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Chapter 1

I used the small spoon to stir the sugar at the bottom of my coffee cup. Three booths away Gigi, my wife, flirted with some construction guys because it increased her chances of a better tip, and our finances needed all the better tips it could get. I hated that she’d returned to waitressing, but she’d insisted, and our options were few. Our debts were huge from two failed business ventures and our income low. I simply do not make enough as an accountant to dig us out of the hole we’re in. Hell, we do not make enough as an accountant and a waitress to dig us out of the hole we’re in.

Before I was an accountant, I was a data analyst for a giant insurance company. The pay was worse, but I learned a lot more about probability. I added to that my love of blackjack, and at home at night I began to develop a system for counting cards. By myself I never could have made it work well enough to cover the risk of jail, but if I had an accomplice, someone who could manipulate the odds with me, someone who could speak in the same coded language, share information like hole cards and what she may have seen revealed by a careless dealer, and there are a lot of those, I could make my system pay.

Gigi had given me a flat-out no.

The guys in the booth were getting handsy, touching her arms and hips like they always do. It’s a balancing act between how much she can stand and how badly she wants a bigger tip. I don’t usually visit her restaurant, giving her space, but we’ve missed each other for the last few days, and I craved her company. I don’t blame the guys for their interest. Gigi is pretty and she has a stripper’s body. Tits maybe a little too big for five-foot-three and a buck twenty-five, but that’s a problem I can live with.

One of the men placed a hand on Gigi’s butt. Oh boy. She never expects me to fight her battles and Billy, the guy who owns the restaurant, doesn’t either. That’s his job, not mine. He stepped out from behind the register, but Gigi handled her own problem before Billy could intervene.

“If you’re going to feel my ass,” she told the man. “You better not tip like a loser.”

His friends laughed at him. He pulled his hand away.

“That’s what I thought,” she said.

Gigi went to the cook’s window to retrieve their orders and returned to the table. All four behaved themselves. She stopped at my table on her way by.

“More cream, sir?’ she teased. “You want some sugar?”

“Is there a comma after some?”

“For you there is.”

I grinned.

“Then yeah, I want some.”

“Tonight. It’s a date.”

“After drinks at The Empress?”

Gigi sighed.

“Leo,” my lovely wife said. “I will not join you in your illegal gambling scheme. You say drinks but I know what you have planned. I want no part of it.”

“It’s easy money, Gigi. We need it.”

She turned on her heel and walked away. I checked out her ass. So did the guys in the booth. She grabbed the coffee pot and swung by their table, topping everyone off, and turned to leave when one of the guys grabbed her ass. She froze. Billy came out from behind the register again, but she put up a hand to stop him. I thought she might clock the guy using the coffee pot, but she was more emotionally exhausted than that. She took a deep breath and returned to my table.

“Fine,” she said, refilling my cup. “I’ll give you one night to prove it works or not. I’ll gauge security because I read people better than you. You want it to work so badly you’ll be blind to the truth. If we win and I can see that casino security does not catch on, at all, we can take a weekend and try to make some money.”

“That’s great! I can—”

“Stop,” she said, cutting me off. “I know my part. I know what’s needed. I remember everything you taught me. We’ll try it, but only if you agree that I will be the judge on the success of the operation. Do you agree to my terms?”

“Yes. You’ll see. We can’t lose. It’s basic math.”

“Hm. Math has a funny way of doing random things.”

“In the short run, yes. But in the long run, no.”

“We’ll see.”

She returned to work. Billy kept a watchful eye on the goons in the booth and they knew it. They left a four-dollar tip.


Chapter 2

For one part of my plan, I told Gigi she needed to be distracting, and lord was she ever. She never dressed that sexy for a date with me. She piled her long hair up but left strands dangling, exposed her cleavage to anyone that wanted to take a look, and everybody did, and wore a dress that cut tight around her round ass. From behind, when the light hit just right, the twin curves of her rising butt cheeks help frame the downward curves of her inner thighs. The result was a tantalizing diamond of lacey light, hinting at her hidden treasures.

No card dealer believes a woman can play blackjack well, and I would use that against them too. She found a seat at a nearby table, made a comment about waiting for her husband to get off work, and bought a hundred dollars’ worth of chips. I settled in at the other end of the same table, ignoring her completely, and we began our ruse. Counting cards is not illegal. If you’re smart, you’re smart. Lucky you. But signaling to another player and spying hole cards of sloppy dealers is cheating and is illegal. Honestly, I was worried less about the sheriff and more about what the casino might do to us. I’ve heard frightening stories. We all have.

For the next hour we played as a team. I used code gestures: touching my lips, coughing twice, everyday things that we had assigned meaning to. I know casinos look for shit like that, so I created a vast library of moves and tested Gigi to make sure she knew them all. No way could they detect what we were up to. We lost a few hands but mostly we won. Well, she did, acting like she couldn’t believe her luck. I was careful to lose more than I won. In the end, we walked out with almost four thousand more in our pocket than we had walking in. Gigi was elated. I aimed the car for home.

“It was so easy!” she said. “They had no idea what we were doing. I could have bet much bigger and made a lot more.”

“That’s when they catch you,” I said. “Stay cautious. Baby steps.”

“What? Are you saying we’ll need to spread this out over a lot of visits? I thought we’d test your system and then make a killing and call it quits.”

“There are four casinos in this city,” I said. “We rotate. We take breaks. We visit random days, at random times. Trust me, these people know what to look for and we do not want to get on their bad side.”

“They’re still a business. They still must follow laws.”

I laughed as I changed lanes.

“Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe they handle things themselves.”

She got quiet.

“You’re right,” she said. “Slow and steady wins a race like this. I got carried away. We will chip away at our debt and when the time is right, we’ll pull a night they’ll never forget and then we’ll never do it again.”

She leaned over to kiss me as I drove, the front of her dress falling away from her chest. I glanced at her tits and she caught me.

“Seriously? You’ve seen my boobs a million times. You’re still trying to sneak a peek? Nobody loves titties that much.”

“Every man loves titties that much. But there is also the thrill of the serendipitous flash. Every man also loves to catch an unexpected glimpse. Up-skirts and down blouses. It’s like we have to look. We can’t help it.”

“The men at the table were certainly looking. I almost forgot how much fun it is to wrap a man around your little finger.”

“The casino made as much money off their shitty play as you made off the casino. Those men gawked at you.”

“I liked it. Now take me home and make love to me. I concede your system works.”

“Tomorrow, we hit The Little River casino. After that, The Kitty Kat.”

“Slow down there cowboy,” she laughed. “I love that you’re ready to take on the world but like we just discussed, let’s move leisurely.”

“Why? These casinos all talk to each other. If we strike fast, we can hit them all and be done before any of them know what’s happening. The Kitty Kat uses single deck and deals from the hand instead of a shoe. Sloppy dealers will show us everything. We can make a killing at that place.”

“I’m a little hurt my invitation to make love wasn’t better received,” she chuckled.

I stared at her.

“That’s a fair point,” I said. “What the hell is wrong with me?”

She grabbed my hand.

“Nothing. Your plan worked and you’re excited. Here. Let me see if I can distract you away from yourself.”

Her head lowered to my lap. She freed my limp penis and slipped me into her hot mouth. She sucked hard, pulling her head away and stretching my penis like a rubber band. She dove in again, gobbling my remaining inches. I inhaled sharply. That shit felt amazing.  I rested my arm down her back, focusing on driving while enjoying her oral manipulations. After a while she lifted her head to gulp air.

“Why do I love sucking cock so much?” she wheezed, plunging her head in my lap again.

The question was rhetorical, of course. She just does.


Chapter 3

She looked good for our night at The Empress. Tonight, at the Little River, she was stunning. She was having fun with my directive that she looks as appealing as possible when we try to defraud. Some might believe that flying under the radar would be to our greater advantage. Not true. Men control virtually every position at these casinos and men all have the same weakness. If their eyes are on Gigi’s tits or ass, then their eyes are not on what she’s doing. Her short, tight dress flaunted her incredible natural body. I sent my coded signals, and she received them and we were up almost twenty thousand in two hours.

We’d drawn a small crowd of spectators, which I regretted and hadn’t planned on, and that drew the attention of the pit boss. He was a mean looking black guy who had to be a retired NFL linebacker. He just had the look. He wandered over to investigate but then laid eyes on Gigi. That was it for him. From that moment on, all he saw was her hotness, not what she was doing. She played the ingenue perfectly, like all this gambling success bewildered her. I made sure she lost a few big hands too, looking crushed as luck abandoned her, but I sent her winning hands again soon after. I made her lose a few more, like her luck had run out, and the crowd wandered away.

The linebacker moved in. He extended a hand and shook hers, his big black mitt swallowing her dainty white hand, congratulating her on the win. She acted appropriately shocked by her own success, but I saw her run her approving eyes over his bulky frame. They spoke and she nodded vigorously, collecting her chips and following him to the bar. I kept one eye on them and one on my game.

He ordered drinks and I began to fret, hoping Gigi played her part well. I was sure he interviewed her, gathering data while projecting charm. She’s no dummy. She holds an advanced college degree. She’s smart and well-read and understands the real world, and most likely knew what Linebacker was doing, but the Rules of Attraction go both ways. If she thought this man was hot, she might slip up.

They spoke at length but eventually he got back to work. I sent her a text emoji of a car and headed there. She arrived fifteen minutes later.

“You made a friend,” I said.

“His name is Marco,” she grinned, “and he’s a goddamned hottie. He’s from Australia and yeah, his accent melted me. He played rugby and won a championship, earning the nickname Brute. Did I happen to picture him naked? Yes, I sure did. Can you imagine a body like that?  He must weigh three hundred pounds, all muscle. His skin is so dark. I was unaware that Australia had men with skin that dark.”

“Are you a little drunk?”

“Only a little. He ordered some drink for me and damn, it had a kick. I had three of them. Am I talking a lot?”

