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A SEXY GAME OF
CARDS -- WHAT CAN GO WRONG?


Donald O’ Rourke
is a decent guy, really. He has a good job driving delivery trucks. He scrimps
and saves, to make sure he and his hot strawberry blonde wife Chelsea can
afford to keep their nice, but older ranch house in the suburbs.


 


He has only one
weakness that is obvious: he loves to play cards, especially anything having to
do with games of chance. The problem is, poor Donald needs the luck of the
Leprechauns to win. And way too often that luck -- like Leprechauns -- is
nonexistent.


 


Donald never
gambles to the extent that he jeopardizes his house, or his livelihood, but
loves to gamble nonetheless.


 


His other
weakness? He sometimes says things he shouldn’t.


 


Enter Donald and
Chelsea’s flamboyant and extravagant new neighbor, Connor Carson. Ex-high
school football player and all-around regular guy, he also loves a good game of
poker or blackjack now and then.


 


He also has a
roving eye. He wants Donald’s wife.


 


It’s St. Patrick’s
Day weekend, and Donald and Chelsea are having a small party at their house.
They invite one of Donald’s friends, as well as neighbor Connor.


It’s going to be a
St. Patrick’s Day poker party.


 


What happens if a
neighbor suggests you place a night with your wife as a bet in an otherwise
innocent game of cards?


 


Can a suburban
marriage survive such high stakes debauchery?


 


This fantasy
fiction erotica story contains adult themes, adult language, and graphic
depictions of adult sexual activity, and is NOT intended for readers under age
18.


 












THE DIM SIDE OF PANIC


Sweat, nervous sweat. It was all the
watcher felt as he stared into the screen of his cell phone. The phone’s screen
was small, of course, as cell phone screens generally are. And even though the
display was technically HD, HD on a small smartphone screen only allows one to
see so much detail. 


But what the watcher could see on that
screen was heart-pounding.


It was the woman -- those intimately
familiar pale, feminine legs, moving over the surface of sprawling sheets. The
incessant gasps of exquisite pleasure filling the smartphone’s tiny speaker.


And then there was that strange man, his
brawny, muscular body atop the woman, moving up and down repeatedly -- the
woman’s voice indicating that she was definitely caught up in the throes of
sexual delight.


The watcher couldn’t believe his eyes. Was
it really true? Was she really doing this, after claiming that she would
never engage in such sordid antics?


As the bedsprings squeaked and the
mattress thumped, the watcher broke into a cold sweat, and he could see the
woman’s wedding ring glinting as she grasped the bedcovers, gripping and
clawing at them in wild abandon.


After a while the illicit activity
subsided, and the man on the bed pulled himself away from atop the woman for a
moment. The watcher saw the blur of movement – the strange man approaching the
cell camera from the side.


“That’s it for now!” grunted the stranger,
his hand now blocking the screen as he moved the offending cell phone from its
previous position. “We’re done for a while.” The screen blurred from movement.


The sound of the woman’s giggles could
also be heard right before the screen on the watcher’s phone went dark.


The connection had been severed. Now there
was just a red bar on his cell phone’s darkened screen. Call over.


The watcher let out a breath.


“Fuck,” he said to himself. “I never
thought she would actually go through with this. I thought she was joking.”


He set his now dark-screened cell phone on
the couch and got up, feeling a little weak from stress. He went to the liquor
cabinet. He definitely needed a strong drink now.


“It’s all because of that fucking card
game,” he muttered, pouring himself a tumbler of whiskey on the rocks. “I
should never have brought out the fucking cards.”


 







A CRACK IN THE CLOUDS


Donald O’Rourke switched on the FM radio
in the company van while waiting at a stoplight just in front of the freeway.
Instead of music, the rock station had talk. He wasn’t in the mood for talk. He
turned the radio off.


The light turned green. Work-boot pressed
on accelerator. The van lurched.


Don hit the freeway entrance, heading
south, towards the warehouse. He had another load of car parts to pick up for
delivery to various repair shops.


As he cruised down the right lane on the
freeway, the sun came out from behind a cloud. The early March sunshine hit the
interior of the Ford van, and warmed it. 


Don turned back on the FM, this time
switching to the news station. There was talk about politics. Ugh. The traffic
on the freeway slowed to a crawl, as cars were forced to merge right due to
construction ahead, where the State was rebuilding an interchange.


Bored, Don reached down and switched the
FM back to the rock station. Still talk. He switched to the country station. It
sounded like pop, complete with the etherical sound of autotuning, making the
singer sound like a drugged up, female alien wearing a cowboy hat.


He again switched the radio off.


The traffic picked up from five miles per
hour to a lively ten, with Don having to keep his work boot hovering over the
brake, just in case.


A bit of rain began to fall. Don switched
up the wipers. After a minute, the rain stopped, and the bright, early Spring
sun reappeared through a crack in the clouds.


It was another day working for the
company.


Fifteen minutes later Don pulled up into
the company’s parking lot.


At the small warehouse Don walked inside
the back entrance, a scarred, white painted door next to the larger garage door
often used to empty semi-trucks. No sooner than he entered the small facility,
the familiar smell of dusty boxes, a slight scent of stale oil and gas, and
various auto parts stacked on the metal shelving greeted his nostrils.


“Hey Don!” said a tall, somewhat balding,
thin and gangly looking man of about 26. Ed Forrester was one of the parts
coordinators – he took orders from various car shops throughout the region and
then filled the orders for each delivery driver. 


“Hey, Ed,” said Don nonchalantly. Ed
handed him a long sheet, which had a list of parts and the shops where they
needed to be delivered. “You’re a slave driver,” he joked. “Look at this list.”


“I can’t help it, man,” said Ed, running a
hand over his short trimmed, thinning blond hair. “Blame the shops. They all
called in with orders. They don’t care if its 3:30 in the afternoon.” He
grinned. “How’s traffic out there? The roads must be slick, because of the
rain.”


“Traffic sucks,” said Don, shaking his
head. “The roads are O.K., though. It’s been sprinkling on and off all day.
Whatever oil and gunk on the road is all washed away by now.” Don stared at the
order list. It was longer than usual, for late in the day.


He wasn’t sure he could make it to all
seven car shops before they all closed. It wasn’t so much the fact that there
were seven repair garages in a ten mile radius – it was the traffic. Always the
traffic. 


Some shops stayed open late, depending on
the job they were doing, but some of them closed like clockwork.


Fuck it, if they’re not open when I get
there, they’ll get the parts tomorrow, Don concluded.


“Your parts are all ready,” said Ed. He
pointed to a small, plastic tote. “A lot of small stuff this afternoon. Have
fun.”


“Fuck you,” said Don, grinning. 


“Likewise,” said Ed, giving Don a smile.
“You want to go get a beer after work? Maybe hit the casino, and play some
cards?”


“Can’t. The wife says she made spaghetti
for dinner,” said Don. “Maybe next time.” Don grabbed the white plastic tote
and headed for the door. “You gonna be here when I get back?”


“I’m leaving at 4 o’clock sharp,” said Ed.
“Beer awaits.”


“If I don’t see ya, have a great weekend.”


“You too,” said Ed.


“You know,” said Don, stopping at the
door. “I haven’t played a good game of poker or blackjack in a week. We could
maybe hit the casino this weekend. I think I could get away from the wife for a
few hours.”


“She could come, too, you know,” said Ed. 


“I know why you’d like that,” said Don.
“You always lust after her.” He grinned.


“I can’t help it if Chelsea’s hot,” said
Ed. “And most guys who see her lust after her. You know that.”


“I know. But sorry. No eye candy for you.”


“Why doesn’t she come with you when we go
gamble any more, except just now and then?


“Chelsea doesn’t really like bars and
casinos.” He paused. “And, lately? Everything else that’s fun.”


“I know. You told me.” He took a sip from
his can of cola. “But still – you’re a lucky guy.”


Don chuckled. “You’re just gonna have to
get your own redhead, Edgar.”


“They’re rare as hen’s teeth,” said Ed.


“That’s your problem,” said Don. He opened
the back door, firmly keeping the tote cradled under his left arm. “Seeya,
man.”


“Seeya,” said Ed.


 


Two and a half hours later Don was driving
home in his 2005 Toyota pickup. The clouds had reformed, with small breaks here
and there up above, showing glimpses of bright, bluish grey above the sullen
clouds. Don slowed down his truck to a crawl as he joined the long line of
vehicles stuck in the slow traffic jam on the four lane highway that led
towards his neighborhood.


His cell phone went off. He glanced at it,
while stopped in the traffic jam about a quarter mile from the next stoplight.
It was a text from his wife Chelsea, the vivacious redhead whom he had married
almost seven years previous.


He set the phone down. The text could wait
– reading it wasn’t worth the price of possibly rear-ending the car in front of
him.


As the traffic finally picked up after the
next stoplight, Don finally was able to get his truck going over 25 miles per hour.
The pavement was wet, but the sun had come out and there was a rainbow visible
over a clump of houses on the right side of the highway. 


He thought of his wife, Chelsea, who
decided to get home early on this Friday evening and cook spaghetti. Usually,
the couple went out to eat, or shared dinner duties. Every now and then,
however, the wife took it upon herself to cook something special.


Don, of course, was generally omnivorous.
Food had to taste absolutely abysmal to turn him off. Chelsea, however, was
more of a connoisseur than Don was. So when she decided to cook a meal, she
went all out.


It was something that she didn’t
appreciate her husband missing, and she would be irritated if Don turned up
late. ‘Cold food is bad food’ – that was Chelsea’s motto. And Don loved her
cooking.


He glanced at his truck’s clock. It was
ten minutes after five. He would make it home in time.


That was good. The wife would be happy.
And knowing how good her spaghetti was – he would be happy also.


The sun continued shining through the
large break in the clouds as Don made his way home, the wet streets looking
clean from the recent rains.


He pulled up and parked in front of his
small, single storey affair set in the small suburban neighborhood where he and
Chelsea lived. They had bought the house after the Recession faded and before
property values skyrocketed. They considered themselves lucky. 


The house itself was a fixer-upper, but
adequate. As they didn’t have children, it was more than enough for them. And
with their combined salaries, they were able to make the mortgage well. Chelsea
managed a bank up on the hill, and made decent money. And Don’s delivery job
paid reasonably well.


But something was awry. They weren’t on
the same page anymore. And Don didn’t know how to fix it.


For a few moments, Don just sat in his
truck and reflected. He knew that Chelsea was inside the house, as her car was
also parked in the driveway. He glanced at her text.


Don’t forget – spaghetti tonight, it said.


He sat the phone down on the seat beside
him.


Chelsea. She was the love of his life, but
something changed over the years. It wasn’t so much the weariness of married
life – that was fine.


But the ennui in the bedroom. No matter
what positions or techniques he tried – or anything else he tried to do, be it
romantic, or extra help around the house – Don discovered that Chelsea just
seemed to not have the same desire for sex that he did.


He sat in his truck and looked over the
house -- a small, brick and yellow rambler, with its yard that now needed
moving, and shrubs looking as if they were ready to sprout leaves. The house,
of course, wasn’t the problem. It was something Chelsea was feeling, or wasn’t
feeling.


It didn’t help things much that she was so
sexy looking.


Chelsea had the appearance of a model. She
could have made awesome money as a stripper, or porn actress. With her long,
strawberry tresses and porcelain doll-like features, she reminded people of
someone who could easily grace the cover of a fashion magazine or that colorful
but disappearing medium, the department store catalog.


Chelsea O’Rourke was slim, but curvaceous,
and she had long, muscular legs, and a bottom that was glorious in form. Her
breasts were moderate, but pleasing, with pert, bright pink nipples. Her smile
was friendly and engaging, and her eyes were a mysterious shade of blue-green.


Don had met Chelsea at his cousin’s
wedding, eight years previous. The recession was still full bore, and his
cousin had just gotten out of the Air Force and landed a job at the local
aircraft factory. The woman he’d met and married was an ex sorority girl who
sold advertising. Don hadn’t met the bride before. Chelsea was the bride’s best
friend.


Don fell in love with Chelsea at first
sight. Perhaps it was the atmosphere. At a wedding, people are thinking about
love, unity, and all this romantic claptrap surrounds every aspect of the
ceremony -- from the flowers, to the music, to the clothing, to the champagne –
all of which induces people to shed their inhibitions enough to lose themselves
in the moment.


Which is exactly what happened to Chelsea
Hennington, the bride’s maid of honor, that rainy afternoon in June. 


Don reflected back to the time they had
met. June, 2011. A Saturday.


The wedding itself was innocuous enough.
Standard small wedding, held at a small, square-roofed hall in a forgotten
corner of the suburb where Don lived. The reception followed.


During the reception, Don’s cousin Jack
introduced him to the bride as well as her friends, including the vivacious
looking redhead, who always seemed to have a perpetual, engaging smile.


When Don and Chelsea shook hands, he felt
a warmth go up from his fingers, all the way through his body. He looked into
her eyes. There was a sparkle there, and he realised that there was something
about her that he hadn’t seen in a woman in a long time: a happiness, and an
upbeat attitude. A sense of loving life, and wanting to have fun.


It was refreshing.


He also sensed that she liked him.


A half hour later, when the DJ began to
play some danceable music, Don walked over to the redhead, who was sipping
champagne and chatting with the other bridesmaids.


“Hey,” he said. “Would you like to dance?”



Chelsea instantly began to giggle.


“Did I say something wrong?” said Don.


“No, it’s just the way you asked,” said
the redhead. “Besides, you are a good looking guy. My besties and I were just
talking about you.”


“Bull shit.”


“No bullshit,” said the redhead. “I think
you’re handsome.”


Don laughed. “That’s a good one!”


“What do you mean?” said the redhead,
startled. 


“I haven’t heard that one before.” He took
a sip from his drink. “No woman’s ever said that to me.”


“Well, you’re hearing it now,” said the
redhead, taking a sip from her champagne.


She set down her drink and grabbed him by
the hand. “You wanted to dance,” she said. “Let’s do it.”


As soon as they hit the dance floor the
music slowed from a pop hit to a slow jam. The redhead leaned against Don
easily, her body next to his. His arms and hands naturally went around her
narrow waist. Chelsea’s curves felt wonderful in his grasp – her lithe body
warm and sexual as she leaned into him. Neither spoke for a bit, both being
lost in the moment.


A minute into the song the redhead looked
up. “You feel nice.”


“So do you,” said Don. He smiled,
enraptured by the slightly younger beauty in his embrace. “So,” he said.
“You’re a bridesmaid.”


“Yep!” said the redhead, grinning. “The
maid of honor, nonetheless!”


