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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

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

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

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

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


The Hotwife's Gamble

By Raven Merlot


The Ivory Club existed in whispers among Manhattan’s elite—an unmarked door on the twenty-seventh floor of a nondescript office building in Midtown, where fortunes changed hands nightly and reputations were made or destroyed with the turn of a card. Julia had heard stories for years, but tonight was her first time inside, and the reality surpassed the rumors.

Mahogany panels lined the walls, reflecting the amber glow of art deco sconces. Crystal tumblers clinked against ice as waiters in crisp white jackets navigated between tables. The room smelled of aged leather, expensive cigars, and ambition.

“Drink?” Eric’s voice interrupted her thoughts as he appeared at her side, offering a glass of champagne.

“Thanks.” Julia accepted it, their fingers brushing momentarily. Seven years of marriage, and sometimes their casual touches still carried an electric charge. Not often enough lately, but sometimes.

Eric looked good tonight; his tailored navy suit accentuating his lean frame, his dark hair neatly combed. She’d always found him attractive in an understated way, his intelligence and quiet confidence more compelling than conventional good looks. But lately, she’d caught herself wondering what it would be like to be with someone else; someone bolder, less measured. Someone who wouldn’t always ask what she wanted but would simply take.

“Thompson said the serious game starts in the back room in twenty minutes,” Eric said as he scanned the main floor.

Julia recognized his accountant’s gaze—calculating odds, assessing variables, minimizing risk. It was what made him excellent at his job and reliable as a husband. It was also what had led their sex life into predictable patterns that left her restless on nights when he fell asleep immediately after.

“Are you sure you want to play?” Julia asked, sipping her champagne. “These aren’t your usual stakes.”

Eric’s jaw tightened slightly—a tell she’d learned to recognize years ago. “I can handle it,” he replied, a hint of defensiveness in his tone. “Besides, it’s not like we can’t afford it.”

True enough. Eric’s career had flourished, and Julia’s interior design business had taken off after being featured in Architectural Digest. Money wasn’t the issue. But Eric’s need to prove himself—that was constant, unyielding. It had drawn her to him initially, that quiet determination. Now she sometimes wished he would just relax, let go of the control he clung to so desperately.

“Well, well,” a voice drawled from behind them. “Fresh blood.”

Julia turned to find herself looking up at a man she hadn’t noticed before—tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of presence that altered the energy of the room. He wore a charcoal suit that likely cost more than Eric’s monthly salary, his dark hair styled with calculated negligence. But it was his eyes that captured her attention—pale blue, assessing, amused. He looked at her as if he already knew her secrets.

“Dominic Kane,” he said, extending his hand to Eric first. “Haven’t seen you here before.”

“Eric Reynolds,” her husband replied, his handshake deliberately firm. “First time. My colleague, Thompson, recommended the club.”

“Ah, Thompson. Good man, terrible poker player.” Dominic’s gaze shifted to Julia, his hand remaining extended. “And you must be Mrs. Reynolds.”

“Julia,” she corrected, placing her hand in his.

Instead of shaking it, Dominic turned her palm downward and brushed his lips against her knuckles, a gesture so anachronistic it should have seemed ridiculous. Instead, Julia felt her pulse quicken traitorously.

“Charmed,” Dominic said, his eyes holding hers a beat longer than appropriate.

Julia withdrew her hand, aware of Eric tensing beside her. “Do you come here often, Mr. Kane?” she asked, maintaining her composure.

“Dominic, please.” His smile revealed perfect teeth. “And yes, this was something of a second home. I find the combination of risk and reward … stimulating.” He emphasized the final word slightly, his gaze flicking between Julia and Eric. “Will you be joining the game, or just watching?”

“I’ll be playing,” Eric stated, his voice firmer than necessary.

“Excellent.” Dominic’s smile widened fractionally. “And Julia? Do you play?”

“Not tonight,” she replied. “I prefer to observe.”