“Little bit. He made you nervous.”

“I was so afraid we were about to get caught. I was so worried I’d say the wrong thing. He’s smart, but he’s hard, if you know what I mean.”

“Ruthless.”

“Yes! The Brute is ruthless. Or he can be. He was absolutely charming to me. He invited me back to his casino to give him a chance to win back some of his money.”

“What did you say?”

“I said I’d see him tomorrow. I felt like he was watching to see if I had the impulse to run, which would mean I felt guilty of something, which would put him on our trail.”

“Good thinking.”

“I’m glad you agree. Now, let’s go home and fuck. I’m horny. I’m liquored up, I won twenty grand, and I just got hit on, extensively, by a gorgeous black man. I plan on taking it all out on your body.”

I tapped my index finger against my thumb, a nervous habit.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“You’re going to hate this.”

“Tell me anyway.”

“Go back in there and play a few more hands, without me. Establish that I’m not always around. Win some and lose some and let him see you have nothing to hide. Did he notice your wedding ring?”

“Yes. I explained my husband travels a lot and leaves me alone for extended periods of time. I said I started coming to the casinos for human contact and never expected to win anything.”

“That’s good. That’s a really good cover. How would you feel about flirting with him? It would serve our cause well to have a man on the inside with feelings for you. What do you think?”

“I’m a little hurt. I just told you I was horny.”

“Yes, but we can use that to our advantage, Baby. Imagine how real it makes our story appear. The more you push it, the more convinced he’ll be. This is a huge opportunity. We’d be fools to ignore it.”

She flipped her hair back and bit a fingernail.

“Just so I’m clear, because I am a little tipsy, but you are telling me to make him believe I’m a lonely wife.”

“Exactly,” I said, my excitement growing. “None of my plans or calculations included an unwitting accomplice on the inside. We’ve struck gold. We should find a guy like Marco at the other casinos too.”

“You want me to have boyfriends.”

“Kind of, yeah. Men with positions of authority. Use your womanly powers to hook them. They are far less likely to see what you’re doing if they have feelings for you. I’m embarrassed I never thought to use your good looks to help us. That’s a miscalculation on my part but we can rectify the situation. Go back in there and woo him. Take it as far as you comfortably can. What do you think about that idea?”

She shrugged a little.

“I feel bad lying to him. He seems like a nice man. But if you want me to spend time with Marco, I’m happy to spend time with Marco.”

“Awesome. I’ll wait in the car. Do your best, Baby. Knock him out. You look sexy as fuck. He doesn’t stand a chance. Remember, he’s the enemy. Don’t feel too bad. He would put us in jail in a heartbeat. He’s the enemy and you need to conquer him.”

She gave me a hard look.

“Do it for us, Baby,” I said.

She hesitated and grabbed my face to kiss me deeply.

“For us,” she repeated.

She turned away and started walking. I watched her ass like I always do. I felt some guilt using her and her looks like this, and, truth be told, I felt a little bad for Marco too. He was probably lonely, and Gigi was an attractive woman. I was showing complete disregard for his feelings.

I got in the car to wait. I had a ton of nervous energy. This opportunity was huge. Depending on how tightly she wrapped him around her finger, we might even get security data we could use. I’d love to know which cameras weren’t working, where the blind spots were, which guards are worthless and lazy and stupid, and which dealers had already gotten in trouble for sloppy play. My mouth was practically watering at the treasure trove of information she could bring us. I tapped out a drum solo on the steering wheel, waiting. Fifteen minutes became thirty which grew into sixty. The longer she took, I reasoned, the better it was for us.


Chapter 4

Ninety minutes gone.

Two hours.

Two and a half.

This was great.

We were coming up on three hours when the click-clack of her high heels in the underground parking garage alerted me to her approach.  I saw her out the windshield, striding confidently right at me. We made eye contact and a grin spread across her lips. I hurried out of the car, and she came into my arms, kissing me deeply.

I tasted salt. Slick, slippery, salt.

I gave her a funny look.

“Margaritas?” I asked. “Tequila and lime shots?”

She grabbed my jacket and pulled me close, her mouth next to my ear.

“Hot, black, semen,” she hissed.

I was stunned immobile.

“What?”

“I played a few hands, and he came right back to my table,” she said. “We chatted for only a few seconds and then he offered to show me his Manager of the Year award kept in his office. I shoved him against the door as soon as he locked us in. I almost ripped his zipper. I sucked him off so fast, Honey. He came in my mouth but stayed hard, and I took that as a bad sign. I apologized. I told him I was disappointed in my ability to satisfy him, and he grabbed my arms and pushed me to his big desk and spun me around. He flipped up my dress in back and tore my panties off and rammed his big cock into me.”

“What?”

“Baby, he fucked me like a beast. I came! From behind. God, I haven’t done that in so long. He fucked me deep and hard and did I mention his cock is really big? Thick, like my wrist. He fucked me and I orgasmed and then he did too. In my pussy.”

“What?”

“He’s ours, Baby. I hooked him. You should have seen his face. I think he’s in love with me already.”

My mind refused to understand. I pictured her description perfectly and I knew every word was true. I heard the sound of it in her voice. I saw it on her face and in her wild eyes. She glowed. Her spirit soared.

“I think it’s so hot he stayed hard and I love that I made him cum twice. That’s something any woman can be proud of. All those huge muscles and I left him weak as a kitty. Let’s go home. I want my husband to fuck me now. I orgasmed, but I’m still horny.” She chuckled. “In fact, fuck that. I’m hornier now than I was before you sent me back in there to tempt him. Let’s go.”

She salty-kissed me again and walked around to her side of the car. She got in and stared at me through the windshield.

“Let’s go,” she called out. “Take me home and fuck me.”

I numbly opened the door and got in. All my previous words tumbled through my mind like jagged rocks. I’d pushed her, but she’d misunderstood where the line was.

“You fucked him?” I managed.

“More like he fucked me,” she said, taking my hand in hers. “When I realized how hot he was for me, I just ran with it like you said. I conquered that dude, but I must admit, I got a little conquered too. He’s a sexy stud. That was one hot fuck. Can we go?”

My hand drifted up, and I started the car. I put it in gear and got us out of there. When she lowered her head to my lap I was hard instantly.

“Oh,” she murmured. “Hello soldier. I see you’ve heard the good news. I’m thrilled you’re taking it so well.”

Yes, she was talking to my penis, but her words were for me. The way she was acting, like it was no big deal, was probably the best way to handle it. My head was stuffed with a log jam. Most surprising to me was the fact I felt no rage towards her or him. How could I? Most men would be furious, blaming her for going too far and not understanding, but my mind is more logical than that. I remembered every word I’d spoken. I’d known she was tipsy, and I’d known she was horny. I knew I was sending her back to a man that desired her as much as she desired him. I’d been focused on one thing only, and that was not her fault. She was behaving as if fucking him was the same as sharing a beer with him. I would have to be the one to make a bigger deal out of what happened, and did I truly want to do that?

We got back to our apartment, and she raced to the bedroom, throwing clothes off as she went. She jumped onto our bed backward and landed with her legs open and spread right at me. My eyes jumped to her pussy as I shed clothing. Her lips were swollen and pinkish, inner lips engorged and protruding slightly. Yup. She’d been fucked. I wasn’t hard yet, so I dove between her thighs, planting my mouth over her smooth, bald vulva.

“Oh my God!” she howled. “Baby!”

She tried to push my head away to spare me what was down there, but not really. Her effort was weak. She wanted her pussy eaten. I stroked myself harder as I feasted on her naughty cunt, mixed emotions still swirling around inside my head. Her slit was soaked and my tongue slipped right in. More salt. A slick fluid made her passage slippery, and my free hand pushed two fingers in. They were quickly coated. I rubbed her G-spot and antagonized her clitoris and had her panting and moaning in record time. I was almost hard enough to penetrate but now I was distracted by how close she was to cumming already. I stayed where I was, feasting on her used cunt, driving my wife wild in bed.

I tortured her until she screamed in orgasm and then I tortured her even more. Only once she started to return to Earth did I quickly move up the bed and ram my stiff dick home. I wrapped my arms around her and pumped my hips, and she kissed me wildly. Her pussy was too silky and I craved greater friction, so I wet a finger in their combined juices and pushed it up her asshole, forcing her cunt tighter around my dick. I pumped my digit as I pumped my hips, rapidly growing more and more aroused by the insanity of our crazy night.

“Did that black cum taste good?” I snarled.

She was startled by my words but quickly joined in.

“Like honey,” she panted. “I struggled because he was so thick. My jaw ached.”

I pumped my hips faster.

“Tell me more,” I growled. “Tell me everything.”

She hesitated.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes,” I rasped.


Chapter 5

“I’ve never touched a black man like that,” she moaned. “I was nervous.”

“Didn’t stop you.”

“Nothing would have. He was big but I loved how hard I’d made him. I thought fucking was a step too far, so I sucked his cock instead.”

I slowed my thrusts, eager to hear more. Her words were turning me on in surprising ways. I felt some relief that she thought fucking him was a step too far. They only did it because he was the aggressor.

“But you swallowed.”

“Every drop. He gushed and I jumped but then I was gulping. Happy to be draining my first black cock.”

I groaned. The pictures she painted were so erotic.

“He fucked you from behind.”

“He shoved me around me like I weighed nothing. He bent me over his desk. He shredded my favorite panties, and I held my breath waiting for it. I may have thought fucking went too far but he didn’t think that way. He drove his thick cock in and I almost screamed. Leo, Baby, he felt so good. I’m sorry, but he did. I came so fast. I couldn’t stop myself.”

She paused and I felt like she debated what she wanted to say next.

“Can I fuck him again?” she mumbled.

I groaned again, louder. This was killing me, but I couldn’t stop. We were off the map. My dick had never been so hard. I felt myself pistoning through his milky syrup inside her and I lost my mind, becoming so aroused I could barely think.

