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Chapter 1
My name is Tina Rawl and It’s almost my seventh wedding anniversary. My husband, Roy, decided to surprise me with a trip to Las Vegas to celebrate it. We have been there a few times, and to be honest, it really isn’t for me. Don’t get me wrong, Las Vegas is a great place, it has all kinds of things to do, shopping, fine dining, and plenty of sights to see, but it’s not really much fun for me since I typically spend most of my time there alone. This trip is more about him and his obsession than celebrating our anniversary. He is obsessed with gambling. Betting on sports, horse and dog racing, blackjack, poker, slots, you name it. He will make a bet on just about anything. I think he really gets off on it and it seems to call to him in a primal way and that worries me. I know he has an addiction to it that I can’t understand. He is usually pretty lucky and so far, hasn’t lost everything…yet. He does have a great job and we are not hurting for money, but when he gets into his passion, he tends to forget about me and I end up alone there. That has been happening a lot lately even without Vegas. The spark from early in our marriage has faded and gambling seems to have taken my place. It’s hard dealing with the fact my husband has a mistress that I can’t seem to compete with. I have tried many times to bring back that spark, but so far, nothing has worked. So, when he told me about the trip for our anniversary, I was less than thrilled. He sounded so excited when he tried to hype it up to me with the upgrades he got from comps, a luxury suite with scenic views in a five-star hotel, a limo ride to and from the airport, and a romantic dinner at a fabulous restaurant. He even topped it off telling me he promised to spend some romantic time with me. But I knew better. I tried to act excited anyway.
Packing for the trip wasn’t exciting for me and resembled a chore more than anything. Knowing that I would be spending my anniversary alone really made my heart hurt. I love Roy so much, but his constant ignoring me has really started to take its toll. Despite my advances and flirting with him, he hasn’t touched me in months and I have often wondered why. I stared in the mirror at my small 5’4” frame and my long curly black hair and blue eyes as I packed my makeup and wondered what was so wrong with me that he wouldn’t touch me anymore. I still felt like I was attractive. My C cup tits were still perky, I wasn’t fat…at least I didn’t think so. I still worked out a lot to make sure of that. But maybe, I just wasn’t attractive to him anymore. It was starting to give me a complex. If the man I love who says he loves me doesn't pay any attention to me, I assume there must be something wrong with me. I keep telling myself it’s not me, but him. Even telling myself this only worked so much. To say I am unhappy and stressed with our marriage is an understatement. I quit smoking after we got together because he didn’t like it, but now I started back smoking again sometimes. I didn’t smoke around him, and I only smoked outside, but if he noticed the smell, he didn’t say anything. I have also been drinking more and more to drown my pain. I feel alone all the time now, even when he is around. He spends hours in his study analyzing odds and looking for clues on who to bet on next and ignoring me. He has his booky on speed dial and calls him more than he calls me. Knowing this would be just another gambling trip for him and not a celebration of our love for one another brought a tear to my eye. To make it worse, he seemed so excited for the trip. So much so, he didn’t even notice how sad I was. I have tried to talk to him several times about how I feel, but all I get from him is that I am just bored and need to get a hobby. 
The plane ride to Las Vegas from the east coast is long. We were able to get a non-stop flight that lasted about 4 hours and I was really looking forward to that. I have spent a lot of time reading lately and a long uninterrupted flight was perfect for that. Roy settled into his seat and instantly broke out his sports stats and schedules, planning on his next bet. Me, I brought along a book from a new romance author, James Rouse, that I just started getting into. I had never read anything by him before, but his book so far had not only been romantic but was also spicy and sexy. I think this was probably the only part of the trip I was going to enjoy. Even that was too short. Just before landing, Roy had to tap me on my shoulder to get my attention to fasten my seat belt and put up the book. I had just gotten to a good part where the main character, a white woman, was being seduced by a black man that had swept her off her feet. It was so sexy and erotic; I didn’t want to stop reading it. I sighed as I sat there and looked out the window at the dreaded city we were landing in once again. I dreamed about being the character in the book I was reading. Roy had once been the man that had swept me off my feet, but that was a long time ago. Now, I yearned for that again.
For some people, riding in a limo would be exciting. For me, it was just the transportation that was taking me to my doom. Roy had a smile from ear to ear as we rode down the strip. He watched the casino’s go by like a giddy schoolboy waiting with anticipation. I sat there with my fake smile on and pretended to be interested when he would point out one casino after another and explain what the highlights of gambling in them were. When we reached our hotel, I could see the impatience in his eyes. He tipped the driver and rushed us to check in. In the elevator up to the room I could feel my dread growing. No matter how fabulous the luxury suite was, it was nothing more than a cage for me. Somewhere I would sit alone and dream about my old marriage where the man of my dreams cared more about me than his gambling mistress.
The suite we were in was impressive. If I had been in better spirits, I would have been excited myself. I knew it was only a matter of time before Roy wouldn’t be able to contain himself and I would be alone. It took all of five minutes before he kissed me on the cheek and told me he was going down to the sports book. There was a horse he needed to bet on that was a shoe in to win. I sat there and looked out the window as the door closed and wondered to myself, is this really the life I want?




Chapter 2


After Roy left, I needed a drink and a smoke. I couldn’t smoke in the room, so I decided to go down to the casino bar. I grabbed my book and headed down. I found a quiet spot…well if you can call a busy casino quiet…and sat on the stool at the bar. I ordered a red wine and lit a cigarette. I blew out the first drag in frustration as the bartender gave me my wine with a smile. Everyone seemed so happy but me. I just shook my head at how pessimistic I had become and opened my book and began to read. 
I finished the steamy scene in the book where the main character had been fully satisfied by her black lover. I have to admit, after reading it, I was quite a bit turned on. I was about to start the next chapter when a low sultry voice asked me a question.
“So, is that a good book?”
A little annoyed at being interrupted, I curtly said “Yes, it is.” and didn’t look up. 
“Do you mind if I sit?” he asked politely.
I was really getting annoyed now and lifted my head to tell him off. After all, reading was about the only pleasure I would probably get on this trip, and I was not in the mood to be interrupted. When I looked up, I had an annoyed look. What I saw was a very handsome black man standing there smiling at me. I was caught off guard and it was like a bolt of lightning hit me and my expression softened. He was tall and dark skinned with very short curly hair. He had kind looking brown eyes and a dazzling smile that captivated me immediately. He was dressed nicely and had a confident air about him that screamed success.
“I uh…sure…if you want.” I stuttered out.  
“Thank you.” he said as he pulled out the stool and sat.
I couldn’t keep my eyes off him. Honestly, I had never been attracted to black men before, but something about him seemed to grab my interest. Maybe I was still feeling the effects of the steamy passage I had just read. I didn’t know why, but something about him seemed so familiar. 
“So, what’s a beautiful lady like you doing sitting in a casino bar drinking alone and reading a book like that?” he said with a bit of humor in his voice.
I instantly blushed at the compliment, but my mood quickly soured remembering why I was here. I looked forward and away from him and answered.
“I’m here for my anniversary.”  I spat out and took a long draw from my cigarette.
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see his smile fade a little and he stiffened up. He looked around. “Oh, so who is the lucky man? I’m not in his seat am I?” he said politely.
“No, you're not in his seat. I don’t know where he is. Last I heard, he was headed off to bet on some damn horse.” I spat out again and took another long draw and angrily stubbed out the cigarette. 
His smile faded even more, and a compassionate look came across his face. “I’m sorry. I can leave you alone if you want.”
I suddenly realized how much of a bitch I was being to him. It wasn’t his fault, it was Roy’s. I felt so bad for treating him like that when all he had done was to be nice to me. I turned to him apologetically.
“No, you don’t have to go. I’m sorry. We’re just going through…some things right now.” I said apologetically.
He smiled back at me compassionately. “I understand. I should have realized something was up when a beautiful woman like yourself was down in a hotel casino bar reading a book. I mean, there are other places that are better to read.” he chuckled.
I blushed again at being called beautiful and smiled back. “I know. But I can’t smoke in the room, and I needed a drink too. This seemed like the logical place to go. This book has been so good, I figured I would bring it too.”  
His smile widened. “Yeah, I thought it was a good book too.” 
I almost dropped my jaw. Has he really read this book? I guess my surprised look didn’t get past him.
“Why do you look so shocked?” he chuckled.
“Well…I would never have imagined you were into this kind of book.” 
I thought it was strange, he cocked his head at first then he chuckled and shook his head with a sly smile. “Yeah, I get that a lot. I guess I have always been a romantic at heart.” he smiled. 
“Me too.” I smiled back.
“Where are you at in the book?” 
“Mary just got seduced by Tyrone for the first time. It was so hot. I can’t wait to see what happens next.” I said enthusiastically. 
He smiled big. “I liked that part myself. You don’t think it was too over the top? The description of the seduction I mean.” he asked slyly.
“Oh no. It was perfect.” Suddenly I couldn’t help myself. I knew it was wrong to say this to a stranger, but it just came out. “In fact, I got kind of wet reading it.” I said then blushed the shade of a fire engine and looked away shyly. Oh my God, did I really just tell him that?
I heard him chuckle. When I looked back, he had a huge smile on his face and I know I must have turned even redder.
“I understand. I was a bit aroused by it too.” he chuckled again. 
“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. Not to a stranger anyway.” I continued to blush.
“It’s ok. My friends call me Jim. It’s nice to meet you.” he said and stuck out his hand.
I reached out and when I touched him, it was like a bolt of electricity passing through me. His hand was so warm and strong. I instantly had images of it roaming around the erotic areas of my body. 
“I…I’m Tina” I stuttered trying to quiet my mind.
“Nice to meet you, Tina. See…now we are not strangers anymore.” he chuckled.
I giggled. “Actually, it’s kind of strange. I feel like I already know you somehow, even though we’ve never met before. You seem so…familiar.”
His smile turned sly. “Imagine that. Maybe it’s from the book.” he nodded his head at it.
I was a little confused. He saw the confused look on my face and reached out and turned the book over. On the back was a small picture of the author James Rouse, that I had never really paid much attention to before. Staring back up at me was a picture of Jim smiling like he did when he came up to me. My jaw dropped. Now I understood, that’s where I had seen him before.
When I looked up at him with my stunned look, he laughed. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it. I saw a beautiful woman sitting alone at a casino bar reading my book. I had to stop and meet her.” 
I was at a loss for words. Here was the man that actually wrote all of these sexy steamy scenes I was reading. I couldn’t help wondering if sex with him would be like what was in his book. The way his male character slowly seduced his new lover, how he took his time making sure she was fully satisfied. Roy had always been one of those quick wham bam thank you ma’am type guys. Even with the best sex we had ever had, it was never really that fulfilling for me. 
“So, is this the first book of mine you have read?” he asked with a big grin.
“What…oh yes. I just got this one just before our trip. It looked interesting and so far, it has been really good.” I stuttered back again, still in shock and now a bit nervous. 
“You picked a good one to start off with then. It’s my favorite as well. It took a long time to write it as I wanted to get it perfect before I published it.” 
The smile on his face was so disarming and my mind kept running wild with fantasies of him. I kept telling myself to stop it. I was a married woman. I shouldn’t be daydreaming about another man like this, no matter how much he, or his book, had turned me on. It was so difficult though. It had been ages since I had had sex with Roy, and I was so turned on from the book. My mind kept replacing the characters in the book with me and Jim. Somehow, I knew that reading the rest of the book wouldn’t be the same after this.
“It’s been great so far. I hope it ends well.” I managed to say between my daydreams.
“I’m in the middle of another book right now. I am looking for someone that could help me with it…you know like ideas and proofreading. Would you be interested in that?” he asked with a sly smile.
“I uh…well, sure. I would be interested in it.” 
“I assume you are staying in this hotel.” 
“I am. We are in suite 27064.” 
He chuckled. “That’s funny. I am in suite 27066, right next door. You should drop by sometime and I will show you what I have.” His sly smile made me wonder before it clicked if his statement could have a double meaning.
Again, my mind went berserk. Was he hitting on me? Was I taking that out of context? He wants to show me what he has. To my horror, I realized I got really wet thinking about the perverse meaning, and I instantly blushed again.
“That…that would be great.” I felt like an idiot constantly stuttering out things like a lovesick school girl.
He smiled a big smile. “I should be in the room most of the afternoon writing. Drop by anytime. I was on my way up when I saw you, so I need to be going. It was nice to meet you, Tina.” He again stuck out his hand and when I took it this time, he surprised me. 
Instead of a quick friendly shake, he lifted my hand up and kissed it. As his lips touched my hand, a shiver went down my arm, through my spine and ended up between my legs. I swear I had a mini orgasm from it. I was again speechless. He gave me a quick sly smile before he turned and left. I was so hot and bothered by it I couldn’t think straight. I turned back and quickly lit another cigarette before chugging what was left of my wine as I tried to compose myself. When I tried to read more of the book, I couldn’t concentrate. Every word, every sentence, every action, they all made me think of Jim. What was happening to me? What was I going to do now?




Chapter 3


Two more glasses of wine, four more cigarettes, and two more chapters later, I was getting hungry and quite tipsy from the wine and not eating all day. I was also still very turned on from the book. It was just like I thought, every page I read reminded me of Jim. I felt a bit ashamed that I was thinking about another man on my anniversary trip. I was married after all. Maybe not so happily right now, but I was still married. I decided to look for Roy. Maybe finding him would help get Jim out of my head. Maybe the romantic dinner he promised would lead to more between us tonight. I knew I was lying to myself, but all I could do was hope.
I found him at a blackjack table. He had a nice pile of chips in front of him, so I figured he was winning. That was a good thing because he was a very poor loser. I don’t know what prompted me to do it, maybe I was lonely, maybe it was because it was our anniversary, or maybe it was just because I was tipsy and horny. That was a bad combination for me. I walked up behind him with a smile and put my arm over his shoulders and gave him a kiss on the cheek. I felt him jump and he looked over in a surprised panicked look. When he recognized who it was, I expected a warm greeting. Instead, I got a cold angry stare. 
“Damn it, Tina. You scared the hell out of me. Shit…now I lost my concentration. I was in the middle of a play.” he spat out as he turned back to the table.
I felt a wave of hurt course through me at being rebuked for showing him some affection. I looked around embarrassed to see if anyone else noticed it. They did. A couple of guys at the table were giving him a sour look at the way he greeted me. The dealer even seemed to frown at it. I just backed up a little and waited. His cards on the table were a six of clubs and a three of diamonds. The dealer had a six of hearts showing. I watched him think before he motioned for a card. The dealer put down his card, a jack of spades. He grinned widely. The dealer turned over her card to go with the six and it was a four of clubs. She brought out the next card, a queen of diamonds and took his bet. His smile faded fast to a scowl. I heard him curse under his breath before he turned back to me with an angry look.
“What do you want?” he said gruffly. 
I panicked. I knew that he would blame me for losing. He had told me before that I brought him bad luck when I was around. He told me that’s the biggest reason he didn’t take me with him when he gambled.
“I…I’m sorry Roy. I was getting hungry. I wanted to see if you wanted to go get dinner together.” I said apologetically.
“I’m not hungry. I already had dinner when I left the sports book. Go find yourself something.” He said gruffly again.
“But…you said we were going to have a romantic dinner. You promised we were going to spend some time together for our anniversary.” I whined back.
“Our anniversary is in two days. I will spend time with you then. Here…here’s a hundred. Go get you something to eat. I’m a little busy here.” he said in an irritated voice as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a fresh $100 bill and stuck it out to me.  
I shouldn’t have been surprised by this. It happened every time we came to Vegas. This time though, it pissed me off. Whether it was the wine, the frustration, or probably both, my anger spiked, and a furious look came over my face. The combination of being treated like that in front of other people, then brushing me off like a mongrel asking for a handout really did it for me. I couldn’t hold it back anymore. I guess the wine gave me courage when I spoke up. I wanted to say something back to him…something that would hurt him just like he had hurt and humiliated me. I didn’t need the money, but I snatched it out of his hand angrily anyway.
“Fine. Maybe I will go find someone else to have dinner with since you can’t be bothered with me. Someone that won’t leave me alone all the time and will appreciate me. Hell…maybe I will meet somebody tonight and get lucky…since your ass won’t be getting it.” I said angrily in a raised voice. 
Roy’s face turned shocked. He had never seen me act like this before. He stood there speechless. I heard the dealer and the other guys at the table snicker and stifle laughs at him. I didn’t give him a chance to recover. I turned and walked off in a huff. He stood there shocked and watched me go.
As I stormed away from the table, I even surprised myself at what I had said. I was so pissed; I didn’t even think. I just said the first thing that came to mind. I hoped it would at least make him think. Knowing Roy, it would only be something else he would be pissed off about later. 
I had no idea where I was heading. The anger started giving away to sadness and loneliness at being pushed away and humiliated by my so-called husband. I was so upset; I wasn’t hungry anymore and I just wanted to cry. I found myself by the elevators and went back to my suite. I held it together until I got in the room. As soon as I closed the door, I started balling. I couldn’t help it. All my frustration, anger and pain came gushing out. I sat there on the fancy couch and cried for a few minutes before a panicked knock came from the door.
“Tina? Are you alright in there?” A muffled voice came from the door. It didn’t sound like Roy. He had a key to get in anyway. I instantly tried to calm myself. I wiped my eyes and knew I must look like shit with smeared makeup around my eyes. 
“I’m fine. Who is it?” I called out to the door.
“It’s Jim. Open up, I want to make sure you're ok.” he said back still in a panicked tone.
My heart skipped a beat when he said his name. I had forgotten he was in the next suite over. He must have heard me crying. I jumped up and ran to the nearest mirror. Sure enough, I looked like a racoon with my mascara smeared from crying. I didn’t have time to fix it. 
“Tina, open up…please…I need to make sure you’re ok.” Jim called out again.
I really didn’t want him to see me like this, but he was being so persistent. I reluctantly walked over to the door and opened it. He stood there with a very concerned look on his face. 
“Are you ok?” he asked softly after seeing me.
“Yes…no…I don’t know.” I stuttered out about to cry again. 
Jim stepped in the door and turned and closed it. When he turned around, he had such a caring look on his face. He reached out and put his hand on my shoulder and surprised me by pulling me into a soft hug. His arms around me felt so good. I melted into him and wrapped my arms around him and put my head on his chest. I felt safe in his strong arms. It pushed me over the edge, and I started balling again as he held me. I couldn’t help how I felt. This was what I wanted…what I longed for from Roy, but he didn’t do this anymore. He very rarely showed me any affection and I was starving for it. Jim, a man that wasn’t my husband, who I barely even knew, had shown me more compassion in a few hours than my husband had in months. I guess that was what made me cry so much. I honestly began to doubt the future of my relationship with Roy. As I sobbed into his chest, I felt Jim’s hand caress the back of my head.
“That’s it…let it out.” he said softly in a kind and caring voice like he was soothing a child. I sobbed harder hearing that and I gripped him tighter in a hug. All my pain wanted to be released and he was allowing it…encouraging it. We stayed like that for a few minutes as he continued to sooth me and stroked my hair and allowed me to weep. I finally got control of myself, and I felt embarrassed and ashamed. Here I was, a married woman, crying on another man's chest…a stranger, someone I didn’t even really know. I guess I was most ashamed of the fact that I felt so warm and safe in his embrace. I was married. I shouldn’t feel this way about anyone except my husband. Yet, here I was, crying into a stranger's chest and feeling loved by it more than if it was my husband. Jim softly put his hand under my chin and turned my head to look at him. 
“Are you feeling better now?” he asked in that soft caring voice again. 
I simply nodded yes.
He smiled warmly at me and nodded towards the couch. At first, I didn’t want to let go of him but he took my hand and walked me over in a side hug and set me down then sat down beside me and took my hand.
“Tell me what happened. What did he do?”
I looked down embarrassed again thinking about how Roy had treated me. Slowly I began to explain what happened after he left the bar. I told him how humiliated and hurt I was from how Roy treated me. As I explained what happened a tear rolled down my cheek. When I finished telling him everything that happened until he knocked on the door, I sat there feeling so sad again. 
“I’m sorry, Tina, but your husband sounds like an ungrateful bastard to me.”  My head shot up in surprise after he said that. “I think he is taking you for granted. Maybe you should do something to wake his ass up.” he said with a sly smile.
“What do you mean?” 
“Just what I said…actually what you said earlier to him. Why don’t you go freshen up, then come to dinner with me.” 
Panic rushed through me and I almost gasped. “Jim…I can’t do that. I am a married woman. It wouldn’t be right.” I protested. It wouldn’t be right, I knew that. Even though every fiber of my being wanted it so much, I felt bad about even thinking about it. I had felt so safe in his arms earlier. He comforted me, he listened to me, and he even seemed to care more about me than Roy. Damn my morality. Why was this so hard?
“Why not? You told him that’s what you were going to do.” he chuckled.
“I only said that to hurt him. I didn’t really mean it.” 
“Do you think he would believe you would do it?” he said with a grin.
“Probably not. It wouldn’t be like me to do that.” I said sadly.
“All the more reason to do it then. If he doesn’t believe he could lose you, he will never change.” He paused then smiled warmly. “Tina, this doesn’t have to be a real date per se…but if Roy thinks it is…maybe he will wake up and see what he is missing.”
It did make sense. The only problem was, I did want it to be a real date. Jim was turning out to be all I ever wanted from a partner. I couldn’t help but have some feelings for him. I felt the spark from the first time I met him. Just being around him and how he treated me…how he looked at me was causing the spark to grow quickly. I was scared. What if I couldn’t control myself? What if I didn’t want to control myself? What if I did something I would regret later? This was so scary and confusing. I wanted to do it so much, but it scared me to death.
I suddenly realized I had sat there silently thinking for a while and Jim was sitting there patiently. I felt so conflicted. 
“I know you're scared and confused right now…” he said warmly “but I’ll tell you what. I’m going back to my suite. If you decide you want to go to dinner with me, just come knock on my door. If not…that’s ok too. I’m sure I will see you around.” He smiled warmly at me and lifted my hand and kissed it. He got up and walked to the door and turned back to me. “And if you ever want to talk, you know where to find me.” He smiled again and left. 
I sat there so confused and lost. After about fifteen minutes of thinking and agonizing over it, I made my decision.




Chapter 4


As my hand knocked on the door to Jim’s suite, my first thought was will this be where I will remember that my life changed…our marriage changed…everything changed? I didn’t know if it was the wine still working, or just the fact I was through feeling lost and alone. I vowed that from now on, I would look after me and the hell with Roy. I agonized over everything before I made up my mind. I concluded that either Roy had to change, or I needed to move on. This was not the life I wanted to live. I felt like I wasn’t living life but rather just existing in it. 
Jim’s smiling face answered the door then he stopped abruptly before he could say anything. As the smile faded from his face, he looked stunned and was speechless. I had taken his advice and freshened up. I also changed too. He had met me in a blouse and jeans, now I was in a short black dress that didn’t even go to mid-thigh. It was cut so low in the front you could tell I wasn’t wearing a bra. My shapely legs were in black hose, and I had my four inch black pumps on. My hair and makeup were perfect, and I had a wicked grin when he stopped and looked at me up and down. This was the dress I had planned to wear on my romantic date with Roy. Since that was probably not going to happen, I felt this was the perfect time to wear it.
“I thought I would take you up on that date after all.” I said slyly.
“Whoa, you look absolutely stunning.” he replied, still surprised.
“Thank you.” I said blushing. 
“I suddenly feel underdressed. Why don’t you come in while I change really quick and then we can go.” He said as he pleasantly motioned me in.
I felt like I was crossing a forbidden line when I walked past him over the threshold of the door. Even though I had made that resolution to look after myself, I was so nervous to actually do it. I kept wondering if I was making a mistake doing this. I watched as he closed the door, locked it, turned and smiled at me. 
“I was working on a scene in the new book. Maybe you could help me with it, give me some suggestions for it while I change.” 
“Sure, that would be great. I’d like to see what you are working on.” 
He reached out and took my hand and led me into the suite. It was laid out identical to ours, but somehow this one seems brighter, more magical. Maybe it was just my imagination. He led me to the desk where a laptop sat open on it and he motioned for me to sit in the chair. He leaned over me with his head over my shoulder beside mine and took the mouse and began scrolling up just a bit. Even though he wasn’t touching me, I could feel the heat of his body through the thin material of the dress on my back and neck. It sent warm shivers down my spine that ended up between my legs again like the first time he kissed my hand. I could feel myself getting wet and my nipples became hard just from his closeness to me. He pointed to a section on the screen. 
“Start here and tell me what you think.” He said as he lifted back up and headed for the bedroom. I was so nervous and turned on, it took a second for me to calm myself and read what was on the screen. When I finally did, I almost gasped. It was the beginning of a steamy sex scene. I began reading and my mind was drawn to it. It was so hot and sexy; I began to get lost in it. My mind wandered again, putting me and Jim in as the characters in the scene. When I finished the passage, I was so turned on and craving more. It took all the mental strength that I had not to touch myself or worse, get up and go find Jim and live out the scene.  
“So, what did you think?” a voice called out and broke my fixation on the scene.
I turned to see Jim walking back into the room, still buttoning up his shirt. It was half open and I could see his muscular torso and I had the biggest urge to get up and run my hands down his chest. 
“It was…so fucking hot.” I gushed.
“You think so? I was thinking about adding a few more things to it. This is the centerpiece love scene in the book. I want it to be steamy.”
“Oh, it was steamy.” I said blushing a little.
Jim got a playful look on his face as he finished buttoning his shirt. “So, did this one make you wet too?” he said teasingly.
“Jiiiiiiimmmmm!” I said shyly as my voice pitched up in embarrassment. I blushed fire engine red and turned my head away with a sly smile. 
I heard him chuckle. “I will take that as a yes.” 
I turned back to him with a big smile on my face and still blushing hard. I was a little disappointed not being able to see that muscular chest anymore. 
“Yes, I did.” I said in a soft voice. “But you may not want to use me as a test for that. It’s been a long time for me and…it doesn’t take much to do that anymore.” I ended sadly. Why was I telling him this? Based on what I had already told him, he probably knew anyway.
He just smiled and walked over and took my hand.
“Are you ready to go?” he asked with a sly smile. 
My mind was still in the gutter I guess you could say. For a minute, I thought he was going to end that sentence with “to the bedroom.” . If he had said that I would have been torn. A big part of me would have dragged him there, ripped off his clothes and ravished him. The other, more moral part of me, would have declined. At this point, I don’t know which one would have won out. Instead, he led me to the front door. That big part of me that was willing was a little disappointed. 
On the ride down in the elevator, I was still holding Jim’s hand and leaning against him. Why did something that was so wrong feel so right. Even though my resolution was still strong, that little voice in the back of my head kept whispering that I was making a mistake, I was wrong, I was cheating on Roy. I had always been loyal to him, but now, after the way he had treated me, after the humiliation and pain, I felt less loyal to him. Maybe Jim was right. He needed to know I wasn’t happy and had other choices and that he needed to step up his game if he wanted to keep me. When I asked Jim where we were going, he just smiled and told me he knew of a nice place.
As we exited the elevator, he let go of my hand. I was a little disappointed until he stuck out his elbow with a smile on his face. I smiled back and put my arm through it and we began walking. Soon, I noticed we were heading straight to the table Roy had been playing at. I started to panic wondering if he was still there and would see us. Part of me was torn. I wanted him to see it. The other part of me was hoping he wouldn’t. As we got closer to the table, I noticed that the seat he had been in was empty and I breathed a sigh of relief. When we passed however, the same dealer and one guy that was there earlier when I told Roy what I was going to do was still there. I saw the dealer throw her hand over her mouth to hide her laugh and the guy was grinning.  I heard the guy make a comment to the dealer “Holy shit! She wasn’t kidding huh.”. I don’t know if it was wrong, but I felt a bit of pride when I heard that. Jim heard it too and looked down at me and chuckled.
Jim ended up walking me to one of the most expensive restaurants in the hotel. Roy and I had tried to get in before, but it was always booked. Jim walked me right up to the podium and the beautiful girl behind it looked busy. She looked up and saw Jim and smiled.
“Good evening Mr. Rouse. I wasn’t expecting to see you tonight.”
“Good evening, Karen. You’re looking stunning as usual tonight; I hope you're doing well.” 
I don’t know why, but I felt a little jealous of her when Jim called her stunning. I shouldn’t. I have no real connection to Jim…at least not in that kind of way. But still, I couldn’t help it.
“I am. I hope you are too” she smiled back at him. Then she looked at me and for the briefest instant, I saw a glint of hostility in her eyes. I instantly knew she wasn’t happy I was with him.
“I am. I’m still busy with the next book. I figured it was time to take a break and get dinner. Do you have a table open?”
“Always for you Mr. Rouse.” she chimed back happily. She grabbed two menus and hurried around the podium. “If you will follow me.”
I was stunned. How did he just walk up and get a table? Roy and I were never able to do that.  It made me wonder more about Jim. I had thought he was just a writer…I mean he isn’t that famous… well that I knew of…so how could he just walk up and get a table just like that with no questions? She even knew him by name.
When we reached the table, it felt so good when he pulled out my chair and seated me like a gentleman before he seated himself. It had been a very long time since someone had done that for me. Something little, but sometimes the little things make the biggest impression. 
“I have to know something.” I said to him curiously after the hostess had left. “Roy and I tried many times to get into this place and never could. How come you can just walk up and get a table like this?”
He chuckled and gave a sly smile. “I guess it helps to own a stake in this place. You don’t exactly turn away one of the owners.” 
“You own this place?” I was shocked.
“Well, only about ten percent. I won it in a poker game.”
“A poker game?” I was a little mortified. Because of Roy, my first fear was that he was obsessed with gambling like Roy. I shrugged that off quickly though. Roy was at God knows where betting on something, but Jim was here with me. It didn’t make sense for him to be like Roy. I hadn’t known him for long, but I had never seen him gambling yet.
“There is a high stakes poker game a bunch of us play every so often. Anything goes so to speak. If you run out of chips, you could always throw in something else of value. Guys have won and lost cars, boats, houses, and even a stake in a restaurant.” he smiled slyly. 
“Wow, that sounds dangerous. People actually bet things like that?” 
“They do, but not that often. Usually, it is only the people that can really afford to lose it…most of the time. Most of these guys that play are pretty well off. Sometimes they invite others in, like me, but they usually don’t bet like that unless they get desperate. I got lucky though. I got invited in, and Mark, the owner of this place, thought for sure he could beat me with his last hand. He was low on chips and put ten percent of this place as collateral and lost. So now, I have part ownership here.” he said with a chuckle.
We were interrupted by the waiter and began our order. Jim ordered us an expensive bottle of champagne and told me to order anything I wanted and not to worry about the price. I felt a little guilty about it, but I figured he was part owner, and I was famished, so I got the best steak on the menu. 
We chatted more as we ate, and it was wonderful. Jim was an incredible listener. I poured my heart out as I told him all about how Roy had been ignoring me, how he had changed over the years with his gambling obsession. He didn’t interrupt, he only agreed or shook his head yes and listened as I laid out my story. It felt so good to get this off my chest with someone that was sympathetic to my pain. When I finally asked more about him, he told me how he grew up on the streets when he was young. He avoided the gangs after his brother was killed and he went into the military after high school. He later went to college and was hired by a stockbroker firm after he graduated and stayed there for a while. He said he made good contacts working there and enjoyed the job, but his passion had turned to writing. He had worked with a publisher at the brokerage and gave him one of his books to look at. The guy loved it and published it for him. After he had made enough with the stockbroker job, he quit to become a full-time writer.  
The night was so wonderful, and I was having such a good time. It was fun and flirtatious throughout our whole time together. It was also scary. Even though I had just met Jim, I was starting to have feelings for him. That spark I felt for him was growing fast. I was having so much fun just being around him, I didn’t realize how long we had been there. It wasn’t until I noticed that we were almost alone in the restaurant that it dawned on me. I looked at the time and it was just past one in the morning. I panicked because I knew Roy would be back to the suite by now and probably wondering where I was. Jim saw the panic in my face, and he understood immediately. He smiled and suggested we should go. 
He walked me back to my suite and I was so sad that this evening with him was at an end. I wanted more…so much more. The spark I had felt for him was beginning to turn into a bonfire.  It scared me because my feelings for him had grown so much and so quickly. I honestly didn’t know if I was falling for him. I never believed in love at first sight, but I was being swayed more toward that now. I was so conflicted. The mix of emotions was frightening. I was married, but this man had such a grip on me, and I couldn’t help it. I wanted him to take me and make love to me like the characters in his books. I hadn’t felt like this since the first time I met Roy. As we approached the door to the suite, I became sad. It was over and all I wanted to do was go on with him. When we stopped in front of my door, and I didn’t want to look Jim in the face. I knew he would see the look on my face and know what I was thinking. I did anyway and I could see it in his eyes he knew what I wanted. He smiled warmly at me. 
“I guess this is you.” he said, nodding at the door.
“Yeah, I guess it is.” I said sadly.
“Are you going to be ok going in?” he asked with a concerned tone.
“Yes, I will be ok. Roy probably has already gone to bed. If not…well…I don’t know. He will probably be a little upset…or maybe not. I don’t know about him anymore.” I said honestly.
“You know where I am if you need me.” he said softly but firmly.
“I know. Thank you for such a wonderful night. I will never forget it.” I said, looking at him in a daze. 
He smiled that warm smile at me and my heart melted yet again. I wanted for him to kiss me so much. We stared at each other for a few seconds that seemed like hours. My heart was racing, my blood pressure was high in anticipation of what I hoped he would do. When his head began to lower to me, I felt like I was about to pass out. When his lips touched mine, it was like an explosion in my head. The euphoria I felt was overwhelming. I couldn’t help myself. I wrapped my arms around him, and he did the same to me. The kiss was a long passionate one. I didn’t want this to end. Secretly I hoped he would take my hand and lead me one more door down and ravish me. God, I needed that. Instead, when he broke the kiss he told me he should go, but if I needed him, not to hesitate to call.
I was still in that euphoric state when I opened the door. I watched him as I slowly closed it, hoping beyond hope he would stop me and take me with him. He didn’t. After the door was closed, I suddenly felt alone again and yearned to have him back. I suddenly realized I had fallen for him. I was in love with him and didn’t want him out of my life. I sadly turned and walked into the suite in a daze. My head shot up when a slurred voice called out to me.
“Where the hell…have you been?”
Roy was sitting on the couch with a half full bottle of whiskey on the table beside him, a glass in his hand, and a disheveled look.