“A wise choice. Sometimes the observers have the most … interesting experience.” Dominic checked his watch—a subtle flash of platinum and diamonds. “The private game begins shortly. Let me introduce you to the others.”

As Dominic led them toward a discreet door at the back of the main room, his hand rested briefly on the small of Julia’s back, a touch so light it could have been accidental. Still, she felt it like a brand through the thin material of her black dress, and she didn’t miss the way Eric’s eyes narrowed at the gesture.

The private room was more intimate than the main space—a single round table of polished rosewood, seven leather chairs, and walls lined with vintage photographs of New York City in the Prohibition era. A chandelier cast prismatic light across the green felt. Only two other players were present: a silver-haired woman with sharp eyes and a younger Asian man who drummed his fingers in an irregular pattern.

“Evelyn, Jun, meet Eric and Julia Reynolds,” Dominic said, gesturing toward the empty chairs. “Eric will be joining us tonight. Two more players should arrive shortly.”

Julia took a seat slightly behind Eric’s chair, positioning herself where she could observe both her husband and Dominic.

As they settled in, waiters appeared with fresh drinks and a tray of chips.

“The buy-in is twenty thousand,” Dominic stated casually, as if discussing the weather. “House rules, no limit Texas Hold’em.”

Julia watched Eric’s throat bob as he swallowed. It was an amount significant enough to register concern, but not enough to refuse without seeming out of place. He nodded, reaching for his wallet.

“I hope you’re feeling lucky tonight, Eric,” Dominic said, accepting his chips from the dealer. “In my experience, the most worthwhile games involve stakes beyond mere money.”

“I’m just here to play cards,” Eric replied evenly, though Julia recognized the slight strain in his voice.

Dominic’s gaze shifted to Julia, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “We’re all just here to play cards,” he agreed in a tone that suggested the exact opposite. “At first.”

***

Three hours later, the atmosphere in the private room had transformed. The initial seven players had dwindled to three: Eric, Dominic, and Evelyn, the silver-haired woman whose placid expression masked a ruthlessly strategic mind. The chips had migrated primarily toward Dominic’s side of the table, with Eric maintaining a respectable but diminishing stack.

Julia had moved closer to the table as the night had progressed, now sitting directly beside Eric. She’d switched from champagne to water an hour ago, wanting to maintain clarity as the tension in the room intensified. There was something magnetic about watching the psychological warfare unfold—the bluffs, the calculated risks, the moments of triumph or defeat revealed in the smallest micro-expressions.

But increasingly, she had found her attention drawn to Dominic—the way his fingers handled the cards with practiced precision, the subtle dominance he exerted over the table without saying a word, the occasional glances he sent her way—knowing, inviting, as if they shared a secret.

“I’m out,” Evelyn announced after a particularly brutal hand left her with barely enough chips to continue. She stood, smoothing her silk blouse. “Knowing when to walk away is the true skill in this game. A pleasure, gentlemen. Julia.” With a nod to each of them, she collected her remaining chips and departed, leaving only Eric and Dominic at the table.

“And then there were two,” Dominic observed, signaling for fresh drinks. “Shall we make things more interesting, Eric?”

Eric’s posture stiffened, his chip stack now less than half of Dominic’s. “Define ‘interesting.’”

Dominic leaned back in his chair, studying them both with undisguised amusement. “In my experience, the most memorable games contain an element of … personal investment.”

“I’m already twenty thousand invested,” Eric replied dryly.

“Money is replaceable. The truly valuable wagers involve something irreplaceable.” Dominic’s gaze shifted deliberately to Julia, lingering on her face then lower, before returning to Eric. “Something precious.”

Julia felt her breath catch, a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck. She knew instantly what Dominic was suggesting and, more disturbingly, she wasn’t immediately repulsed by the idea. Months of whispered fantasies and theoretical scenarios during the most intimate moments came rushing back—the forbidden thrill of imagining herself with another man while Eric watched, helpless and aroused.

