouse. Buttoned up the front, the top had a see-through lace mid-riff section and similar bands at either wrist. A white flowing skirt reached halfway down her calves and was hemmed with delicate lacework. A pair of white four-inch stiletto ankle boots finished off the attention grabbing outfit perfectly.

Willy dealt the first hand. Conservative Ed opened with two chips. Everyone else followed.

“How do we play?” Liv asked, prompting DeAngelo and me to scour at Willy.

“It’s standard Texas Hold ‘Em,” Willy replied.

“Play the first few hands with me and I’ll show you,” Ed said, prompting Liv to slide her chair across the floor and position it extremely close to Ed.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


KNOWING I’D BEEN conned by Willy the previous week, I paid extra attention to any interplay between Hunter and him. It soon became clear that signals flew back and forth between the two whenever new cards got dealt. When Willy had a good hand, he scratched his nose. Whenever he had a poor hand, he raised his hand to his mouth and coughed. Hunter, on the other hand, squeezed her left ear when she had a good hand and tapped her bright red talons on the table once when she had a bad one.

After the first four hands, Willy had won two, Hunter one, and I won the largest pot from the second hand. Liv watched Ed for the first four hands, which he fumbled through. It was like watching a hormone infused teenage boy sitting beside a blossoming teenage girl for the first time. The only decent hand he got, Liv squealed with delight. Pretty much everyone folded. But once on her own, Liv appeared uneasily comfortable and confident in her play. She won two of her first five hands, a feat her mentor, Ed, had never done. Ed’s money was dwindling fast. DeAngelo hedged his bets, betting small and folding often, apparently waiting for his luck to turn. Meanwhile, the rest of us were about breakeven at the first break.

“When do I get my surprise?” I asked, sidling up to Hunter in the kitchen.

“Someone’s a little excited,” Hunter replied before heading back to the table.

I assumed she didn’t want to be accused of collusion. Willy closely watched the girls’ every move. He whispered something into Hunter’s ear seconds after she sat. And likewise, to Liv a few seconds later. I got the feeling he marshaled his troops for a major offensive.

“I’ll raise you four chips,” Liv said.

“You realize that’s a hundred-dollars, don’t you?” Ed said.

“Oh, sorry, how silly of me. Make it six.”

DeAngelo’s cards hit the table before the last word came out.

My odds were low. With two pair, I wasn’t holding a hand to make a stand with. Hence, I folded too. That left Willy and Liv still alive.

“Too rich for my blood,” Willy said, before throwing his cards into the pile.

“What did you have?” Ed asked.

“A woman never divulges her secrets,” Liv replied, sliding her cards into the center of the pile.

Willy sat on a pile of cash looking chuffed. Knowing that any winnings from Hunter and Liv would go to him, I figured he sat about a grand up. Not bad for a few hours spent socializing with friends. The following half dozen hands went the way of Willy’s posse most of the time. Although DeAngelo and I snagged a decent pot each to keep our losses to a manageable level. But poor old Ed dropped out.

“Perhaps I’ll sit beside you and watch,” Ed said.

“I’d rather you didn’t,” Liv said.

As soon as we stood for the second break, I heard Hunter’s phone ding.

“Sorry, guys. I have to call my agency.”

I watched as Hunter moved into the large lounge area and perch on a leather couch. She seemed quite animated at first. Her casual expression turned to a gorgeous smile as she started to write down a message.

“I’ve been asked to fill in for a photoshoot. But don’t worry, I won’t leave you in the lurch,” Hunter said.

My eyes tracked Hunter across the room and up the stairs. All that practice had definitely paid off. Nobody ascended a flight of stairs as beautifully as Hunter. And in the white flowing outfit, she looked like an angel ascending to heaven.

“Should we kick on?” DeAngelo asked.

“Hunter asked us to wait,” I replied.

The crew sat at the table and prepared for the final session. Willy had spent most of the short break whispering in Liv’s ear. The Hunter exit appeared to have thrown him off his game. I anticipated this was part of Hunter’s surprise.

The angelic Hunter descended the stairs, albeit dressed a little more edgy. Skintight black leather pants slid inside black five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots. Obviously Louboutin, from the flash of red beneath the soul. Hunter’s hair flowed over a black tailored jacket. Simple but with a satin lapel to provide a little distraction from the leather. A black silk blouse completed the outfit. In less than five minutes she’d gone from an ethereal angel to a kick-ass rockstar. I struggled to recover after a mouthful of red wine went down the wrong way by mistake.

But it was what followed Hunter down the stairs surprised me the most. Another tall, statuesque blonde dressed to kill followed in Hunter’s footsteps.