Chapter 5
I knew he was drunk before I even saw him. Just looking at him confirmed it and it pissed me off again. I began walking to the bedroom with my chin up. I only replied with one word.
“Out.” I said defiantly.
“Out where? And why are you dressed up like that?” he replied in an irritated slurred voice.
“If you must know…” I said as I turned at the bedroom door, “I did exactly like I told you I would. I was out on a date. Now, If you will excuse me…I am tired and would like to go to bed.” I saw his face go slack and his jaw drop in surprise when I said I was on a date and did what I told him I would do.
“You what?” he said surprised and seemed to sober up a little.
“I told you when you acted like an ass to me at the table that I was going to find someone to go to dinner with. I did, and we had a wonderful time.” The thought of Jim and our wonderful date put a smile back on my face and a sparkle in my eyes.
“Who did you go with?” 
“That’s none of your business.” I said defiantly again.
“It is my business. You're my wife. You shouldn’t be going out on a date with anybody but me!” He said in a raised voice.
A wicked smile crossed my face. “Your wife, huh. Are you sure? I mean you haven’t treated me like your wife in over a year. You’ve ignored me, pushed me aside for your damn betting, and you haven’t even wanted to have sex with me in…my God, I can’t even remember the last time.” I was getting angry thinking about everything again and by the time I had finished, I had raised my voice back. Roy just sat there for a minute silently. I could tell he was trying to think of a good comeback for what I had just told him. All of a sudden, it was like a lightbulb went off in his head and his expression changed from one of anger to one of sadness and worry.
“Did…did you sleep with him?” he asked sadly in a low voice and dropped his head waiting for my answer as he seemed to brace himself for it.
Then it dawned on me the rest of what I said at the table about getting lucky. Honestly, he didn’t know how close I was to doing it. I could have lied and told him I did, but that wouldn’t be right. I still didn’t want him to get off easy. 
“Let’s just say you’re damn lucky I don’t fuck on the first date…not that I wasn’t tempted. With the lack of affection I get from you, it’s a wonder I haven’t already. I will tell you this, I won’t guarantee that I won’t on our second date.” 
Roy’s head shot up at that. “Second date?”
“What? You don’t think I am going to sit around here all by myself when you run off to do all your gambling and be bored to tears do you? No, not ever again. If you want to go off and gamble…fine. But I am going to do my own thing. If going out on another date and getting fucked is what I want to do…then I’m going to do it. You need to get something straight in your head…if you don’t step up and prove you love me and treat me like your wife…you're going to lose me Roy. I mean that. Why don’t you take some time and think about that while you sleep on the couch tonight. I’m sure you need some time alone to process this.” I didn’t wait for an answer. I turned abruptly and walked into the bedroom and closed and locked the door. I heard him call out my name a few times and the last time he added he was sorry. After that he was quiet. I stood there with my back to the door sad and my heart torn. I had just given Roy his ultimatum that if he didn’t change, he would lose me, but in reality…he might already have. After that kiss in the hallway, all I could think about was Jim. I did still love Roy, but the excitement with the newfound love with Jim overshadowed him. If I had ever doubted my relationship with Roy before, it didn’t compare to how I felt about it now. It would take a lot for Roy to win me back now and I didn’t think he had it in him.
After I went to bed, I tossed and turned. It wasn’t that the bed wasn’t comfortable, my mind just wouldn’t stay quiet. It kept playing my date with Jim, including the kiss, over and over. Then the fight with Roy over and over. Somehow, I did finally end up drifting to sleep. When I woke up, I saw the desert sun peeking through the cracks of the room darkening drapes. I looked at the clock and it was almost 8:30. I got up and put on my robe and opened the bedroom door. The couch was a bit wrinkled, but Roy was already gone. My first thought was that I guess he made his choice and had already headed down to make his daily bets. I sighed and turned around and closed the door. I went to the bathroom and started getting ready for the day. I wondered to myself what Jim had planned. As I stepped into the shower, I wondered if today would be the day I found out if he made love like the characters in his book? As the warm water cascaded over me, I started to get turned on thinking about the passages in his book. Before I realized what I was doing, my hand had moved down between my legs and my fingers rubbed my clit thinking about Jim and I recreating the scenes. I thought about how it would feel to have his body next to mine. How it would feel to have him kiss me as he pushed his cock up inside me. How glorious it would be to have an orgasm with him. By this time, I was moaning and couldn’t stop. As the orgasm burst through me, I thought I heard something. I heard the bedroom door open, and I heard Roy call out for me. 
“Tina…honey. I got us breakfast. When you're done with the shower, come out and eat ok?”
I panicked. Here I was in the shower with my fingers inside me and thinking of another man fucking me when my husband called out. What would he say if he came in and saw me. Then I began to wonder if he was going to come into the bathroom. I panicked again trying to think if I called out Jim’s name when I came. When the bedroom door closed again and Roy didn’t appear, and I didn’t hear anything else, I relaxed. I quickly finished my shower and dried off. I dressed for a warm desert day with a low-cut tank top and shorts. 
When I came out of the bedroom, Roy was at the dining table in the same clothes as yesterday. In front of him were several plates of food. Bacon, eggs, sausage, pancakes and syrup, toast, coffee, and all the condiments like jelly and butter. But what surprised me most was the beautiful crystal vase with a gorgeous dozen red roses in it in the center of the table. They weren’t there yesterday, so he had to have gotten them when he went for breakfast. It had been ages since Roy had bought me flowers, so seeing them made my jaw drop in surprise.
Roy saw me and smiled brightly. “Good morning honey. I got your breakfast and…umm a little gift to say I’m sorry.” 
I quickly went to the table ignoring the food and pulled the roses over to me and smelled them. They smelled so sweet and good. They were really fresh and had to be expensive. I was so shocked I was speechless. I looked up at Roy who was grinning wide. He knew red roses were my favorite and he knew he had scored points with me for getting them. I noticed a card attached to them and when I looked at it, my heart sank.
Tina,
I am so sorry for making you feel like I have. I promise I will do better. You are the light of my life and my only reason for existing. I couldn’t stand a day without you in my life. My heart is yours forever. 
Your loving husband
Roy
My hand darted to my face to cover my mouth and nose as a tear ran down my cheek. I was in shock. Was this the same man that yesterday told me to basically get lost because I was disturbing his gambling? This note sounded more like the Roy I fell in love with so long ago. The one that had disappeared on me and abandoned me. When he stood up and began walking over to me, I didn’t know if I should run to him or away from him. In the end my shock held me still and he came up and hugged me. He hadn’t done that in so long. My heart was beating so hard. Was he actually going to the old Roy again or was this a trick?
As he hugged me tight, he began whispering in my ear. “I’m so sorry for yesterday, and the last few months. I didn’t realize that I was hurting you like that. I guess I was taking you for granted and I never should have done that. I’m so sorry. I want to make it up to you, ok?” He pulled back and looked me in my eyes and I could see the tear streaks on his cheek. My heart melted. Maybe he still loved me. But was it too late? “I hope that maybe we can compromise on some things. I want us to spend the day together. We can go to see all the sights you want and maybe at times we can stop and rest and I can play a few games. Then, late this afternoon, I have an appointment to go to, and I want you to come with me. We can share things we each like to do and do it together like a couple should. Then tomorrow on our anniversary, we can do the same thing and that night I will take you out to a romantic dinner…and if you are in the mood, we can come back to our suite and make love like we used to do. What do you think?”
I was in a stunned silence. Finally, I shook my head yes. “I…I would like that.” I whispered out. A smile beamed from his face as I said that.
“Good. Go eat and I am going to take a shower and change. Then we will go out and have a wonderful day together.”
“Ok.” I whispered out. Then I saw him leaning into me. It caught me by surprise when he kissed me. He hadn’t done this in so long. I had always thought that Roy was a good kisser. He was kissing me like he had so long ago. But I suddenly realized there was something wrong. Something didn’t feel right. When I figured out what it was, I felt guilty. Passion. When I kissed Jim last night, that kiss was full of passion. This kiss with Roy lacked it. Not from his effort, but from mine. I could tell he was trying, but for some reason, I wasn’t. When he ended it, he looked at me in a loving way and told me he would be back in a little bit. He hugged me tight again and headed to the bedroom. 
I was stunned at my actions. I flopped down in the chair and looked over at the flowers, the card from them in my hand, and the elaborate breakfast he got me, and I felt ashamed. Ashamed that he seemed to be trying so hard, but when he kissed me, I couldn’t show any passion back. Was it too little too late for him? As much as I wanted Jim, Roy deserved a real chance. It was tearing my heart in two. I did still love Roy. I was still his wife. We had made many happy memories together, not just the bad ones recently. Maybe he does deserve a chance to prove himself. It would be wrong of me not to let him try. I decided right then that I had to give him a real chance. I had to try to forget about Jim and concentrate on Roy. That would be the only fair thing to do.
By the time we got downstairs in the casino, I was still shaken from all the events this morning. When Roy asked what I wanted to do, the first thing that came to mind was I needed a drink. I suggested we go to the bar for Mimosas. He said that would be fine and we went in and sat down. While he ordered the drinks, I instinctively reached in my purse and got out my cigarettes and lit one. As I was blowing out a plume of smoke, I saw the shocked look on Roy’s face.
“Don’t say a word. I started back weeks ago and you didn’t even notice.” I said in a tone full of warning. To my surprise, he didn’t say a word and just sat there quietly with a sad expression until he turned back when the bartender brought the drinks. He handed me my drink and took a sip of his. 
“I’m sorry. I guess I really have been ignoring you if I didn’t notice. I won’t say anything about it. I know things have been rough on you, the way I was treating you.” he said sadly.
I wanted to agree with him, but that wouldn’t be good to do. He was trying so hard and now was a time of healing, not a time to dig into fresh wounds. I sat there and sipped my drink as I smoked. Roy sipped his and was silent. When we were both almost finished with our drinks, Roy turned back to me and tried to sound chipper.
“So, what would you like to do today?”
“I don’t know. This caught me a bit off guard, so I didn’t really have anything planned.” At least not with you, I thought. Then I had to discipline myself for thinking that. I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about Jim. This was Roy’s time, and he deserves all my attention.
“Well…we could just walk around for a while and see if you find anything you want to do if you can’t think of anything. I’m sure something will catch your eye.” he smiled.
“Ok, that sounds good.” I replied as I finished my drink.
When we stood up, Roy surprised me again. He took my hand and held it as we walked out. We headed for the hotel entrance and out to the strip and started walking. The day turned out to be one of the best days we have had together in a long time. We stopped at several attractions I pointed out, had lunch, and acted like a normal couple for once. He even surprised me when he declined most of my suggestions that we stop to let him gamble. He only stopped two times, once at a blackjack table for about fifteen minutes, which was long enough for me to get a drink and cigarette and sit and rest, and once at a slot machine, which he insisted we play together. Again, I had my cigarette and a drink. The whole time he said nothing about smoking and that impressed me too.  I could feel my love for him coming back during that outing. It was like old times again. We laughed and joked and had fun. I even began to believe we might have a chance. 




Chapter 6
Around three, Roy said we needed to get back to the hotel for his appointment. When I asked what it was, he just replied he needed to meet some people and I should be there to meet them too. I was a little leery, but I went along with it since the day had been so fun and relaxing. When we got back to the hotel, we went up in the elevator to the top floor. When we got off the elevator, the first thing I noticed was how short the hallway seemed. We went to the end door and Roy knocked. An older white man with silver hair and a tanned complexion answered the door and greeted us. 
“Roy! So glad you made it. Who is the beautiful woman with you?” he said with a sly smile.
“Hi Mark, this is my wife, Tina.” He said with a big smile.
When he said that name, it sounded familiar. Mark reached his hand out greeting me.
“Wow, such a beautiful woman. You are a lucky man, Roy.” he said as he took my hand in a soft shake. I thanked him and he turned back to Roy. “So, are you ready for the game?” Mark said cheerfully.
“You betcha. I hope you guys don’t mind losing.” Roy chuckled back.
Mark laughed. “Yeah, we hear that from all the new guys. You two come on in and make yourselves at home. The bar is open and there are snacks all around, help yourselves. We are waiting for one more to get here before we start.” Mark said as he walked away from us back into the room. 
I suddenly realized what was going on…or at least I think I did, but I had to ask.
“Roy, what’s going on?” I asked cautiously.
“Now honey, please don’t get mad, ok? I met Mark yesterday, and he invited me up to play poker with him and some friends. I had to pay quite a bit to buy into the game, so I didn’t want to lose it. I know you don’t like gambling that much and I tried to not do it a lot while we were out…because of this game. I usually wouldn’t bring you to something like this…but after what happened…I didn’t want to leave you out again.” he said nervously. 
My fears had come true. This was the game Jim told me about and Mark was the one he won the percentage of the restaurant from. I took a deep breath and I saw Roy wince. I probably would have been mad about it, but he was right. He tried not to gamble and did what I wanted most of the day. He was also right that we didn’t want to lose the buy-in. He was patient with me today, now, it was my turn to be patient with him. He had tried so hard today, and we had so much fun, it wouldn’t be right for me to be mad at him. I smiled at him, and I could see him relax a little. 
“Go on honey. Go win big for us.” I told him. 
He smiled big and kissed me. “I love you.” he gushed out.
I smiled. “I love you too.” 
He took my hand and walked me through the door into the foyer and then into the largest room I had ever seen in a hotel. It was huge. This must be the presidential suite I thought as I took it all in. It was at least ten times bigger than our suite and furnished much nicer. As I looked around the room admiring the decorations, I caught a glimpse of a green table with a few people sitting down chatting. I stopped in my tracks and my heart stopped. Staring back at me from the end seat was Jim.
Roy felt me stop and looked back at me concerned. “What’s wrong?”
“Oh nothing…it’s just this room is so nice. It just surprised me.” I lied.
“It’s great, isn’t it? Mark said they only allow a few people to rent it. He says he is usually here when he is in town. I wasn’t going to tell you this until tomorrow, but maybe this will make tonight a little easier for you. He owns that restaurant we have been trying to get into for the longest time and he got us a reservation for our anniversary dinner.” Roy beamed a smile at me in pride. I couldn’t tell him that I had already eaten there without him, so I tried to act surprised and amazed.
“Really! Oh honey, that’s wonderful! We have been trying to get into that place for a long time.” I gushed out.
“Right! So, tomorrow, I am taking my beautiful wife to one of the best restaurants in the city.” he said as he beamed with pride again.
“Thank you, honey. It will be wonderful.” I said as I gave him a quick hug and kiss.
“Roy! Come on over and meet the boys!” Mark yelled from the table.
Roy smiled at me with a huge smile like a kid in the candy store. “I gotta go honey. Wish me luck.” 
“Good luck.” I said as he hurried to the table.
I looked back at the table and Jim was still looking at me and smiling. I had tried all day to keep him out of my mind and now there he was, smiling at me and I couldn’t take it anymore and felt like I had to get away before I couldn’t control myself. This was supposed to be Roy’s day. His day to get his chance to prove he loved me and wanted me. I promised myself I would give it to him, but with Jim here, that made it so difficult to do. I turned and went towards the bar where two ladies were chatting. I noticed they were both smoking, and I felt relieved I could smoke in here. I had a feeling I was going to need it. When I sat at the bar, the bartender asked if I would like a glass of champagne and I gratefully accepted. I quickly took out my cigarettes and lit one as the bartender placed my glass and an ashtray in front of me. I took a big sip to calm myself then turned and tried to focus on Roy as he was being introduced around the table. My eyes kept darting back to Jim and he was still smiling at me. I feel so guilty right now. Even after all the fun I had today with Roy, I couldn’t keep my eyes off Jim. When Mark introduced Roy to Jim, my heart skipped a beat. I was scared Jim would tell him he was the one that took me out last night and to where. Jim was his cordial self and smiled and greeted Roy warmly like I would expect. To my relief there wasn’t much said as Mark moved Roy along to meet the rest. As Roy left, Jim beamed a smile back at me and it still had the power to melt my heart. I couldn’t help but smile back.
My concentration on Jim was broken when a voice beside me in a deep southern drawl rang out.
“Hey sweetie, you must be the new guy's wife.” 
I turned and the older but still stunning blond that was sitting at the table was smiling at me.
“Yes…I am. That’s Roy over there and I’m Tina.” I said in introduction.
“Tina, it's good to meet you. I’m Dawn, Mark's wife. This naughty girl over here is my friend Kim. She keeps me company during these dreadful games.” Both Kim and Dawn giggled.
“So you don’t like them either, huh?”
“Not really. The only good part about it is Kim and I usually get to go shopping while the boys are occupied. We usually wait for them to get started for a while before we sneak out. Do you want to join us?” 
“Umm…I don’t know. I really couldn’t do anything but window shop.” I said shyly. I did have some money, but the way these ladies were dressed, I can assure you they weren't going to a cheap department store. It would probably be one of those places I saw that had a personal escort that walked you around the store and carried your purchases for you. There was no way I could afford that. Besides, I was supposed to be here for Roy. 
“It’s ok honey. We probably won't buy much if anything. Mark would have a cow if I bought anything again like I did last time.” she giggled.
“Umm…well let me check with Roy first. We were supposed to be spending more time together today. Our anniversary is tomorrow.” I said thinking maybe I could still get out of it without offending them. After all, Roy was the one that dragged me here because he didn’t want to leave me out. But then again…maybe I should go. I was trying to get Jim out of my mind and if I stay here, I may not be able to after seeing him so much. 
“Aww, that’s so sweet. I’m sure he won’t mind though.” she cooed.
“Ok, I will be right back.” I walked over to the table and Roy was sitting beside Mark and Jim was on the opposite side of the table from Roy. He watched me as I walked up with a beaming smile. I have to admit, I was watching him too the whole time. I came up behind Roy and put my hand on his shoulder. He turned around, but this time, unlike at the blackjack table, he had a warm smile when he saw it was me. 
“Roy…umm a couple of the girls want to go shopping while you boys play. Can I go with them?” I asked shyly.
“Sure honey, if that’s what you want. I’m sure you would be bored watching me take all the money from these guys.” he quipped with a smile. Several chuckles erupted around us, including Jim.  
“Ok, Thank you.” I said happily and kissed his cheek. I stood there for a second and I looked straight at Jim. I still needed to keep in character, I mean he is still my husband. For some reason I was sorry Jim had to see that. I’m not sure why but it just seemed awkward. He was still smiling though. Just before I turned around to walk back, Mark spoke up.
“Would you please tell my wife not to buy out the damn store this time. Last time I almost had to sell a kidney to pay for it.” he said in an irritated voice. Laughs erupted from all around the table and I couldn’t help but laugh too.
“Ok, I will tell her.” I giggled.
I rushed back over to the girls, and we chatted for a few minutes until the guys got started. I kept sneaking looks at Jim and he was always looking back at me smiling. When we finally left, the girls took me to a very swank store, and we were laughing and having a good time looking around. I even found an expensive dress I loved and couldn’t live without. It cost a lot more than I was used to, but it was sexy and the only other sexy dress I had with me, I wore last night. I figured I would wear it for our anniversary dinner tomorrow. Roy would probably not say anything about the price when he saw me in it. Dawn also prodded me to get it telling me I would look dazzling in it. Things were going great, and we were chatting until Dawn asked me a question that dropped my jaw.
“So, sweetie, how long have you and Jim been seeing each other?” she said with a sly smile.
“What…what are you talking about?” I said surprised.
“Oh, come on, you don’t have to lie to us. We aren’t gonna tell.” 
“Nope, not a soul.” Kim added in.
“I don’t know what you're talking about. I’m not seeing Jim.” I lied.
“I told you sweetie; you don’t have to lie to us. We saw how you two were looking at each other. And Karen told us he had a new girlfriend at the restaurant last night and you look exactly like what she told us the girl looked like.” She turned back to Kim. “Remember how pissed she was when she told us…she has been trying for months to get Jim to ask her out.” She turned back to me and grinned. “You really pissed her off good.” she giggled.
“It wasn’t me.” I lied again. I was getting worried. I didn’t really want anyone to know about us…especially now that Roy had met Jim. If we did end up staying together, I would rather he didn’t know who my mystery date was. But Dawn wasn’t taking no for an answer.
“Oh come off it girly. What’s he like in bed?” she said in a hushed but excited voice. 
Before I could answer anything, Kim chimed in again. “Oh God, have you read his books? I’m dying to know if he makes love like he writes.” 
“Me too! Holy shit…if he does…I would jump his bones in an instant. So, spill the tea, girlfriend. We know it was you. What’s he like in bed?” 
All I could do was drop my head and shake it. They were not going to give up. So, finally I did. I lifted up my head and put my hands up.  
“Ok, ok, ok. I met him in the casino bar yesterday and last night he took me to the restaurant, but I didn’t sleep with him.”
“What?! Are you nuts? Are you feverish? Girlfriend, I would have been all over him like a fly on shit if I had that chance.” Dawn said exasperated.
“Me too. What were you thinking?” Kim added.
“Look, I am married, ok. It wouldn’t be right for me to do that. It would be cheating on Roy. I couldn’t do it.” I said sadly. Even though I wanted to so badly, I didn’t, but I didn’t want to tell them that.
“You can’t tell me that you were there with him till one in the morning talking and laughing, and you didn’t do anything.” Dawn said in an accusing way.
Damn that Karen. Did she have to tell them everything?
“Well…we only kissed…once…when he dropped me off at our suite.” 
“Oh my God. How was it? Was it like he describes in his books? Was it good?” Dawn rapidly fired the questions and looked like she was waiting in suspense. Kim looked the same. They were so wound up, if a loud bang had happened, I swear we would have had to get them off the ceiling. I guessed I shouldn’t lie to them. I just hoped they wouldn’t broadcast it around. 
“Well…actually the kiss was better than what I read in the book.” I said shyly.
“Holy shit I knew it.” Dawn almost yelled. Kim threw her hands to her mouth in shock and surprise. “Damn girl, I don’t understand why you didn’t take him back to his room and ride him off into the sunset.” Dawn mocked.
“I told you…I’m married!” I’m glad I didn’t tell them about his suite, how I wanted to push him back into his bedroom and ravish him when I saw his bare chest when he was changing.
“Married hell!” Dawn blasted out. “If that would have been me…the hell with Mark! Tell me something, put your husband in that situation with a knockout girl. You think he would turn it down. Hell no! He’d be hitting that like a two-dollar whore.” 
“Not Roy. He wouldn’t do that to me. He loves me.” I protested.
Dawn just shook her head. “My poor little lost girl. You don’t know men like I do. I caught Mark fucking some bitch before. He may love you, but that doesn’t mean he won’t stray. Mark loves me, but he is just a man…and men will do that. The only reason I stay with him is I still love his sorry ass and he has all the money. Of course, since I caught him, I have had few flings of my own. Listen, don’t worry about Roy. If he really loves you like you say he does, he wouldn’t go anywhere…even if he found out. Take a shot. Take that big gorgeous black man and seduce the hell out of him. Lord knows I tried a couple times to get him…he just never budged.”
She had no idea I had wanted to do just that a few times. I thought she was wrong about Roy though. I said he loved me like that, but after the rocky time we have had lately, I wasn’t sure he wouldn’t leave me. Then again, I wasn’t sure I would stay anyway. Maybe she was right. Maybe I should seduce Jim…not that it would probably take much of an effort. Still, I wasn’t much of a gambler. I liked to play it safe. But the temptation was so strong.
“I don’t know…” I said slowly.
“Lord help me the young'uns today.” She moved on but the talk about Jim didn’t stop. She and Kim kept on telling each other about how if they had my chance, what they would do to him and how. I had meant for this shopping trip to keep my mind off Jim…not on him. After a few hours, we finally headed back to the presidential suite and the girls were still talking about Jim all the way until we got to the door. Before we went in, I stopped them.
“Umm Dawn, Kim? Would please not say anything to Roy about Jim. He doesn’t know…and I want to keep it that way. Please?” I begged.
Dawn gave me a sly smile. “Sweetie, I told you, our lips are sealed. We don’t know nothin’ about nothin’.”  and Kim nodded her head in agreement.
I guess that was supposed to reassure me…but somehow these two seemed like ones to gossip. Why didn’t I just deny it all the way to my grave?
When we went into the suite, I was surprised to find only three people still playing. Roy, Jim and another well-dressed man two seats away from Roy. Mark was sitting off to the side smoking a cigar and watching. Jim had a massive pile in front of him, but Roy and the other man didn’t have much left. I knew Roy would probably be in a sore mood that he was losing. The girls quickly went back to the bar, but I was so interested in what was going on at the table that I couldn’t resist. I had to know if Roy was in a sour mood. I stood behind him silently, but Jim gave me away when he looked up past Roy and smiled. God he was so sexy. Roy turned and saw me, but he didn’t look mad. He turned back around and boasted to Jim.
“You're in trouble now. My good luck charm just showed back up.” he said defiantly in a happy tone. 
“Is that so? Well let’s just see.” Jim countered with a chuckle.
All three were dealt five cards. I didn’t see Roy’s cards, but it wouldn’t matter. I didn’t know how to play poker anyway. Roy tried to teach me once, but he gave up. All I knew about it was that aces were the best cards. He threw in some chips and the guy next to him threw all his cards in and said he folded. Jim just looked at Roy with a blank stare. He threw in some chips then more. Roy looked at his cards again and threw in some chips and said call. Jim threw out two cards and Roy threw out three. They got their new cards, and both looked at them. Jim tossed in a few more chips and Roy started to sound a little cocky after that. 
“See just like I told you. My good luck charm just showed up. I got you on this one. You should have bet more; I could use the chips.” he chuckled.
Jim smiled slightly. “Well if that’s the case you could always raise.”
Roy looked back at me and grinned then back to Jim. “You know what, I think I will. I’m all in. He shoved all of his stacks of chips into the middle of the table. “At least I can get a double up off of you, that is if you're brave enough to call.” 
Jim chuckled. “You feel that confident about those cards?”
Roy smiled. “I do.”  
“I think you're just trying to bluff me into folding so you can get a free pot.” Jim replied back.
“You’ll just have to call and see won’t you.” 
Jim glanced up at me and smiled a little bigger. He looked back down to Roy with a grin on his face. “I'll tell you what, I’ll make it a little more interesting…if you want to go big on this bet.” he said slyly.
Roy put up his hands “Whoa there big guy. I know you guys will play for cars and houses and things…but I don’t have any of those to spare.”
“No Roy, I don’t want cars or houses. I raise you all my chips…for one night with your wife.”
If the room wasn’t quiet before, it was now. My jaw was on the floor. I felt my heart race and my eyes were bulging. Mark sat up in his chair and stared at Roy. The other guy looked shocked too and backed away from the table a bit. Jim just grinned at me and went back to staring at Roy. 
Roy sat there for a minute before he shook his head a little. “What?”
“You heard me. I raise all my chips…for one night with your wife. How strong does that hand look now Roy? If you think you have what it takes…you get all this. If you don’t, I will get her for the night.”
“I…I don’t know about this.” he stuttered out. 
“What’s the matter Roy? I thought you had me with this hand.” Jim teased.
Roy sat there for a second. “So, what if I don’t take the bet.”
“Then I guess you have to fold, and I get the pot and you lose.” he said smugly. “I made my raise…all you have to do is call.”
“You can’t raise me like that…not with my wife.” Roy spat out.
“Actually, he can, Roy.” Mark spoke up. “I told you before, it’s an anything goes game. Of course, we have never played for somebody before, but I would guess that would be within the spirit of the game…as long as that somebody accepts. I would take it, if you call…she does. But, if you don’t call, you lose…those are the rules. How do you think he got ten percent of my restaurant?”
I looked down at Roy and he looked nervous. I was shaking, but I wasn’t sure if I was scared Roy would lose…or win. Deep down…and I hated to admit it…I kind of hoped he would lose. I didn’t know if I should tell him he had my permission or not. I didn’t think he would do it though. He loved me too much to risk me. Roy was a gambler, but he had been a smart one. He looked back up at me and saw my expression. I thought maybe he would ask if I was willing, but he didn’t. He just looked back down at the cards sitting on the table. 
“So, what’s it going to be Roy…winner takes all.” Jim grinned.
It was a tense moment and I saw Roy flinch a few times like he was about to throw his cards in, but he stopped. Then a grin appeared on his face. “You’re bluffing aren’t you. You're doing this to get a free pot like you said I was doing. Knock me out of the game without a fight.”
“You’ll have to call to find out, Roy.” Jim grinned back mocking him with his own words.
Roy looked back at me with a big smile then back at Jim. “I call.”
I didn’t know if I should be furious with him or not. He just bet me against a stack of chips and didn’t even ask if I was willing. I probably would have been furious if it wasn’t Jim that could win me. If it had been anyone other than him, I would have probably run out of the room right then and packed my bags and caught the first flight home. How could he gamble with the supposed love of his life and not even ask. It really threw into doubt how he really felt about me and his gambling addiction.
“Holy shit.” I heard a familiar voice say. When I looked back, Dawn was behind me. “You just bet your wife?”
Roy looked back and just grinned. I could see in his eyes he didn’t think he could lose.
“Ok Roy, time to put up or shut up. Let’s see this magical hand you have.” Jim teased.
Roy smiled and turned over one card at a time. A four of hearts, an ace of hearts, an ace of spades, an ace of clubs and an ace of diamonds. “Four Aces.” he said with a big smile. “Now show me the nothing you have.” he said in a cocky tone.
Mark made a whooping sound, and everyone was buzzing. I couldn’t help but feel a little let down since everyone seemed to think Roy won. 
Jim sat there cool and calm. He began turning his cards and everyone went silent again. He turned them over one at a time just like Roy did. A six of spades, a seven of spades, an eight of spades, and a nine of spades. He stopped before he turned the last card. “Looks like you swallowed something bad there, Roy.” Jim teased.
Roy was as white as a ghost with his mouth hanging open. I didn't understand this. Wasn’t aces higher than all the rest…and Roy had all four. 
Then Dawn whispered in my ear. “If he has the ten or five of spades, you will be in heaven tonight with that big strong black man…God I wish that it was me in your place.”
My heart began racing as I began to realize what was happening. I was one card away from a night with Jim…alone.
“Still think I was bluffing Roy?” Jim teased.
Roy tried to compose himself. “You…” Roy’s voice broke before he coughed and cleared his throat. “You still could be.” he squeaked out.
Jim’s smile got wide. “I could be…but I’m not.” he said as he flipped over the ten of spades. “Ten high straight flush.”
As I stood there stunned, Dawn leaned in and whispered in my ear again.
“Looks like you got your free pass there girlie. Roy can’t say anything about you cheating now…he lost you in a poker game. You lucky bitch.” she teased.