“God, yes,” I rasped, telling myself it was to our advantage, telling myself that her relationship with him could only help us. “Fuck him tomorrow.”

Now it was her turn to moan. We were lost in each other, flying through levels of arousal we’d never known before. This was beyond sex. This was far beyond lovemaking. This was something new and chaotic and deeply passionate.

“I will,” she moaned. “I will. God, I will!”

Her orgasm surprised me. She came hard, her hips lifting to meet mine, pussy gushing, her mouth wide open as she screeched her pleasure into our bedroom air. I almost lost control and orgasmed with her but fought it off at the last second.

I raised my body over hers and braced my weight on my arms. I pumped my hips faster, savoring the indecent glide through his sperm in her. She is always sexy but right then, looking down on her contorted face and sweaty body, heaving tits and wild hair, knowing she’d fucked another man just minutes ago, launched her sexiness into outer space. I pictured Marco pounding away from behind, eager to inject his huge load. That was me too. That was every man she routinely passed during her day. I saw how she was desired by every man, yet she was mine.

Her orgasm twisted her body and grimaced her expression. I fought to keep her pinned while I hammered her cunt. She went crazy and I did too. I don’t know what impulse made me whip my cock out and spray cum all over her, but it was hot for both of us. Perhaps I was trying to mark her as mine. Whatever. She felt my hot load rain down on her and she opened her mouth wide to catch some. I shot over and over again, showering my wife with steaming sperm. I realized this meant he owned her pussy for tonight, but I was sure I’d fuck her again before dawn. Besides, there was another erotic nugget to be found in that awareness: Marco possessed her until I could take her back, and that was fucking hot as hell. I groaned and shot some more, emptying my balls all over my laughing and delighted wife.

I collapsed, and she instantly moved closer to cuddle me, kissing me with sweet soft little kisses, nuzzling my neck and my ear, murmuring hot teasing comments about how good it is to be fucked twice in a row by two different men. I wished my dick was hard again.

I was awakened by her mouth on me. Already hard, I pushed her onto her back. She spread her legs wide, reaching for my dick, staring at it, pulling me closer and guiding me in.

“Cum in me,” she pleaded. “Hurry.”

I felt the same way. Dawn was just lighting the windows when I threw my head back and exploded deep inside her. Knowing I only added my sperm to his thrilled me to death.


Chapter 6

She did not fuck Marco the next day. We didn’t even go gambling. We stayed in bed all day, avoiding serious conversation. We laughed and watched movies and ordered pizza delivered. Around dinner time she got a look in her eyes, and I rolled her over. We made love so tender, so gentle, so compassionate and connected, that we both got teary-eyed. Our kisses were deeply loving. Our touches were devoted and adoring. We’d never had sex like last night, but we’d also never made love like this. I felt us connecting on levels we’d never reached before. I was closer to her than I’d ever been. I shared what I felt and she softly cried, saying she felt the same and was so happy to hear me say that. We were locked in a passionate kiss when she orgasmed around my cock, and we were locked in another kiss when I filled her with seed again. We laid entwined until, finally, I had to roll off.

“I’ve never made love like that in my life,” she murmured.

“Me either.”

“What’s happening to us?”

I shook my head.

“I don’t know. We’ve tapped into something powerful.”

She chuckled.

“I never, ever, ever, ever would have looked for it in this place,” she said.

“The place where you fuck another man first? No. I never would have looked there either. It’s insane.”

She cuddled close again.

“Are we really going to do it again? What I mean is, am I really going to fuck Marco again?”

I felt an electric charge race through me.

“Do you want to?” I asked, hanging over a canyon, waiting for her answer.

She pondered.

“I do,” she said at last. “Is that bad? Are we being reckless? Am I being stupid?”

I waited for my heart to slow a little.

“Is that what you want?” she continued. “You said it was a good idea last night, so it must still be a good idea, right? If once was good, twice is better. That’s what your logic tells you, right?”

“That makes sense.”

“Then why is my stomach filled with butterflies at the thought?”

“Are you nervous to do it or nervous that we won’t?”

She absentmindedly gathered blankets in her hand, thinking about her answer.

“Nervous that we won’t,” she said at last.

My stomach flipped.

“Now I have butterflies too,” I said.

She hugged me fiercely. I said nothing, waiting while we both chewed on the idea. On a hunch, I eased my finger down and parted her labia. She was wet. Drenched. Absolutely soaked.

“I know,” she mumbled, anticipating what I was about to say. “No need to tell me.”

She wanted to fuck him again. She hoped our debt situation called for it. She hoped I’d tell her it was necessary.

“What if he’s not working at the casino tonight?” I said.

“I got his number. I forgot to tell you that. I can meet him at a motel or someplace else. Maybe his apartment.”

My temperature shot up. This conversation was so intense. I couldn’t believe what we were discussing. We are calmly and almost casually bantering about her fucking him again. I was shocked by how exciting I found the idea. This was well beyond merely cheating the casino. This was something else.

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “Married couples aren’t supposed to do things like this.”

“I’m scared too. But I want to fuck him more than I am afraid.”

God! She said the hottest things without even trying. She didn’t know what she was saying was hot. She was merely expressing how she felt. But the revelation of those feelings drove me crazy. My lovely bride actively craved another man. What husband ever gets to hear such inner workings of his wife’s mind? More surprising was how her desires fueled mine. I always get turned on when my wife is turned on, but I’ve never known why she was aroused, and never imagined that arousal might spring from her lust for another man. Now I heard and saw it plainly, and that only made it more real and more exciting. Her honest and genuine lust hooked me.

“What if you brought him back here?” I said, voice trembling.

My gut told me it was a terrible idea as soon as I spoke the words. We’d need to scrub the apartment of everything that identified me: the photo collages down the hallway, our wedding portrait over the fake fireplace, her picture of me on her nightstand. Worse, if things turned bad with him, he’d know where she lives. I planned to hide in our bedroom closet and watch the man power fuck Gigi, but it was too high a price just to let me see her with him.

“Here?” she asked, shocked. “Invite him to our apartment?”

“Never mind,” I corrected myself. “I’m being stupid.”

“Why did you say that?”

I drew a deep breath, held it, then let it out slowly.

“Because I wanted to be able to watch him fuck you.”

She stiffened all over and then turned to face me.

“You want to watch?” she asked. “You want to watch that man fuck me? You want to watch me fuck and get fucked?”

“Yes.”

She fell onto her back, both hands covering her face. I worried I’d said something terribly wrong.

“Oh my God!” she screeched into her palms.

“Is that bad? I’m sorry. Should I not have said that? Am I a creep?”

She shook her head vigorously.

“No! I think it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard. Can you imagine? Sweet Jesus, I think I would die. Marco fucking me while I know you’re watching? Argh! I’d lose my mind. How can we make that happen? What about that shitty motel out by the bridge? I could rent a room, and you could already be hiding in the closet. You could arrange everything before I got there. God, Baby, this is so exciting.”

My exhausted penis tried to rise again. She saw it roll to the side and jumped on it, stuffing my soft dick into her mouth. She moaned like I was chocolate cake.


Chapter 7

She didn’t call him. She did send a text thanking him for a hot fuck, but that was just to test if the number he gave was real. It was. He asked when he could see her again and she said once her husband left town on another business trip. He replied he could barely wait. She was thrilled by his desire.

We got to work running up our earnings. We avoided Marco’s casino, focusing on the others. We had to throw a few loses in there and Gigi hated it but understood. She noticed a few pit bosses taking notes, so we agreed to make her lose. That seemed to satisfy them. We would never try this at a big, sophisticated casino. Vegas was not for us. But these little home-town casinos were perfect. She played two nights in a row and she lost. We waited a night and returned to the same casino, because that’s what you’d expect someone who lost money to do. Everybody tries to chase it and get it back. We got settled in and began to play, winning more than we were losing, slowly building our stack of chips. Gigi got on a genuine hot streak of her own and her winnings ballooned to almost a hundred thousand. She sent the hand signal that we were being watched, and it was time for her to leave. I ignored her as she collected her chips and complained about needing to get up early. She headed for the cashier.

I almost gasped as two big men intercepted her.

They took her elbows and walked her towards a heavy door that bore a plaque which read: Casino Employees Only. One man waved an electronic key card at the lock and then they guided her through. She was gone. I broke into a sweat. She and I had practiced what to do if this happened and so I forced myself to stay calm and keep playing. I tried hard not to glance at the door too often. One of the men soon emerged and approached me.

“Sir,” he said. “Will you follow me, please.”

It wasn’t a question.

“I’m playing cards and I’m doing well,” I answered, showing far more indifference than I felt. “You’re going to take me away from a hot table?”

“Yes,” he said. “Your wife would like a word.”

Fuck. The jig, as they say, was up. If they knew she was my wife, they probably knew everything. We’d moved too fast and their algorithms had picked us off. Damn. Damn, damn, damn. I stuffed my chips in my pockets and slid off my stool.

“The door across the way,” he said. “Where we took your wife.”

I walked and he followed. I expected pliers and tinsnips, but I found Gigi reclining in a stuffed and oversized chair. She sipped a martini, waiting for me. Three men waited with her: two more muscle-bound jocks, and a slim, Italian looking man in a black tailored suit.

“Leo,” he said. “Welcome. Please be seated. This won’t take long. My name is Tommaso and I just wanted to shake your hand. Gigi tells me you invented the system you’ve been using to steal from us. Well done. How much have you taken us for?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“One hundred forty-two thousand, seventeen.”

“Excellent. Fantastic.”

“Some hands she won fair and square. Can we keep it?”

Tommaso stood and moved closer.

“Leo, my new friend. You and Gigi can keep all of it. I commend you. We caught you only by sheer dumb luck. One of our techs ran the wrong software and we had to rebuild everything he wiped out. You chose our sloppiest dealers, as you should, not knowing they would stand out on the rebuild as problems well before you stepped into our casino. Once you targeted them as well, it was like a huge spotlight on sweet Gigi. We focused our attention on her and soon detected your scheme.”