“You and the bride BFF’s?”


The redhead laughed. “Yes, she’s my best
friend.”


“You don’t do texting lingo, I guess.”


“I find a lot of it atrocious.” Chelsea
looked around a bit, checking out the other couples dancing on the floor. She
glanced back at the man she was dancing with. “This turned out to be a nice
wedding.” She licked her lips, almost nervously. “I hope my own wedding is a
nice small one like this one.”


“You have a boyfriend, then,” said Don.


“No.” The redhead looked surprised. “Why
would you think that?”


“You’re planning on getting married
already. Usually when a woman talks like that, she has someone in mind.”


“I do have someone in mind,” said the
redhead. “But he’s just an archetype right now.” She frowned. “Did you see me
with a guy today?”


“No.”


“So why would you think I had someone?”


“First, you’re very good looking. Second,
I figured that if you had a guy, maybe the guy had to work or something.” Don
paused, grinning slightly to try to tide things over. “Most good looking women
I’ve met – in fact all of them – have somebody.”


“Well I don’t.” 


“O.K.,” said Don. “I can live with that.”


Chelsea broke out laughing.


“What’s so funny?” said Don.


The redhead looked up at her dance partner,
who was maybe four to five inches taller than she was. “Just your way of saying
things.”


The song ended, and the DJ started talking
into the mic about the bride and the groom – talk that Don was tuning out for
lack of interest. The only thing that had caught his interest was the
vivacious, beautiful strawberry red haired young woman who was still in his
arms.


Chelsea, still holding onto Don’s hand,
headed off of the dance floor. 


“Let’s get something to eat!” she said. “I
helped order all this food. We can’t let any of it go to waste!”


“Oh, really,” said Don. “You’re the
wedding manager?” He picked up his drink as the two passed the table where
Chelsea had been standing when he asked her to dance.


“No,” said Chelsea. “But the bride’s
family put me in charge of the food.”


“How about the bachelorette’s party?” Don
said, chuckling. “Did they put you in charge of that?” Temporarily ignoring the
question, Chelsea led the two towards a round, folding table that had streamers
and a special wedding-decorated tablecloth made of thick tissue paper. Don sat
down and took a pull from his champagne, the tangy, fruity flavor having a
distinctive bite as it went down.


“To answer your question, no, I wasn’t put
in charge of the bachelorette party,” said Chelsea, sitting and sipping her
drink. “But it was pretty crazy.”


“Oh, really,” said Don. “How crazy? I’ve
always wondered what happens during such events. I’ve heard of a lot of rampant
adultery happening at bachelorette parties, although I’ve only seen one such
party in my life that I am aware of – in a pub.” He turned the plastic, long
stemmed wine glass in his hand as he spoke. “The girls were really wild. Wild,
drunk, and horny.”


Chelsea grinned, saying nothing.


“Well?” said Don.


“Well, what?” said the redhead.


“Was the bachelorette party full of wild,
drunken sex?” He paused. “That’s what I’ve heard such parties are like –
someone orders the male dancers, who then sexually service the bride or
bridesmaids…”


Chelsea’s eye widened. “Of course not!”
She looked away, nervously, sipping at her drink. “Nothing like that happened.
It was very tame!”


“O.K.,” said Don. “I believe you.”


“You don’t believe me at all, Mr.
O’Rourke. I can tell.”


“No, really,” said Don. “Whatever you say
is fine with me.”


He glanced around at the festivities. His
cousin Jack, the groom, was dancing with his bride, a stately, lissome brunette
who was two years younger than he was. The groom was clothed in the standard,
rented tuxedo. The bride looked resplendent in a long, white bridal gown –
appearing for all practical purposes as the queen of the day, which she
obviously was.


The bride, named Stacy, was stunningly
attractive, with model-like facial features and long, luscious, chestnut brown
hair. Don felt a twinge of jealousy for his cousin Jack, thinking that the man
was headed for a world of sleeping next to, having sex with, and hopefully
enjoying life with such a vivacious beauty. He took a sip from his champagne, a
drink he never really liked, as it was so sticky sweet, and gave him headaches.
But hey – it’s a wedding, and weddings mean champagne.


“Lusting after my bestie?” said the
redhead, breaking Don out of his daydream.


“Er… No.” Don looked back at his new
companion. “I mean, she’s beautiful, but no. I was just… Thinking.”


“Thinking? About what?”


“About my cousin’s new life, I guess,”
said Don.


“That’s what weddings are all about,” said
Chelsea. “Aren’t they?”


“I really don’t know what weddings are all
about,” said Don, “truthfully.” He paused. “I mean, they make flower stores a
lot of money, and jewelers… But then people get divorced acrimoniously five or
six years later. So, what was it all for?”


“It doesn’t have to happen like
that,” said the redhead, taking a sip from her champagne.


“But too often, it does,” said Don. He
glanced back towards the dancing bridal couple. All his life he was taught that
weddings were a mark of life, a changing point. Grown up in a religious
household, before his parents split and everything normal was burst asunder, he
was taught that a man went to school, then either joined the military or went
to college – or both – and then got married to the love of his life. And then
they were supposed to live happily ever after.


But his parents’ fighting and the ensuing,
bitter divorce changed all that, at least in his mind. His mother and father still
had issues dealing with each other.


Don turned towards the redhead, who looked
like a picture of everything he’d dreamed of when younger. He shook his head.


“Sorry to sound so negative.” He nodded
towards his cousin, beaming in happiness. “I hope my cuz has a good long life,
with… Er… What’s her name again?”


“Stacy.”


“Well, I hope Jack and Stacy buck the
trend, and last it out. Unlike my folks, who didn’t.”


“Your parents are divorced?”


“Yep.” Don once again turned the plastic
wine glass by the stem, the little bubbles rising in the pale champagne. “It
was horrible.”


“I’m sorry to hear that,” said the
redhead.


“Meh. It happened.” Don looked up.
“Doesn’t it always?” He nodded towards his cousin. “Jack’s parents split, too.
Don’t they all?” He grinned at the irony of it, talking about divorce at a
wedding.


“Not necessarily,” said Chelsea. “My
parents didn’t.”


“A rarity,” said Don. He drained his champagne.
“But I’m glad to hear that.”


“Not everyone splits,” said Chelsea. She
got up and grabbed Don’s empty wine glass. “People can work things out.” She
looked at Don, shaking her head, as if humoring a dummy. “I’ll get us some more
champagne.”


“O.K.,” said Don. He watched the redhead’s
ass pump and sway under her tight, light pink dress as she walked away towards
the long, white cloth draped table that had the drinks.


I probably am fucking up with this gal, he
thought to himself. She wants to party and look at her – all happy and
positive. And here I see this all as a charade. A façade of ‘til death do us
part, when statistically my cousin Jack will eventually find himself on the
receiving end of some process server’s greetings as they hand him the divorce
papers.


Don watched as Chelsea chatted with one of
the groomsmen – a guy he didn’t know – and then he turned to watch the antics
on the dance floor. The music was a bland mix of pop love songs and dance
tunes. Several of the bridesmaids were dancing in a clump, plastic wine glasses
in their hands, cheery smiles on all their faces.


Suddenly a wine glass was thrust in front
of his face.


“Take it,” said a cheery voice. Don looked
up. It was Chelsea, grinning mischievously. “You sound like you need it.”


“What do you mean?” said Don.


“Being Mr. Negative at your cousin’s
wedding.” She sat down, holding a nearly full bottle of champagne in one hand
as she sipped some from her glass in the other. She set the bottle on the
table. “Cheer up. It’s a celebration. Time to party.”


Don felt sheepish. He remained silent as
he took a sip from the plastic glass.


“I suppose you’re right,” he said.


“So you don’t like weddings,” said the
redhead. “I get it. But I like them. They’re fun.” She waved a hand towards all
the dancers. “Some of these people will get married, and stay married. Not all
is gloom and doom.” She took a big sip from her champagne. “I like to see the
positive side of things.”


“You’re not high maintenance, I take it.”


The redhead grinned. “I try not to be.
That’s not the sign of a powerful woman, now, is it.”


“I’m not going there,” said Don.


The redhead laughed. She got up, and
grabbed Don’s hand. “Let’s dance again.”


Don smiled. He let Chelsea lead him back
out to the floor. A song came jumping out of the PA speakers. It had a chunky,
brightly colored sequence of guitar chords, and sounded like a cross between
old school disco and a modern take on Eighties music. The guitar sounded
uncannily like Nile Rodgers, the famous disco and dance music guitar player –
who had a Stratocaster nicknamed “the Hitmaker”. Rodgers played in a band
called Chic, and influenced guitarists from disco denizens to rockers like
INXS.


“Who is this?” said Don, wondering if
Chelsea knew the song.


“What – this song?”


“Yeah.” Don placed his hand against the
back of Chelsea’s narrow waist, his fingers just above her ass. “What band is
this?”


“It’s Daft Punk!” said the redhead,
grinning. “You don’t know about them?”


“Never heard of them. But the guitar
playing sounds familiar.”


“I have no idea who plays guitar for them.”


“It sounds like Nile Rodgers.”


“Nile what?”


Don laughed. “Never mind.”


“You play guitar then.”


“Sometimes.”


“What style?”


“Nu-metal, mainly.”


“How would you know anything about a dance
band guitarist, then?”


“Just because a guitarist prefers one
style, doesn’t mean he can’t like other styles, too.” Don paused, as he caught
a whiff of Chelsea’s perfume. “I like Nile Rodgers.”


“O.K.,” said the redhead, laughing. “I’ll
take your word for that.” She looked up into his eyes. 


Don wasn’t sure if it was the champagne,
or if Chelsea really liked him, but she seemed to revel in his company. He
wasn’t about to try to figure out which it was. One thing he knew for sure: if
he had the chance, he was going to get her dress off and get his cock into her
pussy.


“So,” she said. “What do you do for a
living, Donald?”


“I just started working for an auto parts
warehouse last year.”


“You run the place?”


Don laughed. “Fuck, no. I just drive the
trucks.”


“Cross country or something?”


“No. Local delivery.” He paused, as the
song switched to a slower one. “But they pay well.”


“That’s good,” said the redhead. She
leaned in close, her head against his left shoulder. “I work at a bank.”


“You run the place?” Don said, mimicking
her.


She laughed. “No! But I hope to, in a
couple years. I took finance courses.”


“Where?”


“The UW.”


“Oooh. College girl.”


Chelsea looked up and giggled. “You say
that as if it’s a bad thing.”


“No, actually I’m really impressed. I went
to Central, and I got my Ph.D. in power tool safety.”


“I’ve never heard of that major
before!”


“That’s because there isn’t one,” said
Don. “I didn’t finish. My mom took ill, and I had to move back home to Seattle
to take care of her for a while.”


“Sorry to hear that.”


“She’s better now,” said Don. “Some day
I’ll finish college. But I’m doing O.K. driving truck, so I’m not complaining.
I know plenty of guys who have degrees in this and that,” he added, “and
they’re working in construction, or retail. The world isn’t as degree friendly
as the propaganda machine indicates.”


Chelsea laughed. “It isn’t that
bad! I got my degree, and I think it helped me get my job!”


Donald grinned. “I was joking. Mostly.”


For the next two songs they danced and
made small talk, and then sat and made some more. Between the two of them, they
finished most of the bottle of champagne, with Chelsea drinking the larger
portion, as she said she had been stressed out between helping with the wedding
prep and work. She wanted to blow off steam.


After the bride and groom left the hall
where the reception took place, Chelsea looked lost.


“Shit,” she said, looking around the room.
“I think my ride left.”


“What do you mean?”


“Angie, one of the other bridesmaids. She
was hitting on that black guy. And now they’re gone.” She sat down on a nearby
folding chair. She pulled out her cell phone from her purse, which she’d
grabbed from the coatroom. She dialed a number. No answer. 


“Fuck.” Chelsea tapped on her screen,
ostensibly sending a text. Then she frowned and put her phone back into her
purse.


“You need a ride somewhere?” said Don.


The redhead looked up. Their eyes met. Don
held Chelsea’s gaze, both intent on getting to know her better – preferably
physically – and enraptured by the soulfulness of her eyes. He wanted to get
lost in them and never return.


“Yes,” she said finally. “I need a ride
home.” She bit her lip slightly. “It’s not far.”


“I can drive,” said Don. “I only had two
and a half drinks. And that was almost four hours ago.”


“You sure?”


“Yes. Or I can get you a taxi.” Don
hesitated. “I’ll pay.”


Chelsea stood. “Let’s go,” she said. “I
trust you.”


Don led her towards the back door of the
hall, towards the back parking lot where his truck was. As soon as they got
outside, they were greeted by the rare warmth of a Seattle summer evening.


Don reached for Chelsea’s shoulder, and
rubbed it affectionately. The redhead leaned into him and put an arm around his
waist. She looked up at him.


“I like you, Don,” she said. “You’re a
great guy.”


Don halted. He looked down at Chelsea, her
lips moist and tempting. For a long moment, the two looked each other in the
eye. Don leaned his head forwards, just ever so slightly. Chelsea didn’t move.
He leaned in just a bit closer. The redhead didn’t flinch, or turn away.


Closer.


Chelsea kept staring back into his gaze,
almost daring Don to kiss her.


He leaned further. Lips were now just an
inch apart. Chelsea began to giggle. Then lips touched lips. Lips opened.
Mouths intertwined.


It was so magical. The night air, the
quietness of the start of summer, with the subtle rumble of the distant freeway
seeming to be a thousand miles away. All Don could sense was the warmth and
sweetness of the woman he was holding in his arms, her kiss tasting of
champagne and a breath mint. It was a little bit of heaven.


Before the night was through, he was balls
deep in the tightest, sweetest feeling pussy, which was topped by a red
triangle of pure joy.


As Don reminisced, he thought of how far
they had come. Things had started out quickly -- just a year after meeting he
and Chelsea were married, and living in this very house, which they had bought
after saving money for a down payment.


But somewhere over the ensuing seven years
– from that first night of passion, to the present day -- things slowed down in
bed, to where he and his wife weren’t having sex more than once a week. They
had a nice bed, but it didn’t get the fiery workouts that it did when they
first bought it.


Thinking and looking back over the
progression of his marriage and relationship with Chelsea since the time they
met, Don felt more and more frustration about it.


But he didn’t think there was anything he
could do about it. How do you change another person? You can’t.


Ed from work had suggested that Don either
get a divorce, or find someone on the side.


“You can always find a discreet sex
partner online, and get your physical fulfillment that way, you know,” Ed had
said. “Lots of people do that. They just use a hook-up app and find someone on
the side that way.” Ed paused. “No one needs to know. Your wife – if she isn’t
into having sex – probably wouldn’t notice the difference.”