“I hope you don’t mind Taylor filling in for me,” Hunter said.

I looked at Willy, who had almost swallowed his tongue the second he saw Taylor. While he tried to look away, he couldn’t. And thankfully, he’d lost his ability to speak. It suddenly occurred to me that Taylor’s name had never been put forward by Willy. Why was that?

“Sure, welcome to Games Night, Taylor,” I said, pulling out the empty chair.

Hunter looked incredible. Like she’d stepped out of a fashion magazine. Her makeup was dramatic, with prominent crimson lips and attention drawing eyeliner. While her long blonde hair perfectly framed her face and flowed casually over all her major curves. A simple white sweater with black bands at the neck and either sleeve hugged her body like a glove. A black corduroy mini skirt prominently displayed six gold buttons and gold edging around two large pockets. Taylor’s long legs were accentuated by crimson five-inch stiletto over-the-knee velvet boots. This outfit was not something she’d thrown on in haste.

With everyone else checking out Taylor, I took the opportunity to turn to Hunter. I gave her a knowing look, to which she replied with a smile.

“Again, thanks for working around my crazy work schedule,” Hunter said.

“I hope the photoshoot goes well, Hunter,” I said.

“Thanks, I gotta run. My Uber is outside.”

The visions of Hunter in black leather had certainly caused my pulse to rise. The surprise, it appears, had something for almost everyone. After five minutes, Willy still hadn’t said a word. Something extremely out of character for a motor mouth attorney who always tried to dominate any conversation. Even DeAngelo couldn’t resist sneaking a quick peek at Taylor’s gorgeous legs. Although he and Mary Jane were childhood sweethearts. The classic football star who married the head cheerleader in a wedding ceremony full of the genetically blessed. Understanding Willy was a little pre-occupied, I took the initiative and prepared the cards for the next hand.

After placing the cards on the table in front of Willy, my phone dinged.

“Time for a little payback. Enjoy the get even,” Hunter messaged.

“Thanks, but couldn’t you have found someone a little less distracting?”

“Taylor’s there to put Willy off. Not you. So focus. But promise me you’ll look out for her.”

“I promise, Hunter.”


CHAPTER NINE


“WE’RE PLAYING TEXAS Hold ‘Em. Are you familiar with the rules, Taylor?” I asked.

“I grew up with four brothers. I know the basics.”

Willy had still not spoken in the fifteen minutes since Taylor arrived.

“If you need to clarify anything, feel free to ask.”

“Thanks, John.”

We started the last session with Willy holding around fifteen-hundred-dollars in chips. Taylor had taken over Hunter’s thousand-dollars, while Liv and I sat about even. DeAngelo was down a few hundred dollars but still had enough chips to play. Finally, Willy picked up the cards and dealt the pre-flop. Everyone added two chips, and we were away. Uncovering two picture cards, I got the feeling my luck may have turned. But I kept things close to my chest and tried to read the table.

Two picture cards turned into a ten through ace straight. That gave me the first pot of well over two-hundred-dollars. Taylor and Liv looked totally at home at the table. Both were hard to read and playing the cards that fell in front of them. Willy struggled to keep his eyes off Taylor, even though he tried to play it cool. Any signs between Liv and Willy went by the wayside, as Willy’s focus shifted directly across the table from me.

“I’ll raise you four,” Taylor said.

That comment led me to fold and save my cash for another day. Luckily, I did, as Taylor jagged four sevens and picked up a couple of hundred dollars in the second hand. Any teamwork between Willy and the girls had well and truly dissolved, prompting Liv to play her cards on their merits rather than signaling Willy.

The third pot rose quickly. I got the feeling Willy had a hand of substance. But with the dealer showing a pair, I recognized everyone would have decent cards. Understanding the odds weren’t in my favor, I folded early. As did DeAngelo. That left Willy and the girls. The pot built to over five-hundred-dollars before Taylor raised it by six chips, prompting Liv to fold. That’s when Willy’s face turned beetroot red. I turned to see Taylor’s crimson boot sliding against Willy’s thigh. He too folded.

“What did you have, Taylor?” Ed asked.

“A pair of eights. The same as everyone else.”

Taylor laid down her cards for all to see as she collected the pot and stacked her new chips.

“I could have beaten that,” Willy said.

In a few short hands, the distribution of chips had shifted dramatically. Willy’s pile had eroded while Taylor’s had built strongly.

“What do you do for work, Taylor?” I asked.

“I code Apps.”

“Have you worked on anything I’d have heard of?”

“Pokerist, perhaps.”

“That’s my favorite App,” Ed said.