“If we can keep our winnings,” I said. “What are we doing in this office with you?”

“An excellent question, and I’ll answer it, but first, let me ask one of my own, and please tell me the truth. Did you work this system on the other casinos in town, or did you only fuck us?”

I heard the veiled menace in his voice. Thank God we’re greedy.

“All of you.”

He smiled broadly.

“That is good news. I would have been upset if you only targeted us. That would have made it personal, yes?”

“I can see where you’d feel that way.”

“Here’s the good news. Since you fucked every casino, we know your system has gone undetected at the others. Here’s what I want. The Empress is teetering. They overextended and took on too much debt. They can afford few losses, and I’m sure your recent streak has hurt them. Good. I want you to train a few others in your methods. You will all gamble at The Empress. You and your new teams will take them for all you can. Break them for me so I can buy their casino for pennies on the dollar. Do that for me and you can not only keep what you took from us but everything you take from them. How does that sound?”

“Risky,” I quickly answered. “So close to defaulting, we’ll be under the microscope.”

“You have been already and they found nothing. Your system is that good.”

“What happens if I refuse your offer?”

One of the muscle men lifted a large metal toolbox and sat it on the desk.

“Pliers and tinsnips,” I said.

“Astute.”

I looked at Gigi. She had long ago made up her mind. She wanted out of this room. She warned me we’d get caught and we had, but there was a path out and we kept the money.

“We’ll do it,” she announced for us both.

“Fantastic,” Tommaso said. “Report back to me daily with your take. Press them hard. Break them.”

I nodded. It sounded simple, but if we got caught, Marco would break my hands, my arms, and my legs. Who knows what he’d do to Gigi.

“I’ll take your number,” Gigi said. “Better me than him.”

Tommaso looked surprised.

“Did I get it wrong?” he asked. “Are you actually the brains of this operation?”

“No,” my wife said. “Leo is the brains. I’m the heart. None of this works without me.” she leaned forward, allowing her dress to fall open a little and revealing delicious cleavage to Tommaso. She stood and turned slowly, making her point, and that delicious little diamond of light, formed by her ass and thighs, drifted past our gaze. That gap promised Heaven.

Tommaso was sucked in, hooked, before he could catch himself. His face went slack. Gigi is a beautiful woman and all the exposer only amplified that fact. He caught himself after a few heartbeats and started laughing.

“Okay,” he said. “I get it now. You’re the distraction, and what a distraction you are. Brilliant. Both of you. Truly. Brilliant. My poor dealers never had a chance. I must add a stunning woman to each team.” He laughed with real mirth. “Who added the femme fatale element? You? Or your husband? Regardless, the move is genius.”

“It was my idea,” I said.

“Yes, but she had to agree. Beautiful bird. I’d like to buy you a drink. May I? Leo can wait here for you.”

“A drink sounds lovely,” she quickly said, happy to make me pay a little for the very situation she predicted.

I sat and stewed. I hated that we got caught but I was relieved we had a way out. Poor Marco. We were going to help crush his casino.


Chapter 8

Gigi was gone a long time. Too long. A muscleman returned her to me, looking like a giant next to her petite frame, and we collected our belongings and left through the casino. She was walking a little ahead of me when I noticed a mark on her neck.

“What happened?” I asked. “Burn yourself with the curling iron getting ready?”

She stopped and spun, grabbed my head and kissed me. For the second time in recent days, I found her mouth to be salty and slippery. I staggered backward, wiping my lips.

“What the fuck?” I exclaimed.

She laughed, amused at her own wild recklessness. She closed the gap between us with several rapid steps.

“He gave me a hickey,” she hissed. “After I sucked his cock.”

“You gave him a blowjob? Why? To punish me? Are you angry we got caught? Is this some kind of I-told-you-so?”

She shook her head.

“No, Leo. I sucked him off because we are in far more trouble than you realize. I could tell he was holding something back and I had to pry it out of him. He doesn’t own this casino and he has no plans to buy The Empress. Marco doesn’t own that casino and can’t sell it. Tomasso gave you a fable. Would you like to know who does own both? In fact, who owns all four of this town’s casinos?”

“Yes.”

“Organized crime, Leo. The mob. The mafia. Tommaso doesn’t want to control The Empress; he wants to ruin Marco. It’s personal between them. Marco slept with Tommaso’s wife a few years ago. After Tommaso found out, she ended up dead. I think Tommaso did it. He wants to take Marco down too but first he wants to humiliate and destroy him. If Marco runs The Empress into the ground, the mob will take him out. We will be doing Tommaso’s dirty work for him.”

“Shit.”

“Yes, and we are deep in it. I knew something terrible would happen. I sucked off Tommaso to divert him from my tryst with Marco. If he knew Marco and I had been lovers, I think his rage would destroy the offer he made. I think he’d kill us and find another way to ruin Marco. I can read people better than you. Trust me on this.”

I took her hand and led us out of the casino. She was right, we were in it and in it deep. We’d gone only a little way when the image of Tommaso fucking her mouth popped into my head.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

She knew what I meant.

“I wondered if you’d ask about what happened. Actually, he was pretty hot. His body is really lean and cut. Marco was bulky. Both men have lovely cocks and know how to use them. Tommaso wanted to kiss a lot. I had to shove him away to get to his dick. He wanted to fuck me, but I told him next time.”

“You are lining them up.”

“Goddamn it, Leo. I wouldn’t be doing any of this except for your crazy plan.”

“In my own defense, we are digging ourselves out of debt. My plan is working; it just keeps getting more and more complicated.”

She stopped us and kissed me tenderly.

“I was mean just then,” she said. “I can’t lay all of this at your feet. I went along because I believed in you and I believed in the plan and I still do. We’ll get out of this in one piece. I’m sorry I took my frustrations out on you.”

“I understand. You’re scared. I am too.”

“The stakes are high.”

I kissed her softly.

“At least you’re getting some hot sex out of it,” I teased.

She punched my chest playfully.

“Actually, that part’s not so bad,” she said.

We reached our car and got in.

“You want to find someplace to fuck?” she asked. “I’m crazy horny.”

“Yeah. Me too. I get why you get turned on, but why does it turn me on when you’re a slut?”

She lowered her head to my lap, quickly slipping me into her mouth. I saw a rest area ahead and pulled us into a spot away from others. She left my hard cock waving in the air and climbed into the backseat. I joined her as she was shoving her panties down. She grabbed my dick and guided me in.

Fear of pain and death are excellent aphrodisiacs. We were in the fight of our lives, and we both responded with lust. Humans are silly animals, truly. I fucked her as hard as I could given our physical space limitations, but it was enough. She orgasmed quickly and so did I. We lay there panting, windows fogged.

“I have a confession,” she said.

“What?”

“I love, and I mean love, new dicks. I love yours, of course. I’m not saying I don’t. But new dicks are awesome.”

“Nothing’s hotter than a new lover.”

“Right? Sex all feels about the same but is somehow wildly more exciting when the person is new. Well, big cocks like Tommaso and Marco do feel noticeably different, but you know what I’m saying.”

“I do.”

We adjusted our clothing and opened the doors, allowing the car to air out before driving home. Gigi held my hand the whole way. How did her encounters with these other men bring us closer? It was a mystery, but it was true. I drove us home. We showered and got in bed and cuddled. We’d take The Empress for every penny we could, dig ourselves out of this trouble and never make these mistakes again. That was the new plan, and believing in it helped us fall asleep.


Chapter 9

Half a million dollars. Six hours. My mind was fried. The casino was busy when we arrived, so we were lost in the crowd. By one in the morning, the crowd had thinned and everyone remaining was gathered around Gigi, watching her smash the shit out of one dealer after the next. The casino tried everything: plying her with free drinks, swapping out dealers like crazy, free offers of dinner and rooms for the weekend. They tried everything to break her concentration or get her to leave the table. What they failed to realize was she wasn’t the one taking them to their knees.

I was.

We started at a high-roller table which allowed us to make bigger and bigger bets. The casino unwisely kept chasing what they’d already lost, the way gamblers do. Marco was off tonight but someone must have called him because he arrived just before we quit. He saw the crowd around Gigi and backed off. It was too late anyway. Tommaso told us The Empress had a loan payment due tomorrow so tonight was the best time to strike. Poor Marco. His face fell when one of the pit bosses informed him how much they’d lost, and that was just from our table. The teams we’d trained were in place, bleeding the casino from many wounds, taking the place apart piece by piece, hand by hand. Marco despaired, and then he became angry. I couldn’t hear him, but I could see him, and he was furious. He ranted and raved at his employees until he finally broke, understanding it was too late. He leaned against a far wall and covered his face with his hands. Poor guy.

I rationalized what Gigi and I were doing to him. Casinos prey upon people at their weakest. Casinos cater to addiction. Give people free alcohol and then take their kid’s college money. I’ve heard the stories. We all have a friend with a gambling problem. Two wrongs don’t make a right, but they do help one to feel better about things. Marco was part of the same dirty underground as Tommaso and the mob. Let them sort themselves out. They all deserve what they get.

Of one thing I was sure: no way does the mob let Gigi and me walk free. We know too much. We built a system that can hurt casinos. The men in charge simply cannot afford to let that information out. We were safe as long as we were useful but the second they had what they needed, we were expendable.

Finally, a new pit boss came over and dropped the hammer. No more gambling for Gigi. Her hot streak had broken them. The other teams must have done well too. She gathered her chips to head for the cashier. The pit boss thoughtfully offered to escort her, but she declined. He insisted.

“Are you saying I’m not safe in your casino?” she asked, loud enough for other patrons to hear.

He set his jaw.

“Of course you are.”

“Then shoo. I don’t need your protection. You’re already stopping me when I’m winning. Don’t add insult to injury. Go away.”