“I don’t know,” said Don. “I just don’t
know if I could do that.”


Ed had pulled up the hook-up app on his
phone, and showed Don. He suggested that Don at least check it out.


Don downloaded the app.


The problem was, he just couldn’t bring
himself to use it.


So here he was, seemingly stuck. 


Well, maybe things would just sort
themselves out on their own.


 







I ASKED HIM, AND HE’S SINGLE


Just before he got out of his truck, Don happened
to glance at the house next door, which had been up for sale for the past
several months. It was a modest split level house that had needed some work
before the bank that owned it could sell it. For the last several weeks it was
a nicely painted, remodeled home that was stark empty.


Even though the house had been run down –
the previous owners were socked by the crash of 2008, and couldn’t maintain it
after that – it was a nice house, especially once the bank and real estate
company extensively renovated it for sale. Don himself had never been inside
the house, but had grabbed a flyer from the sign out front. The rooms looked
spectacular – new paint, hardwood flooring, efficient dual-paned windows,
granite counter tops – the whole nine yards.


But there was now a light on inside. There
was a small moving truck parked in the driveway, and next to it was a new,
sporty model Lexus coupe. Don glanced towards the street. The for-sale sign was
still hanging out front, but it had a banner across it saying ‘SOLD’. A new
neighbor, obviously, Don thought to himself.


Don got out of his truck, and trudged
inside his own small rambler. The lights were on inside his house, but Chelsea
must have been back in the kitchen, because he could see no evidence of
activity.


He walked inside.


Instantly, he could smell the pleasant
aroma of spaghetti sauce, with its spicy, tomato-and-basil scent filling the
house.


“Hi, honey!” said his wife, walking out
from the kitchen. “You made it just in time.” She frowned. “You didn’t text
back.”


“I was on the road, driving in stop-and-go
traffic. I got the message. Just didn’t have time to text you back.”


“Oh,” said Chelsea. “Well, that’s O.K. I’m
just glad you made it home in time. After all, it’s Friday!”


“Yeah,” said Don. “No work for two days.
I’m fine with that.”


“You sound a bit down.” Chelsea walked
back towards the stove, where a pot full of spaghetti was starting to boil, the
sauce simmering in the crockpot plugged in to the outlet above the granite
counter.


“Just a little tired,” said Don, half
lying. “Hey -- I just saw lights on in the house next door. And a moving van.
And somebody’s Lexus, too.”


“Oh, it’s our new neighbor!” said the
redhead, her eyes brightening up.


“You’ve met them already?”


“Him. I’ve met him. He’s a really nice
guy.”


“When was this?”


“When I got home, he had just pulled up
into the driveway next door. We saw each other and he said ‘hi’.”


“Really. So he’s bought the house then.”


“Yep. His name is Connor Carson. He works at
some financial institution downtown. Has a lot of money to buy that house on
his own. Did you see his car?”


“Lexus coupe… Yeah. I bet that cost a
lot.”


“Well, he’s on his own, and makes a lot of
money. Or so he said.”


“He’s not married?” Don was curious as to
how much his wife had really talked to the man, as she seemed really enthused
about having met him.


“No – he should be, though. He’s really
handsome.”


“Maybe he’s got a girlfriend or
something,” Don said hopefully.


“No. I asked him, and he’s single.”
Chelsea glanced towards her husband with a glint in her eye. “It’s amazing that
he’s single, though. I mean, he’s really a hot guy.”


“Oh.”


Chelsea pushed the now flexible strands of
spaghetti further down into the pot of salted, boiling water. “Connor said he
went through a divorce last year, and decided to buy his next house outright,
before ever getting attached again. He lost the last house he had. Judge split
it up, and they each got half the proceeds.”


“It happens.”


“He asked me if I was married,” said the
wife, “and I of course said yes.” Chelsea looked over at her husband, her eyes
bright with excitement. “I think he was hitting on me! Imagine that!”
She stirred the spaghetti a bit, making sure all of it was covered in the
boiling water, and then set the lid over the saucepan, leaving it sit crooked
so the steam could escape.


“Connor is really muscular,” she added.
“And get this! He went to Fordham University -- in New York City!”


“Never heard of it,” said Don.


“You’ve never heard of Fordham? It’s a
prominent East Coast university. I always wanted to go to one of those, and
Fordham was on the list.” She lifted the lid to check the spaghetti, which was
almost cooked. “But I couldn’t afford it. So to the U I went.”


“You sound really impressed with this
Connor fellow,” said Don.


“Well, he’s really outgoing, and good
looking,” said the wife. “I couldn’t help it.” She looked her husband in the
eye. “Don’t worry, honey! I’m not going to fuck him or anything!” She switched
off the heat from beneath the pot of boiling spaghetti, and turned down the
crock pot, which held the simmering sauce. “I mean, if I wasn’t married to you,
I’d think about it, I suppose, ‘cause he’s hot… but…”


“You really would?” said Don.


His wife looked at him, her eyes widening,
as if caught in a gaffe.


“If I wasn’t married, I’d consider it --
sure.” She pulled the cullender out from a bottom drawer and set it in the
sink, and then poured the spaghetti into it to dry it. “He’s very sexual
looking.” She glanced at her husband, her eyes meeting his. “I’ve always had a
thing for tall, dark haired muscular guys. Like I said, I’m surprised he
doesn’t have a girlfriend, at least.”


“Maybe he actually does, and was lying to
you,” said Don, teasing.


His wife gave him a quick frown. “I doubt
it. Why would a guy lie about something like that?”


“To get in a woman’s pants,” said Don.


Chelsea laughed. “Geez, I just met our new
neighbor, and you think he might want to have sex with me.”


“Well, you’re good looking, and if he is
as ‘hot’ as you claim he is, he might be a player. And may have his sights on
you.” Don went to the coffee maker and poured a fresh cup of coffee for
himself, after pulling a mug off a cup tree. “You never know.”


“Well, so what if he does?” said Chelsea.


“What do you mean?”


“What if he actually does want to
fuck me?” she said, her eyes glinting. “That doesn’t mean I am going to go
through with it. It’s just flirting.”


“You mean you were flirting with him?”


“No,” said the redhead. “I mean, he was
just flirting with me. And even if he does find me sexy, it doesn’t mean I’m
going to let him get anywhere.”


“I hope not,” said Don, laughing.


Chelsea giggled. “You’re jealous! And you
don’t even know Connor!”


“True,” said Don. “I just feel uneasy
about totally strange guys hitting on my wife, and my wife seems to find the
guy attractive.”


“Stop worrying,” said the wife. She took
the spaghetti from the cullender and poured it into the crock pot that had the
sauce in it. Then she began to stir it. “You want to get the plates out,
honey?”


“Sure,” said Don. He grabbed two china
plates and set them down on the table.


“Don’t get so paranoid just because I
talked to our neighbor,” said Chelsea, as she spooned out some spaghetti onto
the plates. “I just don’t think he’s a player. Just a guy who likes women. In
other words, a normal guy.”


She sat down at the table across from her
husband. “He’s handsome, sure – but I’m taken!” She held up her left hand, her
large wedding ring glinting in the light of the kitchen overhead lamp. 


“O.K.,” said Don. “I trust you.” He
grabbed the canister of Romano cheese and sat down at his seat, pouring some of
the Romano on the spaghetti.


The spaghetti, of course, was rich and
spicy. Don could tell that Chelsea went all out with the sauce ingredients –
there was plenty of hamburger, as well as thick tomato paste, garlic, basil,
pepper and mushrooms – with real tomatoes mixed in as well.


“You want to go to the casino with me
tomorrow night, Chelsea?” said Don, while taking his first bite of the rich
looking food. “I thought I could play a few games of cards. You could have some
drinks, and maybe check out the dance band. When I’m done playing, we both
could drink and dance.”


“I don’t know,” said his wife. “I don’t
mind the entertainment, but I don’t gamble, so it’s a little boring after a
while. I don’t like having to put off men who want to dance. And I don’t want
to dance if my husband is playing cards in the other part of the building.”


“Well, maybe think it over. I haven’t had
a good card game in over two weeks, and I think it would be fun. You usually
seem to enjoy it O.K.”


“I’ll think about it, honey,” said
Chelsea. “But I may just stay home and watch movies.”


“All right,” said Don. “Don’t say I didn’t
invite you along.”


“Just don’t gamble too much money, honey.
Last time, you lost $500.”


“That was a bad night,” said Don.


“And then you lost $250 the time before.”


“That was another bad night,” said Don. “I
won $300 a couple weeks ago.”


Chelsea frowned, spooning up some
spaghetti and taking a bite. “I think you’ve lost more money than won while
playing cards.” She paused, while chewing and swallowing. “What game is it you
play, anyway? You never tell me.”


“I play poker, but my favorite game is
blackjack.”


“That’s the one where you try to reach 21
without breaking, right?”


“Yeah.”


“I hate that game. It’s so boring.”


“I like it,” said Don. “I usually win…
Well, at least half the time.”


His wife giggled, while wiping some stray
tomato sauce from her lips. “Honey, don’t lie to yourself. You lose most of
the time.” She looked at him, with a sparkle in her eye, and shook her head. “I
know you love to play cards, but admit it: it’s not your best talent.” She took
a quick bite of her food and washed it down with a sip of coffee.


“I’m not that bad at it,” protested
Don.


“Face it, Donald. Cards aren’t your strong
suit.” Chelsea began to giggle at the pun.


“I do O.K.,” said Don, sheepishly.


“Whatever you say, honey,” said his wife,
enjoying the teasing she was giving him.


The fact was, Don knew he was a terrible
card player. He knew that he was, in a way, a ‘fish’, or a ‘donkey’ – poker
slang terms for a weak player. He loved the game, and loved the challenge. He
just never got the hang of mastering it, nor could he undo his compulsiveness
when it came to cards – be it poker or blackjack. The urge to win always seemed
to overtake a more common-sense approach to betting on cards.


When they finished dinner, Don helped
Chelsea with the dishes and in cleaning up the kitchen. Then the two went out
to the living room, and Don switched on the flatscreen TV on the wall, a
massive one.


“What do you want to watch?” said Don.


“How about something that fits the
season?” said Chelsea.


“What are you talking about?”


“It’s going to be St. Patrick’s Day next
weekend! You know, put on something Irish.”


“I don’t know of any Irish movies.” Don
flipped through the TV channels. As football season was over, and he wasn’t all
that much into basketball, there really wasn’t much to watch except sitcoms and
the usual reality TV, which Don figured was all scripted and staged.


“How about some porn?” he said.


Chelsea grinned sardonically and shook her
head. “Porn is gauche, you know that.”


“It can be fun. And it can be
educational.”


“They just use the women as cum
receptacles. How demeaning!”


“The women don’t mind. They like it, for
the most part. No one puts a gun to their head saying ‘Hey, act in this porno,
or else.’ They do it because they want to.”


“I’m sorry, honey,” said Chelsea. “I’m not
into porn, just as I’m not into anal.”


“And that’s because that asshat ex of
yours just shoved it in you when you were a freshman at the dorm or something.”


“Yes. So anal is completely out.”


“You’re not into being photographed naked,
either,” said Don.


“But you also know why that is,”
said the redhead.


“I know. Your ex took pics of you naked in
college and showed them to a bunch of guys. But that was years ago. I wouldn’t
do that. You know that.”


“Sorry, honey,” said the redhead. “I made
up my mind about it long ago – no pics, no porn, and no anal.”


She grabbed the remote, and began flipping
through the cable TV channels. Finding an Irish-themed movie, Chelsea clicked
the main button on the remote, and for the next two hours Don patiently watched
the movie with his wife -- a chick-flick where some American girl finds love in
Ireland, with the help of some invisible Leprechauns. 


As Don watched the movie with mild
interest, he kept wondering deep inside if Chelsea would ever quit casting the
blunders and mistakes of previous lovers onto him.







YOU THINK I LOOK HOT?


Wednesday afternoon, Chelsea was home
early, as per usual. After she got off work at four in the afternoon she had a
short commute home from the small bank up on the hill where she worked. Don
usually got home around five or six.


It was a decent day – the clouds were
light, and the sun shined brightly over the wet pavement, as it had been
raining earlier. Chelsea got out of her Chevrolet Impala and shoved her cell
phone in her purse. She was dressed sharply – tight white slacks, which grabbed
her ass snugly, and she had on a white sweater which was moderately low cut at
the neckline, showing off her modest cleavage.


As she walked towards the mailbox out
front her white strap heels clicked and clacked on the damp concrete pavement.
The mailbox was a new, big black metal locking box, as there had been mail
theft in the area earlier in the year. Meth heads, that’s what the cops said.
They go on all night drives ripping off mail, to steal ID’s and any checks they
find.


Chelsea pulled out her key ring to open
the box, which was mounted out at the curbside. As she opened the mailbox, a
car went past slowly, and then pulled into the next driveway. Ignoring it,
Chelsea sorted through the sheaves of junk mail and bills.


Then she heard a low whistle. She turned.


“Hi neighbor!” said a tall, muscular, dark
haired man with a TV grin and bright blue eyes. His rugged but easygoing,
disarming features caused the redhead’s heart to leap. Although not a
bodybuilder by any stretch, Connor’s physique was definitely athletic, with his
broad shoulders looking ripped from frequent exercise.


“Well -- hi, Connor!” said Chelsea. “How’s
the move going? Moved in completely yet?”


Connor Carson smiled. “Everything is in
the house. I’ve still got boxes everywhere. Shit, it costs a lot of money to
move your furniture – and everything else. The ex gave me a week to get my shit
out of our old house, and into storage. The bitch. I had to hire a small moving
truck. I hate driving those things.” He paused. “Then I had to do it again –
take my stuff out of storage and put it in the new house. Moving all that shit
sure gave me a workout, though.” 


As the man spoke, his eyes surveyed the
sexual beauty standing in front of him – his bright irises concentrating on the
wife’s long, strawberry blonde tresses, and going down to the light freckles on
her cleavage, and further down her body before reaching her pale toes, and then
back up again, until his eyes met her eyes. 


Then Connor gave Chelsea a lusty grin. His
set jaw and perpetual, almost black, stylish five o’clock shadow only made his
bright blue eyes more expressive. He ran a hand through his close cropped hair,
his muscular arms and bulging biceps catching Chelsea’s eager gaze. Noticing
her attention, Connor smiled at the wife with a gleaming visage that would make
a TV compere jealous.


“You look all decked out,” he said. “Did
you just get home from work?” 


“Yes, I just got home from the bank.”