“Nice. It’s popular with poker novices. Oh, the next update will be worth downloading.”

“You know your odds pretty well, Taylor.”

“Inside and out.”

I looked at Willy, who turned in the opposite direction. Why hadn’t Willy put forward Taylor’s name for Games Night? Because she was too good? Although Hunter and Liv were more than capable players, as well. Perhaps she was less compliant?

A hand later, two more of Willy’s roommates arrived home. Cassie, a strikingly tall redhead with long legs supporting a gorgeous figure, dragged her housemate, Nikki, over to the table. They pulled up a couple of chairs beside Ed and poured a glass of wine each.

“Is this what goes on at Games Night?” Cassie asked.

“Looks like Taylor is crushing it,” Nikki, a pretty Latino with curves in all the right places, replied.

The next pot built to around six-hundred-dollars quickly. Willy looked desperate for a win and raised by every chip in front of him. Following Taylor’s bluff, he needed to rebuild his manhood.

“I could raise again, but that wouldn’t be fair. Unless someone is willing to spot Willy,” Taylor said.

With no takers, the focus again shifted to Taylor.

“I’ll see you, Willy. What have you got?”

Willy confidently laid his cards on the table.

“A full house, kings over sevens.”

All eyes turned to Taylor. Waiting for what could be the death blow. This would be the first time Willy hadn’t made it through Games Night.

“Same, kings over eights.”

Willy was bust. He lost a six-hundred-dollar pot by the slimmest margin. A disappointing way to go out.

“Does that mean you have to do a lap of the table naked?” Cassie asked.

“Why have we never insisted on that?” I said.

“Because no-one wants to see Ed naked,” DeAngelo added.

“Perhaps we should call it a night,” Willy said.

Willy looked around the table expectantly. But there was no reaction.

“I’m happy to keep going until the end if DeAngelo is,” I said.

“Yep. My luck is changing for the better,” DeAngelo said.

Willy didn’t hang around to watch. Traditionally, the rules of Games Night put the social before the financial. Every week Ed went bust but stayed at the table. And anytime DeAngelo had lost his shirt, he stayed until the end. That was how we played. But Willy headed upstairs and wasn’t seen again that night. Poor form, that’s for sure. But Ed, Cassie and Nikki stayed until the end. There was no way Ed was leaving Liv before he was thrown out. I ended up five-hundred bucks up. Not a bad outcome, all considering. I left for home after helping clean up, but not before messaging Hunter.

“Best Games Night ever.”


CHAPTER TEN


MY PHONE DINGED with a message during my drive home. I expected it to be from Willy, banning Taylor from future Games Nights. Once I’d pulled into the driveway, I read the message.

“I’m glad it worked out for you,” Hunter messaged.

“I hope you didn’t cop any blowback over subbing Taylor in.”

“Nothing I can’t handle.”

“Well, it worked a treat. Willy turned to water and lost everything.”

“I figured he must have lost big.”

“He was humiliated. Cassie and Nikki even stopped by for the show.”

“Oh shit, John, no wonder he’s seething.”

“How can I ever thank you?”

“Perhaps I could crash at yours.”

“Sure, anytime. When were you thinking?”

“Tonight. If that works.”

I sent Hunter my address. Even though I’d visited her house several times, she’d never come to mine. I headed inside, excited to see Hunter again. Especially considering the way she dressed. She looked incredible. Sort of super-hot and edgy.

“How did the photo shoot go?” I messaged.

“I’ll explain in five when I get there.”

While I had my best date night outfit on, I decided to spruce things up a bit by loosening a few buttons to appear a little more relaxed. Sort of presenting an irresistible, yet casual vibe. Hot but approachable. I grabbed a bottle of champagne and two glasses from the kitchen before dimming the lights in my bedroom and turning down the bed. The last thing I wanted was to scare Hunter off with a full-on bachelor pad.

“I’m outside. Could you help me with my luggage?” Hunter messaged.

Heading out the back door, I saw Hunter standing by an open car trunk. She looked incredible all in black. But I was surprised to see the pure volume of bags she’d packed.

“Models don’t travel lightly, I see.”

“Not when everything they own is in their car.”

“You don’t mean Willy evicted you?”

“Guessed it in one, John. He called it a betrayal beyond reconciliation.”

My expectations instantly changed from celebration booty call to panic.

“My bags were waiting for me when I arrived home. I’ll have to go back tomorrow to collect a few more things. But this is most of it.”

“Willy can be such an ass when he wants to be. Load me up, Hunter.”

“It’s been fun getting to know you and your friends.”

“You’re not getting out of Games Night that easily.”