But that had been fantasy, safe in the confines of their bedroom, with Eric in control of the narrative. This was different—real, dangerous, with unpredictable consequences.

“I don’t wager things that aren’t mine to bet,” Eric said, his voice tight.

“Admirable.” Dominic nodded, his eyes still on Julia. “Though I wonder if your wife might consider herself her own to wager.”

Julia felt both men’s attention shift to her, the weight of it almost physical. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She should be offended. Should stand up, take Eric’s hand, and leave this den of temptation. Instead, she found herself asking, “What exactly are you proposing?”

“Julia,” Eric warned, his face pale.

“I’m just curious,” she replied, surprised by the steadiness of her voice.

Dominic smiled, clearly pleased by this development. “One final game. Winner takes all.” He gestured to the chips then let his gaze fall deliberately on Julia again. “If Eric wins, he collects my entire stake—approximately fifty thousand dollars. If I win …” He paused, allowing the implication to hang in the air between them.

“If you win?” Julia prompted, ignoring Eric’s increasingly distressed expression.

“If I win, you spend the night with me. With Eric present or absent—his choice.”

The room fell silent except for the faint jazz filtering in from the main club. Julia felt dizzy, suspended between shock and a forbidden thrill.

“This is absurd,” Eric said, pushing his chair back. “We’re leaving.”

“Are we?” Julia heard herself ask, surprising them all. “Isn’t this what we’ve talked about? In theory, at least?”

Eric stared at her, his expression a complex mixture of shock, arousal, and fear. “That was different,” he hissed. “That was private, between us. A fantasy.”

“Some fantasies deserve to become reality,” Dominic interjected smoothly. “But, of course, I understand if you’re not prepared to take such a risk.” He began stacking his chips, as if preparing to end the evening. “Not everyone has the courage to truly gamble.”

Julia saw the barb hit its mark. Eric’s jaw clenched, his pride visibly wounded. He always hated backing down from a challenge, hated even more being labeled as lacking courage.

“Wait,” Eric said, his voice strained. He looked at Julia, questions in his eyes. “Is this something you … would consider?”

The air between them hummed with seven years of history, trust, and the recent undercurrent of unspoken desires. Julia realized with startling clarity that they were at a crossroads—, ne that would irrevocably change their marriage, regardless of which path they chose.

“If I say yes,” she replied carefully, “it doesn’t mean I don’t love you. It means I trust you enough to explore this with me.” She paused then added the crucial question, “Do you trust yourself to handle it?”

Eric’s gaze flickered between Julia and Dominic, calculations and emotions warring behind his eyes. Finally, he turned to Dominic. “One hand. Winner takes all.”

Dominic’s smile was predatory as he nodded to the dealer. “High card draw. Simple, clean, decisive.”

The dealer shuffled the deck with practiced precision then placed it on the table. “Gentlemen, cut the cards.”

Eric went first, his hand visibly trembling as he cut the deck. The dealer revealed his card: the ten of spades. Not terrible, but far from guaranteed victory.

Dominic cut next, his movements languid and confident. The dealer turned over his card: the king of hearts.

A collective breath seemed to escape from the room. It was done.

“Well,” Dominic said into the silence, moving his eyes to Julia. “It appears I’ve won.”

Julia felt lightheaded, her pulse pounding in her ears. This was really happening. The fantasy was materializing before her eyes, no longer theoretical but imminent reality.

Eric’s face had drained of color, his knuckles white where they gripped the edge of the table. “Julia,” he began, his voice hoarse, “we don’t have to—”

“A wager is a wager,” Dominic interrupted smoothly, standing. “My penthouse is upstairs. Shall we?” He extended his hand to Julia, his pale eyes watching her with predatory interest.

Julia hesitated, looking at Eric. This was his final chance to end it, to assert control and refuse to participate. But she saw the conflicting emotions in his eyes—jealousy warring with arousal, fear competing with forbidden excitement.