“You work in banking?”


“I manage a branch up the hill.”


“Oh. We have something in common, then.”


“That’s right. When we met, you said you
worked in finance.”


“Yeah, an investment firm downtown. We
deal with banks, we deal with rich guys who have millions of dollars in the
stock market – we deal with everything money – especially big
money.”


“Wow,” said Chelsea. “Working in that
arena was my dream. But I ended up at the bank instead. But that’s O.K. I have
a good job.”


“Do you always dress hot for the job?”
said Connor.


“Hot? You think I look hot?”


“Well, I didn’t mean it that way,
but yeah. You look really hot.” The man looked away for a moment, before
turning back towards the redhead. “I mean, I bet the younger guys who cash
their paychecks at your bank get hot and bothered when they see you walking
around.”


Chelsea put a hand to her mouth and
giggled. “I doubt that,” she said, embarrassed.


Connor looked directly into her eyes and
held her gaze. “Trust me, Chelsea. They are probably turned on when they see
you. You’re very hot. I mean – look at you. Svelte, slim, attractive. All that
sexy red hair.”


Connor looked away again for a moment, as
a car went past – his eyes scrutinizing the occupants before turning his
attention back to the wife in front of him.


“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be so forward with
you,” he said. “But you are very attractive. Your husband is a lucky guy.” He
turned to walk away. “Well, I’ve got to go cook up some dinner. Ramen soup
awaits.” He chuckled. “That’s the extent of my cooking expertise. I’m much
better at making money than preparing meals.”


Chelsea laughed. “I could cook you a good
meal some time,” she blurted without thinking.


Connor’s eyes brightened. “That would be
awesome.”


“Maybe we could invite you over for dinner
and drinks,” said Chelsea. “I mean, we’re new neighbors and all.”


“I’d like that,” said the neighbor.


“I’ll talk it over with my husband,” said
the redhead, her heart a flutter. Deep inside, she knew she had crossed some
sort of boundary – she found this tall, dark haired and bright-eyed stranger
with the muscles and the set jaw incredibly attractive. And she had just
basically invited him to dinner – something women will do when they are
interested in a man.


“I’ll talk to you later, Chelsea,” said
Connor, as he turned to go. “If your husband is O.K. with me coming over, let me
know. I’ll bring the liquor. I have really expensive Scotch.”


“I’ll do that,” said Chelsea.


As she walked into the house she shared
with Don, she felt on top of the world.


That hot guy really likes me, she thought
to herself. A handsome, rich man – hitting on me.


I’d best be careful.


 


All week before St. Patrick’s weekend Don
made his deliveries, dealing with wet roads and traffic as per usual. The
weather was its usual bright mix of sunshine and light drizzle, the sun often
peeking through large breaks in the clouds.


Thursday Don and Ed talked of their plans
for the weekend.


“You doing anything for St. Patrick’s?”
said Ed.


“I had nothing planned,” said Don. “It’s
not like when I was in college, when we’d go out and get plastered drinking
green beer and Guinness.”


Ed laughed. “We did that, too, when I was
in college.” He shut down his computer, ready to head home. “I am itching to
play some cards this weekend. The casinos usually have pretty good
entertainment. Some drinks and poker sounds like a great way to celebrate the
holiday.” He paused. “You could bring the wife.”


“There you go again,” said Don. “Always
looking for a way to lust after my wife.”


Ed grinned. “I can look, can’t I?” He
switched off his computer’s monitor, and grabbed his cell phone off the
counter. “I never touch – you know that.”


“I know,” said Don. “I was just joking
with you.”


Don grabbed his vacuum thermos bottle and
poured the last of the coffee in the plastic top, and took a few sips.
“Speaking of my wife, she wants to stay home this weekend,” he said. “She says
she’s been working too hard this week.”


“Like everyone,” said Ed.


“Yeah. But she’s also been a stick in the
mud lately. Never wants to go out. Just wants to stay home and watch TV.”


“That’s too bad. Unless you’re getting
lots of sex out of the deal.”


“Well, that isn’t happening as much as I’d
like.”


“So things haven’t changed at all then,”
said Ed. “It’s not getting better?”


“Nope,” said Don. 


“Wow,” said Ed. “That really sounds
bad.”


Don shook his head. “Yeah, well. Maybe
it’s just a stage.” He brightened. “You know what? Maybe we could play cards at
my place.”


“You mean, like a poker party?”


“Yeah. Let me run it by Chelsea. Maybe we
could invite a couple other guys, too.”


“Then they’d all be looking at your
wife.”


Don grinned. “I suppose that would go with
the territory. I can deal with that, especially if I know the guys.”


“How about her?”


“She gets hit on a lot at work, at the
bank. She’s used to it.”


“So, if all of us guys find ourselves
checking her out from time to time, you’re all right with that, then.”


“Sure, I am,” said Don.


Ed laughed. “Famous last words!”


As Don drove home, he thought about the
idea. A poker party could be fun. Maybe just three or four guys. He’d get some
food coloring for the green beer. Maybe serve some corned beef and red potatoes
– or even corned beef sandwiches -- or something else ‘Irish’.


Chelsea probably wouldn’t mind, Don
thought to himself. Maybe she could use the extra attention from being around
three or four lusty guys. Maybe that would spice up her sexual impulses. And
that would be a good thing.


He stopped at the drugstore located a
couple miles from his house, just off the boulevard, to get some deodorant and
shaving cream, as he was almost out. As he sauntered into the middle of the
store, he passed the toy and games aisle. The drugstore, having a little bit of
everything, had a small section that had things for kids, as well as a few
simple games like checkers and dominoes. There, next to a few boxes of
double-nine domino sets, were the playing cards.


Shit, thought Don to himself. When you
play poker, you have to use fresh, unopened decks – especially if you’re
playing for money.


He knew that for most light games of poker
it was no big deal, but that was how things were done in the big casinos, and
he wanted to do things right if he was going to have a poker party.


He grabbed several different packs of
cards of two different brands, just in case the other guys had a preference. Then
he grabbed the other items he needed and he headed home.


When Don reached the street on which he
lived, the sun had come out from behind the clouds and lit up the entire valley
all around. The sunlight shined brightly against the green tinged hills behind
the neighborhood, giving them a glorious cast – the trees were just starting to
bud, the pale shade of emerald hinting of sunnier days to come. By April 5th,
they would all be in full leaf. As Don drove into his neighborhood, he thought
more and more of a St. Patrick’s Day poker party.


Being Irish American, Don always had a
fond spot for the holiday. His grandmother used to always have the family over
for corned beef, red potatoes and cabbage, and the combination of everything
turning green during the Spring, the warmer weather, and the sound of Irish and
other Celtic music always gave him a good feeling. It was like a kickstart to
the year, after the post-Christmas, mid-Winter blahs.


His wife, of course, was also of Irish
extraction, and she grew up in and equally traditional household. Consequently,
she always wanted to decorate the house up in green: there was a green
Leprechaun statue she would place on the front porch, and she would deck the
windows in green streamers with large, cardboard shamrocks hanging below the
tops of the window frames. 


She would buy potted shamrocks every
March, and before she and Don had been married four years Chelsea had a small
planter on the patio full of them. Don never had the heart to tell her that
they weren’t real clover shamrocks -- that they were a plant called wood sorrel
– but he had to admit that the deep green leaves and tiny white blooms
certainly brightened up the house during early Spring.


Chelsea had already started decorating the
house for the holiday during the previous evening. Don had to admit that the
decorations brightened his mood.


When Don pulled up into his driveway, he
noticed that the moving van next door was gone. It was apparent that Connor the
neighbor was moved in. The man’s silvery-bronze colored Lexus was already in
the driveway. Obviously, Conner had gotten home early this particular
afternoon.


Don got out of his truck and headed for
the door, bag of purchases in hand. Before he was halfway to the front of his
house, he heard the door to the split-level next door open, and he glanced to
see if it was his neighbor.


A tall, dark-haired man walked out, and
seeing Don, gave him a smile.


Don stopped, and then approached the fence
that lay between the two front yards.


“Hi!” said Connor.


“You must be our new neighbor,” said Don.
The neighbor was burly and built like an athlete, and was about two to three
inches taller than Don was. The man held out his hand for Don to shake.


“I’m Connor Carson,” said the stranger. He
gave Don a firm, friendly shake. “Great to meet you!”


“I’m Donald O’Rourke,” said Don. “Nice to
meet you, too.” He nodded towards Connor’s mostly empty driveway. “I see your
van is gone.”


“Yep. The rental van. It was hell to
drive, but necessary. All my stuff, you know. You get a lot of junk when you’ve
been married to a woman for three years.”


“You were married, then,” said Don. “My
wife, who met you, told me you had been.”


“Yeah, I met your wife the other day,”
said Connor. “She’s a nice gal. You’re a lucky man.” 


“Thank you,” said Don.


“To answer your question -- yeah, I was
married,” said Connor. “The bitch was fucking a couple of my personal clients,
and then got a restraining order against me after I found out and got mad.” The
man shook his head in disgust. “I never did anything to merit it. Just yelled.
Isn’t that normal for a guy who just found out his wife has been fucking other
men? You’re gonna yell.”


“I would think so. I’d think a woman would
definitely scream and yell,” said Don. “A restraining order, though -- that
seems a little extreme.”


“Well, she did it because she’s
vindictive,” said Connor. “Why else?” He grinned. “Besides, that’s what women
do when they want to divorce you and get your house. The lawyers put them up to
it.”


“Wow,” said Don. “That’s harsh.”


“No shit. In my case, she claimed that I
yelled right in her face, and she had felt threatened. Of course, I raised my
voice, but it was from the other side of the kitchen table. I had just noticed
that some guy was texting her dick pics and shit like that, and I saw one on
the screen when she hadn’t moved her phone away quick enough. She fessed up,
finally. Then I had a fit.”


Connor spat to the side. “Oh well. Shit
happens.” He looked up. “Anyway, she got the house. Which she has now sold. I
got some money out of it, too. Part of the separation agreement. And then I
decided to get this one, free and clear.” He pointed to the light beige
split-level behind him. “I got it for myself. No one else is going to
take this one from me.”


“I don’t blame you for feeling that way,”
said Don. “A guy I know at work went through something similar with his house
and divorce. No restraining order, though.”


“The cheating was bad enough,” said
Connor. “But with everything else on top of that? Having the cops show up to
order you to leave your own house? I have to admit, it’s really soured me on
relationships. I don’t believe in them anymore. It seems that in this life,
you’re on your own.”


“I hear ya,” said Don. “So you don’t have
a girlfriend, either, I take it.”


“Well, I’ve had a few I’ve dated -- but
they’re just FWB’s.”


“FWB? That sounds like some government
agency.”


Connor laughed. “It’s an abbreviation for
Friends With Benefits, my man.” He turned and watched as the mail truck drove
past. It stopped in front of the two houses’ mailboxes, before proceeding on
down the street. “Women you have sex with, and there are no strings attached.”


“No one gets jealous or anything?” said
Don.


“Nope,” said Connor. He paused. “Friends
with benefits is the only way to go, you know? You can have two or three women
lined up at a time, and no one cares about feelings. It’s all just fun.
It’s just sex. Married girls, too.”


“You’ve dated married women?”


“Yeah. They’re always the hottest in bed.”


“What do their husbands think?”


“Their husbands are usually out to lunch –
either they’d rather drink booze and watch sports, and don’t care about their
wife anymore -- or they’re cheating themselves. There was one husband who
actually got off on the idea of his wife fucking around, though. He wanted a
video.”


“You’re kidding!”


“Nope. It’s a new thing. He said he wanted
to see me fuck his hotwife.” Connor laughed. “I had no problem obliging him.”
He grinned. “Videoing yourself fucking is dead-set easy these days. You just
set up your cellphone and video it. Or you can even make a video call.” Connor
chuckled. “It’s hard to believe that some guys get off on that shit, but they
do.” He brightened. “Hey, it takes all kinds to make a world. Whatever turns
you on, man.”


“Well it sounds like you’ve got your life
together, and that’s good.” Don glanced back towards his house. Chelsea hadn’t
come home yet. “Anyway, I should probably get inside. Got some chores to do,
and heat up some dinner before the wife gets home.”


“Sounds like she’s got ya trained,” said
Connor, grinning.


“We have our arrangement,” said Don,
chuckling.


That guy doesn’t realise just what a hot
babe he has, Connor thought to himself, as he conversed with his neighbor. I
hope this Don guy is making good use of that woman’s awesome body on a nightly
basis. Otherwise, that hot redhead is going to waste.


Suddenly Connor saw the approaching
headlights of Chelsea’s Chevy Impala as the car pulled into the O’Rourkes’
driveway.


“Speaking of arrangements,” Connor said,
“that looks like your wife’s car right there.”


Don turned. “Yes, it is.”


Chelsea got out of her Impala, and seeing
Connor, her eyes brightened. She shut the door to her car and walked over,
dressed in tight jeans, a white, form fitting blouse, and white strap heels.
She wore a fashionable dark blue sweatjacket which was partially open near the
top, allowing for some of her cleavage to show.


“Hey!” said the wife. “Connor! How are
you?”


Connor smiled, his teeth perfectly set and
looking as if he gave his dentist $100 tips. “I’m doing great!” he said.


“Are you ready for the St. Patrick’s Day
holiday?” said the redhead.


“Not really,” said Connor, half lying. In
fact, he had been in contact with one of his FWB’s, although nothing had been
set yet. “How about you guys?”


“We usually go out for dinner, or just
have corned beef and cabbage at home,” said Chelsea. “This weekend, we don’t
know yet.”


“Well, maybe we could all go out for a
green beer,” said Connor.


Chelsea’s eyes lit up. “That might be a
cool idea,” she said.


“What do you think, Donald?” she said to
her husband.


“I was thinking of a poker party,” said
Don. “At our house.”


“With who?” said Chelsea.


“Ed and me.” He nodded towards his
neighbor. “Maybe Connor could join in.”


The redhead grinned. “You know, that would
be really cool!”


“I could bring some good liquor,” offered
Connor. “I don’t have any Irish Whiskey, though, unfortunately. Just Scotch.”


“That would be fine,” said Chelsea,
beaming. “I guess it’s settled then.”


“Cool enough,” said Connor. “So are you
doing it this Saturday?”


“I need to get ahold of my friend Ed,”
said Don, “then I’ll let you know.”


“You’ll need my phone number for that,”
said Connor.


“I’ll program it in my phone,” said
Chelsea, pulling her cell phone out of her back pocket.


Connor read off the digits, and Chelsea
entered him into her contacts.