“I doubt Willy will let me in the house to gather my remaining things, let alone welcome me for Games Night.”

“Then we’ll host it elsewhere. You leave Willy to me. My room is through here,” I said, heading down the hallway.

Hunter dropped a couple of bags and headed back for a second load. Three loads later, everything had been transported from her seam-bursting car to my overflowing room.

“I’m happy to sleep on the couch.”

“Don’t be silly, Hunter. You can have my bed.”

“I don’t want to put you out. Not after you’ve come to my rescue, again.”

“I’ll sleep on the floor. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“Is there somewhere I can change for bed?”

“Sure, that door leads to an en-suite. You can lock the door behind you if you wish.”

“Thanks, John. There are things I’d rather keep secret for now.”

“Don’t worry. Willy has told us all about you,” I said, prompting a look of dismay to cross Hunter’s face.

“I’m surprised he hasn’t scared you off?”

Minutes later, Hunter walked through the door dressed in a long, black silk robe. It shimmered in the moonlight, streaming through my bedroom window.

“Perhaps we should close the curtains,” Hunter said.

I ran across the room to comply with the request.

“Wow, that’s quite the sizable bed. Perhaps we could share it, John.”

“I wouldn’t want you to feel I’m taking advantage of you at a weak moment.”

“How about you get ready for bed and give me time to settle in?”

I grabbed my pajamas and headed to the en-suite. As I did, Hunter stepped into my path and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Don’t be long. I’d hate to fall asleep before you get back.”

Seconds after closing the en-suite door, my clothes sat in a pile in the corner. I cleaned my teeth, being sure not to rush that mission critical job. Pajamas on, I adjusted a few buttons, then dropped to the floor for forty push-ups. Twenty sit-ups later, I headed into the bedroom, albeit a little breathless. Hunter’s words “don’t be long” still echoed in my head.

Upon returning, I noticed the lights were dimmer. A quick look showed that Hunter had placed lingerie over the lamp light to soften it. While she lay side on with her head propped up on two pillows. The blankets had been folded down invitingly.

“Who’d have figured you were that buffed?” Hunter said.

I tried to speak but nothing was forthcoming. Hunter’s smile had removed my vocal ability.

I slipped between the sheets and placed my head on a pillow less than six inches from Hunter.

“This brings back memories of sleepovers in secondary school,” I said.

“Well, you keep surprising me, don’t you?”

“But kinda different, though,” I said, feeling my face redden.

“Do you have an alarm clock, John? I’ve got a photo shoot at 10:00 am?”

“What time do you need to be awake?”

“Around 6:00 am.”

I looked at the clock. At 1:15 am, I knew the booty call option was off the table.

“How about you spoon me until we fall asleep, John?”

Hunter took my hand in hers and rolled over to face the wall. Her apple scented hair smothered me. But I didn’t care. The rush of being close to this goddess made up for any discomfort. I maintained a couple of inches between our bodies, but still felt the warmth radiate off Hunter’s stunning body. I wanted to kiss her beautiful shoulder. Past the soft strap of her satin and lace baby doll. Nuzzle against the nape of her neck. And explore her perfectly proportioned body. But I knew now was not the time.

After wiggling her ass, Hunter slid back against me. I felt her shoulders against my chest and her silk-clad backside against my pajama pants.

“Someone’s a little excited.”

“I’m sorry, Hunter. It’s the movement.”

“Well, at least I know your intentions. Boys are so easy to read.”

“Don’t worry, I can be trusted.”

“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t know that. Plus, I’ve wanted you to spoon me since the moment we met.”

“There’s nothing I’d rather do than spend a night with you.”

“Keep that thought for when I get back tomorrow.”

Hunter turned her head and kissed me. It was soft, yet playful. Our tongues exchanged spit for a solid twenty seconds.

“Thanks for being my knight in shining armor, again.”

“Every damsel in distress needs one.”

“Perhaps Willy’s retribution wasn’t such a bad thing after all.”

After a few more kisses, Hunter settled against my body, and she quickly fell asleep. The champagne and glasses still sat by the bedside. My mind rushed through the night that was. How we’d gotten even with Willy. Then I wondered how to make everything right. But quickly, I settled into the delight that was spooning Hunter. Her skin felt soft, and even though it was dark, I could make out cute little goose bumps on her shoulders. One more movement of Hunter’s ass and I was rock hard. And that’s how I fell to sleep.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


WHEN I WOKE the next morning, I instantly felt for my spooning buddy. But she’d quietly readied herself for the day, leaving nothing but a subtle green apple aroma on her pillow and enough luggage to fill my bedroom to bursting point. By 9:00 am, I should have expected her to be gone. She probably sat in a makeup chair getting ready for another incredible fashion shoot. But I knew it was only a temporary absence. And she’d be back later in the day. So, rather than knock one out, I held tight, focused on making our first night together truly special.