“Eric?” she whispered, needing his explicit permission.

He swallowed hard then gave a barely perceptible nod. “I’ll come with you,” he said, his voice rough.

Julia placed her hand in Dominic’s, feeling the warmth of his palm against hers, the subtle strength in his grip. As he led her toward the door, Eric following behind like a shadow, she experienced a dizzying sense of unreality. Was she really doing this? Was Eric really allowing it?

Dominic led them to a private elevator at the back of the club, his keycard granting them access to the penthouse level. As the doors closed, enclosing the three of them in the small space, Julia felt the air grow thick with tension. Dominic still held her hand, his thumb now making small circles against her skin. Eric stood rigidly to the side, watching the floor numbers illuminate in sequence, his breathing shallow.

“Having second thoughts?” Dominic asked, the question directed at both of them.

“No,” Julia answered, surprising herself with her certainty.

Eric remained silent, but he didn’t contradict her.

The elevator doors opened directly into Dominic’s penthouse—a sprawling space of glass and steel with panoramic views of the Manhattan skyline. Floor-to-ceiling windows revealed the city spread below them like a carpet of jewels, the lights of skyscrapers mirroring the stars hidden behind the urban glow.

“Drink?” Dominic offered, releasing Julia’s hand to move toward a well-stocked bar.

“Please,” she replied, using the moment to cross to Eric, who stood frozen near the elevator doors.

“Are you okay?” she whispered, taking his hands in hers.

His eyes met hers, pupils dilated, breath uneven. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “This is … happening so fast.”

“We can stop,” Julia offered, though a part of her hoped he wouldn’t take the escape route. “Just say the word.”

Eric moved his gaze past her to Dominic, who was pouring amber liquid into crystal tumblers, his back to them—offering a moment of privacy while remaining acutely aware of their dilemma.

“Do you want this?” Eric asked, his voice barely audible.

Julia considered lying, but their relationship deserved better. “Yes,” she confessed. “But only if you’re truly okay with it.”

Before Eric could respond, Dominic approached with their drinks. “Whiskey for you,” he said, handing a glass to Eric. “And gin and tonic for the lady, if I’m not mistaken.”

Julia accepted the glass, surprised. “How did you know?”

Dominic’s smile was enigmatic. “I’m observant. You ordered it at the bar earlier.”

He gestured toward the large leather sectional facing the windows. “Shall we sit? Or would you prefer to skip the pretense of casual conversation?”

The directness of his question sent a shiver down Julia’s spine. She moved to the couch on instinct, Eric following her like a man in a trance.

“You know,” Dominic said, taking a seat across from them rather than beside Julia, “there’s still time to reconsider. A bet is a bet, but I’m not in the habit of collecting unwilling … debts.”

His words were addressed to Eric, a final chance to back out. Julia held her breath, waiting.

Eric took a long swallow of his whiskey then set the glass down with surprising steadiness. “I’m not backing out,” he said, his voice firmer than it had been all evening.

Dominic nodded slowly, his gaze assessing. “Very well.” He turned to Julia. “And you’re certain?”

“Yes,” she replied, the single syllable carrying the weight of years of unspoken desires.

“Good.” Dominic stood, extending his hand to her. “Come here.”

Julia rose, moving toward him as if drawn by an invisible thread. She was acutely aware of Eric watching from the couch, his knuckles white around his whiskey glass.

When she reached Dominic, he took the gin and tonic from her and set it aside. Then, with his fingers, he traced the curve of her jaw, tilting her face up to his. “One final clarification,” he said, his voice low enough that Eric would have to strain to hear. “You can stay and watch,” he told Eric without looking away from Julia’s face, “or you can leave knowing she chose to stay. But you don’t participate. Not tonight.”

The line was drawn—this wasn’t to be the kind of experience where Eric remained in control, directing or intervening. This was surrender, complete and absolute.

“Eric?” Julia asked, giving him one last chance.