Damn she was good. Fearless. I lifted my beer and pretended to sip three times in quick succession, our signal to meet me at the car. I had to do it twice because she looked away at the last instant. I asked the dealer if we could continue and we started the next hand, watching Gigi saunter away. I made myself lose five in a row and then complained about the casino chasing away my good luck charm. I cashed out my chips and meandered to the car. She was on the phone when I got there. I opened her door.

“We’ll be right there,” she said.

She put her phone away.

“Tommaso wants to see us. Now.”

“Let me see it.”

She opened a large canvas bag. The casino had thoughtfully rubber banded all the hundreds into three hand-sized bricks and six loose straps.

“Three hundred sixty grand, after taxes,” she said.

We stared at all that money and then met each other’s gaze. We burst into wild laughter, hugging and kissing.

“We did it!” she yelled.

We kissed and hugged.

“We can wipe out our debts and still have money left over. Do you really believe Tommaso will allow us to keep it?”

“I do, because he still needs us. We better make plans, though, for how to escape the mess I’ve made. Let’s go see what he wants.”

“He probably wants to gloat. This will end Marco. I feel bad about that.”

“You like Marco.”

“I do.”

“You weren’t finished with him.”

She laughed.

“When you put it like that, no, I wasn’t. If my husband is going to let me fuck a guy, Marco is the guy I’m going to fuck.”

“No need to fuck him anymore,” I teased. “We have all the money we need. We can stop gambling and move on.”

“Fucking Marco is the reason to fuck Marco. Start the car. Let’s get this over with. I don’t want to think about Marco anymore.”

I drove to The Little River casino. Before we got there, we hid the money on a dark hillside under a big rock. I marked the sidewalk with a scratch so we could find the bag again once it was daylight.

A muscleman waited for us at the valet and took us to a small room where Tommaso waited. He congratulated us for the merciless takedown of Marco.

“So, we’re square?” I asked. “Gigi and I can leave with our money?”

“You can leave with your money but we’re not square. I want you to lead the teams into Atlantic City. We will run the same operation against our competitors. They are too big to take down but we can fleece them for thousands, then wash that money through our casinos back home. You two have new jobs so quit your old ones. This is what you do—”

The roar of gunfire buried his last words. Marco burst through the office door, screaming and firing wildly. Tommaso got hit three times and flew backward in his chair. Bodyguards, too late, jumped Marco to get his gun away. Gigi screamed but I grabbed her arm and pulled her out of the way, jumping behind a heavy sofa. Marco fired more shots and Gigi screamed again. Smoke and the stench of gunpowder filled the small room. When silence hit, it hit like a fist. I lifted my head to survey the carnage.

Two musclemen and Tommaso lay dead. Several guns lay scattered on the floor. There was blood everywhere: blood spray on the walls, blood-soaked suits and blood-soaked carpeting. Marco stood panting, a long knife sticking out of his shoulder. His gun, still smoking, dangled in his hand. He used it to point at me.

“You,” he said. “Move.”

I got to my feet, blocking his view of Gigi.

“No,” I said.

“She’s your wife?”

“Yes.”

“You guys scammed me. As a team?”

“Yes. Are aware you have a knife in your shoulder?”

He waved my concerns away. Gigi got to her feet, hiding behind me but peering around my arm.

“I caught feelings for you,” he rasped, staggering towards her a few steps.

“I caught feelings for you too,” my wife admitted.

“This your husband?”

“It is. Don’t be mad. It was his idea that I fuck you, but I’m glad I did.”

Not entirely true but I wasn’t about to nit-pick right then.

“You need a hospital,” I said. “We need to get out of here. Those gunshots will bring security.”

He nodded, clearly confused and fading fast. I avoided looking at the dead bodies and stepped closer to him.

“I’m going to pull that knife out,” I said. “Then we’ll walk you out of here. Okay?”

I tried hard to sound like his friend. “Tommaso made us take you for so much. We didn’t want to do that. Gigi would never do that to you.”

I was talking fast and saying whatever came into my head. I wanted us to be on his good side.

“Let’s get out of here,” Gigi said, coming around me to take his hand and lower the gun.

She took the gun from his hand and slipped it into her pocket. He was slipping into shock. I stepped close and grabbed the knife and pulled, yanking it out of him, and he barely flinched. Blood squirted and I took Gigi’s free hand to press on the wound. I then quickly cut away some of the dead muscleman’s shirt and used it like a bandage to staunch the bleeding. Marco was breathing fast and shallow.

“We need to get out of here,” my wife said. “If he collapses, he’s too big for us to move. He’ll take us down with him.”

For an instant, I considered pushing him onto the couch and grabbing Gigi by the wrist and running for our lives. Less than a minute had passed but I felt like we’d been standing around for ages. The mob would settle this their own way. We were placing ourselves in greater danger by helping Marco. Shoving him and running looked better every second.

The decision was made for us. We’d taken too long to run. The door to the small office burst open and several men with guns drawn rushed in. They pushed Gigi and me against the wall and dropped Marco to his knees.

“He’s hurt!” Gigi yelled at them, but they didn’t care.

One of the men dug a thumb into Marco’s wound. The big black man groaned and fell over. They checked on Tomasso and the others and gathered the fallen guns, and then one left to make some phone calls.

That was when I noticed the bulge of Marco’s gun in Gigi’s pocket. She saw where I was looking and lifted a finger to her lips, shushing me. What crazy plan was she hatching?

The man who made the phone call returned and ordered Marco taken away. He checked to make sure the other men were dead and then he told us to follow him. He led us out a side entrance and into a huge black SUV.

“Big boss wants to know what the fuck happened,” he said.

He put us in back and spoke to the driver. The power locks snapped down and we were off, heading downtown. We arrived at a high rise and the driver, armed with an Uzi under his jacket, escorted us to a private elevator. We rose to the penthouse.

Inside was a different world. Huge aquariums filled with brightly colored fish, giant ferns and split leaf philodendrons and zebra plants filled the open room. A babbling brook ran under the glass floors. A large waterfall poured over one wall. The place was stunning in its beauty. Several women in full-length lingerie lounged on large white couches. One of them snorted lines of white powder off the glass coffee table. Two men in suits stood guard with machine guns slung over their shoulders.

A small man, maybe five-foot-seven, wiry, walked from behind the bar wearing only tight white Speedos. The outline of his large penis was obvious through the thin fabric. He had tribal tattoos all over his chest and arms, with a spiral galaxy tattoo around his belly button.

“Sit,” he told us, waving at the various sofas. “Find an open spot. Coke?”

“No, thank you,” I said.

“I’ll have a little,” Gigi said, surprising me. “My nerves are shit.”

“Help yourself,” our host said, gesturing to one of the lingerie women to provide Gigi what she wanted. “My name is Ishmael,” he continued. “I need one of you good people to tell me what the fuck is happening in my casinos. Hm? Is that possible?”

I watched Gigi lean over to snort but she hesitated.

“I can tell you what I know,” I said.

“Let’s start there.”

I held nothing back except the sex. They didn’t need to know about Gigi with Marco and Tommaso. I explained how our businesses failed through no fault of our own, and we found ourselves in debt with no way out. I told Ishmael about the system I developed and how two people were needed to make it work and if one of those people was an attractive woman, all the better. He scrutinized Gigi and gave a sharp nod.

“Indeed,” he said. “Smart. Please go on.”

Then I explained how Tommaso had made things personal. I mentioned that Marco had fucked Tommaso’s wife and there was a good chance Tommaso had killed her for it.

“Next, he wanted to destroy Marco but couldn’t because Marco worked for you,” I said. “He put together teams using my system which would cause Marco to fail, trusting you and the organization would take care of Marco for him. He also planned to use the teams, led by me, in Atlantic City, to pull money out of the casinos there.”

“I gave no such order. Those casinos are off-limits.”

“Well, the teams are in place and ready to go.”

“Do you believe Tommaso intended to keep that money for himself?”

“Tommaso did not include me in his plans,” I said, distracted by movement in his Speedo.

His penis straightened a little and expanded, the flaring of the circumcised head obvious. I couldn’t tell if I turned him on or if he was getting aroused by the talk of money. He snapped his fingers.

“Skylar,” he called out and one of the lingerie women looked up. “It’s happening again. I need you to come deal with this.”

His penis continued to expand. I looked at Gigi, but she looked as confused as me. His dick was getting hard for no apparent reason. Skylar sat on her heels between his legs and pulled his Speedos down. She casually stuffed his fat cock in her mouth and dutifully and unenthusiastically began to suck, bobbing on the head and languidly stroking his length with one hand. I checked on Gigi again. She studied the girl’s technique, watching closely as that expanding dick engorged.

“Tommaso has made a mess of things,” Ishmael said, ignoring the woman fellating him. “I admit the draw of competitor’s cash is strong, but I must resist. For now, I must decide what to do with you and these teams Tommaso created. I can’t have you all wandering around my casinos, taking me for every penny.”

“We won’t,” Gigi said, watching Skylar. “We only needed enough to get out of debt. We have that now and we are finished gambling.”

“You have it because you took it from me,” Ishmael said. “I understand you believed you were following Tommaso’s orders, so I don’t fault you, but obviously I will want that money back.”

“We won it,” Gigi said.

“You cheated.”

“If you take it back,” I said. “You force us to replace it. We’ll start gambling again. Your people will need to watch every winner. Customers won’t like that. They’ll complain, telling friends about how shitty their experience was at your casinos. Revenue will fall and you’ll be out that money anyway.”

He eyed me carefully. He turned his attention to Gigi and then back to me.

“Shrewd,” he said. “Perhaps I should simply hire you. I have recently suffered turnover at the casino manager level.”

His cock was throbbing. Too thick for Skylar to get her fingers all the way around, she bobbed pathetically on the head.

“I’m sorry,” Gigi said, gesturing at the woman. “But what the hell is happening here? Does your dick just spontaneously grow erect? We’re all acting like nothing is going on right in front of us. How can what she’s doing help you, given she’s doing such a terrible job?”