My excitement level was off the charts when Hunter arrived home shortly after sundown. Without a key to my house, she messaged me upon arrival.

“I’ve arrived, John. Can we pick up where we left off last night?”

“Who’s this?”

“Someone is risking an awful lot.”

“Come around the back and I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”

Seconds felt like hours as I waited for Hunter to knock on the door. But eventually, the familiar sound signaled Hunter was just feet away. I instantly opened the door and invited her into the softly lit room.

“What’s all this?” Hunter asked.

“Oh, we’ve had problems with the power.”

As Hunter stepped onto a path of red, pink, and yellow rose petals, her expression turned from concern to pure joy in seconds.

“Someone’s been a busy boy,” Hunter said, grasping for my hand.

“I didn’t want you to trip in the dark.”

What lay before us was a twenty-foot path of rose petals winding its way across the living room to my bedroom. Candles lit the way and provided a spicy aromatic fragrance.

Two steps along the path, my housemate Bob stood holding a tray of champagne glasses in hand.

“To the first of many romantic nights together,” I said.

“Well, at least I know your intentions are genuine.”

I signaled Jenny, another housemate, who lifted a violin to her chin and commenced playing.

“How was your day, Hunter? Did the photoshoot go well?”

“It went fabulously. But enough about that. We’ve got unfinished business.”

Hunter moved forward and pulled me towards the bedroom door.

“It’s not that I don’t appreciate the romance, John. But I so want to fuck you right now.”

The music ended within five minutes of the bedroom door closing.

“I can’t believe you’ve done all this for me, John.”

“This has always been…” I said, before Hunter kissed me with intent.

“…you are gonna have your mind blown tonight.”

Hunter’s soft lips pressed against mine as our tongues started to wrestle.

“Now, you get those clothes off and let’s pick up where we left off,” Hunter said, before grabbing a few things from a suitcase and heading into the en-suite.

I stripped down to my t-shirt and trunks. Unsure how undressed to appear when Hunter re-emerged. She walked in less than five minutes later. Even in the dim candlelight, her soft golden skin glistened. And the black lace baby doll, low cut and barely covering her hips, sent my focus in all directions at once. Black five-inch stiletto ankle boots with an edgy buckle showed her full intent.

Hunter strode towards me and stopped at the foot of the bed.

“Get ready for the ride of your life,” Hunter said.

Placing one knee on the bed, Hunter moved towards me. The second knee dropped on the other side of my body. Having straddled me, Hunter leaned down and kissed me with venom. That kiss lasted well over a minute and showed Hunter’s full intent for the night ahead. Well, if that didn’t make it clear, her next action did. Hunter ripped my t-shirt from my torso and threw it against the wall.

This wasn’t Hunter’s first seduction. She kissed her way across my neck, ensuring to ravage each ear in turn. Hunter kissed her way to my chest, where she started a little nipple play, before heading south along my rock-hard abs.

“I knew there was a perfect specimen of manhood underneath that mild exterior,” Hunter said.

Hunter’s hand moved to my burgeoning weapon. Rock hard and ready to rumble, I felt myself tremble at her skillful touch.

Hunter sat up and swung her legs over me, delighting me with a strong wave of fresh leather aroma as she did. With a boot buckle by either ear, Hunter took my weapon deep before dropping her pert ass towards me. Her mouth action was incredible. The best I’d ever felt. It was like she knew exactly which parts to treat in exactly the right order to achieve maximum affect. I lay back in pure ecstasy, unable to do much more than slide my hands along Hunter’s silk encased thighs. Hunter’s first drop over my six-inches sent shock waves throughout my body.

I was receiving and not giving. Something that I needed to correct. With Hunter’s ass a mere couple of inches away, I lifted my head and kissed each cheek.

“That’s it. Eat me out,” Hunter said.

I needed to make a move, else inherit a reputation as a pillow princess. I carefully slid Hunter’s thong aside and kissed close to Hunter’s target.

“Push your tongue deeper,” Hunter said, dropping her ass a few inches before she plunged her mouth deeper.

As the single best blowjob of my life came to a climax, I buried my face in Hunter’s luscious ass.

“I’m gonna blow,” I screamed, muffled by Hunter’s ass.

But Hunter didn’t back off. Unlike previous partners who’d been scared of what was to come, Hunter did the opposite and took me deeper. Her heavenly action pushed me to the brink of overload.