Chapter 7


I was still in shock. It was so hard to believe that Jim had just won me in a poker game like some kind of poker chip. I was going through a huge array of emotions, and it was difficult trying to process it. On the one hand I was excited. I was going to spend a night with Jim, but this time, I wasn’t going to hold back. On the other hand, I was so pissed at Roy. He had bet me like it was nothing, a common poker chip…without even asking me if I was ok with it. He was so cocky that he could win, he didn’t even think what would happen if he lost, or more importantly who he could lose if he lost. Is that really someone that supposedly loves you with all their heart that could do that to you? 
Roy sat there, not moving, white as a ghost with his mouth still hanging open staring blankly ahead in shock as the crowd rallied around Jim and cheered and congratulated him. When Roy finally did turn around to me, he had a sorrowful, apologetic look on his face. I just glared at him with the most disgusted angry look I could muster. He told me “I’m sorry.”. Sorry? After what he had just done, Sorry just wasn’t good enough. I quickly turned around and headed to the bar. I sat down and grabbed a glass of champagne and downed it in one gulp. I lit a cigarette with my shaking hands and brooded over Roy and what he had just done to me. Even though I was excited about having a night with Jim, the pissed off emotions I felt about Roy right now overpowered that. 
“Are you ok, sweetie?” a voice behind me said with a concerned tone.
Dawn put her hand on my shoulder, and I turned around. I was still so pissed and confused. 
“No, I’m not alright. I just got bet in a poker game, like some kind of common…possession…by my so-called husband. Who does something like that?” I said feeling like I was about to cry.
“Oh, sweetie. Don’t take it so hard. Roy did have a really good hand. He probably thought he wasn’t going to lose. He probably didn’t think there was any real risk.”
“Dawn, he bet me like a poker chip like I meant nothing to him. It doesn’t matter if you don’t think you could lose. You shouldn’t bet with someone else like that…especially not without asking.” 
“Would you have said no?” she asked with a sly smile and her eyebrow raised.
“Well….no…but that’s not the point. He didn’t even ask. He was willing to take a risk… a big risk…our marriage…our lives together…just to satisfy his gambling ego.” The more I thought about it, the more pissed I became.
“So, what are you gonna do about it?”
The first thing that popped into my mind was my plan earlier to take care of myself first and I also wanted to make Roy pay for this. I wanted to teach him a lesson. But how? Leave him? I didn’t really want to do that…at least not yet. I did want him to suffer for what he did though. I was going to spend the night with Jim. Maybe that would be enough. Then I thought about what I had told him last night. This would be our second date, but Roy didn’t know that. Maybe I should tell him. Let him know the full consequences of his actions. I didn’t know what Jim had planned for us tonight, but I would rub it into Roy that if Jim made a move, I wouldn’t stop him. He had lost me fair and square on his stupid bet, and I was all Jim’s for the night. In truth, even if Jim didn’t make a move, I would. 
“What am I going to do? I am going to spend the night with Jim…and the hell with Roy. If I get a chance, I am going to fuck the hell out of him and let Roy know about it. Maybe he will think twice about his gambling from now on.” 
Dawn’s sly smile turned to a big one. “Two things honey. I keep saying this, but you’re a lucky bitch. Second, remind me not to piss you off.” she laughed.
I couldn’t help but laugh. I really needed that right now. It felt good until Roy slowly and somberly started walking up. My smile and laughing quickly faded. Dawn saw my reaction and looked behind her. She saw him coming and told me she would leave us alone for a minute. She gave him a knowing smile as she passed him, but he didn’t even notice her.
Roy slowly approached and when he reached me, he couldn’t look me in the eye. “I’m sorry, Tina. I’m so sorry. I didn’t think he could beat that hand.” he shook his head while saying it.
“You should be sorry. I can’t believe you did that…and did it without even asking me. This time sorry isn’t good enough Roy. Look what your gambling has done to us.” I said angrily.
He finally looked up at me and I could see the misery in his eyes as he teared up. “I know. We had such a great day today. I can’t believe I fucked it up so bad. I promise I will make it up to you…somehow.” 
I couldn’t help but sarcastically laugh at his statement. “Make it up to me? Roy, I don’t think you really know how bad you fucked up. Let me tell you a little secret. You remember the date I went on last night?” Roy sadly nodded. “Do you remember what I told you about not fucking on the first date and not promising about the second?” His eyes grew larger as horror filled his face. “What you didn’t know is, the date last night was with Jim, the man you lost me to. Now, you, my dumb ass husband, have set up that second date without knowing it. Like I told you last night, I’m not going to make you any promises that I won’t fuck him tonight. In fact, I almost promise I will. When I do, it will be all your fault. I don’t want to hear any shit from you about it either. You lost me, so I am his for the night, and whatever he wants to do with me…well, it’s up to him. You did this to yourself Roy, because of your gambling. Maybe you will think twice about gambling again in the future.” I spat out at him.
“But…but..” Roy stammered out.
“No fucking but’s! You always tell people when they lose to you, a bet is a bet right? If it happens, then you will just have to take it like a man and deal with it. That’s the best way you can START to make it up to me. You did this, It’s your fault. If you hadn’t been so stupid and quit when you had the chance, you could have taken me back to the suite tonight and made love with your wife. Now, all you can do is go back to that suite alone and sit and wonder if someone else is fucking your wife tonight.” I said angrily again. 
He just stared at me with a hurt look on his face. I saw a tear run down his cheek. If I hadn’t been so pissed at him, I would have felt bad for him. I did hit him with both barrels, but he deserved it. Now he was just going to have to face the consequences for his actions. Suddenly, he dropped his head in defeat or maybe he was trying to hide his tears. I barely heard him mumble something about being sorry and he was an asshole. He turned and I watched him walk towards the door. Just before he went out of sight, I saw him look back at me with the saddest look I had ever seen him make. He then turned and left.   
I quickly turned back to the bar and found my champagne glass had been refilled. I quickly downed it again and took a long drag on my cigarette and blew out a plume of smoke in frustration. My eyes teared and I dropped my head into my hand that was propped up on the bar and softly began to sob. Even though everything I had said to Roy was true, even though he was the cause of all this, I still felt bad about it, and hurting him like that still hurt me. I guess another thing that made me sad was somehow I knew that things between Roy and I would never be the same. I didn’t know where we would go from here, or even if we would go on, but things would be different no matter what happened.
A strong hand on my shoulder and a calm deep voice brought me out of my brooding. 
“Are you ok?” Jim asked.
I wiped my eyes quickly and tried to smile as I turned to him. “I’m fine.” I lied.
He looked me over in a worried look. “You don’t look fine.” he said in a concerned voice.
“I’m fine. It…it has just been a rough day.” I said, trying to deflect.
“Tina, we don’t have to do this.” he said, concerned again. “I’m sorry I went about it this way. I just know the kind of person your husband is and I took advantage of it…I shouldn’t have done that.” he said sadly.
“Hey, it’s not your fault. Maybe this will teach his ass a lesson.” I said, trying to smile about it again.  
“Like I said, we don’t have to. You can go back and talk with him if you want. I wouldn’t dream of making a woman do anything she didn’t want to do.” he said sincerely. 
“That’s just it. I guess that’s why I am so torn about things. I really do want this. I want to be with you tonight. I didn’t want you to leave last night. I love Roy…but I think…I think…I don’t know…I think I may be falling for you too.” I confessed. I dropped my head feeling ashamed at myself for admitting it to him. I felt a finger lift up my head, making me look into his eyes. They were bright and loving. The smile on his face was warm and caring. He didn’t say a word, he just lowered his face to mine and when his lips touched mine, there was that explosion in my head again. Nothing else mattered in the universe but that kiss. It seemed to last for hours, but like last night, not long enough. When he lifted away from me, a genuine smile came across my lips involuntarily.
“Why don’t we go somewhere we can talk about this privately.” he said in a soft, low tone. He gently took my hand and helped me off the barstool. As he walked me to the door holding my hand, Dawn was over by her husband and another man talking. Seeing us leaving, she gave me a big sly smile before she mouthed “Lucky bitch…see you tomorrow”.
When we approached Jim’s suite, I couldn’t help wondering if Roy had come back to ours. I stared at the door as we passed by it. There was no way to tell if he was in there. I still felt bad how I had hurt Roy, but the excitement of being with Jim drowned that out now. Jim opened the door, and I again crossed that threshold and forbidden line. This time was different though. This time, I had no reservations about what I wanted to do. I knew what I was about to do could be the end of my marriage to Roy, but at this point, I didn’t care. I was still so pissed at Roy, and this was where I really wanted to be right now and who I wanted to be with.
As soon as Jim closed the door and turned around, I leapt into his arms and kissed him as passionately as I could. He didn’t even have a chance to say anything. I let my hands roam on his back and chest as we kissed. He was so passionate and gentle in his kisses. My heart melted at his touch. I felt his hands roam my body for the first time and it only fueled my hunger for him. I became lost in lust. I felt both of his strong hands grab my ass and he lifted me off the ground. My eyes shot open in surprise, but I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck while we still kissed. I felt him begin to walk as I was still lost in my lust. When we passed the couch and headed for the bedroom, I smiled on the inside knowing what was about to happen. 
So far, everything was just like the scenes in his book. The masculine hero carries his lover into the bedroom to ravish her. Dawn had gotten it right; I was in Heaven right now. Jim sat me down on the plush bed and kneeled in between my legs. Our furious kissing continued. I felt him tug at one shoe then the other until both feet were naked. Then I felt a tug at my top and before I knew it, he had my hands up over my head and my top was off. Not to be outdone, I unbuttoned his shirt and peeled it around him until it was off. The sight of his chiseled chest and abs made my hunger grow even more. His hands reached behind me, and I felt my bra go loose and he stripped it off of me. Quickly his mouth left mine and attacked my now hard and naked right nipple. Licking, sucking and gently biting it. I threw my head back and moaned loudly. It made me so wet with his erotic and gentle touch. His head popped back up and our lips met once again. 
As our furious kissing continued. We stripped each other until I was naked and all that was left on him was his underwear. He stood up and I was face to face with his groin. A bulge was poking out at me and It seemed too big to be a cock. As I began pulling down his boxers, a huge black cock began to appear. I gasped when the entire thing sprung out. It was the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. Roy was about five inches, but compared to this, it was a tiny toy. Jim had to be more than nine inches right now and very thick, and I was sure he wasn’t completely hard yet. I gently stroked it in amazement as I looked up into his eyes. There was so much fire and desire in them. His smile fueled my fire, and I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to pleasure him so much. 
I opened my mouth and took him in. It was so big that it pressed my tongue down to the bottom of my mouth. It was such a struggle to get my mouth around it, but I did. It felt so hot, and I could feel it growing. I began to worry if I would be able to handle all of it as it kept growing harder and more rigid. Jim had his hand on the back of my head, gently guiding me but not pushing me as I bobbed on his growing cock. I was still in awe at how big it was getting. He never tried to force me down, but I tried my best to get as much of it in me as I could. I had never had a cock this big in my mouth before and it was so soft but getting so rigid and hard as steel. It was so long and hard that it was at the back of my throat, yet I still had room at the base of it for my hand. After only having had sex with Roy for years, I couldn’t even imagine how it would feel to have this monster inside of me.
After a few more minutes of sucking on his big black cock, Jim lifted me up and laid me back on the bed. My heart was pounding in anticipation. He spread my leg and laid down on top of me. I could feel that monster between his legs poke my belly as he laid on me. I looked down quickly and saw that it went all the way up past my belly button and I got quite concerned. I had never had anything that long and big inside of me before. I wondered if this was going to hurt. 
Jim began kissing me passionately and I forgot my worry. Slowly he moved from my mouth to my neck, then down to my breasts, kissing until he reached my nipples. He took each one in his mouth and sucked and gently nibbled on them. My head was thrashing back and forth as I moaned loudly. He was so passionate, and it felt so good. It had been so long since I had been this turned on and I was getting impatient. I wanted him in me so badly that I was shaking. He started slowly moving down, kissing down my stomach, inch by inch, slowly and passionately. It reminded me so much of how his stories went. The slow seduction of the character's lover. Before he reached my soaking wet pussy, he moved to my inner thigh and kissed and caressed it. I was mad with lust, and this was teasing me so much. I was getting impatient and needed to cum so badly. I wanted his mouth on my clit right now. I think he could see it in my face how turned on I was and my desperation, because he had that devious little smile on his face as he teased me more. He went up the thigh, kissing and caressing, and just as he reached my dripping pussy, he went around it to the other thigh and teased me again. I almost screamed in frustration. He knew exactly what he was doing to me. The teasing and anticipation of what was to come was driving me nuts. This time when he kissed up my other thigh, I held my breath. I wanted him to devour me. When he again reached my dripping pussy, he paused and looked me in the eyes with that devious smile on his face. I couldn’t help but give him a pleading look. His teasing frustrated me so much, but it turned me on even more. When he lowered his head and his tongue touched my aching clit, I let out a loud close to screaming moan in ecstasy. 
His tongue expertly circled and caressed my clit, and I instantly felt an orgasm building. I screamed and moaned again as it washed over me and fully enveloped my body. The louder I moaned, the harder he went. I felt his large fingers penetrate me and that just added to the explosions I felt in my head. It had been so long since I had cum from someone else, now it seemed like I couldn’t stop cumming. Jim just kept working at me until I had cum hard at least three times. When he stopped, I was panting and delirious in pleasure. He again crawled back up on me and began kissing me and I could feel that cock poking my belly again. That drove me mad wanting to have him in me. At this point, I didn’t care if it might hurt, I wanted him so badly I would gladly accept the pain. To make it worse, I could taste myself on his tongue and that only fueled my need even more.
“Are you ready?” he whispered.
“Oh God, yes!” I quickly shouted back, panting.
He raised back up and I saw him grab his monster black cock and he began rubbing it between the folds of my pussy. I whimpered, wishing he would just put his cock in me already. I was so caught in anticipation. When he lined it up, I again held my breath, bracing myself to take in the biggest thing to ever penetrate me. When the head of it pushed forward, I felt my pussy start to stretch. I cried out loudly in pleasure and a little pain as I felt the burn of my whole stretch as the shaft of it slid in. I was finally getting fucked after waiting so long. I felt so full as he slowly inched his way in. This was unlike anything I had ever experienced before in my life, and I loved it. Slowly, more and more of that beautiful cock slid into me. When it pushed against my cervix, I cried out again and an orgasm exploded in me. I had never had anyone go so deep in me and I was amazed, and it felt so good. I looked down with my mouth open and whimpering and saw that he still wasn’t all the way in. He pushed it in a little more until it was as far as it could go. My cervix felt like it was being crushed and it amazed me how that felt. He pulled back a little and pushed it in again slowly. It felt so wonderful. He put his thumb on my clit and began swirling it as he started to pick up speed. I was cumming again in no time. I screamed out for him to fuck me and as I was caught up in all my emotions and pleasure, I also yelled out I loved him.  My head was in a whirl, and I screamed and moaned many more times. My orgasms were coming so fast, they began to feel like one constant orgasm. No one, not even Roy, had never done anything like this to me before. My breathing was ragged and the only breaths I could take were just before I screamed out in pleasure again. It amazed me how loud I was getting as I was never one to be that way. Roy never made me scream out like this. 
Jim was fucking me harder and I could feel my cervix bashed each time he pushed in me. At times, it felt like he had pushed all the way into my womb. When he suddenly pulled out of me, I felt so empty and the need to be filled again was urgent. I was so out of it I barely recognized that he had lifted me up and turned me over. He lifted my ass up and I had my head buried in the pillow. I again felt that wonderful cock push into me from behind. I screamed out into the pillow again loudly as he again buried himself all the way in me and pulled back and rammed it in again. Orgasm after orgasm exploded in me as he fucked me harder and harder. I lost track of time and how many orgasms I had and what I was screaming out to him. I barely recall hearing a grunting sound behind me before I felt Jim ram hard into me and it felt like he went straight into my womb again. A hot, wet feeling enveloped my pussy as I began to realize that he had just cum deep inside me.  I felt his body collapse on mine. After all of the orgasms I had, I didn’t have the strength to hold us both up, so I collapsed too. We laid there, him on top of me, both panting, and his cock was still buried deep in me. I felt it growing softer as I laid there blissfully trying to regain composure. He finally rolled off of me and when his cock left me, I instantly wanted it back in me. It felt so empty now. I did feel a wetness running down my thighs and it felt strangely satisfying when I deduced it was his cum running out of me. 
Jim lay there beside me on his back, and it took all the energy I could muster to lift myself up and lay my head on his chest. I wrapped my arm around him, and he wrapped his around me. I felt so safe and secure in his arms and my feelings of love for him only increased.  I hadn’t felt this way about Roy for such a long time. Even today when we had such a great time, my feelings for Roy were never this intense. I had never had a sexual experience like this before. I felt so satisfied and relaxed, but yet I craved it again. I began to realize that I would do anything to be able to have it again.
As my mind began to clear, Roy began to pop into it. I instantly felt regret at what I had just done. My anger from earlier had receded and the memory of the sad look he gave me burst back into my head. It didn’t matter that Roy had caused this, the guilt I felt about what I had just done began to consume me. I didn’t have to do what I had just done with Jim. He had told me we didn’t have to do this. At the time, my anger at Roy and the feelings I was developing for Jim just took over. It wasn’t forced on Jim’s part, and I did it of my own free will. The feeling of guilt I felt changed to betrayal. I had betrayed Roy. He was still my husband and I still loved him. But now, I wasn’t sure if my love for Jim wasn’t about to overshadow that. My heart and mind became confused again. What was I going to do? I felt a tear run down my face and saw it drop onto Jim’s chiseled chest.