Her husband’s breath was audible across the room. “I’ll stay,” he said hoarsely.

Dominic smiled, satisfaction evident in his expression. “Perfect.” He slid his hand to the nape of Julia’s neck, fingers tangling in her hair as he drew her closer. “Now,” he murmured against her lips, “let’s begin.”

***

The penthouse was silent, except for the faint hum of city noise filtering through the glass windows. Julia stood between two worlds—the husband she’d always known and the man who now owned her for the night.

Her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. She glanced at Eric, seeing the way his jaw clenched, the way his fingers tightened around his whiskey glass. He was torn, caught between the desire to flee and the need to stay and watch. Dominic was patient, his eyes never leaving Julia as he waited for her to make the first move.

Dominic knowingly smirked, the kind that sent shivers down Julia’s spine. He noticed the way she reacted to him and leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “You wanted to know how this would feel, didn’t you? How it would be to be touched by someone else, to be desired by a man who isn’t your husband?”

Julia’s breath hitched in her throat as she flicked her eyes to Eric. He was staring at them, his face a mask of conflicting emotions—anger, jealousy, and something else, something darker and more primal.

Dominic skimmed his fingertips down Julia’s arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps. He was testing her, seeing how easily she shivered beneath his touch.

Julia bit her lip, trying to suppress a moan as his hand reached her wrist. She again glanced at Eric, catching the way he inhaled sharply but said nothing. His silence was deafening, a silent permission that both excited and terrified her.

Dominic chuckled, low and smug. “He’s watching us, you know. Seeing the way you react to me, the way your body betrays you.” He slid his hand up her arm, over her shoulder, and down her back, pausing at the zipper of her dress, his fingers brushing against the metal teeth.

Julia’s heart raced, her mind screaming at her to stop him, to push him away. But her body had other ideas.

She arched into his touch, her breaths coming in short gasps.

Slowly, deliberately, Dominic unzipped Julia’s dress. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet and leaving her exposed to both men.

Eric’s eyes widened, his pupils dilating as he took in the sight of his wife’s bare skin.

Julia felt a flush creep up her neck, a mix of embarrassment and arousal. She’d never felt so vulnerable, so on display.

Dominic stepped back, his gaze raking over her body like a physical touch. “You’re beautiful, Julia. Have you ever let someone see you like this before? Touch you like this?” He skimmed his hands down her sides, over her hips, watching her body react to his touch.

Julia gripped the edge of the couch, trying to ground herself, but her pulse was racing too fast. She was drowning in sensations, lost in the heat of Dominic’s touch and the weight of Eric’s stare.

Dominic leaned in close, his breath hot against Julia’s ear. “He’s watching you, you know. Seeing the way you respond to me, the way your body betrays you.” He roamed his hands over her curves, possessive and demanding.

Julia bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan as he squeezed her ass. She’d never been touched like this before, with such raw hunger and desire. It was intoxicating, addictive.

Dominic dug his fingers into her flesh, marking her as his. “Tell him what you want, Julia. Tell your husband how much you love being touched by another man.” His voice was low and commanding, leaving no room for disobedience.

Julia’s breath caught as she flicked her eyes toward Eric. His face was rigid, his fists clenched at his sides, but she could see the bulge in his pants. He was aroused, despite himself. Or maybe because of it.

Julia’s voice trembled as she spoke, her words barely audible. “I-I want him, Eric. I want Dominic to touch me, to fuck me.” The admission hung heavy in the air, a confession that would change everything.

Eric’s breath hitched, his eyes widening in shock and arousal.

Dominic’s grip on Julia tightened. “Good girl,” he purred, trailing his fingers up her spine. “Now, beg for it.”

Julia’s mind raced, torn between shame and desire. But the hunger in Dominic’s eyes, the bulge in Eric’s pants, pushed her over the edge. “Please,” she whispered, her voice growing stronger with each word. “Please, fuck me. Use me. Make me yours.”