“Keep working my ass,” Hunter said.

But how could I ignore such physical perfection? I pushed my tongue deep and teased my way around Hunter’s glowing pink sphincter.

“Finish me off by hand. I’m so close,” Hunter said, moving my right hand from her hip and onto…

What the…

“Finish me off, babe. Don’t tease me,” Hunter moaned.

With my tongue deep in Hunter’s perfect ass and my hand wrapped around her rock-hard tool, I knew exactly what I needed to do. Sliding my hand quickly from root to tip, I channeled my best quiet night at home.

The feel of Hunter’s soft skin against my palm brought with it a new sensation. As her four inches of uncut mystery started to spasm, I knew I was on the right track. The track to rewarding Hunter for a job well done. I upped the pace and focused on caressing the head of Hunter’s tool with each pass. I picked up a solid rhythm that had Hunter breathing heavily in no time. Suddenly, Hunter’s breathing labored before ceasing for a solid five seconds. My hand felt her tool pump blood like never before.

Hunter’s gift exploded from her cute tool, reaching as far as my ankles. Eventually, her breathing started again, though it was deeper and more labored than before.

“Oh, babe. You sure know how to treat a girl,” Hunter said, before collapsing forward and giving me a little breathing space. As our gifts merged into one, Hunter kissed my leg before rolling off and lying beside me.

What had just happened? That was completely unexpected. What did it mean? Was I…? I expected to feel uneasy and dissatisfied. But my body surged with endorphins and my weapon roused for a second round. As Hunter’s beautiful face approached mine, there was only one thing I wanted. The second Hunter’s lips touched mine, a surge of electricity moved between us.

“You wait until you see what I’ve got planned for the rest of the night,” Hunter said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“BEFORE WE GET too far along, there’s something I need to tell you…”

“…am I your first trans girl, John? How exciting for you.”

“Wait. What made you think that?”

“The way you’re trying not to look at my toy, but can’t.”

I felt my face turn a bright shade of rhubarb. I’d been caught out and knew it.

“Is it obvious?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll ease you into it. As long as you leave your mind open and trust me.”

“Oh, my mind is wide open. I’m just not sure how to please you.”

“Don’t worry. It’s instinctive. Lay back and follow my lead.”

Hunter stood at the foot of the bed and looked me up and down.

“That’s a hot body you’ve had hidden away there, John.”

“I like to keep myself fit. Gym four times a week and runs every other day.”

“Then let’s test your stamina.”

Hunter moved onto the bed. Her focus was one hundred percent on my weapon. First, Hunter’s crimson talons wrapped snugly around it, before her heavenly lips passed over the head and continued all the way down. Holding deep for what seemed like minutes, Hunter’s throat spasms brought my weapon to life. While Hunter’s lips weren’t the first, they were the most memorable. Her enthusiasm reflected in my pleasure received. Once I stood rock hard, Hunter teased me mercilessly with hand and mouth.

Hunter reached for a bottle she’d placed on the nightstand the night before. I expected it to be night cream. But the pump pack wasn’t there for her face. She’d taken other precautions to protect something slightly more intimate.

“It’ll feel a little cold at first. But I assure you, it’ll warm up pretty quickly.”

“I appear to be in your more than capable hands,” I said, resting my hands behind my head.

With a lavish coating of lube applied, Hunter attacked my weapon with vigor, thoroughly covering it with the slippery substance. After the third palm full of lube, Hunter moved her hands side to side and up and down.

“Close your eyes and relax,” Hunter said.

Who was I to disagree with such a skilled operator? I eagerly complied.

As I felt myself ready to prepare Hunter for the rush, she changed grips or angles and took me back off the ledge. After the third step back, Hunter’s action shifted to single-handed.

“Now this will feel a little foreign at first. But trust me, you’ll thank me for it later,” Hunter said.

With her right hand cupped around my weapon, Hunter slid her left hand down my full six inches and kept going.

“That feels wonderful…” I said.

As Hunter worked my weapon with increasing force, I felt something cool slide between my butt cheeks. It felt foreign going in, but once it was deep inside, a rush of endorphins surged through my body. Hunter took me to the point of climax once more while probing my inner pleasures. About to explode, Hunter thankfully loosened the grip on her right hand. I’d reached a plateau. The point of no return and desperately wanted Hunter to steer me over the edge. But why had she held back? At the same time, her hand action intensified within. One finger had turned into a couple. And they were searching deeper and deeper. I gulped as my weapon continued to spasm.

“I’m coming!” I screamed as my nectar exploded up onto my chest.