A half hour later Don and his wife were
having soup and sandwiches for dinner. 


“You sure you want to have people over for
St. Paddy’s?” said Don.


“Yes!” said Chelsea. “It would be a
different thing, entertaining at home here. We haven’t done that in a long
time.”


“I think last time was when your folks
came up from Yakima for Christmas.”


“That was over a year ago.”


“Sure was,” said Don.


“I’ll have to cook up some corned beef for
sandwiches,” said Chelsea. “And we’ll have chips and dip, of course.”


“And green beer,” said Don. “That’s easy
enough.”


“Connor will bring over some Scotch. Would
Ed be bringing anything?”


“I can ask him to bring something.”


“Naw, that’s O.K.” said Chelsea. “What
we’ll have will be enough.” She glanced at the TV, which was silently playing a
mindless reality show. “You’d better double-check with Ed to see if he actually
is going to come. Otherwise, we may as well call it off.” She looked at her
husband. “I don’t really like to play poker. And I doubt two-handed poker would
be much fun for you.”


“You’re right,” said Don. “I’d better
contact him.”


Don pulled out his phone, and brought up
his friend Ed’s contact info.


You still up for a poker party on
Saturday?
he texted. Chelsea is fine with us having one here.


Sure, texted Ed back.


Don looked over at his wife, who was
sitting on the couch, flipping through the channels. “What time do we want to
have our party?” he said.


Chelsea muted the sound on the TV
completely. “How about seven? That would give us enough time to cook up the dip
and other snacks.”


“O.K.,” said Don. He texted Ed the time to
come over. Chelsea then texted Connor, and he said seven was fine with him.


The St. Patrick’s Day poker party was set
to go.


 







YOU’LL BE CHICKEN


Two days later, it was Saturday. By the
time Don got up around nine, Chelsea was already slow cooking the corned beef
in the crock pot. She pulled out some cans of beanless chili and some cheese to
make some dip.


“You ready to have a fun St. Paddy’s Day?”
said Chelsea. She was dressed in her light green bathrobe. She came over and
pinched her husband on the upper arm playfully.


“What’s that for?” said Don.


“Where’s your green?” said Chelsea.
“You’re not wearing any green!”


“I’m not really dressed yet,” said Don.


“No excuse!” said Chelsea, grinning. “So,
you got the cards and poker chips for your game tonight?”


“I have several decks of unopened cards,” said
Don. “I got them on the way home earlier this week, just in case. I’ll pull the
box of poker chips out of the game drawer.”


“I wonder if our neighbor Connor is good
at cards. So far, he seems to be good at everything else.”


“What do you mean?” said Don.


“He makes a lot of money. Bought a house
all on his own. And you’ve seen his car? And the way he dresses – very stylish.
And fit.”


“That doesn’t mean he’s good at cards,”
said Don. “You’ve been watching too many James Bond movies.” Don shook his
head. He’d seen the movies where the action hero not only can pilot a
speedboat, fly a helicopter, drive like a stunt man, and shoot a target a mile
away, but can also win at poker, baccarat, or any other game of chance.


“No,” said Chelsea, “it’s just that he has
this air about him that makes it seem that he is capable of anything he
sets his mind to.” She stirred the chili and cheese mix together into a sauce
pan, and checked the corned beef in the crock pot. “I bet he’s pretty good at
cards. He knows money. And poker is a money game, isn’t it?”


“Yes,” said Don. “It is. Some guys who are
really good can figure the odds of certain hands that others might have, just by
the cards they see on the table.”


“Well, anyway,” said the redhead, “it will
be interesting to watch you three play.”


“You’re not playing?” said Don.


“I’m terrible at cards,” said Chelsea.
“You know that. I lose at gin rummy.” She laughed.


“You always beat me at chess,” said Don.


“That’s because you don’t play
aggressively enough, Donald!”


“What do you mean?”


“If you want to win at a game, you need to
be assertive! Aggressive! Play to win, you know?”


“I play to win,” said Don.


“I’ve watched you play cards before.
Sometimes you wait too long to bet when you have good cards in your hand. And
you play chess the same way. Too defensive. Sometimes you just play to play.
You’re not enough about winning.”


“I don’t know about that,” said Don.


“Well,” said Chelsea. “I can just see it
now. You’ll have two kings in your hand and an ace on the table, and you’ll
still fold.” She giggled, as if enjoying her light jibe at her husband. “You’ll
be chicken!” She imitated the sound of a hen clucking while wagging her
folded arms.


“I will not!”


“You will!” she said lightheartedly.
“You’ll play like a chicken, no doubt!”


Don shook his head. “You just don’t have
any faith in my card playing ability.”


“Well, honey,” said the wife, “if your
poker playing ability is as bad as your chess playing ability, you’ll lose the
house and half of our bankroll!” She laughed light heartedly. “We’ll be wearing
barrels! I’ll be naked!”


Don’s face got red, as he never liked it
when his wife teased him about his card playing.


Chelsea leaned over and gave him a kiss.
“I’m just teasing!”


“I know,” said Don quietly.


A few minutes later he was going through
the game drawer, which was at the bottom of the TV and entertainment center. He
pulled out the chess board and pieces, and the backgammon set, and then he
pulled out the box of poker chips. He sorted through several decks of cards
that had already been opened and used, which he and Chelsea had already used to
play light hearted games of Crazy Eights and Hearts – and then he found them –
the four decks of unopened cards he’d bought at the drugstore.


One deck had ornate designs on the back
with 19th century bicycle riders on them. One had nothing but
checked patterns on the back. The other two had blue shell designs on the back.
Looking over the cards, Don was taken back to the days when he was a child, and
his folks had friends over frequently for card games. His parents were
aficionados of Pinochle and Bridge, two games Don never quite understood.


Of course, in the 21st Century –
well past the age of electronic video games -- the idea of people getting
together for something as technologically obtuse as a game of cards seemed so
archaic, a vestige of a bygone era. The only card games that seemed to merit
attention anymore were the gambling ones. And, of course, that was Don’s
pastime – going to the casino down in the valley and blowing his money on
poker.


Don grabbed the four decks of cards, set
them on top of the poker chip box, put the chess and backgammon sets back into
the drawer, and took the cards and chips into the kitchen.


“Well, here’s the cards and chips,” he
said. The box of chips resounded as the chips inside jostled together. “Now I
guess I decorate the table, and then pull some of my liquor out of the liquor
cabinet. I’ve got enough beer and ale in the spare fridge out in the garage.”


“Connor, of course, will bring the booze,”
said Chelsea, turning down the temperature on the crock pot. The kitchen began
to smell of the rich, tangy and full aroma of corned beef and cabbage. “He says
he has the best quality booze!”


“He sure tells you a lot about himself,”
said Don.


“So? What’s wrong with that?” said
Chelsea.


“Nothing,” said Don. “It’s just curious,
that’s all.”


“Well,” said the redhead, “maybe, just
maybe – he likes me.”


Don looked at his wife. She averted his
gaze, stirring the cheese and beanless chili in the saucepan over the range,
cooking it at low heat. She still looked ravishing, even in her form fitting
bathrobe.


“I suppose,” he said, finally. “Can’t
blame him. I have a hot wife.”


The redhead, hearing the term hot wife,
turned to meet her husband’s gaze. She smiled.


“Well,” she said. “It’s not like I ask
for the attention.”


“I know,” said Don. He gave his wife a
kiss and a quick hug, and then went back to the bedroom to get dressed for the
day.


 


Seven o’clock arrived. Chelsea walked out
of the main hallway and into the kitchen. She was wearing a tight, thin cotton
top with a low V-neck, which was a pleasant shade of Spring green. Below she
was dressed in tight, white denim shorts, which resembled cut-offs, but were
cut a bit higher, showing a lot of leg, and just a hint of ass.


“Well?” she said. “What do you think? Too
risqué?”


Don looked over his wife. She was a sight
to see – her tits pressed together by what was obviously her push-up bra, her
slightly freckled, pale cleavage commanding the eyes pleasantly. Her hair hung
down in loose, wavy curls, and her eyes were made up with mascara that had just
enough green mixed in to bring out the aquamarine tinge in her irises.


“Wow,” said Don. “You look great.”


“But you didn’t answer my question. Am I
showing too much?”


“No, not at all,” said Don. “You’re fine.”
He glanced over the rest of her – Chelsea’s long, shapely legs revealed by the
super short hem of the white denim cut-offs. She wore a pair of white anklet
socks over her slim feet.


Don knew that Ed would probably get a hard
on seeing his wife. Let him. It’s not like he could do anything about it, and
Chelsea, although she clearly appreciated Ed’s attention, didn’t seem to like
him much.


But Connor – that could be a
problem.


“You’re sure this is O.K.?” said the wife.
“I just thought I wanted to look a little sexy for the holiday.”


“You’re fine, honey,” said Don. “Stop
worrying.”


An hour later Chelsea and Don had a light
dinner of soup and crackers, not wanting to spoil any further appetite for the
corned beef sandwiches later on.


Chelsea pulled out a large green
tablecloth that had shamrocks on it, and she put a small flowerpot full of real
shamrocks in the middle of it.


“I know you guys will move the centerpiece
to the corner of the table when you play poker, but it brightens things up,
doesn’t it?” she said.


“It sure does!” said Don, grinning. “It
finally looks like St. Patrick’s Day in here.”


The doorbell rang. Don went to open the
front door. It was Ed.


“Dude!” said Ed, a shopping bag full of
chips and dip in hand. “Here.” He gave the bag to Don. “Something extra to
snack on while we play poker.” 


He reached into his pocket and pulled out
a deck of unopened cards, some generic brand he had probably found at a box
store. “Need an extra deck to play with?” He held them up. “They’re still
sealed.”


“We have plenty already, Ed, but thanks.”
Don took the bag with the chips and dip and led his workmate back towards the
kitchen. As they made their way towards the kitchen table, Ed looked around,
amazed at the decorations. Chelsea had placed green and white streamers around
the doorways leading between the dinette and kitchen and the rest of the house.


“Wow, you guys are really into St.
Patrick’s Day,” said Ed.


“Chelsea really loves to decorate for
holidays,” said Don. “As you can tell.”


He led Ed to the table. “Go ahead and have
a seat, man. I’ll get you a drink. You want beer? I can make us a green one.”


“Shit, yeah. Green beer! Just like at the
pub!” Ed smiled. He glanced around the kitchen. “That food sure smells good.”


“Did you eat yet?”


“Not since lunch. And a snack during the
afternoon.” Ed looked towards the hallway expectantly. “Where’s Chelsea?”


“She’s sprucing up. We just had a small
dinner. But we’ll all have corned beef sandwiches.”


The doorbell rang. “That must be Connor,”
said Don.


“Connor? Who’s he?”


“Our neighbor. Chelsea invited him.” Don
shook his head, grinning. “He seems to be a great guy. But Chelsea kind of
likes him.”


“Oh,” said Ed. “Is he a good poker
player?”


“I have no idea,” said Don. I suppose
we’re going to find out.” He turned to head for the front door. But Chelsea
just appeared around the corner.


“I’ll get it, honey,” she said. “It’s
probably Connor.” She noticed Ed sitting at the table. “Hi Ed!”


“Hi Chelsea,” said Ed, his eyes bugging
out. The redhead had added a little green to her mascara, and her hair was
clipped at the back, the long, wavy ringlets making a ponytail. She had added a
small plastic lapel pin, of the kind one finds at party sections of a drug
store. It was a green shamrock.


“You look great!” said Ed. “Wow.”


“Thank you.” Chelsea smiled at Ed, and
then headed for the door. As she walked away, Ed couldn’t keep from staring at
her perfectly shaped ass pumping through the tight white denim of her cut-off
shorts.


“You like my wife’s ass, I see,” said Don,
chuckling.


“Can’t help it, man,” said Ed. “I’m an ass
man.” He took a sip from his green beer. “I’ll do my best to keep from lusting
after her, Don,” he added.


“Don’t worry about it,” said Don. “A guy
can’t help it if he sees perfection.” As the two talked, Chelsea could be heard
greeting Connor, her voice lilting with enthusiasm. She then brought Connor
into the kitchen.


“Ed, this is our new neighbor, Connor
Carson,” said the redhead. Ed stood and shook Connor’s hand.


“Nice to meet you,” said Ed.


“Likewise,” said Connor, who was maybe
four inches taller than Ed. “You work with Don at some store in the valley,
Chelsea tells me.”


“Yeah. We’re at same auto parts
warehouse.”


“Steady work in this economy,” said
Connor. “Cars and trucks always need parts.”


“True enough,” said Ed. “That’s one reason
I got into the field. That, and I like working on cars.”


“I’ve never worked on cars, myself,” said
Connor, finding a seat. “I always have someone else do the dirty work.”
He set his two bottles of booze on the table, one being a bottle of expensive
Scotch, the other being an expensive bottle of white wine. “I’m just joking, of
course. Mechanic’s work is honest work. Say, is that green beer?”


“Yep,” said Don. “I made it green myself.”


“Wow, that’s really green,” said Connor,
joking. “I hope you didn’t use anti-freeze. I mean, with you working at an auto
parts place and all.”


Don laughed. “Nope. That would ruin the
flavor.” He grabbed a large can of beer from the fridge. “Want one?”


“Sure!” said Connor.


Don grabbed a small bottle of green food
coloring and dripped a couple drops into a tall, clear glass. He poured some of
the pilsner beer into the glass on top of it, and instantly, he had green beer.
He handed the glass to Connor. Connor took a sip.


“Still tastes like beer,” he said,
grinning.


“It should,” said Don. “Ever since I was
21, I have enjoyed green beer for St. Paddy’s.


Chelsea opened the top of the crockpot and
checked the corned beef. Instantly, the aroma of the stew filled the room.
“Anyone for some corned beef and cabbage? Or would you rather have sandwiches?”


“I’d like to try some of the stew,” said
Connor, “if you don’t mind.”


“Same here, actually,” said Ed, taking
another sip of his green beer.


“O.K.,” said Chelsea. “I’ll make us all a
plate.”


Ten minutes later they all were eating
corned beef, some cabbage, and small red potatoes.


“So Connor,” said Ed, taking a bite of red
potato. “You play cards much?”


“Not really,” said Connor. “I used to play
with a couple guys from work, but they were poor players – donkeys – and they
got tired of losing to me. So the only time I really play anymore is when I go
to Las Vegas, which I do a couple times every Winter or Spring.”


“You work down there?” said Ed. “Trips to
Vegas can cost a bit.”