Dominic growled, gripping her hips as he spun her around. He then bent her over the couch, her ass in the air, her face pressed into the cushions. His hand came down hard on Julia’s ass, the sound of the slap echoing through the room. She gasped, her body jerking forward, but he held her in place.

Another slap, harder this time, followed by a third. Julia’s skin burned, the pain morphing into pleasure as it spread through her. She’d never been spanked before, never even considered it. But now, with Dominic’s hand marking her, she couldn’t get enough.

Eric watched, his eyes glazed with a mix of jealousy and arousal. He had always wanted to spank her, to dominate her, but he’d never had the courage. Now, seeing Dominic do it, he realized how much he’d been missing.

Dominic’s hand comes down again and again, each slap harder than the last. Julia’s ass was red, bruised, but she was loving every minute of it. She pushed back against him, silently begging for more.

Eric wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking himself as he watched the scene unfold before him. He’d never seen Julia like this—so wild, so uninhibited. It was a side of her that he had never known existed, and it drove him crazy.

Dominic paused, his hand resting on Julia’s burning skin. “You like that, don’t you, slut?” he growled. “You like being punished, being used.”

Julia nodded, her voice muffled by the couch cushions as she whimpered, “Yes. More, please.”

Dominic chuckled darkly, digging his fingers into her hips. “With pleasure.” He then unbuckled his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops filling the room.

Julia’s eyes widened, her heart racing with anticipation. Eric’s grip on his cock tightened, his breathing growing ragged. He knew what was coming, and he couldn’t wait to see it.

Dominic wrapped the belt around his hand, leaving a long length hanging free. He then brought it down on Julia’s ass with a crack, the leather biting into her skin.

She cried out, her body jerking forward, but Dominic held her in place. He hit her again, and again, each strike leaving a red welt on her flesh. Julia’s tears mixed with her sweat, her body trembling with pain and pleasure.

Eric watched, his own tears streaming down his face, his cock throbbing in his hand. He had never seen anything so beautiful, so terrifying.

After what felt like an eternity, Dominic dropped the belt. Julia’s ass was a mess of red welts and bruises, but she’d never felt more alive. She was dripping wet, her pussy aching for Dominic’s touch.

Eric’s hand was a blur on his cock, his breathing erratic. He was on the verge of exploding, but he held back, not wanting to miss a single moment of this twisted spectacle.

Dominic unzipped his pants, his massive cock springing free. Julia’s eyes widened at the sight, her mouth watering. She’d never seen a dick so big, so intimidating.

Eric gulped, his own cock paling in comparison. He knew Julia had never taken a dick like that before, and the thought of her stretching around Dominic’s girth made him dizzy with jealousy and arousal.

Dominic grabbed Julia’s hair, forcing her head back. “Open your mouth, slut.”

Julia’s mouth dropped open, her tongue sticking out in a silent plea. Dominic didn’t hesitate, slamming his massive cock down her throat without warning.

Julia gagged, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. But she didn’t pull away; instead, she relaxed her jaw and took him deeper.

Eric watched, stroking his cock, as Dominic fucked Julia’s face. Her nose was pressed against his pelvis with each thrust, her throat bulging obscenely around his girth. She’d never taken Eric this deep, this rough, and the sight of her being used like a fuck toy was almost too much for him to handle.

Dominic’s balls slapped against Julia’s chin, his pace brutal and unforgiving. Julia’s mascara ran down her cheeks, her makeup smeared as she struggled to breathe. But she loved it, every degrading second of it. She’d never felt so dirty, so wanted, so alive.

Dominic then pulled out, his cock slick with Julia’s saliva. She gasped for air, her chest heaving. Before she could recover, though, he spun her around and bent her over the couch.

Eric continued to watch, his heart pounding, as Dominic lined up his massive dick with Julia’s tiny pussy.

“She’s so tight,” Dominic grunted, pushing forward. Julia screamed as he stretched her, her body struggling to accommodate his size. Then Dominic started to move, slamming his hips against Julia’s bruised ass. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, punctuated by Julia’s cries and Dominic’s grunts.