Ishmael looked down. Skylar stopped, feeling exposed.

“Yes,” he said. “I do have a condition. It keeps me inside most days. These lovely women drain me when I need it, but by now it’s become merely a task to them. To me as well.” He rested his hand on Skylar’s head, bringing her back to his erection, nodding for her to continue, which she did. “I’ve had it my whole life. Doctors say my levels of Dehydroepiandrosterone sulfate, estradiol, and prolactin are off the charts. I was teased mercilessly as a boy.”

Gigi looked at the carpet.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I was insensitive. I could have handled that much better. I was just shocked by what I was seeing.”

“Understandable,” Ishmael said.

“We know nothing about how to manage a casino,” I said, steering the conversation back to where we were.

“Then I’ll hire you as security consultants. You are both bright. You can tell me who’s cheating. I’ll allow you to keep what you’ve earned so far, and you work off that amount for me. Keep your regular jobs too. How does that sound?”

“What happens to Marco?” Gigi asked, turning her attention to the line of white powder that waited for her.

“I’m undecided,” Ishmael said. “He’s perhaps too passionate for the role he serves but he has been loyal and trustworthy. I understand why he took out Tommaso. That was between them. But dead bodies are a complication, and I’ve got three. Those men had families.”

“We had nothing to do with that,” I said.

Skylar was bobbing fast now, and Ishmael only gave us half his attention. He raised a finger, asking us to pause a moment, and then he grunted, grabbing Skylar’s head with both hands and ejaculating forcefully into her mouth. She gulped his enormous load, swallowing and gulping again. Gigi and I looked at each other, amazed by the volume. Ishmael mumbled with each spurt. When he finished, Skylar nursed on him a moment longer, suckling the last drops out, and then wiped her lips with a finger, tucked his penis into his Speedos, and returned to her spot on the couch. She flipped through pages of a magazine. I could tell Gigi wanted to make a comment but held herself in check.

“A security job sounds perfect,” I said.


Chapter 10

We worked a lot of hours. When I wasn’t at my regular job and Gigi wasn’t waitressing, we were at one of the casinos, watching, educating. There were far more cheaters than I ever would have guessed. We caught them, eliminated them, and profits went up. Ishmael was happy. We retrieved the money we’d hidden that night and paid our debts down to zero. Everything going forward from here was all icing on the cake. Gigi tried to find out about Marco but hit brick walls at every turn. Either people didn’t know or people had been instructed to say nothing. Gigi began to fret.

I got the bright idea of using security cameras to slowly map the casino. The cameras were almost everywhere. Days later I found a clip of Gigi sucking off Ishmael in Marco’s old chair. I guess his spontaneous erection problem kicked in and she offered to help. I brought it up at home and she laughed, confessing she’d wanted to suck on it since she saw Skylar do it.

“Besides,” she added. “We know the benefit of getting Ishmael to lower his guard. Let him think of me as one of his girls.”

She had a point. I went back to watch that clip a few times.

The next month I spied a maid carrying a tray of food into a stockroom. I located which camera served that room and saw her open another door farther inside. I could not locate the interior camera for that room. The maid stepped through, soon emerging with an empty tray. She was feeding someone in that room. Marco, maybe? I told Gigi what I’d seen, and she immediately declared she would check it out for herself.

“Do not get caught,” I warned. “Whoever it is, they hid them for a reason.”

She assured me she would not.

I discreetly checked the map I’d made and told her where to find the room.

“I’ll set my phone to vibrate,” she said. “I’ll go tomorrow after lunch. Warn me if someone comes my way.”

The next day I sat nervously at the computer. I followed Gigi on camera as she worked her way closer to the stockroom. She turned and waved at the last instant and then vanished inside. I watched all the monitors, but I glanced at hers the most. She soon reappeared, clearly upset. She wiped tears off her cheeks, threw a thumbs-up at the camera, shut the door and left. I got a text saying she was going home for the day.

When I got home, she explained Marco was in that room, naked, chained to a bed with only a pot to piss in. He was bandaged and healing well but they had him locked up, deciding what to do with him for killing three men.

“He was so hurt we had helped Tomasso,” she explained. “He was crushed I cheated him and his hotel. I described our debt and how Tomasso forced us to do what we did, and he said he understood, and he thanked me for finding him and coming to see him, but he was still so sad. Do you think Ishmael will have him killed?”

“No. Like he said: dead bodies are a complication. Why feed him and heal him if you plan on killing him? No, I think Ishmael is trying to find the best use of his resources, and people are a resource. Marco is volatile but he’s smart and loyal. Ishmael won’t waste him.”

Gigi fidgeted, cracking her knuckles and playing with her hair.

“We should free him,” she said.

“Ishmael would lose his shit.”

“He doesn’t need to know. We can hide Marco here.”

“In our one-bedroom apartment? Gee, I wonder which room you’d like to keep him in.”

“In our bedroom, silly,” she said, acting obnoxious, trying to goad me. “In our bed. On my side, specifically. I’ll sleep in the middle. Between my two men.”

“Ha. The cameras would show us freeing him.”

She let loose an exasperated sigh.

“Leo. Pretend this is something you want, like making your gambling plan work. You figured out all the angles when it was something you wanted. Pretend this is too. How would you make it happen if it was you that wanted to free Marco?”

She had a point.

“That’s fair,” I said. “I could aim the cameras slightly off to create a blind path along the walls. I could upload software updates to others, taking them offline. Yeah, it’s possible. It’s not even that hard. The casino floor has ten times the number of cameras compared to the back rooms. I can do it.”

“Thank you, Baby.”

“You’re welcome.”

I kissed her and hugged her, and it was at that moment that a terrible truth hit me: if stockrooms and back hallways have cameras, then managers’ offices certainly would too. There was almost certainly sex video of Gigi with Marco and Gigi with Tomasso. Fuck. I doubted Ishmael had seen either because who wants to watch boring manager videos, but someone was bound to review them sooner or later and when they did, they’d take it straight to the big boss, especially given all that has happened.

Fuck again.

I had to get back to work, sort the old files, realign the cameras, and tell Gigi when she could hustle Marco out of there. After all that, I only needed to figure out what to do with a huge black man in our bed. I already knew what Gigi wanted to do with him. I debated telling her about the possible sex-videos. Better to wait and see if they actually existed.


Chapter 11

They do.

After my regular job I went to work at The Empress. I got comfortable in the control room and ran through my usual routine. The guard they placed to keep an eye on me had gotten too familiar and grew bored, so he left to walk the casino floor. The new manager, the man that had replaced Marco, was the cousin of someone important and thought managing a casino was beneath him. He was never around.

I checked the calendar, jumped backward in the saved security files, and scanned through the cameras to find the manager’s office. I clicked play on the video file and there was Gigi, bent over the desk with a big black man behind her, flipping her dress up and fucking her hard. I was momentarily distracted by the look on her face. Gigi lost herself in sex with Marco. No wonder she was working so hard to save him. I realized as I watched that black men were a fantasy fuck for her. It was obvious. She showed more bliss than his size and his strength could explain. Her expression told me everything. Sex with Marco excited her beyond mere sex. Gigi had an interracial fetish.

I took the time to watch him fuck her again and then I erased that section of the file. Tomorrow I will do the same at the Little River casino, wiping away her tryst with Tomasso. A personal relationship with those two men would place the spotlight on Gigi, made worse by the fact I’d omitted that detail. Ishmael would never trust another word we said.

I had allowed the video to keep playing after I’d erased Marco and Gigi, and I saw Marco now go to the safe behind his desk. He wiped sweat off his face and adjusted his clothing and then he stepped closer and began to spin the dial. I hit pause and zoomed. The numbers were clear. I hit slow motion and watched as he entered the combination. He cranked the handle and opened the large heavy door, revealing stacks of cash inside. Something glittered gold. I rewound the video and watched it again, this time writing the combination down. My hands shook. I watched it again in super slow motion, zooming as close as I could get. I now possessed the means to open the casino’s main safe. I rewound again and erased this part of the video too. I looked at the scrap of paper in my hand, knowing I could open the safe. How much money was in there? It looked like millions of dollars. I don’t know what I was thinking but whatever it was, it had my hands shaking so badly I had to wipe my palms on my pants. Sweet Jesus, what was I thinking? I set the cameras to create a path for Gigi to Marco and, hours later, finished my shift. I drove home to Gigi.

The next day I repeated the process at the Little River casino. Tomasso had installed the safe out of sight, so I didn’t get the combination, but I didn’t need it. The Empress had all the money we’d ever need.

Was I seriously considering stealing from the mob?

I was.

The next day we worked at our regular jobs first and then worked at The Empress. Gigi prowled the casino floor, watching for cheaters, while I surveyed from the eye-in-the-sky. Many eyes, actually, as I jumped from camera to camera. She wore an earpiece and I relayed my instructions anytime I noticed something odd. It was a good system, and we’d saved the casino a ton of money already. Ishmael had a degree of trust in us.

When the moment was right, I sent Gigi after Marco.

That was the most gut wrenching twelve minutes of my life. I watched her closely, telling her when to stop and hide, telling her when to hurry to avoid someone coming. She followed my instructions without hesitation, and I soon saw her emerge from the broom closet at the back of the stockroom. Marco, wearing pants and shirt she’d brought him, limped and looked filthy, but he followed her lead and they soon departed out a back entrance. She put him in an Uber and handed him a spare key to our apartment. I saw her kiss him deeply. I wondered how much resentment he’d have for our part in his sudden fall from grace but watching him kiss her told me all he felt towards her was longing. He was more than smitten. I strongly suspected he’d fallen in love. They kissed again and I saw her emotional connection was nearly as strong as his. Butterflies fluttered in my belly. My marriage was about to take a hard turn. I felt it. The car pulled away and Gigi got back to work.