Chapter 8


The first-time having sex Jim had been full of passion, but it still had the feeling of being just lust. Later that night we did it again, but that time it was more like a love making session and something straight out of his books and it was erotic. It seemed much more intimate and there was much more holding and connecting, kissing and passion. He was so big, and it felt so good, I couldn’t hold back, and I screamed out in pleasure many times. We finally passed out early that morning holding each other and cuddling. In the morning, we did it again. We made love like we did the second time, and it was wonderful. All three times were the most incredible sexual experiences of my life. But after each one, the guilty feelings still consumed me. Even though they were there, I couldn’t stop and still craved for Jim to be in me. Finally, around 10am, I knew our night together was over. I got dressed with a sad look as Jim watched from the bed. He watched me with a concerned look on his face.
“Are you ok, Tina? You look…really sad.” he asked quietly.
I put on a fake smile. “I’m ok. I had a great time with you Jim.” 
“You know, we never talked about what you were feeling last night.” 
“I know. It’s probably better we didn’t.” I said in an embarrassed tone.
His look of concern grew. “Maybe we should talk about it now. Sit down for a minute.” he said as he patted the bed beside him.
I was so scared to tell Jim how I really felt. Even though I had confessed to him before that I was falling for him and I knew I had screamed out that I loved him during sex, I hoped he would think it was in a fit of passion and ignore it, even though it wasn’t. If he didn’t feel that way, I would be so embarrassed. If he did feel the same about me, how would he deal with the fact I still loved Roy? I didn't even really understand why I did or how I could love two people like I did. Even after what Roy had done to me last night, I still loved him. Maybe it was because I knew deep down that he was still a good man. He had his problems, but everyone has their own problems or quirks. Until his gambling issues, he had been a good husband and he had always been loving and provided for me. Before that, he had done all the same things Jim had done lately that made me fall in love with him. Maybe the memory of the man he once was kept fueling the love I felt for him.  
I slowly sat down beside Jim, but I couldn’t look at him. 
“So, tell me what’s wrong. You said last night you felt like you were falling for me. Are you?” he said warmly as he rubbed my back slowly and compassionately.
“I am.” I said softly, still unable to look at him.
“I figured that after you screamed that you loved me a couple of times last night. But you still love Roy…is that the problem?” 
I felt so embarrassed that he knew now. He was so caring and compassionate. It’s like he really understood me.
“Yes. It’s…it’s really hard to deal with. I’m sorry….I” 
Jim didn’t let me finish before he interrupted me. 
“You don’t have to tell me you're sorry. People can’t help it if they fall in love. Even if they already are in love with someone else.” he said compassionately.
I quickly turned to him, and I was overwhelmed with so many emotions. I felt my eyes beginning to tear. 
“Jim, I love you…but I still love him too. I don’t want to hurt either one of you. It’s just been tearing me apart. What we had last night was so…wonderful…but each time we made love, I felt like I was betraying Roy. I felt so guilty.” I said as a tear rolled down my cheek.
Jim had a sympathetic look on his face as he reached up and wiped away my tears.
“Hey, hey. Don’t cry. I understand. You’re married to him, I know that. He hasn’t been the best husband lately, but I’m sure you wouldn’t have married him if you didn’t love him. It will be ok. I’m sure you will work things out what’s best for you. Don’t worry about me. I will be fine.” 
I was still confused. Was he pushing me away? How did he really feel about me?
“Jim, how do you really feel about me? It sounds to me like you’re just letting go and pushing me back to Roy.” I said sadly. “Last night and this morning…well it seemed like more than just sex.”
His expression changed a little and I could see he was a little uncomfortable about it. Was he about to tell me he didn’t really care about me, and I was just an opportune fuck he wanted? It really didn’t seem that way when we made love.
“Tina…I don’t want to make things any more complicated for you than they already are.”  
“Jim, please tell me. I have to know.” I begged.
He took a second and sighed. “I do have feelings for you. I have to tell you something Tina, and it may change your mind about me. I did something last night that was wrong. I tricked Roy into betting you. I know you blame him, but that was really my fault. I knew unless he had a higher straight flush or a royal flush, there was no way he was going to beat me…and I was pretty sure he didn’t have either of those. I also knew he was the kind of guy that wouldn’t turn down a big bet like that no matter what the price. I took advantage of him and his gambling problem that you told me about, just so I could get a night alone with you.” he said sadly. 
I was a little shocked. I hadn’t thought of it from his perspective. I had only focused on Roy’s problem as the reason I was here. The more I thought about it, the better I understood that Jim had actually tricked Roy into it. Roy did have his chance to stop it, he just didn’t because of his problem and Jim took advantage of that. It was actually Jim that had bet me in the first place, not Roy, and that was why I was really here. I sat there quietly pondering. 
“Honestly, I’m not sorry I did it though. When I saw you standing behind him, I couldn’t help myself. You looked so beautiful, and the way I saw you looking at me all night…I couldn’t help myself. I kept thinking about the way he had treated you lately…I just wanted to get you away from him and take you with me. I’m sorry. I really didn’t think about how you would feel. That you would feel so guilty about it and cause you pain. It was selfish and I apologize for that.” he said and dropped his head and looked down instead of at me.
I didn’t really know what to think. Some might think it was sort of a shady thing to do, but I didn’t care now. After what I felt last night and this morning, I was just happy he had. I didn’t say anything, and we both sat there for a moment not looking at each other.
Jim raised his head and for the first time since I had known him, he looked sad and ashamed.
“You’re probably mad at me, but I understand. I only did it because…I was falling in love with you too. I wasn’t completely sure until last night when I closed the door then you jumped into my arms and kissed me. After you did that, I knew I loved you. I didn’t want to tell you because I am sure it’s just going to make your life harder.” He slowly reached out and took my hand and squeezed it gently. “I just want you to be happy Tina. You will be leaving in a day or so and going back home with Roy…back to your normal life. Maybe Roy learned his lesson from this last night…he might change his ways and if he makes you happy again…and if you decide to stay with him…I’m ok with that…as long as you are happy. That’s all I care about. If he doesn’t…well, I want you to know I will always be here for you.” 
I couldn’t help it and I teared up again. He was a good man too despite what he had done to get me here. He was right though. I would be leaving with Roy tomorrow...at least that was the plan. I still felt like my choice was impossible. Either way I went, I was going to hurt a good man. Maybe right now wasn’t the time to make the choice. Jim provided me with a way out at least. I could give Roy his final chance and if it didn’t work out…Jim would still be there. 
It took all my willpower to walk out of that room after our talk. I was not looking forward to seeing Roy after what I did. I finally told Jim that I should leave. He understood and kissed me one more time. I so much wanted to tell him I loved him again, but I didn’t. I decided that with everything going on, it would only hurt worse tomorrow when I left with Roy. As I closed the door to his suite, I looked over at the door to ours. It was after 10:30 so I figured Roy would be gone down to the casino by now and maybe our talk could wait a little longer. I was shocked to find him sitting on the couch when I walked in. He was still in the same clothes from last night and looked very disheveled. His shirt was wrinkled and untucked out of his pants, his hair was mussed up and he had a blank look on his face. He saw me and quickly leaned over, and had his arms folded in his lap like someone had punched him in the gut.
I was so nervous and didn’t know what to say. “Hello Roy.” I said deadpan. “I thought you would be downstairs gambling.”
My greeting was met with silence as if he was ignoring me. This pissed me off again and I turned to go to the bedroom to shower and change. Before I walked three steps, a soft voice cracked out in a somber tone. 
“I heard you. I heard you last night and this morning. You’re leaving me aren’t you.” 
It surprised me and I turned back to him quickly. What did he mean, he heard me?  Was he listening in on our conversations or something? He still sat there facing forward. His head never moved. The blank look was still on his face, arms folded in his lap bent over.
“I have never heard you make those noises during sex before. In fact, I have never heard you like that before…ever.” he said as if he was emotionless.
I was horrified and embarrassed. He heard me? Having sex? Then I realized that Jim had said he heard me crying in the room that day. My heart felt like it had dropped down to my feet. As loud as I had been all three times, he probably heard everything. I scrambled through my mind to think about what I had yelled out. There were so many things I said and most of what I said I didn’t remember, although there were a few things I did that I hoped he didn’t hear…especially the part about I loved Jim. I was speechless. I stood there stunned in silence for a minute. I opened my mouth to apologize, and he continued again.
“The strange thing is...I couldn’t stop listening. I tried. I really tried. In the end I couldn’t. When I finally fell asleep on the couch, I was awakened by it again this morning. I just sat here and listened to him pleasure you over and over. I don’t stand a chance, do I?” he said as he finally looked over at me with the same sad look he had last night.
I was too embarrassed to answer. I had never thought about him hearing me. The trauma it must have put him through must have been horrible. I wanted to teach him a lesson, but not like that.
All I could muster to say was “Roy, I think we need to sit down and talk later.” 
“I thought you would say that.” was his reply back to me and he turned his head and started staring forward with the blank look again. 
I couldn’t do this now; I was still too embarrassed about him hearing me. I turned to go to the bedroom and from behind me, before I closed the door, I heard a soft voice whisper out very sadly “Happy anniversary, honey.” as if he was speaking to no one. I closed the door and put my back to it. 
Those words stung more than any other thing he had ever said to me in any argument. Here I was coming in on our anniversary morning fresh from being fucked by another man…and to make it worse, my husband heard me. My plan on taking care of myself first was backfiring badly. Instead of me feeling happy and carefree, I felt guilty and torn. I don’t know what I was thinking. That plan just wasn’t like me. I guessed it was the anger that made me think it would work and I wouldn’t care. I walked somberly into the bathroom and closed the door. When I looked in the mirror, the person I saw looking back saddened me even more. Even if he hadn’t heard it, he would have known what happened last night when he saw me. My hair was tangled and in a mess. Last night's makeup was still smeared on my face. I had that fresh fucked look about me and there was no hiding it. I needed something to calm me. I reached for my bag and grabbed a cigarette. To hell with the hotel’s no smoking in the room policy. I lit it with a shaking hand and sat on the toilet. I had made such a mess of things. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do next.
After my shower and I cleaned up, I still felt dirty in a way. But it wasn’t something soap could wash off. I walked into the bedroom and noticed Roy’s clothes from last night on the floor and his suitcase was open. I guessed he must have come in and changed when I was in the shower. I didn’t know if that was a good sign or not. I also saw the bag on the bed that had the new dress I had bought for dinner tonight. It hadn’t been there when I went into the bathroom before. It had a card attached to it. When I picked it up, it was from Dawn and had her phone number on it with a note to call her. I realized I was so mad, and Jim had me so distracted, that I had left it in her suite. She must have brought it down while I was in the shower. I hung up the new dress before I got ready. When I got up the courage, I headed out to have my talk with Roy. I walked into the living room, but Roy was nowhere in sight. That was when I became worried for him. I had never seen him act like this and I got a little scared. He always told me if he was leaving and where he was going. Maybe he just went down to make a bet or play at the tables. At least, that was all I could hope for. I know last night had to have been rough on him. God, I hope he wasn’t going to do anything stupid. 
I quickly walked over to Jim’s door to make sure he didn’t go there to start trouble and knocked, but I got no answer. I went down to the casino and walked around looking for Roy, but I couldn’t find him there either. When I called his phone, it went straight to voicemail. I was really getting concerned. This was so unlike him. I was so relieved when I finally spotted him in one of the hotel bars. He was sitting alone on a stool staring down at a half empty beer and looked so sad. I walked up beside him, and he didn’t even move. 
“Is this seat taken?” I asked playfully, trying to lighten the mood. 
He didn’t answer me, and I started to get really concerned.
“I was so worried about you. You didn’t tell me you were leaving or where you were going.”
Still nothing but silence.
“Roy, are you ok?” I knew he wasn’t, and it was probably the dumbest question to ask him, but it was the first thing that popped out of my mouth.
“No. I’m not ok. You should know that.” he snapped back.
I felt so sorry for him even though I probably shouldn’t have. Things had not gone well for him…even though he probably deserved some of it. After figuring out that Jim played as much a part last night as he had, calmed me down about it somewhat. I still blamed Roy and his gambling issues for going through with it though. But he didn’t deserve to hear what he did last night, and I only intended to teach him a lesson…not destroy him. 
“Did you want to talk about it?” I asked softly as I sat on the stool next to him.
“Not really. What’s to talk about anyway. All you’re going to do is tell me you're leaving me.” he said sadly then took a big gulp of beer.
“Roy…I’m not leaving you…not yet anyway. That’s why we need to talk.” 
His head popped up and looked at me puzzled. 
“You said we needed to talk when I asked you if you were leaving me this morning. That tells me you’re leaving me. Don’t play games with me just because you think I’m dumb.” he said harshly.
“No Roy, I don’t think you’re dumb. It means just what I said, that we need to talk. Me telling you I'm leaving you, means I’m leaving you.” I said, a little agitated. 
“What’s the difference? You will just realize later you don’t love me anymore and want your new boyfriend. You might as well get it over with.” he said. 
Before I could say anything, the bartender walked over to get my drink order. I needed something strong to help deal with this, so I got a Long Island Iced Tea. The bartender gave us a sad look as he probably figured out what was happening and quickly brought my drink and left. I lit a cigarette and took a big drink to steady myself. I knew what we were going to talk about was going to be hard for both of us. I didn’t think Roy would come back to the suite and talk, and I wasn’t fond of having the conversation here, but this was where we were. Luckily the bar was empty, except for the bartender, but he had given us some space.
“Roy, contrary to what you think, I do still love you.” I said sincerely.
“Couldn’t prove it by me the way you were screaming last night.” he said bitterly.
“Roy, I am so sorry. I didn’t know you would hear it. I didn’t do that on purpose.”
He laughed sarcastically then looked at me with a hurt and angry expression. “I bet you didn’t. Tina, you yelled out that you loved him…several times. You told him that while he was fucking you. I know because I heard every word of it. Every scream, every moan.” he said with a slightly raised voice. He paused for a second, then his voice went back down to a softer sadder voice and his head dropped. “You have never done that with me. Hell, if I even get a whimper out of you, I feel like I have accomplished something.” he said as he turned back to his beer.
I was really afraid of that. I had hoped he didn’t hear that, but he did. I was at a loss for words at the moment. Lying to him and telling him it was something I said in the heat of the moment out of passion wasn’t something I think he would have believed any more than Jim would, not after doing it several times, and it would probably make him feel worse. I decided that maybe I should focus on the solution to the problem rather than bickering back and forth about if I was going to leave him.
“Roy, do you still love me?” I asked cautiously. 
His head whipped around and the look on his face was a mixture of surprise and anger.
“Do you really think I would be here like this if I didn’t. If I didn’t love you, I wouldn’t give a shit and be off doing something fun…even chasing women or something. God knows there are enough around here.”
“Then why are you giving up? Fight for me damn it. If you still love me, do something about it. Do something to show me you still love me. Spend some more time with me like yesterday. Tell me you love me. Do something. Don’t just sit here and mope and just give up.” I said angrily.
“What the hell am I supposed to do, Tina. I heard what happened last night. I can compete with that.” 
I sighed heavily. “Roy, sex is only one aspect of a relationship. I’m not going to lie to you because…well you already heard what happened last night. Yes, the sex with Jim was incredible, but that isn't all a relationship is. I thought after we spent that time together yesterday, that things between us were actually going to turn around. Then you agreed to that stupid bet last night. You didn’t ask me how I felt about it…or even if I was willing. You just used me like some kind of poker chip. I was so pissed with you that I wanted to teach you a lesson. That backfired on me. Honestly, if it had been any other man besides Jim, I would have run to our room, packed, and been on the next plane back home.”
There was an awkward silence between us for about a minute. Roy stared back down at his almost finished beer, I took another large sip of my drink and a long draw from my cigarette. 
“Do you really love him?” Roy asked cautiously.
I sighed heavily again. This was going to be so hard to say to him. I didn’t want to lie. I needed to get everything out on the table. He really needed to know where he stood with me. If it hadn’t been for the drink, I may not have been able to say it. Even still, I couldn’t look at him as I said it. I just faced forward like he did and pretended I was talking to the wall.
“I thought you would have guessed that by now from what you heard. Yes…I fell in love with him. It isn’t just the sex, it’s how he treats me, how he listens to me, he spends time with me and acts like he wants to be there with me. Those were the things you used to do for me but stopped doing it a long time ago. It’s been tearing me apart, Roy. I love you, but I fell in love with him too. That has been eating me up. No matter what I do now, I am going to hurt someone I love.” 
There was another awkward silence between us. I expected he would get up and walk away at that point. I hoped he wouldn’t. Time passed and Roy still sat there with his elbows propped on the bar and his head in his hands. I was a little relieved he didn’t leave, but at the same time, he didn’t utter a word. No anger, no cussing, no begging, no pleading. Just silence. 
“I want you to understand something, Roy. I still plan to go home with you, and I want us to try to work things out. But things have to change. They have to change fast…because you’re losing me Roy…you haven’t lost me completely…not yet. You did so well yesterday until that bet. But if you don’t do something, if you don’t change, or you just give up like you did today…you are going to lose me for good and I will be gone. Do you understand?”
Roy just sat there. He didn’t move or speak. I hoped he understood how serious this was. I love him, but I couldn’t take how he had been treating me before, and last night was the final straw. I felt so sad I wanted to cry. I did my best to keep my composure.
“Are you…are you going to see him again?” he asked sadly.
I sat and thought for a minute. I hadn’t planned that far yet…but I didn’t know what would happen from one minute to the next anymore. 
“I…I don’t know.” I finally whispered out. “I don’t think so…but everything is so…confusing right now. Plus, we have our anniversary dinner tonight and we are leaving tomorrow. I’m not sure there will be time. That is if we are still going to dinner. Are we?”
He turned and looked at me with such sad eyes. They were red and glistened with tears. 
“I still want to…that is if you do.” he whispered cautiously. Even through his tear-stained eyes, I could see hope. Hope that I will say yes.
I couldn’t help giving a little smile. This was the first real thing he had done so far today to actually fight for me. It wasn’t a big production or something monumental, but it was a step, the first one he had taken today.




Chapter 9


I left the bar with Roy still sitting there. He was still acting a little strange, but I figured he was still traumatized by the whole thing. He was at least in a better mood since I told him I still wanted to go to dinner. I decided to try and catch a nap so I wouldn’t fall asleep on him in the restaurant and embarrass us both. I hadn’t slept much last night with Jim, and I was so tired and emotionally worn out. As luck would have it, when the elevator door opened for me to go to the room, Dawn was inside. She saw me instantly and grabbed my arm and pulled me into the elevator.
“Trying to ignore me?” she said slyly.
“No…I was just about to call you.” I lied.
“Uh huh.” she said sarcastically and hit the button for her floor. 
“Umm…that’s not my floor.” I said nervously.
“I know, It’s mine. You're coming back with me, missy. We need to talk. I need to hear all about last night and all about that wonderful black cock you had.” she said with a sly grin.
If anyone else would have been in the elevator, I would have died of embarrassment. Luckily, we were alone. “Dawn Please…” I whined. “I was just going to my suite to lay down. Roy and I have our anniversary dinner tonight and I don’t want to sleep through it.”
“So, you did fuck him. I bet you are tired because he wore you out last night. How big is that black cock of his?” she said with a knowing smile.
I knew she wasn’t going to give up until I told her about things. Last night's shopping trip proved that. Right now, I was too tired to fight it. 
“Yes, we fucked, and yes, he did wear me out. He has the biggest cock I have ever seen. I didn’t get much sleep, so I need to go take a nap.” I caved in and admitted.
“Oh my God, I knew it. So, was it just like in his books?” she said as if she was salivating thinking about it.
“Well, not so much the first time, the other times it was like it was straight from the pages.” 
“Holy Shit! How many times did you two fuck?!”
“Twice last night and once this morning.”
“You lucky bitch. I can’t blame you though. If I could finally get that black stud in my bed, I would fuck him as many times as I could before I let him go.” she said as she got a lustful smile on her face. She went silent for a moment as she looked like she was lost in thought with a blank stare at the elevator wall.
She actually licked her lips while staring. I wanted to shake my head at her. It seemed all she could think about was lust. At least she didn’t know that I had fallen in love with Jim yet. I’m sure she would drag that out of me too eventually.
When she broke her gaze, her head snapped up with a concerned look. “Does Roy know?”
“Yes…he knows.” I said sadly. I was embarrassed thinking what he must have gone through hearing us. “He…heard us.” I said as I dropped my head in shame.
“What?! He heard you? Did you take him back to your suite?”
“No. Jim’s suite is next door to us. Roy said he heard the whole thing through the walls. He was really upset this morning. I can’t blame him. It must have been hard on him.” 
Dawn gave a sarcastic laugh. “Serves him right after what he did. Listen, if he didn’t leave you this morning and he still wants to have an anniversary dinner with you tonight, he isn’t going anywhere, just like I told you yesterday. Hell, you might even be able to keep Jim and have Roy as your cuckold like I do with Mark.” she laughed.
Hearing her say that blew my mind. What was she talking about? Mark was her cuckold?
She evidently saw my shocked look because she smiled wide at it. The elevator doors opened, and she grabbed my arm. “It looks like you and I need to talk.” she said with a sly grin. 
She pulled me down the short hallway and through the door to the presidential suite. As we sat on the couch, I couldn’t help wondering what was going on. Yesterday, she did tell me that she had other affairs and I figured she did it because Mark had cheated on her. But Mark was her cuckold?
She still had that sly smile on her face. “I bet you’re wondering about what I said?”
I just shook my head yes.
“You see, when I caught Mark with that bitch, I lost it. I told him I was divorcing him and taking him to the cleaners for all his money. I still loved him and honestly, I didn’t want to leave him. I really said it because I was so mad and didn’t trust him anymore and didn’t know what I was going to do. It just so happened that I was talking to a friend of mine about it, and she told me if I was going to stay, I needed to lock his little dick up. She showed me these chastity cages for men that fit over their dicks and lock them up so they can’t stray anymore. Well, next thing I know, I have Mark’s little pecker locked up tight.” she said as she pulled on a chain around her neck. When it came up, there was a small key on it. “I have this little baby right here and I know for sure Mark won't get any pussy when I have this.” she beamed a smile.
I looked at it in shock. Did she really lock up his dick? Why would he let her do that? “And he let you do that?”  
“Honey, he didn’t have a choice at the time. It was either that, or I divorced him and take all his money. Years later though, he told me that when I gave him the ultimatum, that he really did it because he loved me. He said he could always get the money back, but he didn’t want to lose me. I thought that was so sweet. We don’t advertise it though. So far, only you and Kim know about it…and well my other boyfriends. We keep it quiet because of business and things. It would be hard for him to get ahead if the guy he is negotiating with across the table knows he is a locked up little cuckold. It would make him look weak.” she giggled.
“But…but that just seems so wrong.” 
She smiled again. “Before you go saying poor Mark and all that crap, let me finish my story. Don’t judge me just yet. I told him a number of years ago he could take it off, but he doesn’t want that anymore. He prefers to have it on.” she said as she put the key on the chain back down her blouse and reached for a cigarette. I lit one too as she went back to her story.
“At first, he didn’t like it. He could pee and all that with it, but he couldn’t get in there and stroke it and get any sexual pleasure like he wanted, and he sure as hell wasn’t going to show it off to any other women. He would be useless to them anyway. I let him out of it every now and then to jerk off and relieve himself. Sometimes I let him have sex with me too. Soon, it didn’t faze him that he had it on. It almost felt natural to him, and he stopped complaining about it. Me, on the other hand, I still wanted more revenge. I met this young horny guy at the gym that was always checking me out. This was a while ago and I was still fit and trim back then. I told Mark about him one night after I had let him out to have sex. While he was fucking me, I told him I planned to fuck the young guy at the gym to get back at him for cheating on me. Actually, I was trying to ruin his orgasm before I put him back in his cage for spite and to be a little evil to him, but when I said it, it had just the opposite reaction. Mark started fucking me harder and came quite fast. I was shocked he came so quickly, I had to drag it out of him what he was really thinking. He thought it was the hottest thing ever to think about me fucking someone else and it turned him on a lot. So, the next day, I fucked the young guy and came straight home to Mark and told him about it. He begged me to let him out of the cage, but I didn’t. I made him stay in it for another week. Every day I would come home and tease him about how I fucked that young guy again at the gym that day. I even showed him my used pussy a couple of times, so he knew I wasn’t lying. I couldn’t believe it, but the second time I showed him, he dived into it and ate me out so good I came like four times. When I finally let him out, he almost came taking the cage off, he was so horny.” she laughed. “Since then, I have been having flings with men and tell him all about them. Sometimes, if the guy is willing, I even bring them home and fuck them right in front of Mark while he watches and he tugs at his little caged up dick. He hasn’t had pussy for years now…by his choice.  I have offered but he prefers to watch me and then I jerk him off after they leave…if he was good. Hell, a few times he came while he was still in the cage watching us. That was mostly when I brought home black hung studs. He really loves to watch it when I bring them home. That’s one of the reasons I have been chasing Jim so hard for a while now. It’s a shame he never has taken the bait.” she said sadly. 
Her story sounded a little bizarre to me, and I couldn’t help being shocked by it all. But I actually found it to be quite hot too. But I was confused about why she was telling me all this.
“I’m sorry Dawn, but what has this got to do with me and Roy? He never cheated on me, and I don’t want to put him in a cage or anything.” 
She grinned wide again at me. “What did Roy say when you came back home this morning? Did he yell at you? Did he leave the suite when he heard you?”
“Well…no. He said he heard everything and said he tried not to listen, but he couldn’t help it. He passed out on the couch, and we woke him up again that morning, so no, he didn’t leave. But he was so out of it when I talked to him…he was like a zombie, and he was so afraid I was going to leave him.”
“Let me tell you a secret about a lot of men. Most won’t come out right and say this, but most of them have had fantasies about their wives fucking other men…especially if they are well endowed. If he was so mad and worked up about hearing you fuck Jim, he would have left. But he didn’t…he even said he couldn’t help but listen. I would bet Roy has had that fantasy before. If not, he probably does now. If men feel like their wives aren’t going to leave them, some get off on watching their wives get fucked.” she grinned again.
I sat there lost in my thoughts. It sounded almost impossible to me. Roy didn’t seem like that, and he had never even hinted at anything like that before. But what if it was true? Then there would be the possibility that I could have both Roy and Jim in my life. I could feel my hope growing. Then, in just a matter of a second, it faded. It sounded too good to be true. Things like that very seldom are. 
“I don’t know Dawn. Before I ran into you, we sort of had an argument in the bar. He didn’t sound like that was his fantasy. In fact, I think it was just the opposite. He seemed mad at what happened…and well, after he heard some of the things I yelled out to Jim last night...” 
I paused and looked to the floor in defeat. Dawn's story had been so inviting. For that brief second, I had hope that I could have both. But after what I told Roy this morning about being in love with Jim and he needed to fight for me…It just didn’t seem possible that what Dawn was suggesting would work.
“What did you say?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. 
I looked back up sadly. “I told Jim I loved him. Roy heard that. He asked me about it in the bar. I told him that I did love Jim and if he didn’t fight for me, he was going to lose me. I was worried he was just going to walk out when I told him, but he didn’t. I think he is trying to fight for me though. That’s why he still wants to go to dinner tonight.”
“What about Jim? How does he feel?”
“He said he feels the same as I do but he just wants me to be happy. He did say he would always be there for me if Roy didn’t work out.”
“So, what are you going to do?” she asked sympathetically.
“I don’t know. I guess Roy and I will go home, and I will see if it works out.”
“Do you still want to see Jim?”
“I do, but I don’t think that’s possible if I stay with Roy.”
Dawn sat there for a second as her mouth contorted a little in thought. “Well, the first thing is you need to make sure he feels like you aren’t going to leave him. Then it seems like to me you could do that one of two ways…either you tell Roy you will leave him if he doesn’t let you have Jim on the side…or, tell him that to be happy, you need Jim too and hope he loves you enough to do it. Either way, it could work…or then again not. It depends on how much he loves you and if he can ever get comfortable with it. The biggest problem though is he probably won't do it at all if he thinks you will leave anyway. He knows you are in love with Jim, so he will be very defensive about that. Of course, you could always see Jim anyway without telling Roy. I guess the questions you really need to ask yourself are, do you really want to leave Roy and are you willing to gamble to try to get both?”
The irony of what she said wasn’t lost on me. I was not really a gambler, that was Roy. I usually played things safe. When I tried to gamble a little and look after just me, that is where I wound up in this mess to start with…that is along with Roy’s gambling issues. I already felt like I was betraying Roy now when I was with Jim. I didn’t think I could just cheat on him.
Thinking about this and the argument earlier with Roy was taking a toll on me. Not to mention the lack of sleep. I was just too tired and emotionally strained to decide now what to do. I needed some sleep. 
“Dawn, I don’t know. This is all too much right now. I am just really tired. I need to get some sleep before I think about this anymore.” I said groggily. 
Dawn just smiled at me, and I knew what she was thinking. I was worn out last night by a big black cock and I didn’t sleep. She wasn’t wrong. 
“Ok sweetie. You go rest. I am sure we will talk again. Just remember, I am here if you need me. But could you do something for me?” she said as a wicked grin came over her face.
“What’s that?”
“The next time you see Mark, could you reach down and grab his little caged dick through his pants and smile at him and call him cucky? It always embarrasses him that someone else knows he is caged and a cuckold, but at the same time, it makes him horny as hell.” she giggled. “Kim and I torment him sometimes. I get a good laugh out of it and it’s almost time to let him out for his monthly release. If you do it, I can torment him some more about you finding out about his little secret.” 
“Umm…ok…are you sure? He won’t get mad, will he?” I said quizzically. I wasn’t sure about grabbing any man like that, except maybe Jim or Roy. 
“Oh heavens no. Like I said, he will be shocked and embarrassed at first. Later on, he will be so horny that he will beg me to let him out early.” she giggled with that wicked smile. “But I’m not.”
For some reason that just sounded so hot to me. I didn’t know if I could do that to Roy, but something about teasing him and controlling him that way was just so…erotic! 
I couldn’t help but smile at her plan. “Ok, the next time I see him, I’ll do it.”
“Great. Now, go get some rest. Lord knows you probably need it after last night.”
I left feeling still confused and torn about things. Everything was swirling in my mind. When I got back to the suite, I was surprised to find Roy sitting on the couch. As soon as I walked in, he quickly put something that looked like a book down and wedged it between the cushions.
“Hi honey…I uhh…I didn’t expect you back this soon. Where have you been?” he asked nervously. 
“I got hijacked by Dawn. She wanted to have some girl talk.” I said walking closer. 
He looked a little relieved. I could almost swear he looked a little disappointed too, but I was so tired I couldn’t tell.
“Oh, Dawn. Ok I didn’t know where you went after you left the bar.”
Then it hit me, he thought I went to see Jim again. I decided to ignore it because I was curious about what he was doing before I came in.
“What ya reading?”
“Umm…nothing. I was just sitting here.” he replied as his face flushed.
If I hadn’t been so tired, I would probably have pushed it further and found out about the book. All I had on my mind right now was getting some rest. There will be plenty of time to find out about the book later. It was probably another one of his betting books he got all the time about horses or dogs, and he didn’t want me to see it after we had that talk in the bar. I just gave him a raised eyebrow.
“So why are you in the suite? I thought you would be downstairs gambling.” 
“I uhh…well, to be honest, after what happened last night…and our talk…I am trying to give it up…or at least cut back.” he said sheepishly. He dropped his head, and I heard him half whisper “I know I need to change, and I don’t want to lose you.” 
I was skeptical about this. It did seem like he was trying, and this was a big step for him. Only time would tell if it was real or not…especially if he had that betting book. I wanted to talk to him more, but I was just so tired.
“Roy…I umm…I’m going to take a nap. It’s been a rough day so far and I am really bushed. Can you do me a favor and make sure I am up by five?”
It surprised me when he stood up and took my hand with a sly smile on his face. He led me to the bedroom, and I was confused. What was he doing? God, I hope he didn’t want sex right now. 
He walked me over to the bed and sat me down. I was about to tell him that I wasn’t in the mood, but he turned and went to his open suitcase and started rummaging through it. When he turned and walked back to me with his favorite t-shirt, I was confused. What was he doing? This was so odd for him. He laid the shirt beside me, and he smiled brightly. He stood me up and began undressing me as I just went along with it, still confused. After he finished undressing me, he put the shirt on me and then pulled back the covers. I laid down still speechless as he tucked me in. Somewhere in the back of my mind this was all too familiar, but I know Roy had never done anything like this before. Why did he give me one of his favorite t-shirts to sleep in?
It was like a bolt of lightning hit me when I realized why it was so familiar. Jim’s characters had done something similar in his book. It happened early on, right before they fell in love and had their sex scene. The woman had been hurt in a car crash when a deer ran out in front of her and she hit a tree. She was way out in the country and was too far away from any hospital to help. The black man that had found her, helped her back to his house and into bed to rest. He had helped undress her and gave her one of his shirts to wear while she rested, just like Roy had just done for me.  
In a panic, I looked over to the nightstand where I had left Jim’s book and it wasn’t there. I quickly looked back at Roy with wonder in my face. Was that the book he was reading when I came in?
“You’re reading Jim’s book, aren’t you!” I said with surprise.
Roy just smiled wide back at me and kissed my forehead. 
“Sweet dreams, honey. I love you.” he said with a big smile.
“I love you too.” I said in shock. That was the first time today he had told me that. I guess he was fighting for me after all. He also deflected the question perfectly and caught me off guard.
He walked to the door and turned.
“I will wake you at five. Get some sleep.” 
Without another word he left the room and closed the door leaving me there so confused. He had to be reading Jim’s book, there was no way he would have done this without reading it. I know I left it on the nightstand. He deflected the question when I asked him. Was he reading the book in another effort to fight for me, taking interest in what I was reading and doing? Why did he imitate a scene from the book? Was he trying to be caring and loving like the character he read? Was he really changing back to the man I fell in love with? If he was, what was I going to do about Jim? This all just added to my confusion. My head was spinning with so many questions. I could smell Roy’s cologne in the shirt he gave me, and it just made me think about him more. It also made me wonder if he did that on purpose. It took a while for my mind to calm down. When it did, the bed was so soft and comfortable, and I finally drifted off to the much needed sleep I craved.