Eric’s hand was a blur on his cock, his orgasm building with each thrust.

Dominic dug his fingers into Julia’s hips, his pace brutal and unforgiving, using her like a fuck doll, his only goal to get off. Julia’s screams turned into moans, her body surrendering to the pleasure.

Dominic leaned over Julia, sinking his teeth into her shoulder. “You’re mine,” he growled. “Your pussy belongs to me now.”

Julia nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, yours. Only yours.”

Dominic’s thrusts became erratic, his breathing heavy. He was close, on the verge of exploding. Julia’s pussy clenched around him, her own orgasm building.

Eric’s hand was a blur on his cock, his balls tightening. He couldn’t hold back any longer.

Dominic buried himself balls deep, his cock pulsing as he came. Julia screamed, her body convulsing as she was flooded with his hot seed.

Eric watched, his own orgasm ripping through him. He sprayed his load all over the floor, his vision blurring as he was consumed by pleasure.

The room then went silent, except for the sound of heavy breathing. Julia collapsed onto the couch, Dominic’s cum dripping down her thighs. Eric stared at the mess, his mind reeling. He’d never seen anything like this before, never imagined his wife could be so … insatiable.

Dominic pulled out, his cock slick with Julia’s juices and his own cum. He smirked, looking at the mess he’d made of her.

Julia lay on the couch, her body limp and satisfied. Eric stood there, his own cum cooling on the floor, staring at his wife like he was seeing her for the first time.

Dominic chuckled, wiping his dick off with a nearby towel. “You two have fun cleaning that up,” he said, zipping up his pants. Then he walked out, leaving Eric and Julia alone with the aftermath of their depraved encounter.

Eric looked at Julia, his eyes filled with a mix of shock, jealousy, and arousal. He knew their marriage would never be the same. He just wasn’t sure if he was grateful for it … or terrified.

***

Morning light streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the penthouse, transforming the space from the shadowy arena of the previous night into something more exposed, more vulnerable. Julia stood at the glass windows, wrapped in one of Dominic’s silk robes, staring out at the Manhattan skyline as the city awakened beneath her.

Behind her, Eric sat perched on the edge of the sectional, fully dressed but looking disheveled, as if he’d aged years in a single night. He hadn’t slept—she’d been aware of his presence throughout the night, watching, processing, struggling with the reality of what had transpired.

“We should go,” Eric said, breaking the silence that had stretched between them since Dominic’s exit.

Julia turned from the window, studying her husband’s face. His eyes were shadowed, his complexion pale, but there was something else in his expression—a mixture of confusion and awakening, as if he’d discovered something about himself that he hadn’t been prepared to face.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

Eric exhaled slowly, running a hand through his rumpled hair. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “I’ve never … felt like this before.”

“Regretful?” Julia ventured, crossing to sit beside him, careful to maintain a small distance between them.

“No,” he replied, surprising them both. “Not regretful. Just … changed.”

The word hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. Changed. Not damaged or broken, but altered in some fundamental way that couldn’t be undone.

“You could have stopped me,” Julia said softly, echoing the thought that had circled her mind throughout the night. “But you didn’t.”

Eric finally looked at her directly, his gaze more intense than she’d seen in years. “Neither did you.”

The simple truth of his statement washed over her. This hadn’t been something done to her, or even something she’d done to Eric. It had been a choice they’d made together, stepping off a cliff with no certainty of where they would land.

“What happens now?” she asked, the question encompassing far more than just their immediate plans.

Eric was quiet for a long moment, his eyes moving from her face to the empty penthouse around them, as if reconstructing the events of the night in his mind.

“I think,” he began slowly, his voice rough with emotion, “that we need to be honest about what this meant. For both of us.”