I gradually repositioned all the cameras and erased the recordings back to a neutral point. My mouth was dry. I’d just seen something I’d only suspected previously. Marco and my wife had real feelings for each other. There was no drop off in her feelings for me, there was simply the addition of feelings for him. I do not believe you can be in love with two people at once, but you can certainly love many people at the same time. Her love for me was different than what she felt for him. The real question, in my mind, was how do I handle it? She didn’t want to leave me for him. She just wanted him too. At least for now, I was oddly comfortable with that. Maybe even a little aroused. What would life be like with Marco living with us? Gigi would want sex all the time, and not just with him. Two men walking around? Two men ready and willing whenever she wished? I imagined Gigi with two husbands. She’d love it! I pictured a threesome with all of us and felt my cock grow. Gigi would lose her mind. I was getting way ahead of myself, but the possibilities were tantalizing.

She finished work before me and stopped by to say she was headed home. We played it cool and nobody noticed or cared. I forced myself to finish my usual shift and then said collected my belongings, locking the office door behind me. I told some people goodnight. I wanted to run through the casino and race home, but I made myself stroll, chatting with people I knew along the way. Once I was away from the casino, I drove as fast as I could.


Chapter 12

The air in our apartment, flowing from our bedroom, was thick with scents I could easily name. I smelled Gigi’s body lotion, and I smelled soap from a recent shower, but underneath those I smelled sex, a musky, animal aroma of sweat and lust. Buried even deeper I detected the scent of another man’s semen, dark and pungent, mixed with pussy juice. These were the smells of my world being tilted on its axis.

I moved cautiously down the hall, my heart beating faster with each step. What would I see? Had they already fucked? Would I find them sleeping? Talking? Sitting up and watching a movie?

Gigi was on her knees on our bed. The same bed where we’d slept, made love, fought, and reconciled a thousand times. The white duvet was a mess around her, a chaotic landscape of pillows and thrown-back covers. She looked beautiful, more beautiful than I had ever seen her. Her dark hair spilled over her shoulders, and her skin, usually pale and creamy, was flushed with a pink glow. Her eyes, locked on Marco’s, were dark and shining with a hunger I’d only ever seen glimpses of before.

Marco was a monument to masculinity, carved from dark wood and shadow, he stood at the edge of the bed, naked, his body a sculpture of bulky muscles over a powerful frame. His ebony skin, freshly scrubbed, looked oiled and polished like dark brown wood. His cock was magnificent, a thick, heavy tube of flesh, still soft but large and heavy, hanging between his thighs. He wasn’t just bigger than me, he was in a different class entirely. I had to be honest with myself. His cock was the reason he was here. Gigi wanted him, yes, and her desire was not solely based on his penis, but it was his big black dick that put her over the top. If he was small, or even average, she would have fucked him that day but moved on. Like Samson’s hair, Marco’s cock gave him power. Certainly, power over Gigi and, by extension through my wife, power over me.

They both glanced at me as I entered the bedroom.

“Perfect timing,” Gigi snickered.

“I think I already missed something,” I said, sniffing the air and giving Marco a hello how are you nod.

My wife placed her hand gently over her vulva, as if she was holding liquid in, and gave me a wink. I got the hint.

I sat in the armchair we’d bought last year, the one with the soft beige fabric that Gigi had said was cozy. It didn’t feel cozy now. It felt like a front-row seat to some main event. My hands clenched into fists in my lap, knuckles white, but my cock stirred to life. I knew exactly what was about to happen, and I was eager for it. This was the part that confused me the most, the part that made me feel like a stranger in my own skin. The angst was a cold knot in my stomach, but the arousal was a hot, pulsing counterpoint.

“Come closer, Baby,” Gigi said, her voice a husky whisper. “Get naked like us. Let me taste you. I want to suck you both.”

She braced her hands on his hips and leaned over the edge of our bed, opening her mouth for me.

“I’m good right here,” I said. “For now.”

She gave me a shrug, pleased I was choosing to watch.

My breath caught in my throat as she lifted him in her hand. Her fingers, the same fingers that wore the wedding band I had given her, couldn’t even close around his girth. She stroked him slowly, from the base to the head, spreading the oil she’d worked in earlier, and I saw him begin to harden, to swell under her touch. His thick stalk began to rise. He knew what was coming too. She stroked him for a time, staring at his beautiful, growing penis, and alternately meeting my gaze. The moment was intense for us. We’d brushed up against such grotesque violations of our wedding vows, and we both knew this was what we wanted, but being in the same room, watching your wife touch another man right in front of you, seeing the pleasure she gives and his response as he swells and turns stiff. It was mind-boggling.

Then her head dipped. Her pink tongue, the same tongue that had teased my own so many times, snaked out and lapped at precum resting on the tip of his nearly hard cock. A low groan rumbled in Marco’s chest, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He tangled one of his large hands in her hair, not forcing but just holding her in place. It was a gesture of ownership that made my stomach clench.

She opened her mouth wide and took him in, sheathing the first few inches. I saw her jaw stretch, her lips strain to accommodate his girth. She moaned around him, a sound of pure bliss, and began to bob her head. It was a sloppy, worshipful act.

Strings of spit connected her lips to his shaft as she pulled back, only to plunge down again, taking him deeper each time. I saw the muscles in her neck working as she struggled to take more of him, her determination absolute. She was loving his cock with her mouth, and the sight was one of the most upsetting and erotic things I had ever witnessed. I stood long enough to remove my clothing and sat again. My cock rose in my lap, untouched.

He was fully erect now, a throbbing, veined pillar of dark flesh. Gigi pulled away, gasping for air, a line of saliva dripping from her chin onto her breast. She looked up at him; her eyes glazed with lust.

“I need you inside me,” she breathed. “Now.”

“No,” he chuckled. “Keep sucking.”

She whined, frustrated at not getting her way, then obediently dipped her head again. This was the difference between him and I. I’m her husband and I would have fucked her because that’s what she wanted right then. He’s her lover. He knew to make her wait. It took me a moment to understand one reason he waited was to show me my wife working on him. He wanted to burn this moment into my memories. He wanted me to be able to recall exactly what it looked like to see Gigi gobbling his dark meat. He won. I would. I took my erection in hand and began to stroke, mesmerized by the powerful erotism of what I saw.

He grinned like a pirate and guided her mouth up and down his length. Only when she had him pulsing and throbbing did Marco move to the bed, his movements fluid and predatory. He pushed Gigi on her back into the pillows, spreading her legs with his knees. I had a perfect view of her pussy, glistening and pink, swollen and ready for him. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of that massive cock nudging against her entrance. He held himself there, again making sure I remembered this moment forever too. He may have forgiven her, but his resentment towards me for the things I did to him was obvious. What better way to get back at me? What better way to even the score? His long, hard, chocolate cock was poised like a missile, aimed at her warm, wet depths.

“Give it to me,” Gigi whined, shaking her legs like a petulant child.

He pushed the bulbous head inside.

Gigi cried out, a sharp, guttural sound that was half-pain, all-pleasure. Her back arched off the bed, and her hands flew to his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin. I watched, transfixed, as inch by thick, dark inch, he disappeared into my wife. He stretched her in a way I never could, filling her completely. When he was finally buried to the hilt, his heavy balls resting against her ass, he just held himself there, letting her come to terms with his size.

“Mercy,” Gigi whimpered, her head flopping side to side on the pillow.

Then he began to move. He started with slow, deep strokes, pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in, each thrust forcing a gasp from her lips. The sound was soon obscene, a wet, slapping rhythm of flesh on flesh that echoed in the quiet room. I saw her pussy lips clinging to his shaft as he withdrew, greedily trying to hold him inside.

He picked up the pace, his movements becoming more powerful, more demanding. He was fucking her now, really fucking her, using her body for his pleasure. The bed, our bed, began to rock in time with his thrusts, the headboard softly knocking against the wall. Gigi was lost in it, a babbling, moaning mess of ecstasy. Her legs rose to wrap around his waist, her heels in his ass pulling him deeper, urging him on.

“Harder!” she growled, using his cock to punish herself, absolving herself from the wrongs she’d done him. “Fuck me, Marco. I love your big black cock. Fuck me deep. Fill me with your load.”

Her own words excited her. She darted a look at me, suddenly struck by my presence, suddenly keenly aware her loving husband watched. Her pleasure spiked higher and she moaned long and loud.

Her orgasm slammed home like a truck. My wife wailed, lost in blinding ecstasy. His black piston drove her insane, pushing her off a cliff to smash on the rocks below. She came harder and he fucked faster and she came even harder. I was stunned by what he could do to her. I was jerking fast now, watching him own her.

“Fuck me!” she screamed.

This was a Gigi I’d never met. This was a language I’d never heard her speak. Marco touched her in ways I don’t, physically and emotionally. Her interracial fetish was roaring along full steam. Her big, black, beautiful lover was driving his hard cock deep over and over. I heard her gasps and moans and knew, remarkably, I was about to witness my wife climaxing under him again, and I was right. Gigi’s body went stiff and she howled, arching her back and clamping her legs around him. Suddenly she thrashed beneath his wide body, skewered and impaled. He rose on his arms, his body a taut bowstring of muscle, and slammed into her repeatedly, his hips a blur of motion.

The sounds coming from her were no longer words, just primal screams of pleasure. I saw sweat beading on his back. I saw the look of intense concentration on his face. I saw two people completely lost in the act, completely lost in each other. I was a ghost in my own life, a spectator to the most intimate moment between my wife and another man. My angst was still there, a cold, heavy stone, but it was buried under a mountain of raw, undeniable lust. My cock was so hard it hurt, and I leaked precum like crazy, lubricating my gliding fingers.

“I’m gonna cum in you,” Marco said, his voice a low rumble.

Gigi whimpered, clutching at him, tightening her legs and clawing his back. Her expression told me how badly she wanted his sperm, she wanted to be taken and owned by him. I slowed my hand lest I shoot too soon and took in every nuance. She loved that he just told her what he planned. He would cum in her and that was the end of it. No discussion. No asking permission.

“Do it!” she hissed. “Drown me.”