I looked down to see Hunter working her left hand while my orgasm went on and on, even without external stimulation. A wave of incredible pleasure washed over me as my body trembled.

“I told you to trust me.”

“That orgasm was insane.”

“Don’t get too comfortable, John. I want in on some of the fun.”

“Anything. Tell me what to do.”

“Let’s wipe up your mess and start working on our mess,” Hunter said, handing me a wet wipe.

Delay was not on my mind as the wet wipe flew across the room and into the corner.

“I can’t believe I thought you were a lesbian.”

“Sarah didn’t handle my transition well. She still thinks we’re an item.”

“So, you don’t like girls?”

“Not even the ones with equipment like yours.”

A wave of relief washed over me. Almost giving me a second wind.

“Here, give me your hand. Take this lube and get yourself rock hard again,” Hunter instructed.

Hunter took another palm of lube for herself. I watched as she prepared her undercarriage for action. I’m not sure who was ready first, but seconds later, Hunter straddled me and took over prepping my weapon. Her hand sat high as she guided my weapon towards her yearning flower. Excitement filled me as I saw her expression shift, signaling we’d successfully docked.

Once I was inside, Hunter slid back to maximize our connection.

“You fit me like a glove,” Hunter said, as a broad smile rippled across her beautiful face.

She pushed deep, providing a heavenly sensation that rippled through my body.

“And you feel like home, Hunter.”

Hunter’s smile lit up the room as I placed a hand on either thigh and helped guide my pleasure partner. Pressing hard against my chest, she raised her body a full five inches before dropping down with her full force. Each movement massaged my weapon like a thousand fingers. And when she dropped, I thrust my hips, causing her eyes to roll back in pure ecstasy. Hunter moved slowly to control my impending climax. I felt like I was on the verge for five minutes or more.

“Are you ready for the finale?” Hunter asked.

“Yes please.”

Hunter increased the speed of her up movements. Her expression turned more serious, as a perfect pair of 34Cs bounded along in rhythm. And Hunter’s semi-docile tool perked up with the added speed, slapping my stomach at the bottom of each down movement.

I felt the mattress sink a solid two inches with every descent. While my arm muscles bulged, I helped return Hunter’s hips to the top of the stroke as quickly as possible.

“I’m coming…,” I screamed.

But Hunter didn’t let up. As I felt my warm gift explode deep inside Hunter, she maintained her action twice more before resting even deeper.

Hunter lent down and kissed me, our connection continuing for the following sixty seconds. An audible pop signaled intermission. At least, that’s what I expected.

“Open wide. Here comes the airplane,” Hunter said, as she thrust her hips forward and landed her tool on my chin.

What option did I have?. I slipped my tongue out and tasted forbidden fruit for the first of many times that night.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, HUNTER opened my eyes to possibilities I never knew existed. The satisfaction I felt was so intense, I honestly thought I wouldn’t survive the night. But I did and would never be the same. All pre-conceptions about traditional lovemaking flew out the door, replaced by mutual experiences more intimate and much more pleasurable. And while I satisfied her in new and unexpected ways, she left me wanting to do more. Wanting to learn more, as we opened this magical chapter in each other’s lives.

When morning finally arrived, I saw no rush to find Hunter a new place to live. Even with quite the extensive wardrobe, we found plenty of space to accommodate both Hunter and her clothes. My bedroom had always felt overly spacious, while my bed was definitely built for two. It would have been such a shame to waste the extra space. And her smile lifted the decor instantly. My place also had a wonderful staircase, different from Willy’s, on which Hunter could practice her walk. I even offered to videotape it for her. So, we called off the search for her new home.

I successfully led my team to first place in the Lockheed Martin Code Quest competition. It was a huge boost for our school, not just because of the recognition, but the prize money went down extremely well with the head of STEM and the Principal. My kids did a fantastic job and really lifted for the event. All of a sudden, my kids realized that being nerdy could be sexy. And that the nerd could get the girl. Sure, I had to remind them through weekly visits from Hunter, but it was all to improve student outcomes.

Willy eventually forgave Hunter and me for the rouse we’d pulled at Games Night. Showing him that two could play the same game was an eye opener. But what really got him over the line was that Hunter helped him secure a date with Taylor. That one date was all it took for Willy to hand over his heart to another. Something I never thought I’d ever see happen. Taylor never became a regular fixture at Games Night, however, as Willy preferred a clear focus when wheeling and dealing with the suckers, as he called us.