Chapter 10


I was in the middle of a very erotic dream when I felt a gentle nudge pulling me away from it. It woke me from a dream I was having where Jim and I were making love, but Roy was there too. He was sitting in a chair watching us with a smile on his face as he pulled at something between his legs. I couldn’t see what it was, but it didn’t look like his dick. Something about the dream was so erotic. Even in my groggy state, I was overwhelmed by it. It seemed so real, and I didn’t want it to end. I was in euphoria with it and the constant nudging I felt only irritated me as the dream started to fade. 
“Tina, honey. It’s five o’clock. It’s time to get up.” a gentle voice called to me. 
I resisted it as much as I could, but in the end the dream was gone, and with it the euphoria I had felt. It was replaced by the stress and heartache of the memories of the reality I was in. My conscious mind, fleeing from the dream state I had been in, craved what was happening in it. I felt an overwhelming urge to make it real. But how? How could I make that dream a reality? 
“Honey, wake up. It’s time to get up. You need to get ready for our anniversary dinner.” Roy said softly.
Even though he was being so sweet and gentle waking me up, I still felt a little hostile for interrupting my wonderful dream. I put that aside though and rolled over to see his smiling face. I suddenly felt a tinge of guilt seeing him. This was a man I loved, and I had just had a dream of cuckolding him. Technically I already had, I had fucked another man and he listened through the wall, and now I had the urge to do it again, but this time as he watched. What was wrong with me? Maybe my chat with Dawn had gotten under my skin and plagued my mind. Hearing about how she cucked Mark and had him watch with his dick locked up in a chastity cage had possibly spurred my imagination and brought about this dream. It had only been a dream though, so why did I feel like I wanted that so much now?
“There’s my beautiful wife. You need to get going. Our dinner reservation is at seven.” he said with a big smile. 
I felt bad again. He called me beautiful, something he hadn’t said to me in a very long time. I could tell he meant it and it made me feel so good and yet so bad after what I was dreaming and craving. 
I stretched and yawned as I tried to get up. I uncovered myself to get out of bed and again realized I was wearing his favorite t-shirt. I looked down at it and back up to him. He still had that smile on his face. I suddenly had the overwhelming feeling I had been such a bitch to him lately. Telling him about how I fell in love with another man, him listening to me fuck him through the wall, and now with the dream I just had, I felt that guilt flow again. Even knowing about Jim, he was still smiling at me and acting so sweet. All of that was weighing heavily on me. He may have deserved some of it, but not like it had happened. He was acting just like he had when we first met and dated, like when we were first married.
“Roy, why are you doing this? I mean you are being so sweet to me…even after…even after I cheated on you.” I asked softly.
He just continued to smile at me as I laid there. 
“Hurry up and get ready. We don’t want to be late for dinner.” he said as he turned for the door. 
He was deflecting the question again. That worried me. What was he thinking? What was running through his mind? Was this all an act? He left and closed the door again. I sat up and looked at my nightstand and Jim’s book was still missing. I stood up and took off Roy’s t-shirt and I cuddled it to my breasts and sniffed it. The cologne was still strong on it. I looked back to the door he had gone through and suddenly had a longing for him. Not sexual, but a feeling of love and companionship. One I missed having for him for a while now. I neatly folded the t-shirt and put it on the dresser and wondered if that was the purpose of getting me to wear his t-shirt…so I would think about him. 
When I went into the bathroom, I looked in the mirror and just stared at myself. Who was I now? This whole trip had been something that I would never have imagined. I felt like I was a completely different person now, like a switch had flipped in me. Before, I had been completely devoted to Roy. After I met Jim, I became a different person. I had these new urges, a newfound love for Jim, and I knew I would never be the same. I still felt guilty about having sex with him, but at the same time I couldn’t stop and wanted more. It was so hard being in love with two completely different men. 
I got into the shower in a daze. My body was running on autopilot as my mind was deep in thought and soul searching. My thoughts brought me back to last night with Jim, remembering our love making sessions and how I longed to have him in me and how he made me feel. How good it felt to be filled up completely. How I came over and over and never wanted it to end. I never had that kind of sex with Roy. I imagined Roy, sitting on the couch listening to us that night. In my mind, he wasn’t suffering, he listened with a smile and enjoyed it. Before I realized what I was doing, I found myself rubbing my clit imagining Jim’s big black cock in me again as the hot water cascaded over my body. I pinched a nipple as I rubbed harder. Suddenly the image from my dream came back. Roy was sitting in the chair next to the bed, watching as Jim fucked me hard. Listening as I screamed out with pleasure as I watched him with his little dick locked up, frantically trying to pleasure himself but unable. I imagined looking into his eyes as I came over and over again on the huge black cock fucking me while he was denied any pleasure. The image was overwhelming, and I felt the explosion of an orgasm hit me. I had to bite my arm hard so as not to cry out. My knees felt so weak, and I had to quickly hold myself up on the shower wall. 
After everything subsided and I was still leaning on the shower wall, the image in my mind played over and over again. My mind was like a pit bull that had taken a bite and wouldn’t let go. The new me smiled at the image. The old me still felt guilty. But I noticed that the old me was fading and the new me was taking over. I wasn’t sure if this was a good thing or not because of what happened before when I decided to take care of just me, but I didn’t feel like I could stop this or even wanted to. Dawn had said it was a gamble. What I was thinking about in my mind was a gamble that could be a winner take all or lose everything situation. The question I had to answer for myself is if I was willing to risk it. Could I gamble on our relationship like Roy had? If I did, how would I be any better than Roy was last night?
I started my makeup still in a daze of thought. How could I make this happen? How could I get this to work? I remembered what Dawn had told me about her thoughts on my choices. I examined each one as I went about my routine. Roy was trying so hard to win me back. Could I take advantage of that? It would be just like Jim taking advantage of his gambling issues. He said he felt bad about doing it, but he wasn’t sorry he did it. I think he felt it was worth it in the end to use that advantage. Why shouldn’t I? 
With my hair and makeup finished, it was time to get dressed. The dress I had bought with Dawn was still hanging up and when I got it back out, I smiled as I looked at it again. I loved this dress so much. It was so different from most dresses I had, and a lot more expensive. It was tremendously more risqué than my normal look too. It was so low cut in the front to show off my cleavage that the slit ended at my belly button. There was definitely no wearing a bra for this dress. It was fairly short too, only about the top of the thigh. I loved the split it had in it up the side at the hip, so it hugged tight and showed off my ass a little. That made me a little nervous about wearing it, but at the same time it provided a tinge of excitement. A level of flirtatiousness that I had never really explored before. It was black with a grey accent and had sparkles on it and made me look like I was shining when the light hit it right. The shiny black six-inch pumps I picked out really made the look complete.
As I finished up by putting on my diamond earrings, I noticed my wedding ring and a tinge of guilt washed over me again for making plans to cuckold my husband, but that quickly faded. I told myself that if I am going to do this, I have to get over this feeling. Roy was the one that caused this after all. If he hadn’t pushed me away for so long and fell for Jim’s plan and bet me like a common poker chip, this would never have happened. I shouldn’t feel bad that he basically pushed me into this. I love him and I don’t want to leave him, but at the same time, I loved Jim and wanted to be with him too. This was something I wanted and the urge for it was growing so fast. So far, he seemed to be ok about being cuckolded last night now that he knew I wasn’t leaving, at least I hope he knew that. Maybe I should take Dawn’s advice. I needed to make sure he knew I wouldn’t leave him, but I still wanted to have Jim. It sounded far kinder than demanding it and threatening to leave if I didn’t get it. Of course, that could still be plan B.
With everything ready, I looked in the mirror and smiled. I hadn’t looked this good in years. I decided it was time to show it off to Roy. I opened the door and stepped out. He was again on the couch, struggling to get Jim’s book between the couch cushions. That brought a smile to my face. I thought ‘Keep reading Roy. Maybe reading that will help with what I want you to do.’. I hadn’t finished the book, but I did get to the part where we found out the female character was already married. I was at the part where she was going to confront her husband about her new lover and her making him a cuckold. I was still wanting to find out what happened to them, but maybe reading the book would sway Roy about me cuckolding him. I didn’t say anything about the book this time, I didn’t want to scare him away from reading it. 
As I struck a sexy pose with my hand on the doorframe and a sexy smile, I thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head. The look he gave me made me feel so happy, so sexy, so desired. I loved that feeling. 
“So, what do you think? Do you think I will turn a few heads tonight?” I said in a sultry tone.
Roy just sat there staring with his mouth open. It looked as if he was about to start drooling. In all the years we have been married, I had never seen that look from him. It just added to my giddiness and put a huge smile on my face. I quickly put my hands over my head like a ballerina and twirled around so he could see the whole dress. As I did so, I felt the dress lift up and I felt the cool air on my ass since I was wearing thongs. I knew I had just flashed it to him. It felt so naughty and thrilling to me. Then another very naughty thought popped into my head. What if I just wore it without panties? That thought made me feel a little slutty, but the mood I was in now, it felt right. Maybe next time I will try it.
Roy was still staring with his eyes bulged and mouth open. He seemed speechless. 
“What’s the matter? You don’t like it?” I teased. From the way he was looking at me, I knew damn well he loved it.
He shook his head like he was clearing a dizzy spell and closed his mouth. “No…I love it. I have never seen you sexier and more beautiful.”
I blushed at that, and it made me feel good. I walked over to him swaying my hips in a sexy way and I surprised him when I sat on his lap. I had a sly grin at his surprised reaction. I felt like this was a good time to try and make him feel good. Maybe that would reinforce that I was not going to leave him.
“So, what do you think it’s going to feel like to make all the guys jealous tonight?” I joked.
He smiled brightly at me, both with his mouth and his eyes. I hadn’t seen him look so happy in a long time and especially in the last few days.  
“I don’t know. It will probably feel good. I know I will have the prettiest woman in the place.” 
“You think so?” I asked and felt flattered. 
“I do. You look so good tonight. Where have you been hiding this?” He said as he stroked the dress.
“I bought it last night. Don’t ask how much it cost.” I giggled.
“Right now, I don’t care. I guess this is what was in the bag Dawn dropped off this morning.”
“It was. We had fun shopping. Mark was right, Dawn wanted to buy half the store while we were there. I was good though…I only bought this.” I grinned.
“And a great purchase, it was.” he smiled. He shifted up to kiss me and I felt something hard under me. I realized I had given him a hard on. It made me feel good that I could get his little dick hard. Then I realized what I had thought. I had never thought of him as little before. Of course, next to Jim, his dick did look like a toy. Thinking of Jim’s big cock only made me excited. God, I wanted him again. Then I noticed that Roy was starting to get a little more excited trying to kiss me like he was trying to seduce me. I pulled back with a wicked grin on my face.
“Honey, if you don’t stop that, we won't make dinner. Shouldn’t we be going?”
I could see the disappointment in his eyes, but it faded quickly. 
“You’re right. Let’s go.” he said as he helped me off his lap. He took my hand and we headed to our anniversary dinner.




Chapter 11
It made me feel strange, but so very good as we walked through the casino to the restaurant area, that so many of the guys, and some girls, turned to watch me walk by. It almost felt like being a star. 
We got to the restaurant, and I noticed two familiar faces out front talking to someone unfamiliar. Mark and Dawn were talking to an older man with silver hair and a nice suite when Mark noticed me. His jaw dropped and then he whistled a cat call. Dawn looked over and she got a huge smile on her face seeing me.
“Oh my God girl! You look fabulous. I told you that dress would work great for you!” she said as she almost bounced over to hug me.
“Thanks. I love it too. Roy here seemed to like it a lot.” I teased as I looked at him while he walked away to greet the guys. I leaned into Dawn’s ear and whispered. “It gave him a hard on.” I giggled. 
Her smile turned sly. “I bet it did. If I thought you were into girls, I would be hitting on you myself.” she whispered back and giggled. I grinned back at her. She was still a beautiful woman. I hadn’t been with a girl in years, not since college, but it wouldn’t have taken much for her to get me into bed with her…especially now that I knew their secrets. The thought crossed my mind that maybe it would be fun to torment Mark as he watched his wife with another woman instead of a man and not be able to do anything about it. Then it hit me. She had said she used Kim to torment Mark. I bet they had already done that to him. I couldn’t help but smile at that.
“Now, now…you two girls stop with the secret girl talk.” Mark joked. We both giggled at that as we returned to the rest of the group. 
The older man was all smiles as he looked me over. I could tell he was enjoying what he was seeing. Mark looked back at him then us before he cleared his throat. “I’m sorry, where are my manners? Jack, this is Roy and Tina Rawl….Roy, Tina, this Jack Ross. He is Jim’s publisher and a frequent player in our games. He just got in this morning and wasn’t able to attend last night.” he said with a little twinkle in his eye. 
I knew what he was alluding to…the bet. I’m sure that was going to go down in the history of their game as one of the wildest bets ever made. I was pretty sure that Jack had already heard about the bet since his eyes lit up big time when Mark said our names. Roy and Jack shook hands and he gently shook mine with a sly smile. 
“We are waiting on Jim. He should be here anytime now. We are supposed to have dinner and talk about his new book he is working on.” Mark said jovially. 
I saw Roy wince slightly at Jim’s name. I had a different reaction. I felt my heart skip a beat and I felt myself getting wet between my legs. It was like Pavlov’s dogs. Instead of a bell making me salivate thinking of food, just the mention of Jim was now making me think of that huge black cock and that made me salivate also…just not at the mouth. 
I could see Roy was just a little uncomfortable, but he smiled through it. “Well, it was nice to run into you guys. We better hurry in though. We are late for our reservation. Thanks again Mark for getting us in.” he said sincerely. 
“It was no problem. You guys enjoy your dinner.” he smiled and shook Roy’s hand again. Roy turned to say goodbye to Jack, and I looked over at Dawn. She had that evil grin on her face. I knew what she wanted. I got the same smile on my face as I quickly walked up to Mark and went to hug him. 
“Thank you so much for getting us in.” I said. As I hugged him, I let my right-hand slip down and grabbed his crotch. I felt something hard as steel down there. It gave me a thrill to know what it was. Thinking about Jim had made me wet but feeling a man in a chastity cage for the first time excited me so much. I knew I wanted to see what it looked like…and it made me wonder what Roy would look like in one. His eyes lit up in horror as I squeezed hard and then whispered in his ear. “Thank you…cucky.” I couldn’t help but giggle. He stood there speechless and in shock. 
I quickly turned to Dawn and hugged her. She whispered in my ear “Oh, honey that was perfect. Thank you!” she giggled.
Mark watched me in shock as Roy took my hand and led me into the restaurant as I waved and said goodbye to Jack. I couldn’t help but look back and smile slyly and giggle at Mark one last time before we went in. Dawn had come to his side and took his arm with that big grin on her face. She whispered something in his ear and his jaw dropped.
Karen was standing at the hostess stand when we approached. She saw me and I saw a look of disgust for just an instant before a fake smile crossed her lips. At least now I knew why she looked at me that way. The smile faded as she saw Roy on my arm and turned to a look of confusion then back to the fake smile.
Roy strode up to the podium with me in tow. He looked like he was in heaven knowing we had a reservation this time.
“Hello…Roy Rawl, we have a reservation for two.” he announced proudly. 
“Of course, Mr. Rawl.” she said as she checked her schedule. Then she looked back up and directly at me. “I assume this is your wife?” she said quizzically.
“Yes, this is my wife, Tina.” he said proudly. “It’s our anniversary.”
“Oh, is it now?” she said with a hint of giddiness before her smile turned evil. “It’s nice to see you again…Mrs. Rawl. I hope you enjoyed your last meal with us with Mr. Rouse.” she said a little snidely. 
Roy was still holding my hand and I felt his grip tighten a little as she said that and then his shoulders hunched a little. She was such a bitch. I wasn’t going to tell Roy that this wasn’t my first time here, but she had to make a big deal about it. I wanted to let him think it was him that got me into this fabulous restaurant first. I guess it was her way of trying to get back at me and cause some problems. 
This was only the second time I had met this woman, and she already felt like my mortal enemy. I couldn’t help myself. I was so pissed at her for telling Roy. “Yes Karen. The meal was very good the last time I was here with Jim.” I smiled back then leaned in closer. “But the meal I had of
him,
both times, last night and this morning…was way, way better.” I whispered with my own evil smile.
Karen’s mouth dropped. I knew I had hit her below the belt, but it felt so damn good putting her back into her place. For a fleeting second, I wondered if she was the reason asshole people were called Karens even though I know that it was a different Karen that started it. She quickly gathered herself and somberly told us to follow her. She led us through the restaurant to the back, close to the table Jim and I had sat at the other night. She put the menus on the table and told us our server would be out soon. She quickly turned and left without another word and with a sour expression on her face.
Roy surprised me by pulling out my chair and seating me. When he sat down, I noticed he had a sad expression again. I had started to calm down, but when I saw him, I got pissed at Karen again and felt sad for Roy. 
“I’m sorry honey. I didn’t tell you Jim took me here. I…I didn’t want to spoil it for you that you were the one that finally got us in here.” I said sadly.
“No…it’s ok. I should have realized he would have taken you here.” he said somberly. He paused for a second. “So, what’s up with you and Karen? Why was she acting like that to you?”
“She is after Jim. Dawn says she has been trying to get him to take her out for a long time. I guess she is just jealous of me. She is still a bitch though. She didn’t have to tell you about our dinner here the other night. I know she was just trying to start some shit.” I said with an angry tone.
“I guess that’s why you rubbed it in that you fucked Jim last night then.” he said sadly looking down at the table.
“Honey, I’m so sorry. I was just so pissed at her for telling you, and her attitude towards me, I couldn’t help it. I just needed to put her in her place. Please forgive me.” I pleaded in an apologetic tone.
“No, it’s…it’s ok. I understand. It’s not like I didn’t know about it.” he said sadly, picking up his menu.
The waiter showed up before I could say anything back to Roy. I still felt bad for saying what I did. Karen deserved it, but it was also like rubbing it into Roy’s face too. It wasn’t going to go well with my plan to assure him I wasn’t leaving him, to cuckold him and keep Jim in my life too. I’m sure it just made him feel those negative emotions all over again.
Roy again surprised me by ordering a bottle of champagne for us. He said this was a celebration, right?  It was, but the way the dinner had started off, it wasn’t too festive. 
As the waiter left, my heart skipped a beat again. Karen walked past Roy’s back and stared at me like she wanted to strangle me, followed by Mark, Dawn, Jack, and finally Jim. The moment Jim saw me, I swear he lost his step. We locked eyes and I could see the passion in his. He walked past Roy following the group and stared at me all the way. I couldn’t help but stare back and notice how good he looked. He was wearing a button-down gray shirt and black slacks. He looked so fit and trim. Pavlov’s dog syndrome took over and I got wet again instantly thinking about what was under that shirt and of course the slacks. It was just my luck that Karen had seated them two tables down and just across from us. Jim sat beside Dawn and was facing me, and I was facing him. 
“Earth to Tina.” I heard Roy call out.
“What?...I’m sorry, did you say something.” I said embarrassed.
“I said, what else would you like to do tonight?” he said, slightly annoyed.  
“Oh…I don’t know.” I said, trying to sneak another look at Jim.
Roy furrowed his brows in confusion. He turned and looked in the direction I was staring at. It looked like the wind was let out of his sails as he slumped his head down. He turned back around and put his head in his hands as he stared down at the table and sighed.
I knew I was fucking things up staring at Jim, but I couldn’t help it. Here I was, at a fancy dinner, with my husband, on our anniversary, and all I could do was stare at my new lover two tables away. I felt like such a heel. 
“I’m sorry…” I tried to tell Roy, but he held a hand up for me to stop.
He looked back up at me again sadly.
“Tina, I think it’s time we talk about the elephant…or the elephant sized cock in the room. God knows that’s what he must have to make you scream so much.” he said sarcastically.
I wanted to tell him that it wasn’t as big as an elephant's cock, but it wasn’t far off as a joke to lighten things, but I thought better of it. I just bowed my head down. This isn’t really where I wanted to have this conversation. Of course, the bar wasn’t where I wanted the other one…so, I guess it must just be fate.
“Roy…I really am sorry. I can’t help it.” I whispered out.
“I know.” he said sadly. “You love him. You still want him.” His voice had such a hollow tone to it.
I felt a tear forming in my eye as I looked back up at Roy. He had a blank look on his face again. I didn’t know what to say to him. I had already told him I loved Jim. I had to stick to my plan. I needed him to realize I didn’t want to leave him…but at the same time, I needed him to understand about Jim too.
“Roy…I don’t want to leave you…but I also have feelings for Jim. This has been so hard on me. I have been so torn and confused the last few days.” I said as I looked back at Jim. He was staring at me with a very worried look. He was sitting in his chair like a cat about to pounce. I figured he knew we were not having a good time right now and he was probably getting ready to jump up and save me if needed. I slowly shook my head no and he seemed to relax a little but still watched with that worried look.
“What is it you want Tina? You say you don’t want to leave me…but you act like you can’t live without him. Do you want to have us both or something? To have a boyfriend on the side while married to me? Is that your fantasy?” he said in a voice of desperation. He was looking at me impatiently, waiting for an answer he was sure he already knew.
“Roy don’t ask me about my fantasy unless you really want the truth. What I will say will probably shock you.” I whispered out. If he only knew the fantasy I had for him, he would probably run for the door, and I would never hear from him again. “But to partially answer your question, yes, I want you both…but that is not exactly what my fantasy is.”
He looked at me really confused. God, I can’t believe I am doing this here. Somehow, I thought the moment I sprung things on him would be so different. I had imagined being back home and doing it after or during sex like Dawn. Something like that would be easier for him to accept. But during our anniversary dinner? I wasn’t really prepared for that. I hadn’t really rehearsed what I wanted to say and find a way to break it to him easily. 
“Tina, what is so bad you don’t want to tell me?” he said, visibly bracing himself for the terrible news.
“Roy…can we talk about this later? Please? The last thing I need right now is to tell you what I want in my fantasy…and you decide you don’t want it and want to leave me and you storm out or make a scene in front of a crowded restaurant.” I said on the verge of tears as I hung my head down again.
“Tina, look at me.” he said with a little force and loads of desperation in his voice, forcing me to look up at him. “I am not leaving you. I am not going to cause a scene or storm out. My God, I am so afraid you will leave me I am shaking. I’m not going anywhere, I promise you. I don’t care what you say unless you’re telling me you’re leaving me.” 
“I promise I don’t want to leave you, Roy.”
“Then what is it? Just tell me.” he said desperately.
“I…I want you to be my…” I stuttered. My heart was racing, and I felt so much fear of the word that less than thirty minutes ago brought me so much pleasure and fantasy. This was so much fucking harder than I thought it would be. I want it so bad, but I didn’t want to hurt him, even though I know it will. 
“Your what?” he said, ever more impatient.
“I want you to be my…cuckold.” I couldn’t believe I actually said it. My heart was pounding so hard, I could feel it in my ears like a constant drum. My whole body was tense as I waited for his reaction. 
Roy’s mouth dropped in shock. He just stared at me, and I wasn’t sure if he was going to keep his promise of not getting up and walking out of my life or causing a scene. Instead, he just sat there, not saying a word, looking at me with a look of disbelief. 
If I hadn’t been so scared at what was about to happen, it may have been funny. Our waiter happily walked up holding an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne and two glasses.  “A bottle of champagne for the happy…couple.” our waiter stuttered out at the end as he looked back and forth between me and Roy. I could see out of the corner of my eye that he instantly looked uncomfortable. Neither of us looked directly at him and we both were staring at each other and neither of us looked happy. “Should…should I bring this back later?”
Roy closed his mouth and leaned back. Without looking at him and still staring at me he groaned out.
“No…leave it. I’m going to need it. And bring me a bottle of Jack Daniels…I think I'm going to need that too.” 
Well, at least he was talking again I thought.
“Yes sir.” he quickly replied and poured us each a glass of champagne.
Roy finally broke eye contact with me and looked at the waiter. “In fact, just send the bottle of Jack to my suite…and charge the rest there too. Suite 27064.” he said as he pulled out his ID. The Waiter took the ID and wrote down everything and gave it back.
“I will have it sent up shortly sir. Are you ready to order?” 
“No…you're already delivering my dinner to the suite…but get her whatever she wants.” Roy said as he looked back at me with a stone face.
“I’m not hungry now either.” I said sadly looking back down at the table. My stomach was in knots. I probably wouldn’t be able to hold down anything right now. I grabbed the champagne glass in front of me and took a big sip. Fuck I needed a cigarette right now too. My nerves were shot, and I was shaking. I had finally placed my bet…and now I waited to see if I lost or not. One thing was for sure, this is not how I saw our anniversary dinner going.
“Very well, do you require anything else sir, or should I just bring the check to sign?”
“The check will be fine.” Roy replied as he took his glass of champagne and took a big gulp.
The waiter scurried away leaving us alone again. We sat there quietly for a few minutes. I guess neither of us knew what to say at first. I quickly glanced at Jim’s table and saw both he and Dawn were watching me with worried looks. 
“Where did this…fantasy…come from?” Roy said as he took another gulp from his glass.
I didn’t want to rat out Dawn and Mark. She had said it was something that they kept secret.
“I umm…I know a couple that…well she cuckolds him and it…I guess it just took over my mind and I wanted it too.” I confessed.
“You know a couple that does that?” he said in a confused tone. It was like a lightbulb went off in his head and his expression changed. He actually chuckled and I got nervous. “You're talking about Mark and Dawn aren’t you.” 
It was my turn to be surprised. “How did you know? She said they kept it a secret.”
He gave another small chuckle. “Secret? Are you kidding me? Everyone knows about it, they just don’t talk about it to them. Hell, someone told me about it five minutes after I met him. They said Dawn had his little dick locked…” Roy stopped mid-sentence and a look of horror crossed his face. I knew what he was about to say. I think he also began to realize what I might have planned for him too. I bowed my head again.
“Wait a minute…you aren’t thinking of…” he again stopped.
I looked back at him sheepishly. I did want that too…but I was so afraid that he would lock up again and stop talking. I figured that we would work into things slowly, so I wasn’t planning on putting that idea out there just yet. Maybe I could ease his fear a bit.
“Well…not all the time. Just a little bit at first. Just when you…you watch.”
“Watch?” He looked confused at first. Then I saw the lightbulb go off in his head again. The next thing puzzled me. He looked like he was embarrassed. He downed the last of his glass and poured another and filled it all the way up and took another big gulp.  
“I guess Jim is thrilled about this…fantasy of yours.” he said a little sarcastically.
“I umm…I haven’t said anything to him about it…so I don’t know.”
“You don’t know? Huh…I have a feeling he won’t have a problem with it. Hell, I thought that was where you got the idea in the first place.”
“Why would you think that?”
He looked at me with a puzzled face. “You haven’t finished the book, have you?” 
“No. I was going to but, it uhh…it disappeared.” I couldn’t help but smile at that. 
He chuckled a little. “Well maybe you should finish it then. I’m sure a copy will pop up somewhere. I’m sure it will fit right in with your fantasy.” 
A question popped into my mind, and since we seemed to be communicating right now, maybe he would actually answer it.
“So, why did you start reading his book anyway?”
His face got serious again and the stone look began to creep back.
“First rule of war…know your enemy.” he said flatly.
That was not what I was expecting to hear. I didn’t want him to think of Jim as the enemy. “Why would you think he is the enemy?”
“He was trying to take you from me. You told me I needed to fight for you. That made him the enemy. I found out last night I had to learn who he was. I figured if I read his book, it might give me a better understanding of him. I underestimated him once; I wasn’t going to do it again.” 
“What do you mean?”
He looked back at me with a sad face. “Well, whether you believe it or not, when I bet you last night…I was actually fighting for you and did it out of love.” 
It was hard to hold my surprise inside at that. I opened my mouth to protest it but he held up his hand again to stop me. 
“Before you go off on me about that, let me explain what I was thinking. I didn’t know at the time he was the one that took you on a date, but I didn’t want anyone to make me look less worthy in your eyes. I did have a really good hand and I figured he was bluffing. I thought he was trying to use you to trick me into folding, losing everything, and that would make me look silly in front of you. I had no idea at the time he had other interests with you. I felt like that If he did that to me, used you to trick me, you would think I was weak and I couldn’t allow that. We had such a great day yesterday and I felt like I was winning you back and I was invincible. I couldn’t afford for you to see me as weak. At first, I wasn’t going to take the chance on betting you and started to throw in my cards several times. I figured I couldn’t lose with the hand I had, and I was sure he was bluffing. If I beat him…and you saw that…you would think I was your hero…your champion. It was ass backwards and stupid…I can see that now…but I was blinded because I loved you so much and I was trying so hard to win your love back. I just wanted to prove myself to you so badly, I didn’t think about all the consequences. I thought if I beat him…it would impress you and make you want to stay with me. I’m sorry I did what I did. It didn’t register with me that he was the one who took you out on the date…when I did, I understood how It backfired much worse than I imagined…I love you so much, and I was so afraid of losing you, that I risked everything stupidly thinking I was invincible and couldn’t lose. Instead, I was tricked into giving you to the very person I was so very afraid of losing you to. I underestimated him, and I won’t do it again.”
I was so sad hearing this, I had it all wrong. I thought it was his gambling problem that caused him to take the bet. Sometimes things are so much more than they seem. 
“Why didn’t you tell me this before?” 
“Would it have mattered? You seemed so pissed at me at the time, and honestly, now that I know what is going on, It makes sense…you wanted to go with him. If you didn’t, you would have refused the bet before it went that far. But you didn’t say a word. I thought it was strange at the time that you didn’t. I thought at first it was because you had trust in me that I could win. When you told me it was Jim that you went out on a date with…I knew why you didn’t say a word. Then the next morning you told me you fell in love with him…that just confirmed it. It was what you wanted to happen…him to win…you wanted to go with him.”
I felt shame and guilt again. He was right. I had secretly wished Roy would lose. I could have spoken up and stopped it. I could have even left Jim and went to talk to Roy when Jim offered. I didn’t though. I went through with it under the illusion I was going to teach Roy a lesson, but deep down I knew it really wasn’t that. I just wanted to be with Jim that night and that’s what I did. I guess we all three played a part in it. Jim for betting me in the first place, Roy for not folding and risking me…and me, I could have stopped it, but I didn’t want to. I guess all three of us are as guilty as the other for it happening. But what is done is done. Things have changed for me and they will never go back to the way they were. 
As I sat there contemplating everything that had happened, the waiter returned, and Roy left him a big tip for his trouble with us tonight. We sat there quietly for another minute or so before Roy spoke up again. 
“I am going back to the suite. My dinner is being delivered there soon. You have a choice…I know it’s our anniversary…but I also know you want to be with Jim tonight. If you would like to finish our anniversary together with me, you know where to find me. If not…well, I guess I will hear you later on tonight and I will see you in the morning. Don’t forget our flight leaves at one. I really hope you will be on it with me.” 
I stared at him in shock. Did he really just say that and give me that choice? He stood up and walked around the table and leaned in and kissed my cheek. He gave me a weak smile, but his eyes looked full of fear.
“If you don’t come back tonight…just remember, I do love you and I am still fighting for you. I don’t want to lose you.” Before I could say anything, he walked away and I was left sitting there alone and stunned. I whispered out to him as he disappeared around the corner “I love you too.”