“No. I go on vacation, and three day
weekends. I can afford it O.K. I tellya, there’s nothing like hanging out at a
nice suite in one of the top floors of a swank hotel, and looking out over the
Strip, and the Las Vegas basin as well. And then it’s sunnier down there, of
course, especially in early Spring.”


“I’ve never been to Las Vegas,” said Don.
“Never could afford it.”


“I’ve been to Reno once,” said Ed. “But
it’s so much easier to go to the Indian Reservation casinos around here, that
Reno doesn’t have as much pull as it did in my parents’ day. Besides – it’s
cheaper. It’s not cheap to take time off and fly or drive to Nevada. It’s 800
miles away.”


“I love Vegas,” said Connor. “When money’s
no object, it’s a lot of fun! I do O.K. at roulette, and the one-armed bandits
treat me well.”


“I never did well with the slot machines,”
said Ed. “Always lost money on them.”


“It’s a matter of pure luck, I think,”
said Connor. “I’ve been lucky my whole life, I guess – the only unlucky thing
being my divorce. But – shit happens.”


“You said you stay in the top floor
suites?” said Chelsea. “Wow. How cool!”


“Well, I don’t mind spending the money
when I’m in Vegas,” said Connor. “After the divorce was mostly done a year ago,
I’ve had more money to spend when I’m there. And sometimes I spend it on
babes.” He took a bite of corned beef and washed it down with a sip from his
green beer. “There are a lot of hot babes in Vegas. They are attracted to the
dudes who win.” He paused. “And then you’ve got Lake Mead, just down the hill.
Take a hot babe in a bikini out on a rental boat. It’s awesome.”


“Wow!” said Chelsea, her eyes brightening.
“Boating on Lake Mead! That would be sooooo cool!”


Connor glanced lustily over at the wife.
“It is, actually. It’s not cheap, of course. It costs about a grand to rent a
decent powerboat for a day. But you get the security deposit, back, of course.”


As he spoke, Connor frequently glanced
towards the hot wife sitting across the table from him, making sure to catch
her direct gaze. Ed also gave Chelsea sidelong glances. It was clear to Don
that both men found his wife very attractive. It was also something he shrugged
off. After all, what could he do? It went with the territory.


“What do you do out on the water?” said
Don. “Fish?”


Connor laughed. “Not quite!” He took a sip
of his green beer -- his dark, five o’clock shadow accenting his gleaming
smile. “Fishing’s for dummies! You cruise out to a nice, secluded and deserted
cove on the lake, and just relax in the sunshine. Maybe have some tunes
playing, swim a bit. And… you know. Whatever you do with a lady – within
limits, of course. The lake is fairly popular for Las Vegas boaters, you know.”


“Must be nice,” said Chelsea, wistfully.
“We’ve never been out on a boat.”


“Well,” said Connor, “getting my own boat
is one of my goals, as soon as I get the house more in order. I’ve got the
funds, and if I’m going to live in a rainy place with lakes all over the place,
I’m gonna have a boat.” He smiled at the redhead while talking to her. “When I
get my boat, I’ll have to take you for a ride. Maybe I’ll have one by the end
of the summer.”


“Wow!” said the wife. “I’ll be your first
mate!” She laughed.


“Just make sure you wear a nice bikini,”
said Connor. “That’s the dress code on any boat I pilot – women must wear sexy,
skimpy bikinis, or else.”


“Or else what?” said Chelsea,
flirtatiously.


“Or else they have to sunbathe nude.”


The redhead’s eyes widened.


“O.K., topless then,” said Connor,
beaming.


“Really?” said Chelsea.


“I’m just teasing,” said Connor finally.
“Although one of my companions in Vegas went topless most of the time we were
on the lake. That was awesome.”


 







ACE HIGH


When the four finished eating, Chelsea and
Don grabbed the plates and put them in the sink to be washed later. She opened
one of the bags of chips Ed had brought and poured it into a bowl and set it on
the table, out of the way of the center where all the card play would occur.


“Well,” said Don, after pouring himself
another green beer and sitting back at his seat. “Let’s play some poker!” He
glanced towards his wife. “You change your mind about playing, too?”


“No,” said Chelsea, moving the pot of
shamrocks towards the corner of the table and out of the way. “I’m horrible at
cards. I’ll let you do the losing, honey.” She chuckled and reached over and squeezed
his shoulder affectionately.


“O.K.,” said Don. “I guess it’s the three
of us, then.” He reached over to the granite counter top behind him and grabbed
the packs of cards, and box of poker chips.


“Three is fine,” said Connor. “We can
still have a good game. We using chips, or real money?”


Don looked a little askance. “I thought
we’d set up a small pool, and then play for chips. Winner takes the pool.”


Ed looked on blankly.


“Why not just use real money?” said
Connor, “Real money makes it more of an adventure.”


“But they use chips at casinos and card
rooms,” said Don. “Not actual money.”


“Yeah,” said Connor, “but the chips
represent real money. And using chips in a situation like this gets
complicated.” Connor looked around the table at the other two men. “I’ve played
high stakes poker with guys before. As long as everyone is on the up-and-up,
it’s much easier to play using actual money. Keep it simple.” He pulled out his
wallet, which was filled with plastic but also was stacked with green -- dollar
bills, obviously of various denominations. “You both have enough cash?”


“Sure,” said Ed, looking at his wallet.
“I’ve got plenty for a game. I mean, when you play poker with guys like this,
you’re often going to use cash.” He looked at Don. “You’ve got enough cash,
too, don’t you Don? We’ve played for it before.”


“Yeah, sure,” said Don, checking into his
own wallet. He counted out $500 – numerous ones, fives, twenties and a few
fifty and 100 dollar bills. That would obviously be enough for a game. After
all, he didn’t plan on losing all 500 bucks. Even though he knew deep inside he
was a mediocre player, he was learning from watching pro games on the internet
-- and even losers win a few now and then.


“I have no problem playing for cash,” he
said finally. “I’ve got enough.”


“Well,” said Connor, pulling out a stack
of bills and setting it on the table in front of him. “I guess that’s settled.”


Throughout the pre-game banter, Chelsea
just kept sipping her glass of white wine and looked on, curious. Every now and
then she stole a nacho chip from the bowl, eating it demurely.


“O.K.,” said Connor. “I guess we’ll all
take turns dealing. I think it’s appropriate if the host starts. It seems fair
enough.” He reached over and grabbed the top, unopened pack of cards and slid
it across the tablecloth towards Don. “Go ahead man. Open her up and let her
rip.”


Don smiled and opened the shrink wrap that
sealed the pack. He pulled the shiny-surfaced deck of cards from the box. He
glanced over them. Opening a new deck was always enjoyable – the feel of the
cushioned finish of the cards, and the bright colors. He shuffled the cards
thoroughly. He set the deck, face down, on the table just to his left, and Ed
cut them. Reassembling the deck, Don halted. “What game? Five card draw?”


“How about Texas Hold ‘Em?” said Ed.
“Everybody plays Texas Hold ‘Em. More fun than draw.”


Don looked at Connor. 


Connor nodded. “Hold ‘Em sounds fine to
me, boss.” He gave Don a friendly grin.


The first hand, Don was the dealer. Of
course, the first part of the deal was two cards, face down, to each player:
the “pocket” cards – the idea being that you’d match your own two cards to the
next five cards, dealt in turn, face up on the table.


Don looked at his own two cards – the Ace
of Hearts and Ten of Hearts.


As the hand progressed, his hopes went up
slightly. The five ‘community’ cards, dealt face up in the middle of the table,
looked a little promising – being a King, Ten, Queen, Eight and Two – all of
different suits. The Ten on the table gave Don a pair of Tens, with his Ace
high. Remembering that his wife had chided him earlier for ‘never playing to
win’, and calling him ‘chicken’ for betting conservatively, Don bet highly on
his cards -- ended up putting 73 bucks out on the table.


It finally came time for the ‘showdown’,
when the men showed what was in their hand. Being to the left of the dealer, Ed
started first.


“O.K.,” said Ed. “Here goes.” He tossed
down his ‘pocket cards’, a Queen and a Six. He pointed to the Queen card that
was face up in the middle of the table. “I’ve got two Queens.”


Don instantly knew he lost the hand. Ed’s
two Queens beat two Tens, even with an Ace high.


Then it was Connor’s turn.


“Well, men,” he said, placing two Kings
down on the table, “I’ve got three Kings.” He looked towards Don. “Your
turn, Don. What have you got?”


Don reluctantly tossed out his Ace and
Ten. “Shit.”


“Well then,” said Connor. “Looks like I
won this hand.”


“Dude,” said Ed, glancing over Don’s
cards. “You should have folded.”


“That’s O.K.,” said Don. “It’s just a
game. There will be other hands.” He glanced at his wife, while Connor grabbed
up all the money. She smiled grimly, shaking her head as if humoring him. Suddenly,
she reached back, her breasts pressing against the flimsy front of her green
cotton, V-necked top, and undid her hair clip. Instantly, her long, lustrous
red tresses fell over her shoulders.


The two guests had to contain their lust.


Don looked over his cash pile, which was
visibly smaller than before.


“It’s O.K., honey,” Chelsea said softly.
“It’s just one hand.”


“I know,” said Don. He looked down at his
dwindling pile of cash. Of course, Ed’s was down, too. Suddenly, each were 73
dollars shorter.


Don re-thought the idea of “playing to
win”, as his wife had taunted him about earlier in the day. He had just bet
away 73 dollars. And that was just the first hand.


The next four hands went well – for
Connor. The man seemed to have the magic touch with cards, whether he was
dealing, or just on the receiving end.


First, Connor managed to get a Flush –
Two, Three, Four, Five and Six of Diamonds. Don lost 95 dollars. Then Connor
beat the table with a pair of Queens and Nines, when the other two men had less
promising hands. Don lost 108 bucks. Then Ed finally won a hand, with four of a
kind. Don lost some more money. Then Connor beat the table with a five card
straight. Don lost more money.


 







UP THE ANTE


Two more hands and Don was very low on
cash. He counted out his dollar bills. He had 25 dollars left. He glanced at
his wife.


“Honey, do you have any money I can borrow
to at least get through this hand?”


Chelsea let out a sigh. From her body
language, it was apparent she really hadn’t enjoyed seeing her card-playing
husband lose 475 dollars in little more than an hour and a half of leisurely
poker playing.


“Let me see, Don,” she said. “I’ll go
check my purse, and see what I’ve got in cash.” She got up, and as she turned,
the eyes of both other men were glued to her firm, round, heart shaped ass.


Connor’s cock throbbed as he watched the
wife walk out of the kitchen.


Man! Connor thought to himself. What a
delicious looking ass! And her skin is so fine, and so pale. I wonder what it
feels like to spank it – and I wonder how long it would take for a handprint to
form! How would that plush butt feel pressed up against my stomach with my cock
buried balls-deep in that pussy!


And better yet: I bet she has a fiery bush
– or at least a ginger landing strip!


It was all the man could do to contain
himself.


Then he thought of the redhead’s poor,
fumbling husband. A decent guy – yeah. But shitty at cards. And from the wife’s
body language, her flipping her hair back while catching his eye, and her
mischievous looks during the game – he knew she was interested.


Damn! he thought to himself. If only I
could have a piece of that hottie. If only I could find a way to take her home
and nail her all night. If I could do that even just once, that would be
paradise. I know it’s wrong, but… Fuck, she’s hot.


Chelsea returned. She had a handful of
small bills.


“This is all I have, sweetie,” she said.
She handed the money to her husband.


Don looked over the money.


“Honey,” he said. “This is only 32
dollars!”


“I told you I’d get whatever cash I’ve
got,” insisted the wife. “That is all I have!”


“O.K. – O.K.!” said Don. “Thanks.” He
recounted the money in front of him after including his wife’s greenbacks with
his own. Fifty-seven dollars would barely get him to the final betting stage if
he actually had good cards.


Oh well, Don thought to himself. If my
cards are shitty, I’ll just fold. Can’t lose all of our spare money.


It was Ed’s turn to deal. He shuffled the
cards, and then set the deck out to be cut. Connor, feeling self-conscious for
winning so much money at his neighbor’s table, waved the deck away and insisted
that Don cut them.


Ed took a sip from his green beer and set
the glass down on the table next to his own dwindling stash of money. He had
maybe 100 bucks left – maybe, just maybe he’d be able to win a hand – if only
he could get some good cards. He glanced at his workmate. Poor Don, Ed thought
to himself. Here he is, a perpetual loser at cards, and there’s his hot wife,
sitting there next to him patiently, sipping the wine and watching him bet away
their savings.


Well – hopefully it isn’t their savings.


He tossed out his buck ante, and the other
two players followed.


Ed tossed the cards to each man, one by
one.


Soon enough, they all had two cards on the
table in front of them.


Don pulled his cards up off the table and
looked them over. His heart leapt.


Two Queens – the Queen of Spades and the
Queen of Clubs! It was the best hand of the evening!


“Well, men?” said Ed, looking at the other
two. He glanced at his own cards – Ten of Spades and Six of Clubs – a mediocre
start, if there ever was one. He glanced towards Connor.


Connor looked over his cards, pursing his
lips, and then straightening them. He set his cards face down on the table. He
grabbed five bucks from his considerably large pile of cash and set it in the
middle of the table. 


“Five bucks to start,” he said calmly. The
two men looked over at Don.


“I’ll meet you,” Don said. He tossed out a
fiver. He turned to Ed. 


Ed grabbed five bucks and threw it out on
the table. “Here’s something for Lady Luck. I think I’ll be done after this
hand.”


“Me, too,” said Don quietly. “Deal.”


Ed smiled, and slowly and carefully placed
the next three cards out on the table, face up. First, the Ace of Clubs
appeared. Then the Jack of Diamonds. Then, the Ten of Clubs.


Don looked at his cards. Two Queens, and a
Jack, and a Ten. Then, there was that Ace.


Could it be that he might get a Straight?


It was Connor’s turn to bet again.


Connor, with an expressionless face,
reached into his big pile of cash – at least 400 dollars’ worth – and pulled
out 40 bucks. He placed it securely in the center of the table.


“Forty,” he said softly.


All eyes were on Don.


Don looked at his money. He had 85 dollars
left. Not much, for a hand that was starting out this hot. He let out a breath.
He grabbed 40 bucks from his dwindling pile and set it out on the table. The
possibility of a Straight beckoned – and Two Queens? He definitely had a chance
this time.


“Cool,” said Ed softly, and he tossed out
his 40.


Now there were 138 dollars in the kitty.


Ed slowly grabbed the next card off the
top of the deck – the ‘turn’ -- and placed it face up next to the three cards
that made up the ‘flop’.


The Queen of Diamonds.