That was it. That was the line that got him most. He let out a loud, guttural roar and slammed her one last time, burying himself as deep as he could. I saw his ass clench, his whole body going rigid as he pumped his first huge blast into her. He was coming inside my wife, marking her, claiming her from the inside out. Gigi screamed, a high, thin sound of pure release as her own orgasm crashed over her. He roared again, thrusting deep and releasing. Her body convulsed beneath him, her thighs shaking uncontrollably. She may have orgasmed under him again; blown away by the hot jets of sperm he launched into her. He pumped twice and stopped, every inch buried, then pumped twice and stopped again. I knew each time he injected more semen.

Finally, at last, he slowed and stopped. He held himself over her on trembling arms. They stayed like that for a long moment, a sweaty heap on our bed, then Marco slowly pulled out, his softening cock glistening with their combined fluids. As he withdrew, a thick, white oozing of his cum leaked out of Gigi’s pussy, my wife’s pussy, running down the crack of her ass to soak our white duvet.

His sperm. Inside my wife. On our bed.

The room was silent except for their heavy breathing. The scent of sex was overwhelming now, a tangible presence that filled my lungs and coated my tongue. Marco rolled off and lay on his back, his chest rising and falling. Gigi stretched like a cat, a languid, satisfied smile on her face. She turned her head and looked at me, her eyes soft and hazy in the aftermath. She noticed my throbbing penis standing straight up. She gave me a sly grin.

“How about now?” she murmured. “Can I taste you now?”

My legs were shaking as I stood and took several steps to our bed. She rolled on her side and opened her mouth, eager to suck me in. I lasted almost no time at all, fucking her mouth and ejaculating gobs straight down her throat. She giggled with delight to drain me so quickly, happy to know I must certainly approve of what she did with him. I staggered but she held me by my dick, stroking and sucking, vacuuming every drop out and into her stomach. She left me dazed and weak. I braced myself on the bed and found myself staring at her swollen slit. Marco’s sperm seeped from her and in that moment, looking at the evidence of another man’s pleasure trickling from my wife’s body, I knew nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter 13

On weak legs I went out to my car and grabbed the canvas bag. I returned to the bedroom. Marco now leaned his back against our headboard, his thick, soft cock draped over his thigh. Gigi snuggled him under one arm, her head resting on his broad, black chest so she could stare at his slumbering meat. She traced a fat vein with a fingertip. I dropped the canvas bag on the bed next to her.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“Open it,” I said.

Marco saw the bag and his eyes narrowed.

Gigi rolled away from him and loosened the bag, She opened it, gazing down inside. Her eyes were huge when she looked up.

“What have you done?” she asked.

“I robbed a casino,” I said. “Again. I left clues so the new manager will get blamed, but they won’t believe it for long, especially since we busted Marco out of his prison. Here’s the deal: I don’t want to lose you, and I don’t want you to lose Marco. I can see what you two have with each other, but I also know what I have with you. Here’s what I’m thinking. We become a threesome. Gigi, you have two husbands now. We take this money and run, all three of us.”

Marco laughed from his belly.

“How much money is it?” Gigi asked.

“Total? Counting what we earned by cheating? Almost three million dollars.”

Their faces showed shock.

“I found gold ingots and diamonds in the safe too. Ishmael will be furious. When we don’t show up for work tomorrow, they’ll know it was us, and they’ll come chasing, but I hope we will be long gone by then.”

“You have balls bigger than me,” Marco chuckled.

“They’ll come after us forever,” Gigi warned.

“No, they won’t,” Marco interrupted. “These guys are not Italian mafia. They’re small time. Ishmael is no world player. Hell, you’ve crippled him by taking so much. That much money will last us a lifetime in other countries.”

“Jesus,” Gigi muttered, taken aback. “What do we do first?”

“Run,” I said. “We pack some clothes and leave everything else and we run. The three of us. Together.”


Epilogue

The light was different here. It wasn't the pale, struggling light of a city morning, filtered through blinds and smog. This was a thick, golden syrup, poured directly onto my eyelids, forcing them open. I was alone in the huge bed, the sheets a tangled mess around my legs, the air already heavy with the scent of sea salt.

Then I heard a peal of laughter, Gigi’s laugh, the one I used to think was reserved just for me. Now, I know better. Following the laugh was a deeper, masculine chuckle that vibrated through the floorboards of our overwater bungalow.

Marco.

I swung my legs out of bed. The polished wood floor was cool under my feet. I didn't bother with a robe, just walked to the floor-to-ceiling window and looked out. There they were. Gigi, a vision in white bikini bottoms that seemed impossibly bright against the turquoise water, was splashing Marco, who stood waist deep in the ocean. Her big tits wobbled as she splashed him again. He caught her wrist, pulled her close, and their laughter transformed into something else, a quiet intimacy as he lowered his head to kiss her. It wasn't a passionate, desperate kiss. It was a soft, familiar one. The kind of kiss shared by people who have all the time in the world.

This was my idea, I reminded myself, and it had proved to be a good one. The ultimate act of love. I thought it would be a grand gesture that displayed my love and my devotion in its purest, most selfless form.

Watching them now, I felt a familiar churning in my gut. It was a cocktail of jealousy and arousal, and I welcomed it. I doubted my exhausted penis could rise again today, not after the night we’d all shared, but I’d already surprised myself and Gigi many times over the last few weeks. Maybe I’d surprise us again.

Marco, on the other hand, never had a problem getting hard.

I started to pull on a pair of linen shorts but then looked again at my topless wife. The water had gone out some, preparing for the next wave, and Marco stood exposed down to his knees. If he wore no shorts, why should I? I tossed my shorts aside and marched out to meet them, as naked as he was. Gigi saw me and squealed with delight. They ran towards me hand in hand. I hugged them both and listened as they described their morning together.

"I’m glad you're awake,” she said. “We were about to go for a walk along the beach, and I wanted you with me."

Marco smiled, a genuine, easy smile that held no trace of mockery.

"Good morning, Leo,” he said, his Australian accent melting my wife all over again. “I hope you slept well?"

"Like the dead. My wife wore me out. Let me get some coffee. A long walk sounds great. You guys go ahead. I’ll catch up."

Gigi’s expression faltered for a fraction of a second.

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure," I said. "I need a moment to wake up. Go. Enjoy."

I watched them walk away, their footprints disappearing into the wet sand at the edge of the water. They moved in sync, her shoulder occasionally bumping his ribs. They were a beautiful couple. A perfect couple. But so were she and I. The addition of Marco hadn’t diminished our perfection but instead multiplied it. Even Marco and I had become close friends.

I made a cup of coffee, using a small spoon to stir the sugar at the bottom, and sat on the deck, watching them grow smaller in the distance. They were just two dark specks against an endless canvas of blue and white. I tried to read the local paper, but the words swam on the page. All I could do was watch and wait and imagine. If I gave them enough time, I knew, they’d fuck again. I loved thinking about that. I hoped to walk up on them while they were.

When I finally gulped the last of my coffee, I set off. I caught them after a while, discovering the gorgeous couple under a huge shady palm tree. Gigi sucked his thick black cock just for fun. She pointed to a large, spiraled seashell lying close.

"Look what Marco found for me," she said. "Isn't it beautiful?"

"It's perfect," I said, my voice thick from watching the way she handled him.

I took the shell and ran my fingertips over the smooth, cool surface. It was a token from our new world. I sat next to him and pulled my tired cock out. Gigi laughed.

“That’s it? Just take it out and I’ll suck it?”

Marco and I looked at each other and laughed.

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s how it works these days.”

Gigi laughed and slipped me into her mouth, alternating between his dick and mine. He got hard, of course, but I didn’t. Not that it mattered.

Each day unfolded in a similar pattern. We had all the time in the world. The money would last forever, and we’d seen no sign of Ishmael tracking us. Marco had been right: the man simply lacked the resources.

We were a unit of three, each equal to the other. We ate meals together and played together and showered together. Sometimes Marco and I made love to Gigi together, but sometimes we made love to her one on one. Traditional jealousy had yet to rear its ugly head, and I suspected it never would. I got an erotic thrill each time Marco fucked my wife. I welcomed those waves of jealousy. Those waves were different than the irrational fear he would steal my wife. We shared everything. It was beautiful.

If you’re waiting for me to tell you how it all went wrong, don’t. It didn’t.

Later in the afternoon, we all napped together in our huge bed inside the bungalow. Our bodies curled around each other, Gigi between us, safe and loved.

We woke up to find the setting sun painting the sky in strokes of orange, pink, and violet. We sat at the water’s edge admiring nature’s palette.

"It's time," Gigi said softly, taking my hand and Marco’s.

Her skin was warm from the sun. She was hungry for more. Freed from society’s prudish constraints, Gigi followed her desires. No man can keep up with a woman in bed, but two men can. She was never denied.

We walked back to the bungalow together, my wife in the lead. My heart already beat faster. Gigi led her two men back to bed. Marco mentioned he wanted to shower, and Gigi said she’d join him. I declined, waiting on the deck to watch the last of the sunset colors fade.

I was the keeper of our happiness, the guardian of our paradise. I had given us this perfect day, this flawless memory.

I had gambled and won.

I closed my eyes, just to listen. I heard Gigi in the shower with Marco, talking, laughing, completely and utterly happy. I understood, with a clarity that was as sharp as a razor, that what we did was an act of true love, and I had never felt more alive.

End.











Find ALL My Hot Erotica Here:

https://amazon.com/-/e/B012JJETIS

Join My Mailing List

Get a FREE Hotwife Story!

Did You Enjoy My Work?

It would mean a lot if you left a quick review.

A sentence or two is fine.

Thank you for supporting an Independent Author!

Visit My Website:

AuthorMatthewLee.com

Follow Me on BlueSky

Find me on GoodReads

Email Me

Matthew@AuthorMatthewLee.com

cover.jpeg
A Hot Wif
Matthew Lee