Chapter 12


After Roy left, I sat there not knowing what to do. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. Jim was standing up and was looking straight at me. But Dawn put a hand on his arm and said something to him and he sat back down. Instead, Dawn got up and walked over to me. She had a compassionate but concerned look on her face and she sat down and put her hand on my arm.
“Are you ok sweetie?” she said softly.
“I…I don’t know.” I whispered out. I wanted to cry so much. I felt like I had messed up again telling Roy what I really wanted. And the choice he gave me…what was I supposed to do?
“What happened? From over there it looked like you two were having an argument.”
“I guess we were…sort of. I told him Dawn. I told him what I wanted. He…well, he didn’t say yes…but he didn’t say no either. He just…it was like he just shut down at first. After a bit he started talking again and started telling me things that…” I couldn’t go on. A tear ran down my cheek. 
“Come on honey, let's go to the powder room and get you fixed up.” she said as she took my hand and stood up. She led me to the women's room and when we went in, she went into a little janitor’s closet, got the out of order sign out, and put it on the door. She closed and locked it.
“There, that should give us a little privacy. So, what happened? Start from the beginning.” she said as she pulled out her cigarettes and stuck one out for me. 
I cautiously took it and looked around. “We aren’t supposed to smoke in here.” I said nervously.
“What are they going to do? Complain to the management?” she giggled. “Fuck em, this is my restaurant, and I will smoke where I damn well please.” she said as she took one out for herself and lit it. She lit mine and I took a long drag. I needed that so bad right now.
“Ok now, tell me. What went on?” she said impatiently.
I began fixing my makeup and I told her about how things started, how Karen told Roy about Jim bringing me here and her face turned into an angry scowl until I told her what I said back. She laughed hard at that. 
“Oh, that bitch deserved that. I wish I could have seen her face. I noticed she was in a bad mood when we came in.” 
I went on telling her how Roy reacted to it too. Her happy expression changed back to sadness. I gave her a quick recap of what was said until I got to the end. When I told her what happened when Roy left and the choice he gave me, she twisted her mouth again like she did when she was thinking. 
“Hmm…it sounds like he might be testing you. He wants to find out where your feelings actually lie.”
“You think so?”
“Possibly. Listen honey, I may be wrong, but I do know he is scared and confused right now. You just dropped a bombshell on him like no other he has ever had before. He is just as afraid of what’s going to happen as you are. You both love each other, but you have another love in your life now and that threatens him. Add the fact you told him you want to cuckold him and possibly lock up his dick…I’m sure that has him scared. He needs to know if you really love him or if you are just stringing him along. I think he is looking for a sign from you that you actually love him, and he needs that reassurance.”
I thought for a minute. All my emotions were so mixed right now. Was she right? I did love him and I didn’t want to leave him or him to leave me. 
“What should I do?” I pleaded.
“Honey, I can’t answer that for you. That is your decision. All I can say is follow your heart.”
That was easier said than done. My heart was so torn at the moment. Part of it wanted to be in Jim’s arms where I felt so safe and protected. All of my worries seemed to vanish when I was there, and I needed that now. He was the one that comforted me when all this first happened and Roy was ignoring me. He made me feel wanted and desired…and the sex, oh my God. The other part wanted to be with Roy and help him heal from what I had done to him. I am sure I hurt him with what I wanted. I wanted to reassure him that I did love him and didn’t want him to go. He had been the one that I married, the one I loved first. We had a life together and I didn’t want that to change…at least in the basic sense. I still needed him, but I needed him to accept Jim too.
It was a hard decision to make because of timing. I was still going home with Roy, but tonight was the last night I would be here and the only chance I would have with Jim since I don’t know when I would see him again. Maybe that’s why Roy gave me the choice. I don’t know. I am so confused. Roy told me he hoped to see me on the flight tomorrow. What did that mean? Was he not expecting me to be there? This was so much more fucking difficult than I had imagined.
Another question popped into my mind as well. I hadn’t talked to Jim about any of this yet, but Roy seemed to think he wouldn’t have a problem with any of it. Why? He said I needed to finish the book I was reading. Maybe there was something in there about what was going on.
“Dawn, have you read all of Jim’s books?” 
“Of course, honey. Why?” she said, confused.
“The one I was reading, Midnight Savior, what happens at the end of that one?”
Dawn had a sly smile on her face. “You haven’t finished it?”
“No. I told Roy I hadn’t talked to Jim about any of this, but he thinks he won’t have any issue with what I want. He told me to finish that book. Why did he say that?”
Dawn giggled. “Because in the end, she cuckolds her husband. She ends up moving in with her new lover and makes him move with her. He becomes more of a servant than a husband. You want to know a little secret?” she said in an amusing tone.
I nodded.
“The couple is loosely based on Mark and I. He changed things though, but the dynamic of the relationship is based on us. We are not as extreme as they are in the book. In the book the husband becomes more of a butler…or I guess you could say a slave more than anything. He takes care of both of them, and he sleeps on a cot at the end of the bed while his wife and her lover sleep in the bed. Mark and I don’t do that. He is an active participant in things, but he is no butler. He does do things for us though, like getting drinks or food…but that is only when my lovers are there and by his choice. Any other time we are like a regular married couple. He enjoys it I think. But he doesn’t sleep on a cot. When my lovers come over, he sleeps in the guest room…that is after he watches us. That was his choice too. I didn’t make him do that. In the book, she also cut him off from all forms sex with her. Mark knows he can have me anytime he wants, and I do let him out of his cage once in a while and make sure he is taken care of. It’s his choice again that I only give him hand jobs and maybe a blowjob on special occasions. Jim changed up a lot of things to make it more extreme for the readers.”
I began to worry more as she described the ending. No wonder Roy was so afraid of what I wanted. If he was using the book as an example, he was getting the extreme of things. That’s not exactly what I envisioned...even though I didn’t know exactly where this would take us. I wouldn’t do that to him though. I wouldn’t make him sleep on a cot or make him a butler or a slave. I wouldn’t cut him off from sex like that either. I would want more of what Mark and Dawn have…to some extent. Mark seems to really enjoy being a cuckold. He does more than I would want Roy to have to do…unless he wanted to. And what the husband has to endure in the book…maybe it wasn’t such a good idea for him to have read it. 
“Oh God. I wouldn’t want all that. I want Roy to accept Jim as another love in my life. I want him to know that when Jim is around, that I love him too and he has to share me. I do want him to watch us and have him locked up while Jim is there. That is just so sexy and a big turn on for me. But I want us to be more of a regular couple outside of that too when Jim isn’t around…just like you and Mark. I don’t think I want that extreme dynamic of the book. But I am not sure about everything yet. I mean it is new to me…and him.”
“Maybe you should tell him that. If he is using the book as an example, he may not understand. You guys need to talk and make up your own rules. There is no set way to do things. You do what makes you both feel good. He needs to understand that. But you have to consider something else, Jim. What he writes may not be what he wants. A lot of things in his books are there for the readers, not him. I think you should talk to him too. Actually, it would probably be better if all three of you talked.”
“All three of us?” 
“Honey, you want to have them both right?” she said in a motherly tone.
“Yes. I want them both.”
“If that is ever going to happen, you all three have to be happy for this to work. All three of you need to sit down and discuss things. Mark and I have an understanding about what we do. He is happy with it and so am I. If all three of you aren’t happy, it will never work.” 
“I can see that. Maybe all three of us should talk.” What Dawn was saying made sense. I was beginning to think about all I had said to Roy. I was asking a lot of him. Mainly it was all to make me happy. Even though it could be a test, it could also have been his way of letting me have Jim too. When he gave me the choice, it didn’t seem like if I didn’t come back to the suite tonight that he was leaving me. Maybe he meant that he was putting trust in me that I loved him enough not to leave him. Maybe that was what the airport comment was about. And what about Jim? Does he even want to do this? I love them both and I do want them to be happy also. My confession to Roy was all about me and not either of them. All three of us sitting down to discuss this was sounding like the only thing that would be the solution.
I knew what I had to do.
“Dawn, thank you. I know what I have to do. You have been a big help. I could just kiss you right now.” I said as I hugged her.
“Oh sweetie, It was my pleasure. But, as sexy as you look tonight, if you do that, I may have to ravish you right here in the dirty bathroom.” she giggled. 
We were still embraced, and I saw a hint of lust in her eyes. I did want to kiss her, but I also knew I had other things to do.  
“We’ll have to do that some other time.” I teased her with a sly smile.
“You’re such a fucking tease.” she giggled. “Now go talk to your husband and your boyfriend.”
I couldn’t resist. I kissed her. Not a passionate love making kiss, but a quick peck on the lips. She smiled a huge smile. I let go of her and started back to the suite, and I heard her call out “Tease!” as I left. I needed to talk to Jim first. It wasn’t fair to him for me just to assume he would be ok with things. It was also not fair not to let him know what was going on.
As I approached the table, he stood up and rushed towards me. Mark and Jack looked at him surprised then turned to see me. They didn’t say anything and resumed their conversation.
“Tina, are you ok?” he said as he hugged me tightly. It felt so good to be back in his arms, so safe and warm. I looked up and kissed him. His lips were so inviting. I stared into his eyes and I saw the fire and passion in them. 
“I’m ok, but we need to talk.” I said nervously.
“Ok, sit down here.” he pointed to an empty table. He pulled out two chairs to face each other. To be honest, I didn’t want to leave his embrace, but I needed to know so many things and this was the first step. We sat down facing each other, our knees touching, and he was still holding my hand.
“So, tell me what’s going on. Why did Roy just leave you sitting there like that?” he asked with a concerned look.
“I uhh…I told him what I wanted. I told him that I loved you also and I wanted you both, but I told him I wanted him to be my cuckold. I have this…fantasy…one that I want to make a reality.”
His look changed to a sad look. “I see. So, he didn’t take it well.”
“That’s just the thing, I don’t know. But there is something I have to know from you.” 
“What’s that?” he said, raising his brow.
“Is that something you would do…in real life? Could you share me with Roy? You told me before if things didn’t work out with him that you would always be there for me. What if he was still there? I know you have written about things like this in your books. Is it something you would be willing to do…for real?” 
He gave a small smile. “So, you want to cuckold him with me. Are you thinking about doing it like what was in the book you were reading?” he chuckled.
“Well not exactly like that, maybe less extreme than that. Dawn suggested that we all three talk about what we were willing to do and what would make all three of us happy. That’s why I wanted to ask you. I didn’t want to assume you would just because you wrote a book that had it in it.”
His smile got a little brighter and he chuckled. “To tell the truth, I have thought about it. Dawn has been after me for a long time to fuck her while Mark watched. Honestly, I would have, but I have been so busy with my books and our schedules never lined up. With them, I knew Mark enjoyed it as well. But, if Roy was willing, I would be too. I felt bad for him when you left this morning. It wasn’t his choice that you were there, and I am sure he didn’t enjoy it like Mark would. But I don’t regret what happened.”
I couldn’t help but smile. The first piece of this complicated puzzle was coming together. Jim was willing, but I really didn’t know about Roy. I was getting mixed signals from him. I really needed to find out from him what he was thinking, and we needed to make our own rules, not go off what he read in a book.
“Would you be willing to talk with…both of us?” 
“Of course. If there is a chance to be with you, you know I would.”  He smiled as he squeezed my hand.
I couldn’t help but smile. I wanted him so bad right now, but I knew my task wasn’t over. This was going to be so hard. With the mixed signals Roy had given me, I didn’t know what he was thinking, and I hope I wasn’t getting my hopes up that I could have my fantasy. What would I do if Roy wasn’t willing? I was so turned on thinking of Jim and I fucking again with the real possibility of Roy being there that I couldn’t help but get excited. If Roy wasn’t willing, I don’t know what I would do.
“I need to go talk to him. He probably won’t be expecting me…or the talk we are getting ready to have. He actually gave me a choice tonight. He told me that if I wanted to finish our anniversary together, he would be in our suite. If not, he said he would see me in the morning. He reminded me of our flight time and hoped he would see me on it. I am pretty sure he thinks I am not coming back tonight and I’m going to be with you.”
“Honestly, I know you need to be with him tonight. It may be your last night here, but we will have other times…that I promise. If things work out with Roy, let me know and we can talk. If they don’t, I’m sure you will let me know anyway. I don’t know him that well yet, but he seemed like a decent guy last night…even after he lost the bet. I think you two will be able to work it out. I just want you happy no matter what happens.” 
“I love you, Jim.” I said just before I wrapped my arms around him and hugged him.
“I love you too. Now, go talk to Roy. Just remember, if you need me, you know where to find me.” he said sincerely. He stood up and stood me up. I hugged him again almost like I was drawing strength from him for the talk to come. I again didn’t want to leave the comfort of his arms, But I knew I had to. After holding him for a brief period, I let go and got one last kiss from him before I left. When I turned to go, Karen was leaning on the wall in the front watching us with a big scowl on her face. As I walked past, she watched me like a hawk and if I hadn’t been so preoccupied with my talk with Roy, I would have taken another dig at her. Instead, I just smiled brightly as I walked by. I could have sworn I heard her say “Slut.” as I walked by. I just smiled bigger. 




Chapter 13


I paused in front of our suite door. Roy probably wasn’t expecting me back and I am sure his “dinner” had already arrived. I took a deep breath and opened the door and walked in. Roy was sitting in his usual spot on the couch with his bottle on the table beside him and a glass in hand. His eyes lit up for a second when he saw me but went back to his stone face quickly after.
“Hi Honey, how’s dinner?” I joked.
“About the same as it always is…wet, strong, and soothing.” he said as he took another drink.
I walked over and sat down next to him. “You mind sharing?” 
He picked up a glass and poured another shot and handed it to me. I downed it quickly and felt it burn on the way down. I don’t usually drink whiskey, but right now I needed it.
“So, is this a pit stop to freshen up before your night out with your boyfriend?” he asked solemnly. 
“No, I came to spend the rest of my anniversary night with my husband.” 
He looked at me a little surprised and a little confused. “You do know this is the last night we are supposed to be here…unless you don’t plan on going home.” 
“I know. And yes, I’m still going home with you tomorrow.”
“Then, why are you here? I thought you would be blissfully enjoying one last night with your boyfriend since you won’t see him for a while…at least I guess you won’t.” he said, pouring us both another drink.
“Because I love you, Roy. It’s OUR anniversary. It should be a special time for us.” I felt a little hypocritical saying that. I had just been in a restaurant that we had been trying to get into for years with my husband, and all I could do was stare at my new love across the room. I paused for a second. “I do want to apologize for what I did at dinner, staring at Jim like I did. That was wrong of me. It was supposed to be our time. I’m sorry.” I said sadly.
I expected him to say something about my apology, but all he did was take another drink and stayed quiet. I wanted him to open up to me. Tell me how he felt. All he had done so far tonight was give me cryptic messages and avert the subject. He did open up a little at dinner, but he had shut back down again. I guess the only thing left to do was just come right out and ask and hope he would tell me so we could communicate on it. 
“Roy, what are you thinking? What are you feeling right now? I need to know.” I pleaded.
He stopped mid drink with a look on his face like I had just slapped him. He finished the drink then sat the glass on the table. He turned back to me with his stone expression.
“You don’t want to know what I am feeling right now…what I’m thinking.” he said deadpan. 
“I do Roy. I know you're hurting; I can see it and I know I am the cause of it. I want us to be open about things. That’s the only way we can work this out.” I pleaded again. I don’t think he understood that I did love him still and seeing him hurting, hurt me as well. Especially since I was the one that caused the hurt.
“What’s to work out? You already told me how things are going to be. You’re going to lock my dick up while you fuck your new boyfriend. I have to watch and be happy. I think it’s pretty much worked out.” he spat out.
In my mind, that scene was so erotic. The way he just described it sounded more like torture. Was this how he viewed it? I could see why. Maybe I was asking too much of him. I dropped my head in shame. 
“It doesn’t have to be that way, Roy. If you don’t want to watch or be locked up, or even be there…we don’t have to do that.” I said sadly.
“Isn’t that your fantasy? Your husband to be a cuckold slave to your desires? Serving you, licking your boots, making sure things are ready for your black lover to fuck you? Isn’t that what you want?” he said with an angry tone.
I felt a tear run down my cheek. That wasn’t what I wanted. I knew for sure that Jim’s book was influencing his ideas of what a cuckold was. 
“No Roy. That’s not what I want at all.” I said on the verge of tears.
He cocked his head in confusion. “Then what do you want?”
I took a deep breath. “Roy, forget what you read in that book. That is the extreme of things. I love you, but I also love Jim. That fantasy I had was just something that was erotic to me and turned me on so much. You asked me what my fantasy was. What I would take in reality is different. I want you to understand that. I love Jim too, and that when he is around, I am his. Any other time, I am yours…like a normal couple. I want you to share me that way. That’s all. If you don’t want to be there when we have sex, fine. If you don’t want to be locked up, that’s fine too. But for me to be truly happy, I need both of you in my life. How we do it is up to us…not some book you read. I am willing to compromise.”  
I could see his face soften a little as I spoke. But he still sat there quietly, stone faced after I finished. I felt so bad for him. The ideas he got from the book must have really hurt him. Then something else hit me really hard. My old friend guilt. Watching him here hurting like he was, and being my fault, tore my heart in two.
“I guess you hate me now. Making you share me with another man. Telling you my fantasy about your dick being locked while watching me fuck someone else. Torturing you by hearing me have sex with someone else through the wall.” I said sadly, dropping my head again. I felt like an ass. I guess all of this was my fault. If I had stayed true to Roy, this wouldn’t be happening. I had been so true to being his wife before we came here. I wouldn’t ever do something like that and cheat on him. In the end, I did.
“No…I don’t hate you. I love you, Tina. I guess we all have our fantasies. I know you didn’t mean for me to hear you last night…it just happened. But…I have a confession to make too.” he said slowly and sadly. “I…when I heard you through the walls…I don’t know why…but it…it was a big turn on for me.” he grudgingly admitted as his head dropped down in a shameful gesture.
Mine shot up in surprise. I had thought he went through torture hearing me, not arousal. Dawn’s words about most men having fantasies about their wives with other men started running through my mind. Was she right again? Did Roy have that fantasy? She said if he didn’t have it before, he probably had it now. Somewhere in me, a spark of hope lit up.
“What are you talking about, Roy?” 
He went to reach for the bottle again and I softly took his arm and stopped him. He turned to me looking embarrassed. 
“Talk to me Roy. It’s ok. Is that your fantasy? Me being with another man and you listening to it…or more?”
He didn’t say anything. He just looked at me like he wanted to say something but was too afraid or embarrassed to say it.
“You can tell me honey. After the fantasy I told you about, you can tell me anything. I wouldn’t judge you for it or feel like you were weak for it.” I pleaded.
He sat back on the couch and laid his head back. He took a deep breath and exhaled hard. I could see this was hard for him. I put my hand on his and squeezed to give him some strength to continue.
“I don’t know what to tell you or where to start.” 
“Just start where you need to. Tell me what you felt.” I said encouragingly. 
“At first, I was annoyed. I didn’t know it was you at first. I just thought it was some couple in the next suite fucking. It reminded me that you were out, probably doing the same thing. But when I realized it was you…something in my head clicked. It went from annoying to…I don’t know…awe, disbelief, sexy, erotic. It’s hard to describe. I had never in all our years together heard you cry out like that. It sounded like you were in some sexual bliss…somewhere I had never taken you. That made me so sad for myself, but for some reason, happy for you. It’s hard to describe what I was feeling.” he said in a way that made me think he was re-living it in his head.
“You're doing fine honey.” I said as I squeezed his hand again. “Is that something you enjoyed?”
“Yes…and no. It was like I was all mixed up inside. I felt like I was so…inferior to him...but I was so happy he was able to make you cry out and be so…fulfilled, I guess. It was so confusing. I wanted to stop listening, but I couldn't. I loved hearing you like that…but all I could think of was that I hadn’t ever done that for you and probably never could. Then I began imagining what he must be doing to you to make you cry out and moan like you were. Seeing you and him in my head…I…” he stopped like he couldn’t finish.
“Go on honey. It’s ok. You can say it.” I encouraged him again as I cuddled up to him and rubbed his arm.
“I got a hard on thinking about it. I couldn’t help it. I jerked off to my wife being fucked by another man. After I came, I felt so…guilty and ashamed. Then I heard you scream out that you loved him. I felt my heart break into pieces. I sat here contemplating what would happen now that you had been taken to this place, I couldn’t take you…and that you loved the man that did. I wondered if I even had a chance to keep you because I was sure you were going to leave me. Later, when I heard you again, I couldn’t stop myself and I jerked off again listening to you. I did the same thing when I woke up to your cries of passion this morning even though I knew in my mind that you were going to leave me. I was so sad and heartbroken but turned on at the same time. Then when you walked in, and I saw what you looked like after hearing you getting fucked…I got another hard on. I tried to cover it and bent over so you wouldn’t see it. I was so ashamed of myself, and I knew you were about to tell me goodbye, but you looked so sexy…and what I had heard earlier…I was just so turned on looking at you.”
We sat there for a minute, me still rubbing his arm and cuddled to him. I couldn’t help getting aroused myself at his story of listening to me and Jim having sex and him jerking off to it. That was so erotic to me. I guess I had been right about him being tortured hearing it, but not by what I thought. He was tortured thinking I was going to leave him, not that I was having sex with Jim. 
“Roy, is that something you would like again? To hear me and Jim have sex? Would you want more…maybe to actually be there and see it?” I ask cautiously.
“Maybe…, I don’t know. I actually was expecting to hear it tonight to be honest. I was more prepared for it tonight than I was last night. I am just not sure about your fantasy of being locked up yet and I was definitely not a fan of how I thought things were going to happen…like in the book.” he admitted.
“I told you….don’t worry about what was in the book. Honestly, Jim put that in there mostly for the readers. We can do things the way it makes us all happy. But do you still think I am going to leave you?” I asked softly.
“No…maybe…I don’t know. I’m not sure why you would stay with me after you told me you were in love with him and that he does all the things I used to do…and he takes you places sexually where I never could. It doesn’t make sense to me why you would stay.”
“I am here because I love you. You started to prove to me that you loved me too again. Yesterday before we went to that poker game, it was so wonderful. It just reminded me why I fell in love with you in the first place. When you are like that and not so caught up with your gambling addiction, you are wonderful.” 
“But you still want him too. That still means I am not good enough.” he said sadly.
“Roy, listen to me. Just because I fell in love with someone else doesn’t mean you're not good enough. I love you for who you are. That’s good enough for me. But I also love Jim. He has other gifts and honestly you two are almost night and day to each other in some ways. Yes, Jim is great in bed and does some things like you used to do, but you are doing them again too. You’re the one I fell in love with first. I want a life with you both in it. I just hope you can understand that and not believe he is the enemy. I have been so torn about this since I met Jim. I don’t want to hurt either of you and I don’t want to have to choose.” 
“You promise you aren’t just saying that, and you really don’t plan to leave me?” he asked sheepishly. Roy had finally opened up to me and I knew he was very vulnerable right now. I knew it was hard saying and admitting these things to me.  It made me feel so much closer to him. If we could keep communicating like this going forward, I felt like we could work everything out. 
I looked up at him, eye to eye, and put my hand behind his head and pulled him down closer to me. “Roy, I am not leaving you. I love you.” I kissed him and for the first time in a very long time, there was passion there, from both of us.
I could see a tear in his eye and that caused me to tear up too. 
“Do you…do you want to go see Jim tonight? I will understand if you do. It might be a long time before you see him again. I can stay here and listen…or If you want…and he doesn’t mind…I could watch you two. That is…if that’s what you want.” he said softly and sincerely. 
I smiled. That was one of the things I had always loved about Roy before his addiction. He was always caring and looking out for me even at his own expense. Without saying it right out, he had told me that he was ok with what I wanted. Maybe not all of my fantasy, but at least he seemed ok with Jim and me. I loved him so much.
“No. Tonight is our night. It’s our anniversary. Tonight, I expect my husband to take me to the bedroom and make love to me. We will let Jim listen tonight.” I kissed him again.
“Honey, I don’t think he will be able to hear you. I’m pretty sure I am not as equipped as he is, and I have never made you cream like that.” he said and chuckled.
“It doesn't matter. Who knows, maybe you will surprise me tonight and make me scream. If not, I will scream a few times anyway just so he can hear me.” I giggled. 
He shook his head, chuckling. He stood up and before I could get up, he reached under me and lifted me off the couch. I was shocked and surprised, but I wrapped my arms around his neck and giggled. He carried me to the bedroom as we looked into each other’s eyes. I thought ‘Finally. The anniversary night I had hoped for since this trip started.’ as he carried me to the bedroom.
Chapter 14
Sex with Roy was so much different than sex with Jim, at least it was in the past. Usually, it had been a few minutes of foreplay and then wham bam and we were done. Not tonight. Roy had a very tender touch tonight and was so focused on me this time. I could tell he was trying hard to imitate what he imagined Jim had done to make me scream. I will admit, he did make me moan quite a bit, but he just didn’t have the equipment to make me cry out. It wasn’t his fault. Genetics isn’t something you can control. I did cry out for him though. It was more for his ego and pleasure than what I was experiencing that made me do it. I also did it loud enough that he knew Jim would hear it. Don’t get me wrong, the sex was the best I think we have ever had in our marriage, and I did have a few orgasms this time, but they were nowhere near the earth-shattering ones Jim gave me. Even though I craved those again, I made do with what Roy gave me. I could honestly say I was satisfied with what he did, but I still craved what Jim did to me. 
As we laid there cuddled up to each other with my head on his chest, silently soaking in the love we had just shared, my mind began to wander. I kept thinking how different Roy was from Jim. In Jim’s arms I felt safe and comforted, like a security blanket that protected you. In Roy’s, I still felt comforted, but not as safe as I did in Jim’s. I guess it was because Jim was a bigger, stronger man. He also had a confidence that Roy lacked. Roy could be cocky, but that was different than confidence. I had heard the term alpha male before. I guess that’s what I would classify Jim as. I had never really thought about it in those terms before because I had always been with Roy, who would have to be the beta. He isn’t sure of himself and sometimes he is too insecure. Maybe that’s what attracted me to Jim so much. His alpha qualities called to some inner portion of my mind. It’s also possibly why I felt they were like night and day from each other. Roy tries though. He may not be the alpha Jim is, but I still love him for who he is.
“Are you thinking about Jim?” Roy said as he was slowly rubbing my back. I almost giggled because I was just thinking about Roy’s insecurities.
“Actually, I was thinking about you both.” 
“Really. Let me guess. You were thinking about how much better he was than me.” 
“Honey, stop that.” I said as I raised my head up to look at him. “You made me scream tonight. What are you so worried about?” 
He had a sly smile on his face when I looked at him. “Yeah, but that was just a pity scream. You just wanted Jim to hear it. It’s ok. I was just joking with you. I know he is the better lover. You don’t have to lie to me to stroke my ego. I know I am probably a lot smaller than him, and you forget, I heard you, and you were much louder and screamed a lot more frequently with him.”
I felt sad for him. He tried so hard to do it. At least he understands. “I know. It’s not your fault though. You didn’t get to pick your genetics. He is just so much bigger and well…”
“He makes you scream. I get it.” he said jovially.
I gave him a warm smile. “Don’t worry honey, you did great tonight. In fact, I think that was the best sex we have ever had together. And yes, I was satisfied, and no, the orgasms weren’t fake, before you ask.” I giggled.  
He smiled down at me brightly. “I love you.” he said sincerely.
“I love you too.” I said and stretched up and kissed him. I laid my head back on his chest and he slowly stroked my back again.
“How do we do this? With Jim I mean. What do we do?” he asked cautiously. 
“Well, I don’t know. I guess we all three should get together and decide that.” I said honestly.
We laid there quietly again for a few more minutes. Then Roy spoke up again.
“Earlier, you told me that when he was around, you were his. What did you mean by that?”
I paused a second before answering. I know what I felt I wanted to do, and it was really part of my fantasy. I wasn’t sure how Roy was going to react to this.
“Honey, please don’t get upset, ok? WE still need to work things out.” I pleaded.
“OK.”
“When he is around, I feel like I belong to him. Even though you’re my husband, I would do things like sit with him, hold his hand when walking, kiss him, you know, things like a couple would do.”
“And you won’t do that with me while he is around.” He said it more as a statement than a question.
“No…I probably wouldn’t want to do that with you while he is around.”
“So in other words, you will be married to him and not me when he is around.”
“Please don’t get mad.” I pleaded as I turned my head back up to him.
“I’m not mad.” he said tenderly to me. “But If we are going to do this, I need to know what to expect.”
“I know. It will be new for both of us. I don’t know what we will settle on doing yet either. Mark and Dawn have their own way of things. Some of what she told me they did is what I would want.”
“Ok, so what do they do?”
I explained how they got started with Mark cheating and how Dawn locked up his dick for it. How they went from there. That Mark is the one that actually chooses to wear the chastity device and how it is his choice to do the things he does. Roy looked fascinated by the things I told him. 
“So, I hate to ask this, but I guess you still want to lock up my dick too, like Mark’s, right?” he said a little fearfully.
We were being open and honest with each other. I didn’t want to lie to him. 
“Honestly, I do. But I’ll understand if you won’t do it. I wouldn’t force you to do that. It’s just that it is so erotic to me. I guess it’s part of my hidden sadistic side. When we were at the restaurant tonight, Dawn had me promise her I would do something. She wanted me to grab Mark’s chastity device and call him cucky. When you were talking to Jack, I did it. When I felt it under his clothes, it was the most erotic thing I had ever felt. She told me that if I did it, it would make him super horny, and she could torment him more until she let him out for his normal release. Something about doing that, it’s so hot and sexy to me. I guess it’s the control, I don’t know.”
“I don’t think I could do it. I’m sorry honey.” he said sadly.
“It’s ok. I understand. What about some of the other things?”
“Well…I wouldn’t mind helping out with drinks and snacks…you know when you guys take a break like Mark does. That’s just being polite to me. I have no problem with that. Sleeping in the guest room, I don’t see an issue with that either. I wouldn’t think it would be practical to fit all three in our bed.” he said with a chuckle.
He stopped there and I was getting a little impatient. He knew exactly what I wanted him to answer and I think he was toying with me. I think I already knew from our talk earlier, but I wanted to hear him say it.
“And watching?” I said cautiously. 
He got a mock look of horror on his face. “You want me to watch while a huge black cock goes into my wife’s little white pussy and makes her scream and cum over and over again? Are you serious? Listening to you moan and scream from being pounded by that elephant sized cock?” he said sarcastically in a funny voice. I couldn’t help laughing. “Yes, I would watch you if you both didn’t mind.” he said sincerely. 
At least I knew I could at least have part of my fantasy. Even if he wasn’t in a chastity device. It had still turned me on hearing about him jerking off listening to us. It would probably be just as good watching him jerk off while we fucked in front of him too. 
But this presented me with another problem, one more immediate. His joking about Jim’s cock and me thinking about him jerking off had gotten me really horny again.
“Thank you honey. You know that was part of my fantasy. But I have another problem right now.” I said with a big smirk. “All this talk has me horny again. You think he has another one in him tonight?” I teased as I slowly ran my hand down his stomach towards his dick. When I reached it, my eyes bulged as it was already fully hard. I had expected it to be soft and limp. “Ohh…what is this?” I said in a mock surprised voice.
“You aren’t the only one that got horny thinking about it. I would say he is ready for round two.” he said with a sly smile.