Don’s heart jumped. Three Queens!


Connor looked over the cards on the table
for a long time. Then he slowly and deliberately grabbed 40 more dollars from
his large stash of bills.


“Forty more,” he said quietly.


All sets of eyes looked at Don.


Fuck, he thought. I’m running out of
money. I should fold, but I can’t. I have three fucking Queens.


He grabbed two 20 dollar bills from his
small pile. “Here’s forty,” he said quietly.


Ed followed through with his 40.


Now there were 258 bucks in the kitty.


Ed slowly and carefully pulled off the
next card – the ‘river’ -- from the deck. He slowly set it down on the table,
face up, next to the other cards.


It was the Ten of Diamonds.


Don’s blood pulsed. He looked at his cards
in his hand. Two Queens – plus the Queen on the table – plus two Tens – he now
had a Full House!


It was all he could do to contain himself,
and not send a ‘tell’ to the others that he actually had something.


Connor kept a straight face, his burly
visage a total deadpan. He reached down into his pile of cash and pulled out a
fifty dollar bill.


“Fifty,” he said, laying the money down on
the table.


All eyes turned to Don. 


He looked over his remaining dollars
repeatedly, as if trying to will them into larger denominations.


But it couldn’t change the fact that he
only had 45 bucks. He set them out onto the table.


“All I’ve got is forty-five bucks, man,”
he said, hopefully.


Ed tossed out his fifty. He looked at his
friend. “But to be official, you need to come up with five more bucks.” He
looked Don in the eyes. “It’s only fair, man. We’ve always played by the rules
when it comes to betting.”


“I know,” said Don. He glanced around and
realised he didn’t really have anything of value handy to toss out to make up
the difference.


“Fuck,” he said finally, his voice showing
complete and utter dejection.


“Well,” said Connor. “I guess you need to
fold, then.” Connor looked over his host. He could tell that Don must have had
a decent hand, by the way he was reacting. He glanced at the wife sitting
beside him. She looked back at him. Their eyes met. He held their gaze. She
finally looked down at the table.


“I wish I had more money right now, or
something to bet,” said Don. “I think I’ve got a good hand, finally.”


“How about betting a night with your
wife?” blurted out Connor.


Chelsea’s eyes widened.


“I mean, it would be just socializing,”
Connor added suddenly.


“What do you mean exactly?” said Don.


“I mean, forget the money there. Put your
wife up as a bet. If you win – you get all the money we bet. You lose? Well…”
Connor paused. “Well, the winner gets to take your wife home… Like, if it was
me, we would just socialize, and maybe have a drink or two… We maybe watch a
movie, and then she comes back home to you. You get a chance to bet on whatever
hand you’ve got, and save that last bit of money you have there -- and if I
win, I get to spend some time with a nice girl for a few hours.” Connor
shrugged. “It would be a win all around.”


He glanced at Ed. “What do you think,
Ed?” he said. “Don clearly has no money. Are you O.K. if he puts Chelsea
up as a bet instead of folding right now?”


“Shit yeah!” said Ed, his face
brightening. “Who cares about money, anyway. Winning an evening with Chelsea
would be awesome.”


Connor glanced at the redhead. She grinned
demurely, biting her lip. Then she giggled nervously, and took a big sip of
wine from her glass.


Don looked around the table, as if in
shock. Then he finally and nervously looked over at his wife.


“What do you think, honey?” he
said.


“You would put me up for a bet?”


“Well… Ah…” Don stammered. “It’s Connor’s
suggestion… But… My cards… Ah…”


“Let me see those cards you’ve got,
first,” ordered the wife.


Don slipped them to her, face down.
Chelsea looked at Don’s cards, and then looked over the cards on the table.
Then her eyes went back to Don’s cards again.


Chelsea had been around cards and poker
enough to recognise that Don had a Full House, and that a Full House was a high
ranking hand – only beat by a Royal Flush, Straight Flush, and Four of a Kind.
Of course, there always was a chance that either Ed or Connor had one of those
hands. But the chances? Especially given the way the game had already
progressed? 


She slipped the cards back to Don. 


“Do what you wish,” she said softly. “Just
make sure you win. You don’t want your wife to be tied up to
another man’s bed, and used as a sex slave or something.” She glanced at
Connor.


“Chelsea -- I wouldn’t do anything like
that!” Connor insisted, having heard her juicy comment.


“I’m just kidding you, Connor,” Chelsea
said, taking another sip of her wine and then refilling the glass from the
large green bottle Connor had brought over. Giggling, she got up and sat on the
edge of the table, her tight, white denim shorts climbing up her thigh, her
pert, wide ass taking up a corner of the playing surface.


“Play some poker, boys!” she said
jubilantly. “I guess I am the bet of the evening!”


“Well,” stammered Ed, hoping that with his
three of a kind – three Tens – he just might win the wife for the evening. He
dug into his small pile of cash and pulled out all of what he had left: 110
bucks. “That’s all I’ve got. I should fold, but…”


“But you want an evening with a redhead,”
said Connor, chuckling.


“Er… Yeah.”


Connor looked at Don.


“You must have a really good hand to bet
your wife on this.”


“I think so,” said Don. He could feel a
cold sweat. There was so much at stake – not just his wife, but his ability as
a card player was also at stake. He looked once more at his cards, and those on
the table, and quietly let out a sigh of relief. He would win this hand. He
wouldn’t get much money, but that wasn’t the point. The point was to finally be
a winner, instead of such a sad example of a poker player.


Finally, he thought to himself, I got a
decent fucking hand in this card game!


He looked at Connor. Connor sighed.


“Well?” said Ed, breaking the silence.
“What have you got, Connor? It’s your turn to show.”


“That’s true.” He shook his head. “But
come on – Don’s got his wife on the line as a bet. Let him show his
cards first. Just in case he wins. We can break the rules for that.”


Ed turned to his friend. “Well?”


Don shrugged.


“I’m fine with that,” he said, as he
confidently flipped over his two Queens.


“Full House,” he said quietly.


Ed then flipped over his Six and Ten.
“I’ve got three of a kind,” he said. “Three Tens.” He glanced at Chelsea,
realising he would not be spending the night with her. “I lost.”


“True,” said Connor. He breathed in
deliberately, letting the air out slowly, as if trying to prolong something
inevitable. Finally, he slowly grabbed his two cards off the table, where they
had been sitting, face down. 


He turned up one card first, so the others
at the table could see. Then he turned up the other. Now both cards were
plainly in view, their red dress and values clearly visible: The King of
Diamonds.


And then the Ace of Diamonds.


It took about fifteen seconds for it to
sink in.


Ace. King. Queen. Jack. Ten. All of them
Diamonds.


Don’s stomach instantly filled with molten
lead.


His neighbor Connor had just won his wife
with one of the most elusive Poker hands – the Royal Flush.


 







JUST A FEW DRINKS, HONEY


‘Well, then,” said Connor, pooling up the
money off the table, his fingers just glancing against Chelsea’s plush, white
denim-clad ass as he pulled the pile of bills towards him. “I guess I won.”


Don swallowed hard. He suddenly felt as if
the ceiling of the kitchen was inches above his head and ready to crash into
him.


Connor looked towards his neighbor. “And a
bet’s a bet, right?”


Don was still speechless.


“I mean,” said Connor, “because I won, I
get to spend all the rest of this evening alone with your wife.”


“Yes,” Don said weakly. “I guess you do. A
bet’s a bet.” He looked up at Chelsea. She bit a finger, her eyes bright with a
combination of anxious anticipation and excitement. She then placed a loving
hand on Don’s shoulder.


“Don’t worry, honey,” she reassured him.
“Nothing serious is going to happen.” She squeezed his upper arm reassuringly,
and leaned down and whispered in her husband’s ear:


“I might flirt a little, honey. That’s
all.”


Don gritted his teeth. “O.K.,” he said
quietly.


Connor, the winner of the bet, stood. He
looked over the 403 dollars in his hand, and handed it to Don. “Here,” he said.
“I know it’s not much consolation, but – this is for you. You deserve it.”


Don looked over the money – it was 403
dollars, all right. He suddenly felt as if he had sold his wife for 403 bucks.


“Now, don’t worry,” said his tall,
dark-haired neighbor. “We’re just going to chat a bit, and have a few drinks…
Watch a movie. Maybe watch some porn.”


Don noticed his wife’s eyes widen at the
mention of the porn.


“I’d like to photograph her,” the neighbor
added. “I’ve got a great camera.”


“That would be so epic!” said the wife.
“I’ve never been photographed for glamour shots before!”


Don cringed. How many times had he asked
Chelsea to let him take pictures of her naked, to only get an insistent ‘no’?
Well, glamour shots would obviously mean she would remain clothed. Maybe it
wouldn’t be all that bad.


“It looks like your bra is a push up one,”
said Connor. “Makes your boobs look better to the camera lens.” He leered at
the redhead. “What size are those, anyway?”


“They’re just C’s,” said Chelsea. She
pulled down on the V-front of her Spring green T-shirt, revealing a bit more of
her cleavage.


“You’re kidding me,” deadpanned Connor,
his eyes feasting on the luscious sight. “They look bigger than that.
They’ve got to be D’s at least!”


“Nope,” said Chelsea. She grinned and
pushed her tits together -- the deep, pale and lightly freckled cleft between
her breasts sticking out prominently through the V of the green shirt’s
neckline. “They’re just C’s. Sorry.”


The redhead giggled as she kept pressing
her tits together as all three men’s attention was channeled to her chest.


“Wow!” said Connor. “Look at you! I’ve had
my eyes on that all night. One thing I know -- that bosom ought to photograph
well.”


“I can’t wait!” said the redhead. She
pulled her hands away from her chest, letting her breasts move back their
previous position. She straightened her bra through the sides of her light
green, cotton blouse, and took a sip from her glass of white wine. 


Connor stood, stuffing a few of the bills
he had won over the evening into his wallet, and he folded the rest of the
money and shoved it into his right front pocket. “Well,” he said, taking a last
sip of his drink. “I suppose it’s time for us to go, Chelsea. The camera, and a
night of innocent fun awaits.”


He looked over the redhead as if disrobing
her with his gaze.


“Come on over here,” he ordered her. “Let
me get a closer look at my prize.”


Chelsea, giggling, set her wine glass down
and stepped over next to the burly neighbor. Her face was aglow, as if she were
in a state of exhilaration.


Instantly, a firm hand smacked down on her
ass, and stayed there, with fingers squeezing her plump butt cheek -- fingertips
digging into thin denim to grab a palmful of ass flesh.


“Whooop!” cried the redhead in pleasant
surprise.


“Great ass!” said Connor, grinning. He let
go of the wife. He glanced at Don and winked. “Don’t worry, neighbor,” he said.
“That’s as ribald as it’s gonna get.”


“O.K.,” said Don.


“A lot of men say my ass is my best
feature, aside from my hair,” said Chelsea. “I think so, too.”


“I can see why,” said Connor. “I’m going
to enjoy looking at this fine butt all night.”


“Just remember, Mr. Carson,” said the wife
tauntingly. “You can look, but don’t touch!”


“I just touched it, sweetie,” said Connor,
chuckling. He reached up towards the redhead’s shoulder and nudged her in the
direction of the front door. “Go.”


“O.K., Connor!” said Chelsea, smiling
brightly.


During this entire time Don remained
quiet, and tried his best to remain calm, even though the happy banter between
his wife and his leering neighbor was driving knives in his heart. 


But what could he do? He was the one who
bet his wife in a hand of poker. He couldn’t stop it. He was not a violent man,
and Connor was bigger and more muscular than him. And on top of that, he didn’t
have the money to pay off the bet, anyway.


He felt stuck – stuck by his own devices.


“How long you think you’ll be gone,
honey?” Don finally said, his voice a little hesitant.


His wife bit her lip, avoiding his gaze.
“I don’t know, honey. But don’t worry. I won’t be over at Connor’s too
long.”


The next few minutes were a blur. It was
almost as if everything were a bad dream. Ed picked up his money, and took a
long drink of his soda before throwing on his coat. Connor and Chelsea bantered
lightly as she pulled on her hooded sweatjacket. Everyone was animated and
acting normal except Don, who felt like he had been cast into a maelstrom of
dullness. 


The feeling he felt from seeing his wife
being handed over to a burly, athletic and lusty neighbor reminded him of his
first high school crush, a plain looking, but sexy assed blonde girl who lived
across the street from him -- whom he could never ask out, as she hung out with
a higher class of friends than he had.


The girl’s name was Serena, and she was
usually very quiet and reserved – not the kind of girl that one would think a
big man on campus would go for.


Don never forgot the feeling he felt when
he was at a school dance, and blonde Serena was making out with one of the
school’s star football players in the corner of the cafeteria where the dance
was held. He later heard the football player bragging to another guy at gym
class about how tight Serena’s pussy was when he fucked her. As the football
player went into great detail, describing the way that Serena looked naked, and
how she squealed with delight as he nailed her for over an hour, Don felt his
stomach fill with molten lead.


Of course, that was well over a decade
previous. But that onerous, dull feeling now felt as real and palpable as it
had occurred yesterday, because here it was: the same thing happening, all over
again.


Don watched silently as his wife exited
the front door ahead of her new friend, giggling as the man deftly let a stray
hand pat her on the ass before he nudged her towards the front porch.


Connor turned. “Don’t worry, man,” he said
with a slight grin. “Chelsea’s in good hands. You can rest assured, nothing bad
will happen. I’ll try and get her home before three in the morning!” His grin
broadened to a friendly smile.


Chelsea looked at her husband and giggled.
Connor placed his hand on her shoulder and nudged her outside.


Then Connor shut the door behind them.


Don rushed to the front window. He watched
as his wife and Connor sauntered slowly down the front sidewalk, looking almost
like a couple on their honeymoon, strolling down a promenade. At first, Connor
acted completely platonic, but as soon as the wife and the new neighbor were
out past the front gate, the man put his arm around the redhead, pulling her
close to him – the two partners seemingly in animated and apparently
light-hearted conversation. 


Don caught a glimpse of Chelsea’s happy
smile before she and Connor walked past the hedge, which blocked the view. The
look in her eyes said everything – she was completely taken in by the tall,
muscular, dark haired neighbor. She looked as if she were having the time of
her life.


Don felt his heart drop into his stomach.
He heard steps on the hardwood floor behind him. It was Ed.


“Dude,” said Ed, while pulling on his
coat. “I’m heading out. Poker was fun.” He looked over at his friend and
workmate. “Sorry you lost that bet. What a bummer. Fuck. Hope it works out for
the best.”


Don said nothing, still in shock.