Hunter and I settled into a wonderful relationship. And while her work called on her to travel across the USA and beyond, she always joined Games Night whenever she was in town. Although she typically wore less distracting outfits. And kept her foot out of my crotch for the most part. Still, I often got distracted looking across the table and daydreaming about post Games Night activities. And we even practiced a little strip poker. In private. Just in case the rules ever changed at Games Night.
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CAUGHT IN THE ACT
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Can your most embarrassing moment lead you to the perfect life? Should we let our secrets out after all?

Angel Mendez is leaving the beaches of Brazil for a better life in the USA. Accepted by Duke University, Angel can’t believe that dreams are finally turning into reality.

But leaving your home and heading into a new country brings with it risks. Especially when you have a secret or two that you wouldn’t like shared.

So, when Angel’s worst nightmare comes true and an evil manipulator, Richard Sway, learns Angel’s secret, he provides two options. Do as I demand or lose your college dream forever.

But sometimes, love comes in unexpected places. And when you least expect it.

If you like romances where love blossoms in unexpected places, like ‘How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days’, then you’ll love ‘CAUGHT IN THE ACT’. The latest story from indie author, Yumi Cox.

Will Angel fall prey to an evil blackmailer’s demands, or will love save the day?


BEST FRIEND’S EX
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Does the bro-code really exist? Would it stop you from dating a friend’s drop-dead gorgeous ex?

Josh Cash has a lot going for him. Not that he likes to talk himself up. He’d rather just go about his business, being the ideal team player and a capable, quiet achiever. He prefers to leave the limelight to the alpha of his crew, his charismatic best friend, Cody.

But being best friends with an alpha has its perks. And Josh believes the greatest perk is getting to know Rebecca Valentine, the type of girl he would marry in a heartbeat if she wasn’t already taken. By Cody.

So, when Rebecca and Cody unexpectedly break up, Josh steps in to save Rebecca from a gang of unsavoury thugs. Suddenly, he gets noticed and earns the opportunity he’s always dreamed of with his dream girl. Until the bro code, and an angry ex, gets in his way.

If you like transgender romances where love blossoms from friendship, like ‘The Wedding Singer’, then you’ll love ‘BEST FRIEND’S EX’. The latest story from indie-author Yumi Cox.

Will Josh put his friendship on the line for a chance with his dream girl? Or will a false sense of brotherhood force him to walk away from true happiness?


CROSSING OVER
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Can a single night change your entire life? What if that night was Halloween?

Donald Benson is one of the many invisible college guys at the University of South Carolina. He isn’t athletic, didn’t get asked to pledge to a fraternity, and gets solid grades. He’s just like thousands of others living in the dorms in Columbia.

Donald’s only excitement comes from his dorm mates, three attractive girls. He says he lucked it when he got placed in their dorm. Only trouble is, none of them show even the slightest interest in Donald, only adding fuel to his frustration fire.

But with Halloween approaching, Donald shares a Halloween story from his past. One that changed his path many years earlier. This is a game changer, suddenly getting him more attention than he could ever wish for.

If you like transgender romances where one event can change a life forever, like ‘Sliding Doors’, then you’ll love ‘CROSSING OVER’. The latest story from indie-author Yumi Cox.

Will Donald see the opportunity and find his way through a new set of challenges unscathed, or will he return to his boring, but predictable, life as an invisible man?


PUSHING BUTTONS

[image: ]

Can a relationship ever be repaired once trust is broken? Or is broken trust the beginning of the end?

Chris White is a struggling artist who teaches oil painting at a university in Utrecht, The Netherlands. While he’d rather paint his breakout work, living costs need to come from somewhere. And while teaching isn’t quite his thing, he’s thankful it’s where he met the girl of his dreams, Julie. As an up-and-coming model, Julie also had to cover living costs. So she modelled for his class one day.

When Julie walks in on Chris getting overly excited about another model, their relationship hits the skids. Months pass by with no intimacy, causing Chris to consider anything in order to win Julie back. So, when an opportunity arises to spend a weekend together in beautiful Barcelona, Chris sees no reason to say no. Even if Julie’s rules mean it’s not the perfect romantic getaway, Chris would have planned himself.

But when Julie’s rules keep the couple apart, the door opens for unexpected love. And it seems there is no shortage of opportunities for either member of the genetically blessed couple. So, in an alcohol fuelled party town, with inhibitions lowered, do they have the strength to remain true to each other?

If you like coming of age romances full of friendship and romance, like ‘Clueless’, then you’ll love ‘PUSHING BUTTONS’. The latest novel from indie-author Yumi Cox.

Will Chris find a way to repair a broken relationship, or will the trip become the final chapter of their love story?


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


FREE DRESS FRIDAY
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How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams forever?


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.

Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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