Chapter 14 
Last night was one of if not the best nights of our marriage. Not just because of the sex, which there was a lot of. We did it three times, a new record for us. The real reason it was the best night was because we talked. For the first time since we were married, we communicated with each other on what we wanted, what we liked and where we wanted to go from there. We promised each other that we would continue to do that. This morning I was even surprised. Usually, Roy leaves me alone in the morning to get ready. This morning I was shocked when I was in the shower, he got in with me, which of course led to more sex. I am not complaining though. This nightmare of a trip was turning into something so wonderful; I could hardly believe we were the same people that came here. Needless to say, I think Vegas has become my favorite spot for a vacation now. 
Unfortunately, our trip was over today. Packing to go home had never been sadder for me. I didn’t want to leave for multiple reasons, but Jim was the main one.
I was slowly packing, pretending if I did it slowly, I wouldn’t have to leave. Of course, Roy noticed. I could tell he felt bad for me even if he didn’t say so. I was brought out of my dreariness by a knock at the suite door. I looked over at Roy and he shrugged his shoulders as if to say he didn’t know who it was. It popped into my head that it could be Jim. 
I ran to the door and opened it, but it wasn’t Jim. It was Dawn.
“I’m so glad I caught you!” she said as she hugged me. “I didn’t want to miss you before I had a chance to say goodbye. I can’t stay though. I have a…date…waiting for me and Mark is tied down at the moment if you know what I mean.”
“Ok, but I wouldn’t have done that to you.” I said with a smile.
“I know, but I wanted to see you anyway.” she said looked around like she was checking for something. Then in a whisper “Is everything ok?” she said in a worried tone.
I smiled so brightly at that, and it almost made me want to cry to be able to tell her it was. “Dawn, everything is wonderful. I can’t believe how wonderful it is.”
“Oh sweetie, I am so happy for you.” she said and hugged me again and held me there. “You’ll have to call me and give me all the dirt on it. Then we will have to plan our next get together. You and I have some unfinished business.” she said slyly. Before I could say anything, her hand had dropped down to my ass, which she promptly squeezed.
I pulled back and looked at her with a sly smile of my own. “I haven’t forgotten.” I leaned in and whispered to her. “We will have to let the cucks watch and not touch. Who knows, I may even bring my new boyfriend Jim over to fuck us both while they watch.” 
“You are such a tease.” she whispered back. “I would take you back to that bedroom now if I had time.” 
“Don’t worry, you will get your chance.” I said with a wink.
“God, I hope so. Have a safe trip. And don’t forget to call me.” she said and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
I smiled slyly at her and shook my head no. I grabbed the back of her head, pulled her in and I kissed her again passionately on the lips. It was the first time since college I had kissed another girl like that, and I loved it. Our tongues swirled together as we kissed, and I heard her moan.
When I pulled back and let go of her, I actually heard her growl and it made me giggle. “You are such a fucking tease!” she cried out. “I have to go; I’m not wearing any panties and you got my pussy leaking down my leg now I’m so wet. You're lucky I have Kevin waiting or I would take your ass in that bedroom now, plane or no plane.” she said as she turned and started quickly walking down the hallway. “Call me when you get home!” she called out as she went toward the elevators and disappeared around the corner. I laughed until she was out of sight. I closed the door and felt another pain of leaving. I was going to miss her too. She had been a real friend during all this. 
When I went back to the bedroom, Roy didn’t ask who it was, I’m sure he heard her. He saw me starting to slowly pack again and he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. 
“I know you're going to miss her too, aren’t you?” he said as he kissed my neck.
“I am.” I sighed out.
“I know who you are going to miss more. I tell you what, why don’t I finish packing up. We still have a couple hours before we need to be at the airport, why don’t you go over now and say goodbye to him.” he said lovingly.
“Really?” my heart skipped a beat. I turned and put my arms around his neck and looked into his eyes.
“Yes, really. You didn’t think I wasn’t going to let you leave without saying goodbye to your boyfriend, did you?”
“I love you.” I said looking into his eyes, smiling wide.
“I love you too. Now you better hurry. Oh, before you go, you may want to wipe Dawn’s lipstick off your mouth. It clashes with yours.” he said with a chuckle as he walked back over to his suitcase. I ran over to the mirror, and he was right. I quickly started fixing it as he chuckled again. “You know, I have a feeling I need to have a talk with you on the plane about your new girlfriend too. I came out to say goodbye to her and you two were lip locked. So, I figured I wouldn’t interrupt.” he chuckled.
I just looked at him and gave him a sly smile. 
“Don’t forget, we need to leave by eleven. It’s nine now. You might want to tell him this one has to be a quickie. Last time you guys went for three hours. We don’t have that long.” he laughed.
“And what makes you think I’m going to fuck him today?” I said sarcastically. I had all intentions of fucking him if I could, I just wanted to mess with Roy.
He looked at me with that do you think I’m stupid look. “You better hurry, you're losing time standing here.” 
I didn’t need any more prodding. I ran up to him and kissed him as a thank you and headed for the bedroom door. “I love you…I’ll be back as soon as you hear me stop screaming!” I called out as I ran for the suite door. I heard him laugh before I left.
I was so excited as I knocked on Jim’s door, praying he was there. When it opened, he only had on a tank top that showed off his muscular arms and shorts that showed his muscular legs, but it hid that fabulous cock he had. I practically jumped into his arms and started kissing him.
“Whoa girl. You seem awfully happy. I guess things went well?’ he chuckled as he was still holding me.
“I have the best husband in the world! So, yes…things went very well.” I beamed a smile.
“Uh huh, three times it went well by my count.” he chuckled.
“You missed the one this morning in the shower, but I think the shower doors blocked that one.” I teased.
“Oh really. Hubby is trying to one up me huh.” he joked back.
“Now you know this isn’t a competition.” I giggled. “But he did send me over to say goodbye to you. He said it had to be a quickie since we need to get to the airport by eleven.” I smiled slyly.
“Oh, he did, did he. Well, we don’t want to disappoint him, do we.”
“Nope, we don’t” I said and gave him a quick kiss then pulled him by his arm over to the couch. As soon as we got there, I sank down to my knees and pulled on his shorts. That beautiful black cock popped out and I couldn’t wait to get at it. It looked even bigger than the first time. I quickly licked up the bottom of it all the way to the tip and took him in my mouth again. It was so big in my mouth, and I felt it growing bigger as it swelled. I couldn’t wait to get it hard enough to ravage me again.
As soon as it was hard, I jumped up and dropped my shorts. I was already so wet from sucking on that massive cock, I didn’t need any warming up. I bent over the couch and faced the wall to our suite. I wanted to make sure Roy could hear me. Now that I knew he enjoyed that, I planned not to hold back. The second the head of his beautiful black cock touched my pussy; I felt the euphoria begin. As the shaft started to slide in, I moaned loudly. He picked up the pace and I began my cries of passion. In my mind I imagined Roy on the other side of the wall jerking off again to his wife’s screams from being fucked by another man. It was a huge turn on for me knowing I was cucking him again, but this time it was at his request. It felt so good, even better than last time because I had no guilt, no shame for what I was doing. The orgasms began to flow, and they didn’t stop. Over and over, I screamed at the wall, knowing what I was doing to Roy. I was doing that for my loving husband, and I hoped he was enjoying it as much as I was.
It was an hour and a half later that Jim finally dumped a load deep inside me. I was still in euphoria until I realized that this was the last time I would have him for a while. My sadness about that pushed away the good feelings. I felt like I wanted to cry again. We laid there on the couch and cuddled, and I felt so safe again in his arms. I didn’t want to leave. I didn’t want to get on that plane. I wanted to stay here forever and never leave. 
“You know it’s about time that you get ready for your flight.” Jim said in a sad tone.
“I know. I don’t want to though. I don’t want to leave.” I said as I felt my eyes tearing up. 
“I know. I don’t want you to go either. But I will see you soon.” he said as he stroked my hair and back.
“When?” I said as I looked into his eyes. I hoped it would be soon. I didn’t want to be without him.
“I’m not sure yet. I have this book to finish then I am supposed to go to a writer’s workshop. It’s going to be pretty busy for the next few months.”
“Months?” I said in a deep sadness. I didn’t think I could last that long.
“Don’t worry. We can talk every day. You can call me anytime.” he said, trying to cheer me up.
“I know, but it’s just not the same.” I whined. 
“It will be ok. You and Roy are better now, right? It’s not like it was before. Enjoy your time with him. I will be there before you know it.” he smiled.
He was right. Things between Roy and I were different now. Hopefully I won’t be as alone as I was before. Maybe things would be ok. I hoped they would. I knew I needed to go, but my body just kept holding tight to Jim. Finally, he urged me up and we both got dressed again. Just before I was about to leave, he went to a drawer and pulled out a small box. 
“I have something for you.” he said with a big smile.
“What is it?” I asked as he handed it to me. 
“Open it. It is a little reminder of me I want you to have.” he said as he grinned.
I opened the box, and it was a gold chain necklace. On it was a golden J. It looked just like the one I saw him wearing before. Then I noticed he wasn’t wearing it now.
“I wore that for a long time. Now I want you to wear it. Every time you look at it, you will know I'm with you.”
“Oh my God, Thank you.” I gushed as He helped me put it on. I could feel it against my skin, and it hung down between my breasts and nuzzled in. 
“Now, you need to go. I’m sure Roy is waiting for you.” he said sadly.
I still didn’t want to leave. I knew I had to but it was so hard saying goodbye to a new love. He kissed me deeply before he ushered me to the door. As it closed and he was gone, I started to cry softly. I missed him already.
Roy was waiting for me when I walked back in. All the bags were sitting by the door. He was on that spot on the couch with a big grin when I walked in. He stood up and started heading for the door.
“It sounded like you enjoyed yourself.” he joked as I walked in.
I couldn’t help it. I was so sad I just ran over to him and began balling.
He hugged me tight and tried to calm me. He knew why I was crying. 
“It’s ok honey. I’m sure you will see him soon.” he said over and over as he rubbed my back to sooth me. 
When I finally calmed down, we began our journey back home. Everything was so different now. Before we came here on this trip, you would have thought Roy and I were strangers. Now, he held my hand all the time. He hugged and kissed me. No one would mistake us for strangers anymore. 
On the plane ride back, I was so sad. As the plane took off, I started to cry again, but Roy soothed me again. He started questioning me about Dawn and I think I shocked him when I told him what I had planned the next time we got together. I know he enjoyed the idea too; he got so hard I was worried his seatbelt was going to hurt him. One thing he told me that instantly made me horny again, is that he did jerk off listening to me through the wall again when I visited Jim. It took a little prodding from me, but he told me he couldn’t resist. Just like a loving husband, he kept me occupied on the way home. I knew what he was doing, and I appreciated it, but my mind was still on what I left behind there.
Walking into our home when we got back seemed different. The house and furniture were all the same, but the atmosphere had changed. It was really like we were starting over. Roy kept his vow of not gambling as much. In fact, he hardly did that at all anymore, to the dismay of his bookie. We talked more, spent more time together, and we were a happy couple again. The non-existent sex before the trip, turned into an almost every night thing. Sometimes it was sporadic, like the time I was cooking, and Roy came in and bent me over the kitchen counter. I have to admit, Roy had stepped up his game in sex. I even found out he was watching cuckold porn now too. I saw some on his computer one day and I watched a few he had seen, and it was so hot. He tried things to spice it up like the kitchen sex that day, buying me toys, including a big black dildo that he would use at times on me. No matter how hard he tried though, he still wasn’t Jim. He knew that and had accepted it, but it just made him try harder. I loved him so much for that. It just proved more and more that he did care and he loved me.
I had called Dawn and she was ecstatic about what happened and how it worked out. She told me that she couldn’t wait to see me again. I had to laugh when she told me that after that kiss I gave her, she was so horny that she had jumped on poor Kevin and wore him out. I was also shocked and quite turned on to find out what she meant by Mark being tied down. I thought she meant he was busy. Actually, she meant was he was literally tied down to a chair in their bedroom waiting for her to bring in Kevin and watch them fuck. She said they would be in our area soon and they could pop in if it was ok. I think I made her day when I told her we had a guest room and the cucks could sleep in there so they wouldn’t disturb us in our room. We could tease them as they listened through the wall at all the noise we made. She loved that idea. I really missed her and couldn’t wait to see her again. 
But of course, I missed Jim most of all. We called and talked every day. I didn’t hide anything from Roy, and he sometimes was right there when I talked to him. Even if he wasn’t, I would tell him what we talked about, and he would listen and comment when needed. I made sure I had nothing to hide from him and our communication was so much better now. 
Jim was always so busy. He left Vegas the day after we did and went back home to California which made him even further away from me. He ended up traveling to several other places in the next few weeks and every time I talked to him, he seemed to have somewhere else to go. I was sad hearing about all the new things Jack had booked for him, from book signings, promotional events, to writer’s conferences. Every time he booked something new meant it would be longer that I would be able to see him. It seemed like I wouldn’t see him for years. Roy tried to comfort me about it. At least I had the old Roy back. That made it easier, but I still longed for Jim.
About a month after we had left Vegas, I came home from shopping on a Monday morning, and I was a little surprised to find Roy’s car parked in the driveway. He should still be at work. I hoped he wasn’t sick or anything. I came in through the garage into the kitchen and he was sitting at the table. He didn’t look sick, but he had that stone-faced look that he had when things were not good. 
“What are you doing home so early?” I asked, concerned.
“Honey, sit down for a minute. We need to talk.” he said deadpan. 
I was really concerned now. This was more like the Roy I thought I had left in Vegas, not the old Roy that came back with me. I wondered if something had happened at his job. I sat down nervously and waited. He didn’t say anything for a few seconds. He just stared at the table.
“Roy, what’s wrong?” I finally said. The anticipation was killing me. I needed to know what was making him act like this.
“You remember what you said about if you were with Roy, that you wouldn’t act like my wife? That you would act like you were his?” he asked cautiously.
“Yes. Is that what’s bothering you?” I reached out and put my hand on top of his folded hands on the table. 
“I wanted to know if that was what you still wanted.” he said softly.
“I do, but I told you before, we can work out things if you are having an issue with it.” 
“I suppose you would want to call me cucky or something similar like Dawn does to Mark? Put me down a little for being too small and things like that like she does with him?”
“I hadn’t thought about it…but it would be fitting, I think. It was a bit of a turn on when Dawn told me what she does to Mark.  But if you don’t want that, I won’t” I said still worried about what this was all about.
“And you still want to lock up my dick too when he is around?” 
I was getting confused. Roy had said he wouldn’t do that. Why was he asking this again?
“I thought you said you didn’t want to do that? What’s going on Roy? This is worrying me.  Why are you asking these questions?”
“Please, just answer me honey. I will tell you why in a minute, ok?” he pleaded.
“Ok…well…it was part of my fantasy. But you said no to that, so I left it alone.” I said nervously. 
“But that's what you want.” he said in more of a statement than a question.
“Yes…but not if you don’t want it, no. It’s such a turn on for me, but I want you to be happy too. If you don’t wear it then I am ok with that. You know that. We talked about it.” I was getting nervous and frustrated. He was going over things we had talked about before and agreed on. Why was he doing this again? Was he having second thoughts? I began to get super worried. Was he having second thoughts about staying with me?
“You still love me and you're never going to leave me right?” he asked softly.
“I do love you Roy, and I’m not going to leave you. Please, tell me what’s going on. Are you having second thoughts or something?” I pleaded. 
Roy stood up and slowly walked over to me. I was so worried and scared. I still didn’t really know what this was about. I watched him walk around the table and turned with him, so I was facing him. 
“The reason I am asking these questions is I want you to know, I love you and I will never stop fighting for you.” he said sincerely as he took my hand and held it. “I needed to know what you truly wanted from me when Jim was around. I will do everything I can to prove my love to you. Even if it means wearing this, but only while he is here.” he said as he put my hand on his crotch.
My mouth shot open as I felt something hard as steel under his shorts. I squeezed but it didn’t give. I had felt something like this before, but only once, and it was only briefly, outside of a restaurant when I grabbed Mark’s crotch. I looked up in amazement at him. He in turn dropped the stone face he had and broke into a big smile. That’s when I realized he had set me up. He wasn’t upset at all. He had done that just to get me worked up before he sprung the chastity device on me. If I hadn’t been so surprised, turned on, and captivated by it, I would have yelled at him.
I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed the elastic band on the shorts he was wearing and ripped them down. Staring back at me was a metal cage of silver spirals wrapped around his dick. His balls stuck out to the sides and a brass padlock was on the top of it holding it on securely. I gasped at it in wonder and instantly my pussy got so wet. It was so beautiful. I ran my fingers around it feeling the hard warm steel as my pussy began to leak. It felt so heavy and pulled his little dick straight down. I was completely stunned. Roy was actually wearing a chastity device.
“I believe this is yours.” he said with a smile as a small chain dropped from his hand he held out. On it was a small key, similar to the one Dawn had around her neck. 
I stared at the chain and key in awe. He slowly reached out and put the chain over my head. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I felt the chain, warm from his hand, wrapped around my neck and felt the key as it nestled between my breasts next to the gold J Jim had given me.
“Please don’t lose that. It would be an awkward situation if you did.” he joked. “Do you like it? Mark suggested this one. He said it was a good one for beginners.” he asked with a mischievous smile.
“Roy…Oh my God…I love it. But why? You said you wouldn’t do this?”
He just smiled at me, then pulled up his shorts. I felt a little sad that he had hid it again. “I told you; I love you and I will never stop fighting for you. Part of that is to make sure all your dreams and fantasies come true.”
I wanted to cry right then. I had such a wonderful husband. It was just like the old Roy to put me before himself. It was my fantasy for this, but it was his torment to bear. I stood up and hugged him tightly. I pulled back and kissed him with all the love I had for him in my heart. 
“Oh my God, I love you so much.” I told him sincerely.
“I hope so. This thing was a bitch to get on.” he joked.
“Does it…does it hurt?” I asked shyly.
“No, not really. I just have to sit down gingerly so I don’t squish my balls.” he chuckled.
I felt so full of gratitude that he would do this for me. I didn’t want him to suffer needlessly. Besides, seeing it made me so horny, I needed him to get out of that cage so I could ravish him.
“Well, let’s get you out of that thing. You don’t have to wear it right now.” I said as I started to reach for the key. 
He grabbed my hand with a sly smile. “I thought you wanted me to wear this while Jim was around?”
I looked at him confused. I had to talked to Jim this morning, and he was in Houston for a book signing.
“What are you talking about? Jim isn’t here.”
His sly smile got bigger. “Honey, that’s why I am home early. I had to pick him up at the airport. He is sitting in the living room right now waiting on his…temporary wife.”
My eyes got big, and my heart began racing. Was he joking with me? He was here? I thought he was going to tell me he was kidding me, but he stood there with that sly grin on his face. I had to know. If he was pranking me, I would kill him. I darted to the door to the living room as fast as I could go. I heard Roy chuckle as I ran. I made it to the door, and I was running so fast, I slipped and almost fell. I grabbed the frame and pulled myself up. 
“Be careful. You shouldn’t run in the house. That’s how you get hurt.” I heard a deep, familiar, sexy voice say then chuckle. I looked up and Jim was sitting on my couch, lounging, with that sexy smile of his.




Chapter 15
“JIM!!!!” I screamed as I rushed to him. He stood up as I crashed into him and jumped into his arms hugging him. We both fell backwards onto the couch as I held on tight. I heard an “oof” and a chuckle as we hit the couch. I quickly kissed him, feeling so much joy that he was actually here. I was overwhelmed. First, Roy was wearing a chastity device, even though he said he wouldn’t, and now Jim was here. Both had surprised me so much. 
“You said you were in Houston!” I shouted out as I hugged him again. When I pulled back to look into his eyes, they were full of passion, but also playful.
“I was…this morning.” he chuckled.
“But why are you here now?” 
“You can thank Roy for that.” he smiled.
“Roy?” I said, confused. I turned my head, and he was leaning on the door frame with a sly smile of his own watching us.
“He told me you needed me. He said you were so heartbroken I wasn’t able to be here. So, we set up this little visit for a few days.”  Jim said as I was still staring at my husband in shock.
I was overwhelmed with even more emotions hearing that. I could feel my eyes tearing up. I didn’t know what shocked me more, that my husband arranged Jim’s visit, or that he had been talking to Jim without me knowing. But knowing that he was the one responsible for Jim being here, just made my love for him grow. When I looked back at Jim, I was trying not to cry. I kissed him again.
“Jim, honey, I love you…and I am so happy you’re here…but can I have a minute with Roy please.” I said, trying to keep myself together.
“Of course.” he said, with a knowing smile.
I got off of Jim and walked over to Roy who was still grinning hard at me. I was feeling so many emotions right now, but it was not lost on me that even though Roy had brought Jim to me, he had been secretly talking to him. That didn’t make me mad, but I had been so open with him about what I said to Jim, it was like he was keeping a secret. So, I decided to have a little fun with him. I walked up to him smiling then I playfully smacked him on his arm and shoulder.
“That was for talking to my boyfriend behind my back!” I said in mock anger.
Roy laughed as he rubbed where I hit him. I heard Jim laugh at that too. Then I jumped into his arms and kissed him. I looked into his eyes with all the love I could. 
“That was for bringing him here to me.” I said lovingly. He smiled back at me as he held me. 
“I love you Tina. I told you…part of me fighting for you is making sure all of your fantasies come true.” he said lovingly back to me.
“I love you too, Roy. Please don’t forget that…no matter what I say or do while he is here. I know my fantasy might be hard on you…but I love you so much for doing this. You really don’t know what it means to me. I promise I will make this up to you later.” 
“I do know. And just seeing that smile on your face is enough for me.” he said sincerely. “But you may want to watch out when I get out of this cage down there. I’m sure after what I am probably going to see and hear, he will be ready and willing when he does.” he joked.
“Don’t worry baby. He will get his later.” I smiled slyly. I took his hand and led him towards Jim. When we reached the chair by the couch, I stopped. “Ok cucky, here’s your seat.” I said as I smiled at him. He grinned back at me as I watched him gingerly sit, remembering what he said about squishing his balls. That just reminded me of the cage under his shorts and I got even wetter if that was possible. 
I walked over to Jim and sat down next to him and cuddled up to him as he put his arm around me. It felt a little weird having another man cuddle me as my husband watched. This was the first time he had actually seen us together. I felt tingly all over as I laid my head back on Jim’s shoulder and chest. My excitement level was so high. Parts of my fantasy were coming true and I couldn’t hold back the smile I had on my face.
“So, how long have you two been planning this surprise?” I asked slyly.
“For about two weeks, I think. But Roy called two days after you left Vegas. He said he wanted to get to know the man that his wife fell in love with. He didn’t sound angry or upset. He sounded genuine and was really friendly. He earned a lot of respect from me for that. We talked for a while, and I think he and I came to an understanding about things. Then he told me how you were, and he asked me to take a break and come visit you.” Jim said as he rubbed my arm as I cuddled into him.
I was shocked again. They had been talking the whole time and didn’t tell me…either one of them? I didn’t know if I should be mad or thrilled about that.
“So…what was the understanding?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.
Roy had that grin on his face again. “That you were his wife while he was here. You belong to him. I was just another person that was around. I won’t interfere and I will only be around for…you know…sex, if I am asked. That’s why I made sure that was what you wanted when we talked in the kitchen.”
“I know you enjoyed hearing it…but do you really want to watch? I know you said you want to fulfill my fantasies, but I just need to make sure this isn’t going to hurt us later on…you know what I am saying, right?” I asked cautiously. 
He beamed a smile at me. “Honey, I was the one that brought him here. If I had a problem with it, he wouldn’t be sitting on that couch now.”
I looked back to Jim. “Would you have a problem with him watching us?”
“No problems at all.” he smiled back.
Then it occurred to me. “I guess that is something you two already talked about, isn’t it?”
They both chuckled. “Among other things.” Roy said slyly.
“Other things? What have you two been talking about?” I was worried now. I missed out so much not knowing about their conversations and what was discussed. Were they planning more?  
“Don’t worry. It wasn’t anything bad. We just needed to get to know each other and work things out. You know, guy talk. That’s what you wanted, right? For us to talk and be ok with sharing?” Roy asked in a jolly tone with a raised eyebrow.
“Well, yes…but I thought it would be all three of us, not just you two.” I said in a disappointed tone. I had wanted to be there for it. I wanted to be part of their bonding, I guess. I think that would have made me more secure that they both were ok with it. I could get over that though. If Roy was the one that brought him here, I hoped he was really ok with it and not just doing this to prove his love to me. If it was, it could cause issues in the future between us.
“Why do you think we are sitting here now?” Jim chimed in. “Jim and I both talked to you about things, and you and I talked with each other. Now that we’re all here, do you have anything else you want to ask or say?”
I couldn’t think of anything right now. I was so turned on and my head was not thinking as clearly as I would like from the excitement and the anticipation of all this. I just didn’t want any hard feelings between them. I guess I was still worried that Roy had once called Jim the enemy. I hoped that was gone and he saw him as a friend now.
“Why do you look so worried? I thought this was what you wanted?” Roy asked concerned.
“I…I do want this…but I am still worried because I love you both and I don’t want to hurt either of you. I wasn’t prepared for this honestly, so I don’t know what to do. This is all so new to me.” I confessed.
They both chuckled and I felt bad. It was my fantasy and I seemed to be the one having the hardest time with it.
“Honey don’t worry. It’s new to all three of us. We just have to find out what we want to do. Jim knows where my limits are, and I know his. Neither of us has any intentions of getting hurt or hunting you. You have already shown me you were willing to compromise. If we reach a place where any of us is uncomfortable with something or we have issues with it, we have to agree that we should stop and talk about it. So, until that happens, do what you want to do, and have fun with it. We are both doing this because we both love you and would do almost anything for you. I have to say that after talking with him and getting to know him, Jim is a stand-up guy. I trust him and I hope he trusts me. If I didn’t trust him, I would never have invited him. You need to stop worrying and start enjoying yourself. ” he said with a reassuring smile.
Maybe he was right. I had to put my trust in them that they had worked out any issues they may have. It brought a smile to my face and warmth in my heart that the two men I loved got together to do this for me. Never in a million years would I have thought this possible. 
“Ok…I just want to say I love you both so much for this. I can’t explain how I feel right now.” I said as I teared up. It’s so funny. every time I teared up in this house before the trip to Vegas, it was because I was sad and lonely. Since we got back, I have only teared up because of love. It was such a huge change. One I welcomed with open arms. I just hoped it would stay that way.
Jim just hugged me tighter into him. “We both love you too. Now, lighten up and enjoy yourself.” 
I looked back up at him and saw the passion and love in his eyes. I was still so stunned that this was real. I didn’t know if I would be able to get over that feeling. I kissed him and the fireworks went off in my head again as our lips touched. I had missed that so much.
“So…what should we do first?” I asked playfully.
“Well, I would start with getting your new husband something to eat. He is probably starved, and airplane food is not really the best. Me, I have to get back to work.” Roy said as he stood up.
I was a little sad about that. I had hoped he would be here for the start of this, but I understood. I got up and rushed over to him and kissed him.
“I love you honey. I don’t think I will ever be able to repay you for this.” I gushed out.
“You already have. Just seeing your face and seeing how much you love us and how happy you are right now, that’s payment enough for me.” he said with a smile.
I walked Roy out to his car and kissed and thanked him again. I went back to Jim and asked what he wanted to eat.
“I’m looking at it.” he replied with that passion and a look of hunger in his eyes. I think I came right then and there. He got up and I led him to the bedroom.
After another two rounds of mind-blowing sex, I laid there smoking a cigarette in blissful peace. I could still feel Jim’s seed leaking out of me. I was so relaxed but at the same time I still couldn’t believe that this was real. I had just fucked my new boyfriend in our marital bed. I felt bad for Roy though. Jim had made me scream so loud both times that I was worried the neighbors would call the cops. I know he would have loved to hear me…even though he couldn’t jerk off now. That thought just sent another tingle all the way down my spine to my worn-out pussy. Jim got up and went to the dresser and got my phone. I was a little confused when he asked me to unlock it. 
“Why do you want me to unlock my phone? Do you want to make sure I don’t have any other boyfriends?” I joked.
“No. We need to send Roy a picture. He asked me that after we do anything that he gets to see you and how you look. I figured we would use your phone instead of mine so you could make sure you deleted it after if you wanted.” he said with a sly smile.
I was shocked at that, but it got me so hot thinking about Roy opening that text and getting a hard on in his little cage and not being able to do anything about it. I quickly unlocked it and laid back and spread my legs so Jim could get a good picture. I heard the click and a few seconds later the swoosh of the text being sent. 
A few minutes later, Roy’s text tone went off. I looked at my phone and got so horny again when I read his reply. It was just one sentence. “I hate this damn cage.”  I couldn’t resist when I replied back. “Sorry cucky. You’re not getting out until he leaves. It wouldn’t matter anyway. It’s his pussy for now.” I giggled as I sent it. This was going to be so fun, but it made me horny all over again. I got a sly smile and pulled up the picture we had sent Roy and sent another message. I laid there slyly as Jim’s phone went off. He looked at the text and laughed. 
“So, my wife is horny again, huh. She looks kind of worn out in the picture though.” he chuckled.
“Oh, she is ready again, trust me.” I giggled.
After round three, I was so tired, but I needed to get up and start dinner. It had been such a wonderful day. I put on a robe and went to the kitchen to get started while Jim took a shower.  I was close to finishing when Roy walked in the door. 
“Hi cucky. Have a good day at work?” I asked and smiled slyly as I stirred the food.
He walked over and wrapped his arms around me from behind and kissed my neck. “I love you.” he said sincerely. “But I hate this fucking cage.” he said with a smile on his face. 
“Oh, poor baby. Did something get you excited today, and you couldn’t jerk off to it?” I teased.
“You can be so evil sometimes.” he grinned. 
That just made me horny again. The thrill of knowing he was caged up and I had turned him on so much, and he couldn’t do anything about it, excited me so much.  
“Jim said you were the one that wanted the picture.” I teased again.
“Yeah, I said that. I just wasn’t thinking about the cage at the time.” he chuckled. 
I pushed my ass against his crotch and felt the hard cage against my ass. “It’s too bad too. You could have bent me over the counter again today when you got home. But it looks like that’s not going to happen.” I teased again with a big smile on my face.
“How did I marry such an evil woman?” he chuckled.
I turned around and put my hands around his neck. “Because this evil woman loves you so much.” I said sincerely and kissed him. Then I whispered in his ear. “But I’m sorry we didn’t send you another picture after he fucked me again. We did it after the one we sent. But, if you want proof, his cum is still running down my thigh.” I whispered slyly.
He got a sly smile of his own as I felt his hand part the folds of my robe and then it rubbed up between the lips of my pussy. I felt his finger go in me and twirl a bit. He brought it out and up close to our faces as he looked at our combined cum on his fingers still beaming a sly smile.  
“Oh cucky, let’s not waste that.” I said seductively.
I grabbed his hand and put his fingers in my mouth and sucked them clean as I looked into his eyes with the sexiest look I could. The look on his face was priceless. It was a combination of lust and pain.
“Did I tell you I hate this fucking cage right now? You know that right?” he said in a frustrated voice.
I giggled. “Go get ready for dinner. Jim is in the master bath so you will have to use the guest bathroom.” I said slyly.
“I know. I already moved all my stuff to the guest bathroom.” he said with a grin.
“Good cucky. Now go get ready.” I said playfully as I pushed him to go. When he turned around, I slapped him on his ass. He turned his head back and smiled lovingly as he walked away.
God this was so sexy…and was so much fun.