Julia nodded, relieved that he wasn’t retreating into denial or recrimination. “I enjoyed it,” she admitted, watching his face carefully for his reaction. “Not just physically, but … the freedom of it. The permission to want something different.”

Eric swallowed visibly. “I know,” he said. “I could see it.” He hesitated then added, “It was painful to watch. And also … incredibly arousing.”

The confession cost him—she could see it in the flush that crept up his neck, the way his hands twisted together in his lap. But the honesty between them felt essential, like oxygen after being underwater.

“Did you …?” she began, uncertain how to phrase the question. “Would you want to do it again?”

Eric’s eyes widened slightly, as if he hadn’t expected the directness of her inquiry. “I—” he started then stopped. A complex series of emotions played across his features: uncertainty, fear, desire. Finally, he exhaled. “Yes,” he admitted, the single syllable barely audible. “But not exactly the same way.”

“What do you mean?”

“Next time, I want …” He trailed off, struggling to articulate desires he was only beginning to understand. “I want more control over how it happens. Not to stop it, but to … shape it. To be part of the decision at every step.”

Julia considered this. It wasn’t a retreat from what they’d experienced, but an evolution—a way for Eric to reclaim agency within the scenario rather than being swept along by it.

“I think that’s fair,” she said. “Dominic was … overwhelming. He took control from the moment we met him.”

At the mention of Dominic’s name, Eric’s expression hardened slightly. “He knew exactly what he was doing. From the first moment at the poker table, he was playing us, not the cards.”

“Yes,” Julia agreed. “But we let him.”

The silence that followed was thoughtful rather than tense. Outside, a helicopter passed between skyscrapers, its rhythmic thumping briefly filling the penthouse before fading into the distance.

“We should get dressed,” Eric eventually said, standing. “I left a message with my assistant to clear my morning meetings.”

Julia nodded, moving toward the bathroom where her clothes from the previous night were neatly folded—Dominic’s doing, she realized with a small shock of recognition. Even in his absence, his attention to detail, his control over the situation, remained evident.

As she dressed, she caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror. It was the same face that had stared back at her yesterday morning, yet somehow different. More aware, perhaps. More honest about who she was and what she wanted.

When she emerged, Eric was waiting by the elevator, his jacket draped over his arm, his expression composed but thoughtful. As she approached, he reached for her hand, entwining their fingers in a gesture that felt both familiar and new.

“Julia,” he said as the elevator doors opened, “I want you to know something.”

She waited, her heart beating faster despite herself.

“I’m not sorry,” he said simply. “About any of it.”

Relief washed through her, followed by a wave of affection for this man who continued to surprise her after seven years. “Neither am I,” she replied.

As they descended toward the lobby in silence, Julia’s phone buzzed with a text message. She extracted it from her purse, expecting a client or perhaps her assistant. Instead, Dominic’s name appeared on the screen, alongside the message: My table at the club is reserved every Thursday. In case you find yourselves craving another game.

Julia glanced at Eric, who had noticed the message but made no comment. The text lingered between them, an invitation, a challenge, a promise of possibilities neither had dared to imagine before last night.

When the elevator doors opened onto the gleaming lobby, Eric surprised her by taking the phone from her hand and typing a response before handing it back: We’ll bring higher stakes next time.

He met her startled gaze with unexpected confidence, a glimpse of a version of Eric she hadn’t seen before—one who had faced his deepest fears and emerged not destroyed but transformed.

As they stepped out into the morning sunlight, Julia felt a peculiar lightness. Their marriage had been altered irrevocably, boundaries redrawn, assumptions challenged. Yet, somehow, they felt more connected than they had in years, united by a shared secret, a mutual discovery, and the exhilarating knowledge that they had only just begun to explore what lay beyond the safe confines of their previous life.

Behind them, the unmarked door of The Ivory Club stood silent and unassuming in the morning light, offering no hint of the transformations that had occurred behind its discreet façade. But Julia knew they would return. The cards had been dealt, the game had begun, and now—for better or worse—they were all in.
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