Chapter 16


As the days went by, it was even better than I had imagined. I didn’t have to hide my feelings for either of them. There were no arguments, no snide comments, no rude looks. Instead, there was so much love expressed by both of them to me and it seemed like a genuine friendship between the two. When I was busy or the two were together, they discussed sports, gambling, cars, and a lot of other things. It was like a long-lost friend had come back and they were trying to catch up. 
We had quickly fallen into a routine. Roy would sleep in the guest room at night and go to work during the day. Except for the affection I showed him at times, he seemed more like a roommate than a husband. He still complained about his ‘damn cage’ but that was mostly when I teased him about being fucked so well or sent him random pictures after Jim used me. I still hadn’t invited him to watch yet. I wanted that to be special. He did hear me at night though as I cried out in pleasure as Jim fucked me on our marital bed. Sometimes, I would unconsciously reach for the key hanging around my neck when I was thinking about him and how wonderful he was. I still hadn’t gotten over that this was real. It had surpassed any fantasy I had dreamed up. The only part left in it was for Roy to watch as Jim and I made love.
Dawn had called me the first day Jim had arrived, we were getting ready for bed. When I told her what was going on and who was here, the phone was silent for a second. “I keep saying this, but you are one lucky bitch.” she said playfully. When I reminded her about her situation with Mark and all her lovers, she laughed. “Ok…so we are both lucky bitches. We just need to get together to get lucky together.” she teased. I loved Dawn so much. I couldn’t wait to see her again. 
The only hiccup we had was something I had never thought about. Jim would take me out shopping or to lunch and we never hid our affection for each other. We were constantly holding hands or kissing here and there. It was so wonderful being out with him. 
Roy came home early on the third day with a big smirk on his face. I was in the living room watching TV in just my robe while Jim was taking a nap. I had worn him out and he needed to rest.
“You got caught.” he said playfully.
“Got caught?” I asked nervously. I had no idea what he was talking about.
“Ricky came by my office today really concerned. He acted really nervous until he finally told me what was bothering him. His wife, Samantha, told him she saw you and Jim out at a restaurant, and you were holding hands and kissing. He was so worried about it but felt I should know that you were cheating on me.” he chuckled.
My jaw dropped and my hands flew to my face in shock. I had never even thought about our friends and his coworkers. What were they going to think? I had met Samantha at one of Roy’s office parties and she seemed like a prude. It was no wonder she told her husband about us. I was infuriated at that, but I was mostly concerned for Roy. I was scared Roy would be mad. I didn’t want him to be looked down upon for what I wanted. I also didn’t want to put his job in jeopardy.
“Oh my God. What did you tell him?” 
“I told him not to worry. That was just your new boyfriend, and I knew about him.” he said grinning widely.
“You what?” I was really shocked. Did he really tell him that? “What did he say?”
“Nothing. He just looked at me funny and walked away.”
“Roy, I am so sorry. I never thought about something like that. We can tone it down while we are out. I don’t want you getting in trouble at work over this.”
“Don’t worry. It’s fine. You two love each other and if you want to kiss and hold hands, you should. I wouldn’t have it any other way. It’s none of their business how we conduct our relationship. What we do is our business, me, you, and Jim. No one else's.” he said firmly but lovingly.
Never would I have suspected that he would react that way. He understood me so well. He knew I wanted to show my love for Jim no matter where we were. I jumped into his arms and hugged him tightly. I knew what he was risking. The reputation he could get from it. Yet, instead of trying to get me to stop, he not only encouraged me to do it…he almost demanded that I did, and the hell with everyone else if they didn’t like it. I loved this man so much. 
“But what about your job? They wouldn’t fire you or get you in trouble, would they?”
“Stop worrying. It’s all fine. There are a few others at the office that have different kinds of relationships than what others consider normal. Hell, my boss and his secretary fuck all the time and he is married. They don’t hide it and his wife knows but doesn’t care. She probably fucks on the side too. It’s not a problem. Relax. I don’t care what other people think. I only care about the people in this house and if they are happy or not.” 
Hearing that from him, I knew it was time. I had wanted the first time he watched us to be special. Now, the time just felt right. He hadn’t said that he just wanted me to be happy. He had included Jim in that statement by saying the people in this house. 
“Honey, I love you so much. I am going to make a nice dinner tonight for all of us. And tonight, when we go to bed, I want you to go with us. I think it’s time you watched me scream instead of just listening to it. That is if you are up to it?” I said with a sly smile.
“Oh, I am up for it. But this damn cage will keep it from being seen.” he joked.
“Don’t worry. Jim leaves in two days. He can come out to play then.” I teased back.
“Oh great. You mean I get to sit back and watch my sweet wife fucked by a guy with the cock the size of an elephants, and all I can do about it is sit there and play with my little cage?” he said sarcastically with a grin.
“Honey, his cock isn’t the size of an elephant’s…it’s much bigger. And yes, that’s exactly what you get to do…play with your little caged dick while I scream my head off.” I said teasing him.
“Bigger huh. Ok I want to see this.” he grinned.
I hugged him again and then kissed him. “I can’t wait for you to.”




Chapter 17
I told Jim when he woke from his nap that Roy was going to be joining us in the bedroom tonight and he smiled and commented it was about time. I did fix a very special dinner for us. I even dressed for the event as well. I got out the dress I wore the night we had our anniversary dinner and made sure I looked as good as I did that night for them both. Hair, makeup, everything was perfect. I also decided that this time, I wasn’t going to wear panties. I knew that anytime I bent over or raised my arms; they would get a good look at my ass and pussy. It would be a good tease for both of them. They both dropped their jaws when I came into the kitchen wearing it. Jim even whistled as I walked by him. It put a big smile on my face. He looked over at Roy, who had a big grin on his face also, and told him that they were both underdressed for dinner. 
I had made this into a romantic candlelight dinner for them and they both seemed to love what was going on. When I brought the food in, I intentionally dropped a napkin where they both could see me and turned my ass to them, bent over and picked it up. I felt that distinct wisp of air on my bare ass and pussy. When I turned back around with a big grin on my face, they were both slack jawed staring. It was so sexy teasing them. 
You could feel the sexual tension in the air as we ate. We ate like we normally do, with Jim sitting next to me and Roy on the other side of the table, but neither of them could keep their eyes off me and I loved it. They both seemed to eat at a record speed. I joked with them that the food must have been really good for them to finish so fast. We all knew that wasn’t why they ate so fast, but I teased them more by eating slowly.
My only problem was I was also teasing myself. This was my fantasy, my dream that I had that prompted most of this. I was so turned on from knowing it was about to become reality, my pussy was gushing. I had to put a napkin between my legs to keep my dress from getting wet and the chair from being soaked. In all honesty, I was in as much of a hurry to do this as they were, and it was hard trying to drag things out. When we were all finished eating, we sat there for a minute in idle chat. All of us were tense with excitement. I decided to see what they would say if I tried to delay it a little longer.
“Why don’t you boys go relax while I clean up and do the dishes.” I said with a grin.
You could see their faces just collapse in disappointment. I stood up and started reaching for the first plate when Jim stopped me by gently taking my hand.
“I think the dishes can wait until morning.” he said with a grin and a glint in his eyes. “You have teased us long enough.” he said grinning.
He stood up still holding my hand and didn’t say another word. He began dragging me so to speak to the bedroom. I looked back with a sexy look at Roy who was still sitting there.
“Are you coming cucky?” I said seductively.
It was like that comic book character that runs really fast, I forgot his name, but Roy was on his feet and caught up to us before I think I got the whole sentence out. To say he was anxious was an understatement. Poor guy, he had been in that cage all this time, hearing me moan and scream at night, seeing me cuddle and kiss Jim, getting sexy texts from us after we finished, and not being able to get a jerk off or get a release from it. It had to be frustrating for him, yet he still rushed to see something that would probably make him so hard it would hurt his little dick. The problem was, I was beginning to like it more than I thought I would, to have his little dick locked up. I wondered how far this would go, and if I could get him to do it on a regular basis without Jim here. I would have to think about that and talk to him. Tonight, would be so sexy and satisfying for me to watch him be denied while I moaned and screamed in pleasure though. It was bringing back that dream I had in Vegas, but this was real, and this was happening which made it so much more alluring for me. I also made a mental note to make sure to take care of him really well when I let him out. He would need it and he really deserved it.
I was so aroused when Jim led me into the bedroom. Roy followed us in and stood there for a second. I kissed Jim then turned back to Roy and I smiled at him and took his hand and led him over to the chair. 
“Sit down here cucky and make yourself comfortable. Get undressed. I want to watch you play with that little caged dick of yours while you get to see what makes your wife scream and moan so much when she gets fucked by a real cock.” I said playfully.
He got undressed and the sight of his little caged dick again almost made me cum right there. I couldn’t help reaching out and feeling how heavy that cage was. I also couldn’t help teasing him a bit more seeing his dick getting hard in the cage already. I started jerking on his cage and he pushed his head back, closed his eyes, and inhaled as my hand brushed his exposed balls.
“Poor cucky. Don’t you wish I was jerking your little dick right now instead of this cage? And you're getting so hard too. Does it excite you that you're finally going to see and not just listen to why your wife moans and screams like she does? Do you want to see what it looks like when a real man’s cock fucks your wife?”
“Oh God, yes!” he gushed out.
I leaned in and kissed him. I whispered in his ear. “Thank you for this. Don’t take to heart everything I say tonight. It is just part of the fantasy. I love you so much Roy.” I know it was somewhat out of character for what we were role playing here, but I did love him and everything he was doing for me. It was so fun berating him, but I never wanted him to forget that no matter what I said to him, it didn’t change how I felt about him. 
He smiled back at me with love beaming from his eyes. I think he knew that even though I had been tormenting him and berating him lately, it was all part of the game, and I loved him and wouldn’t ever leave him. I even think he had begun to enjoy it too.
I gently pushed him, so he had to sit in the chair. I watched how he gingerly sat down so as to not squish his balls and a slight shiver ran down my spine right to my pussy that was already dripping. I turned and walked back to a smiling Jim and threw my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. I looked into his eyes playfully.
“So, lover, are you ready to show my cuck husband over there how to properly fuck his wife?” I said loud enough so Roy could hear.
“You know I am.” he said with a huge grin.
He kissed me deeply again and then started lifting my dress off of me and I happily obliged. He took the dress and threw it over to Roy.
“Hang that up cucky. Make sure it doesn’t get wrinkled.” he said in a commanding voice. 
Roy quickly got up with the dress and hung it up properly and quickly sat back down in his chair. Seeing Jim take control only made me wetter and I felt my juices drip down my leg. It also excited me that I was fully nide in front of another man right in front of my husband. Jim started kissing me again as his hands roamed my naked form. He cupped my breasts and pinched my nipples, grabbed and squeezed my ass, and ran his hand over my soaked pussy. He looked over my shoulder at Roy as he was feeling me up. 
“It looks like your wife is soaked, cucky. I think she can’t wait to get a big black cock in her tonight.” Jim said in a happy tone. “I think it’s time she starts getting it ready to fuck her.”
I loved it. This was just how I had imagined it would be. I started taking Jim’s shirt off, button by button as we kissed again. I peeled it off of him exposing those fabulous abs and his gorgeous chest. The same ones I had wanted to push back into the bedroom the first time I saw them. I turned and threw the shirt to Roy, who didn’t need to be told what to do with it. He quickly hung it up next to my dress. I kissed him again and I felt my breasts pushed against his chest, knowing my husband was watching. It felt even better than it had any other time we had made love. I slowly kissed his neck then made my way down his chest and abs until I was on my knees in front of him. I angled my body so I knew Roy would have a good view of what I was about to expose. I slowly unbuckled Jim’s belt and unbuttoned his slacks. They slid easily off of him as he stepped out of them. I threw those to Roy also, who folded them neatly and placed them on the dresser. Jim was only in his boxers and had a bulge in them and I could see Roy stare as he was putting the pants away. It looked like the anticipation was killing him. I teased him a little more, rubbing that bulge in Jim’s boxers. He was sitting on the edge of the chair, impatiently waiting for me to remove the last article of clothes that would show him why I had screamed and moaned so much while Jim fucked me.
“Are you ready? You want to see what a real man’s cock looks like?” I said with a smirk.
He shook his head. He didn’t speak and he looked so wound up. His little dick was so hard, it looked like it was squished in that cage. I grasped the elastic on Jim’s boxers and watched Roy as I slowly pulled them down. I didn’t want to miss his reaction to seeing Jim’s big black cock for the first time. I watched as his eyes bulged and his mouth began to open in awe when it began to be revealed. I felt Jim’s cock finally spring free out of his boxers and Roy’s jaw completely dropped.
“Holy Fuck!” he gasped out.
Jim chuckled and I giggled at his exasperation. I grabbed Jim’s cock and stroked it a little while watching Roy. 
“What’s the matter honey? You haven’t ever seen a real cock before?” I teased.
“That’s not a cock, that’s a fucking arm. Holy shit, you weren’t kidding, it does look bigger than an elephants.” he said in awe.
Jim chuckled and I giggled again. “But honey, he isn’t even hard yet.” I said in a sultry teasing voice.
I didn’t think Roy’s eyes could get any bigger until I said that. I thought they were going to pop out of his head.
“No fucking wonder you screamed so loud. That thing is huge now…and it gets bigger? How in the hell did you even get that monster in you? Jesus, that thing is bigger than the dildo I got you.” 
I giggled again. “Now do you see why your little dick is in a cage and I prefer to fuck this big black one?” I said in that teasing and sultry voice again.
He just shook his head yes with his mouth still open in awe.
I couldn’t help but giggle again at his reaction. I continued to stroke Jim’s massive cock as he watched. 
“I am about to show you how I get him nice and hard for my pussy. Watch closely my little cucky. This is how I treat a real cock.” I teased.
I took Jim into my mouth and the feelings were so much more intense knowing Roy was watching me suck on his big cock. I bobbed on it furiously as the feelings increased. I went into a frenzy on it and gagged a couple of times, but I didn’t stop. Jim was getting so hard, and it tasted so good. 
“Damn cucky, your wife sucks cock really good. I bet she never gagged on your cock like that before.” Jim teased. “She is really turned on tonight too. I bet she enjoys you watching her be a slut for my cock. If she keeps this up, I’m going to drop a load down her throat.”
Hearing Jim talk to Roy like that only fueled my fire. I had to stop myself though. Even though I had sucked Jim off a few times, I really wanted him in my pussy. I wanted Roy to watch that. I wanted to look him in the eyes as that cock plowed deep into me. I pulled him out of my mouth now that he was fully hard. I looked back at Roy, and he was on the edge of his seat and he was stroking his cage. He had a look of lust and desperation on his face that gave me an evil smile. This was so much better than my dream. I stood up and kissed Jim as I felt his cock poke my belly. 
“Fuck me…fuck me now. I can’t wait.” I whispered to him.
He smiled at me and looked over to Roy.
“Did you hear that cucky?” he said grinning.
Roy scrunched up his eyebrows and shook his head no.
“Say it again. Say it louder so cucky can hear.”
“I want you to fuck me…right now. I can’t wait any longer. Please…I need you in me. Please fuck me.” I begged loud enough for Roy to hear. 
“See, she is begging for my cock. Did she ever beg you for yours?” 
Roy shook his head no. I had never begged for his dick, in fact the only cock I had ever begged for was Jim’s. He laid me down on the bed and I looked over at Roy and motioned him over. 
“Get on the bed cucky. I want you to get a good view of what he is about to do to me.” I said with a wicked smile. 
Roy slowly got up and kneeled on the bed near my head. I could see his little dick straining against the cage. Pre-cum dripped from it and that sent another shiver down to my pussy. Jim spread my legs and crawled up between them. He laid that beautiful cock on my pussy and it reached all the way past my belly button.
“I love you honey, but do you see how big he is, do you see how deep he is going to go. You can’t make me scream like he does because you will never be able to get that deep.” I felt sad for Roy. I loved him so much, but he would never be able to fuck me like Jim. He knew it, but seeing how deep Jim would go just proved it to him. He looked back at me after seeing where Jim’s cock would go, and he had a sad look. I was concerned about seeing that look. I reached up and grabbed his head and pulled it down to mine.
“I know what you’re thinking Roy but remember what I told you. I love you and I will never leave you because of this. We talked about this before, right?” 
He shook his head yes, but I could see that it still bothered him. 
“Do we need to stop and talk about things?” I ask sympathetically. I was so turned on, but it seemed like Roy was in pain. I loved him so much and seeing him in pain still hurt me. I didn’t want to stop, but I would for him, and I know Jim would too. It made me feel much better when a smile came back across his face, and he leaned down and whispered in my ear.
“Please don’t stop. I am ok. I know I can’t physically do what he can and provide that for you…I know you love what he does to you…I’ve heard it many times. If I can’t do it for you, then I want him to. I love you and I want you to have it.”
“I love you, Roy. Thank you honey.” I told him before I kissed him. 
Jim had been waiting as we talked. When he saw things were ok again, he smiled. I turned my attention back to him as he started rubbing that wonderful cock between my pussy lips. I took Roy’s hand and held it and looked him in the eyes as Jim pushed the head of that huge black cock into me. I let out a wail and squeezed Roy’s hand hard. No matter how many times Jim and I had sex, the first time he entered me, I would feel my pussy stretch and burn to accommodate him. It felt so good and always made me cry out. Roy’s eyes bulged as he saw it happen. He squeezed my hand back as he watched. 
Jim didn’t waste much time. He bottomed out in me and pulled back and rammed me again. I came so hard and cried out again. From there things began to blur a little. I lost track of time after that and I remember me screaming and moaning. I remembered Jim flipping me over and raising my ass up like he had done the first night. I remember looking right into Roy’s eyes because he sat down in front of me when Jim flipped me. At that point, all of the orgasms fused together into one giant one. I remember Roy furiously pulling on his cage as he looked into my eyes. It excited me so much and I came so hard I squirted. That was the first time I had ever done that. But what I remember most was what happened just before Jim came inside me again. I don’t know where it came from, or if I had even thought about it before. Jim started grunting and I could feel he was about to cum. A thought popped into my head, and I screamed out with no filter, thought, or care about what I was saying. I was looking right into Roy’s eyes when I said it.
“Yesss! Cum in me baby! Please cum in my pussy! I want your fucking baby…please cum in me.”
I saw Roy drop his jaw and about two seconds later, his little dick started spewing cum. I screamed out again as Jim began pumping a huge load so deep, it went directly into my womb. Jim collapsed on me, and I fell with him, right into Roy’s lap next to his cage. We laid there for a few minutes trying to catch our breath. Jim rolled off of me and I felt his seed flow out of me. I used what little strength I had left to lift up and smile at Roy. He was sitting there still looking stunned.
“Did you enjoy that honey?” I asked blissfully.
“Umm…Tina…I…I think we need to talk.” he said with a note of fear in his voice.




Chapter 18
I think Jim figured out what was about to happen, and he decided to go shower to give us privacy. I rolled over, sat up against the headboard. I watched as Roy turned and faced me on his knees. I couldn’t help peeking between his legs. Seeing his little dick locked in a cage still brought a tingle to my pussy. The drop of cum still dangling from the metal rings was so hot and just added to it. The feeling was short lived however, as I knew things were about to get serious. I lit a cigarette and exhaled towards the ceiling hard to let out my anxiety about what he wanted to talk about. Since we had come home, Roy had been nothing but supportive of my relationship with Jim. I know what I had said a few minutes ago was shocking to him and why he wanted to talk. What I didn’t know was why I said it in the first place. I had not thought about having a baby with Jim before that popped into my head, and Roy and I had decided a few years ago that we would wait until later to try. I was on birth control and there was very little if any chance of me getting pregnant. But after watching us for the first time and hearing me say that the first words out of his mouth were that we needed to talk. It couldn’t be good.
“Tina, honey…I…” he stuttered out.
“Roy, I know what you're going to say.” I cut him off. “Listen, I don’t know why I said that. Jim and I have not talked about a baby, you and I said we would wait for later to have one…and I am on birth control anyway so there is no chance I will get pregnant…no real chance anyway. Just relax honey. There is nothing to worry about.” I assured him lovingly. I had expected him to be relieved. Instead, he surprised me by dropping his head like he was disappointed.
“Oh…ok.” he mumbled. 
“Roy? What’s wrong?” I asked curiously.
“It’s…it’s nothing, don’t mind it.” he said before lifting his head with a fake smile. “That was one of the sexiest things I have ever seen.” he said as if trying to change the subject.
“Stop trying to deflect again. Talk to me Roy. What’s bothering you?” I said a little more forcefully.
I saw him drop his head again and take a deep breath. “I thought…I thought maybe you had taken out your birth control implant.” he mumbled. “I thought that I was watching you get pregnant from someone else…and it…” he stopped and didn’t say anything else.
“It made you feel upset?” I asked.
He lifted his head and looked me in the eyes. “No…it turned me on. It put me over the edge…it made me cum.”
It was my turn to sit there in shock. I had no words. I took a long drag on my cigarette and pondered things. I know from my research about cuckolding on the internet that some women call it the ultimate form of cuckolding, carrying a man’s baby that’s not your husbands. I had just dismissed that since I wasn’t looking for the extreme and I didn’t think Roy would have gone along with it anyway. And what about Jim? What would he think about it? Having a baby is a serious commitment, not something to be taken lightly.
“Roy…is that something you would want?” I asked cautiously.
“I don’t know. It’s just…I wasn’t prepared for it, and when you said you wanted his baby…I don’t know what happened. Like I said, I thought maybe you had removed the birth control…and I know you love him…I figured that maybe you decided on your own to let him get you pregnant. It was like a gut punch and an erotic experience all rolled into one. Just thinking that he was impregnating you…it sent me over the edge, and I came. I have to honestly say, that was the first time I ever did it without being touched.” he said in wonder.
“That would be a huge step, Roy. I’m not sure we're ready for that. I mean this goes way beyond the fantasy thing we are doing now. We aren’t even sure how we are doing this relationship long term yet, much less having a baby. That is a huge commitment…from all of us. I have no idea what Jim would say or think.” 
“I know. It was just a misunderstanding, I guess. Forget about it, ok. It was dumb of me to think it.” he said embarrassed. 
I would be lying to say that I didn’t want to consider it. The idea had come from my mouth, even if it was in a lust filled orgasm, and something must have spurred me on to it. But sitting here, thinking about Jim knocking me up…something about that was so appealing and sexy. Especially if it happens with Roy watching and knowing the baby wasn’t his that was growing in me. It felt just like watching him in his chastity cage. I guess you could say it could be the next step…the ultimate step in our relationship. It just seemed so big of a step though.
“Roy…I’m not saying I am opposed to it. I just think right now is…a little too soon to be talking about it.” I said cautiously. “Also, there is Jim to consider too. I’m not sure he would want to have a baby.”
“Honey, we could raise it. I would be the father if Jim didn’t want to be. I think it would be great.” he said with a pleading look.
My eyes got bigger, and my jaw dropped a little. “Roy…it almost sounds like you are begging me to get pregnant with Jim.” I said nervously as I took another long drag to calm my nerves. Was my husband actually begging me to get pregnant with another man? 
“I’m not begging…but I wouldn’t be opposed if it happened.” he said cautiously.
I thought for a minute. I didn’t want to shut the door on the idea completely, but it was such a huge step. There was so much to consider. I had already made the mistake with my relationship with Jim about friends and co-workers. With a baby, there would be so much more to consider, and many mistakes could be made.
“Ok…but we need to figure out how we are going to handle our relationship between the three of us before we could even consider that.”
“What’s to figure out. When he is around, you're his. I am happy with the way we are going. I have talked to Jim about it, and he is happy too. I think you’re happy, right? I don’t think I have seen you happier the entire time I have known you. I don’t see where we need to change anything.” 
I smirked. “What about the cage? Are you going to stay in it whenever Jim is around? What if we move in together? Are you going to wear it all the time?”  I teased. I didn’t think Roy would do it. He had complained about it from day one and I knew he wanted to get out of it so badly.
“If it comes to that, yes. I’m sure you will let me out sometimes like Dawn does for Mark.”
This was the second time he had stunned me in one night. I wondered if I was ever going to get him to wear his cage again, but here he was practically volunteering. I was speechless again. He saw my surprise and smiled at me.
“Look honey, after seeing you smiling more in the last few days, satisfied sexually, and most of all extremely happy, I want that more than ever for you. If staying in this cage is the price I pay for it…I guess, it’s worth it. If he eventually moves in with us, I’m sure we could work things out so that we both have time with you. I will never stop fighting for you, remember?”
I was still so confused. Was this really fighting for me? I couldn’t believe he was saying this. In all the time we had been married, I would never have guessed this would be his reaction to this situation. Was he saying this because he was really beginning to enjoy being a cuckold? His attitude towards things has really changed. Now, with his admission of being turned on by Jim knocking me up, being willing to wear his cage full time, I knew something had changed in him.
Roy…it doesn’t sound like you're fighting for me; it sounds more like you're giving me to Jim. Is that what you want?”
“No honey, I’m not giving you to him. I love you and I want you too. But I want you to be as happy as you have been lately.”
“But what about you? For this to work, we all have to be happy. Are you really happy being a cuckold? You didn’t even want to wear the cage to start with, now you're volunteering to wear it. Is it just for me…or is it something else now?”
He hung his head a little as he spoke softly. “I don’t know. It’s hard to explain. Over the last few days, it’s been growing on me. I can’t understand why. I…I hate this thing sometimes, like when I see you with Jim, kissing, holding hands, hearing you make love in the other bedroom…and especially when I watched you tonight, it was so frustrating. I want to jerk off so bad…and I can’t. Something about that really turns me on, knowing you have that key around your neck, and you can control when and if I can jerk off or have sex. Also, the look in your eyes tonight seeing my frustration…it turned me on. Watching another man give you so much pleasure that I know I can’t give you…the look in your eyes when you looked at me watching you cum so much…I actually got pleasure from seeing you that way and that made me happy. I guess I am happy being a cuckold.” he admitted.
“But is that something you could handle long term…your dick being locked up…watching your wife with another man?” I said with a raised eyebrow.
“I don’t know. I am willing to try though. We said before we were just feeling out how our relationship would go. I know if I came to you and said I didn’t want to wear it anymore, you wouldn’t make me. Honestly, I didn’t think I would like wearing it at all. That’s why I refused in the beginning. Once I tried it…it wasn’t so bad. Even if Jim moved in with us, he would be gone a lot for his book signings and workshops. I would be able to get out of it then. When he is here…well Dawn let's Mark out for a release every so often. She would even allow him to fuck her…but I know he doesn’t. If we had an arrangement something like that…I think I could handle it long term.” 
He was right. If he did come to me and ask to be let out, I probably would. I would also never deny him if he wanted to make love to me. All of this was so surreal. Not only was my fantasy coming true, but it was also looking more and more like it may become part of our lifestyle. My husband was becoming my cuckold…permanently. But he was still my husband and I loved him so very much. We did still have a lot of things to work out, but I know we would be able to. I took the last drag of my cigarette and put it out. I turned back to Roy beaming a smile as I reached out my hand to him. He took it and I pulled him down and into an embrace with his head on my breast. We laid there for a minute as we soaked up each other’s energy and emotions. 
“I love you Roy…my little cucky.” I giggled.
He chuckled at that. He knew that’s what Dawn secretly called Mark. 
“I love you too honey.” he replied.




Prologue 


I had a heavy heart when Jim had to leave. I was going to miss him so much. He promised he would be back in a week or two. He said we would all talk about our future when he returned. From the way he said it, I was sure he was talking about him moving in with us, but I was wrong. Instead, we moved in with him. He had a huge house in California, and it was beautiful. Jim got Roy a good job at the firm he used to work at, and we all played out our roles. When Jim was gone, Roy played the perfect husband, taking care of me and being the loving couple. When Jim was here, he played the perfect cuckold taking care of both of us. 
There was plenty of room in the house for us…and guests. Mark and Dawn became frequent visitors and on the first visit, we gave the cucks a nice show. Dawn was ecstatic that she finally got to fuck me and get fucked by Jim too. Roy said it was so hot watching us girls together. With Jim switching between the two of us, fucking both of us together, the cucks both ended up cumming in their cages that night. They still cum in their cages every time we have done it since then. 
I do let Roy out of his cage when Jim is gone, and we made love on occasion. It is becoming less frequent though. He is becoming more like Mark and usually only wants hand jobs and blowjobs instead of sex. I was a little disappointed at first, but I began to realize that sex with me wasn't as good as it used to be for either of us. Jim was so big and had stretched me out a lot. Roy was so small now in comparison, and as much as Jim had stretched me out, I could barely feel him, and he knew it. He knew he couldn’t pleasure me like Jim did during sex, so he left that up to him, but he still makes sure I cum quite a bit with his hands and mouth. He has actually become quite good at that. I always make sure he gets his pleasure though. 
All in all we were a happy throuple as they call it these days. I was still married to Roy, but when Jim was home, I was his wife essentially. There was no jealousy to speak of. It was a little difficult at first, but we worked out a way to handle that. We all three talked and communicated with each other. To me, that was the biggest key to getting this to work out. Jim is such a great guy and makes sure Roy is not made to feel left out completely and that just makes my love for him grow. For me it was a dream come true. 
On Roy’s last birthday, I gave him a special present. Jim had been gone for a few weeks and came home that day for the celebration. When I told him about the gift, I was giving Roy, he just smiled that sexy smile of his. It took all of my will not to jump him right there and ravish him when he got home, but I didn’t want to ruin the surprise for Roy. I was sitting as I normally would when Jim is home, cuddled up to him with his arm around me on the couch. Roy had just got home from work and greeted us as usual. He had been out of his cage since Jim had been gone, and we usually made it a ritual to put his cage back on when Jim got back. He knew what he was supposed to do. He came out completely naked and walked up to us on the couch and handed me his cage. It delights me every time I put it on him and feel and hear that click of the lock snapping shut. I always get a thrill when I put the chain with the key back around my neck also.
“There, now my cucky is fully dressed,” I said slyly.
Roy always gets this contented smile when I call him that now. He wears it like a badge of honor instead of a derogatory comment. Over the last few months, I could tell he was happier than he had been in a long time being a cuckold. It was like he was meant to be one. 
“Now, for my cucky’s birthday, I have a present for him.” I said with a sly smile. 
I handed him a small box that was gift wrapped with a big bow on it. He unwrapped it and opened the box and stared at it with a furrowed brow trying to figure out what it was. He lifted up a small plastic bag with what looked to be a little stick in it.
“What is this?” he asked with his face contorted with a questioning look.
I stood up and gave him a sly look. I leaned forward and whispered in his ear.
“That, my dear cucky, is my birth control implant. I had it removed a few weeks ago.”
The look on his face was priceless. A combination of shock and eagerness. 
“Now, I am about to take Jim back to the bedroom and fuck his brains out. The doctor told me I would be able to get pregnant a week or so after this was removed, as long as I was fertile. Roy, I am fertile right now. So, for your birthday, would you like to come back and watch while your wife gets knocked up with her boyfriend's black baby?” 
He stood there speechless. All he could do was shake his head yes with the shocked and eager look on his face. It made me smile brightly. Ever since the first night we talked about me having Jim’s baby, I could tell he was expecting it would happen, he just didn’t know when. I turned back to Jim, who had a big smile of his own, and stuck out my hand. He stood and took it. I began leading him to the bedroom as Roy was standing there watching.
“Well come on cucky. I’m sure you don’t want to miss this.” I teased.
With blinding speed and a blur that rushed past us, he made it to the bedroom before we did. He began setting up the bed for us, pulling back the comforter so it wasn’t in the way or getting stained, and had it ready when we walked in. He sat in his chair stroking his cage impatiently waiting as Jim and I undressed each other to make love. His little dick was so hard in that cage, parts of it were oozing through the metal rings. Roy came three times in his cage that night, one for each of the three times I looked him in the eyes with my sly smile as Jim pumped a load of seed deep in my womb. He told me later that this was the best birthday he had ever had.
That was eight months ago, and our baby boy is due soon. Roy was overjoyed when I showed him the positive pregnancy test. He had been sleeping in the room next to ours when Jim was home, but he converted the room into a bedroom/nursery. He said he would sleep in there with the baby so he could be there to take care of him when Jim was home, and he could still hear us if we decided to have another. He also took care of me through the whole pregnancy. He would go out in the early morning hours to get whatever I was craving. He went to all of my doctor’s appointments and acted like a happy and proud father. All my doctors know Roy isn’t the biological father and that he knows what is going on. I told them so that they won’t worry so much when the baby comes out black. 
I love them both so much, my husband and my lover.  I don’t want to be without either of them. I guess people are wrong. What happens in Vegas doesn’t always stay there.
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