“I wouldn’t worry too much about your
wife,” Ed added. “Chelsea said it was just going to be innocent drinks over at
Connor’s place, right?”


“Er… Yeah.”


“So what is there to fret about?”


“What if she lets him go further than
that?” said Don. “I think he has his eye on her. And I don’t really trust the
guy. The way she talks about him sometimes… The sound of her voice when she
brings Connor up – it’s almost like he has a spell on her or something.”


“Why didn’t you just tell Chelsea no,
then?”


“It’s not the 1880’s, Ed. A man doesn’t
order his wife around anymore. That was O.K. a hundred years ago, but today
they call that emotional abuse.” He let out a sigh. “Fuck. I hope she doesn’t
make out with him or something.”


Ed paused in front of the front door,
putting a finger to his chin, as if deep in thought. 


“I don’t know what to say, man,” he stated
finally. His gaze brightened. “But it probably won’t get that far, will it. Statistically,
anyway – it just won’t happen.”


“Well,” said Don. “I hope you’re right.
It’s not the fact I don’t trust her. It’s the way she looks at him. It speaks
loads. She looks at him like a teenage crush.”


“She’s your wife, dude,” said Ed,
beaming. “If you can’t trust your wife, who can you trust?” He shrugged.
“Just trust her.”


Ed walked outside, shutting the door
behind him, and now Don was all alone.


For the next hour Don tried to lose
himself in an action movie. But all he could think of was what his wife was, or
wasn’t, doing in the house next door. And the way that Connor acted as if he
suddenly owned her because of the won bet – it was disturbing.


But then, Don was the one who decided to place
the bet, to scrounge up the money, including borrowing it from Chelsea – and
then he also acceded to Connor’s half-joke about putting an evening alone with
his wife on the table as a bet for the last hand.


Now it was obvious, of course, that Connor
really wasn’t joking. Or – perhaps he was joking, but Chelsea’s decision to
play it up changed Connor’s mind.


Either way, how it happened was now all
moot. 


The fact was, another man, who was leering
at Don’s wife all night, already patted her on the ass and now she was doing
who-knows-what in the house next door.


Don looked at the clock after pausing the
action movie, which was a thriller with car chases, explosions, and settings
from obscure places in Europe to the deserts of western South America. The clock
now said 11:45. Chelsea had been at the lusty neighbor’s house for two and a
quarter hours.


What were they talking about?


What were they doing?


His heart raced.


 







NO OTHER WIFE HAS COMPLAINED


Chelsea walked next to Connor as they
entered the house next door. Connor’s house was bigger than the O’Rourkes’, of
course, and newer. As soon as they stepped inside Chelsea looked around the
abode. The entry foyer was typical: fine linoleum tile flooring, and the walls
were painted a soft shade of white. Connor led the redhead up the stairs to the
main floor.


The large living room was to the left. It
was sparsely furnished. Obviously, Connor had left a lot of furniture with the
ex when he moved out. There was a large, plush new sofa, and a large flatscreen
TV on the wall. There was a coffee table and a bookcase on the far wall. There
were no plants, and no art or pictures of any kind hanging on the walls.


“You’ll have to excuse how the place
looks,” said Connor. “After all, I just moved in. I left a lot of shit at the
ex’s.”


“This is a nice place, Connor,” said the
redhead. She glanced out the front window, which had a grand view of the small
hillside behind the row of houses across the street. “The bank did a nice job
remodeling.”


“Yep. They tore out the wall-to-wall
carpet in here, and put in hardwood floors. I used to be allergic, so carpet
doesn’t really go well with me, especially if it is all through the house.”


He pointed to the sofa, which looked brand
new.


“Go ahead and have a seat,” he said. He
clicked on the TV with the remote, and called up the soft music cable channel.
“I’ll get us a drink. You want beer, ale, whiskey, or white wine? I also have
cola.”


“White wine, please,” said the redhead.


“O.K.,” said Connor. He walked back to the
kitchen. As Chelsea sat and waited, her heart was pounding. She knew that she
found this new man extremely attractive. He was everything that Donald was not:
dashing, highly educated, wealthy and prosperous, and most of all – very
sexually assertive.


Connor came back with a tumbler of whiskey
on the rocks in one hand, and a glass of chilled white wine in the other.


“Wow, you already chilled it,” said the
wife.


“I don’t drink wine, but I keep a bottle
chilled in case I have female company. It seems a lot of women prefer wine.”


“I like it,” said Chelsea. “Hard liquor
hits me wrong, and beer tastes bad to me.”


Connor laughed. “We all have our
preferences, I guess. I like whiskey because all I have to do is sip it. I
don’t like the swirling head I get from beer, and frankly – wine gives me a
headache.”


Chelsea chuckled. “That’s how I feel about
beer.”


“So,” said Connor, “how many years have
you been married, anyway?”


“Six and a half,” said Chelsea. “Almost seven.
We dated for about a year before that. So you can say we’ve been together for
about eight years.”


“You don’t have any kids.”


“Nope. I don’t know why.”


“Does he want them?”


“I don’t know.”


“You’ve never talked about it in seven or
eight years?”


“Not really,” said Chelsea. “We worried
for a while about our finances… You know, the Recession and all.”


“Yeah, that fucked things up for a lot of
people,” said Connor. “I think it fucked things up in my own marriage.”


“What happened?”


“I was working a lot. My wife, who was a
model and a dancer in college, got tired of being home alone so much. I was
working hard because of the poor economy, and she was working her pussy to a
frenzy in our bed, with a couple wayward husbands we met at office parties.
They were clients of mine, also.” He took a sip of his drink and looked
pensive. “The ex would have made a great hotwife, I suppose. She looked the
part – knockout body, long blonde hair. But at the time, I wasn’t into that
kind of thing.”


“Hotwife? What’s that?”


“That’s a liberated woman who is married,
and fucks around with her husband’s approval,” said Connor.


“Wow,” said the redhead, sipping from her
glass. “What guy would go for that?”


“A lot of men do. Guys love to fuck other
men’s wives. I know I do.”


“But the husbands of the hotwives,
though?” said Chelsea. “Why would they go for it?”


“They find it exciting. It’s like having
your own personal porn star. And the incredible angst – seeing another man’s
penis enter your wife for the first time, and hearing her whimper – it sets
their juices rolling. Then, when that penis moves in and out, and your wife
starts gasping the other man’s name until she hits orgasm -- it really
gets to the husband sexually. Or so they say.”


“You mean, guys have told you this?”


“Yeah, one husband wanted to take pictures
and video me fucking his wife. It was kind of cool. I didn’t care. I was there
to enjoy his wife, not worry about him.”


“Weird,” said Chelsea.


“Not really that weird,” said Connor.
“It’s really an old concept, wifesharing… In the 1960’s and 70’s they would
have called it the concept of open marriage. There were even books on it. Now
it’s just called ‘having a hotwife’.”


“And you would be open to it?”


“Yeah. I’ve fucked married women. It’s
really no big deal. You never really own anybody – especially in this
day and age. Everybody works outside the home, and women have their freedom to
do what they want, and they have a lot of opportunities to fuck around. And men
like seeing their wives getting fucked. They love to see her perform, and see
her react to a new cock.” He turned to his companion. “How’s your sex life with
your husband? You ever cheated?”


Chelsea took a sip and nearly flushed in
embarrassment.


“Sorry, didn’t mean to be so forward,”
said Connor, lying.


“Well,” said Chelsea, “my sex life with
Don is O.K., I guess.”


“Sounds sort of vanilla.”


“I guess.” She paused. “I did have a fling
with a guy from work, though.”


“Oh, really?”


“Yeah. A young college grad who worked as
an assistant manager. He kept hitting on me, and he was really attractive. At
first, I didn’t respond, because he’s like 22, you know? And I had just turned
31.”


“When was this?”


“Last fall. Just before Halloween.”


“So, what happened?”


“He kept asking me out to coffee or lunch,
and I finally said ‘yes’. It was after work on a Friday. We went in his car to
a local restaurant for coffee and got to talking about our work and our lives.
When he drove me back to the bank we sat and talked some more. He put his hand
on my leg – I was wearing a moderately short dress at the time. I let him keep
his hand there.” She paused. “It felt good. Very exciting.”


“So, don’t tell me,” said Connor. “You let
him feel you up.”


“More than that,” said Chelsea.


“Oh. You made out then.”


“More than that.”


“So you blew him.”


“More than that.”


“No!” said Connor, looking at the redhead
as if totally surprised.


“Yes,” said Chelsea. “We did it!”


“You actually fucked him?” He
smiled. “You dirty girl!”


“Yes!” said the redhead, giggling. “I
fucked him! In the back seat of his car.”


“Tell me about it,” said Connor.


“What’s there to say?”


“You blew him first, right?”


“Yes, I did.”


“Well?”


“Well what!”


“Tell me all that happened,” said
Connor.


“O.K.,” said the redhead, grinning
mischievously. “Here’s how it went.” Chelsea, looking slightly flushed,
nervously took a sip of her wine.


“Jason – that was his name -- leaned over
and kissed me,” she said. “I was going to push him away, but it felt so
exciting to be kissed by a new man after six and a half years. So we kissed.
Then he felt up my leg, and started getting me all hot and horny. So I reached
over and unzipped his crotch. He undid it all the way, and pulled out his cock
– and it was huge. He grabbed me by the hair, and slowly pushed my face down
towards his cock head, and I blew him a while. It took a bit of getting used
to, because he was bigger than my husband.”


She took another sip of wine and licked
her lips, her eyes having a far-away look, as if she were caught up in a fond
memory.


“I tried to get his cock into my throat,
but I couldn’t,” she added. “He was just so big, and I hadn’t had a big guy
like that in six or seven years. I got more than half of his cock past my lips,
though.”


“Awesome,” said Connor, sipping his drink.


“He acted like he was about to come. But
then he pulled my head away, and told me he wanted to fuck me,” continued
Chelsea. 


“Did you put up a fight?” said Connor. “I
mean, going all the way – that’s adultery!”


Chelsea blushed slightly. “I said no at
first. But he kept kissing me, and putting my hand on his cock, and I realised
I really, really wanted to feel that big thing inside me.” Chelsea paused and
took a sip of her wine. “I couldn’t help it. I was so horny.”


“That’s understandable,” said Connor. 


“So we got out of Jason’s car and got into
the back seat. There weren’t any other cars around, so no one saw us. I rode
his face and blew him a while. He grabbed my ass, and pulled it down against
his mouth, and then he made me come with his tongue. He licked all over my
pussy and ass crack, like a crazy man.”


Chelsea’s eyes had a twinkle in them as
she reminisced. “He was such a beast.”


“That Jason guy must have really liked
you,” said Connor.


“Well, he did tell me he wanted me to be
his girlfriend, but I was already married, of course…”


“So -- then what happened?”


“Well, after we sixty-nined, I climbed on
top of him and put him in me. I had to – I mean, I was so horny, and he
had a nice cock. It almost hurt, he was so big. And I was so gushing wet, his
cock went in without too much difficulty. But it sure felt good once my pussy
got used to the size. In fact, it was really wonderful!”


“Wow, that’s incredibly cool,” said
Connor. “Did he make you come?”


“Yes. A bunch of times! His cock was just
the right size and shape to give me a super hard orgasm. I couldn’t get enough.
My pussy was sore the next day.”


“You let him come in you?”


“Yes. Of course!”


“You cheater!” said Connor.


“I know. I’m horrible, aren’t I.”


“No,” said Connor, “not really.” He took a
sip of his drink and looked thoughtful. “You’re just human. Things happen. I
take it you never told your husband that you were carrying around another man’s
cum in your pussy.”


“Nope,” said the redhead, laughing.


“Did you continue seeing this Jason guy
after you let him fuck you in the car?”


“One more time. We did it in his apartment
the next Friday. I let him fuck me three times that night. He was an absolute animal.
Did he make me orgasm! He fucked me on his couch, and on the floor, and then
fucked me for over an hour on his bed. I thought he was going to break the
mattress.”


“Wow, it sounds like he had stamina.”


“He was a wild man as soon as he got his
cock in me,” said Chelsea. “He really pounded me until it almost hurt.”


“Why didn’t you see him after that, then?”
said Connor.


“Well, the next week Jason got a job as
manager at another, bigger branch in North Seattle somewhere. He was gone. I
texted him, but never heard back. I haven’t seen him since.”


“Would you do it again?”


“I don’t know,” said Chelsea. “I mean, it
was wrong, but it sure felt good.” The redhead took a sip from her wine. “It
felt liberating, in a way. I felt like I was in control of my own body -- not
confined to whatever sex I get at home.”


“Wow,” said Connor. “You would make a
perfect hotwife.”


Chelsea giggled. “I doubt my husband would
like it, though.”


“You should ask him. Maybe he would, and
just hasn’t told you.”


Connor put his hand on Chelsea’s bare knee
and squeezed it. “All kidding aside, I suppose you feel guilty about your foray
into adultery.”


“A little,” said the wife.


“That’s natural. Most wives I fuck express
varying degrees of guilt. But the good sex makes it worth it to them.”


“You must be a regular stud in bed, for
those other wives to want you like that,” said Chelsea, changing the subject.
She glanced towards Connor’s crotch, which was bulging slightly from hearing
the hot looking wife talk about her sordid trysts. “You look like you’re kind
of big down there.”


“That would be for me to know, and for you
to find out,” said Connor, grinning mischievously. “But I can tell you this –
no other wife has complained about my cock.” As he spoke, Connor kept his hand
on Chelsea’s knee, inadvertently moving it up her thigh. She didn’t flinch a
bit.


He leaned over and put his mouth to her
ear.


“Other wives love to ride me on top,” he
whispered. “They say they come harder that way.”


Chelsea bit her lip and let out a little
gasp of excitement. Connor moved his hand further up her thigh, squeezing it.
He blew on her neck lightly, and then touched his lips to it.


Chelsea did not move away.


That was when he knew he had her.


 







OCTOPUS


An hour later, just after midnight, Don
got up to grab a soda, and as soon as he got back to the couch and settled in
-- his brain still going in circles over the situation – the cell phone went
off.


“Hey!” said Chelsea, giggling profusely.


“Yeah?” said Don. “How’s it going?”


“Oh,” said the wife, “it’s going grrrreeeeeat!!”
Her voice made it sound as if she was a little buzzed. In the background there
was some rock music playing, and Don could hear Connor mumble something, but
the poor sound of the cell phone mic muffled it up.


“I’m glad to hear you’re having a good
time,” said Don, finally. 


“Connor’s a real nice guy, Don,”
said his wife. “You know what he just told me?”


“No,” said Don.


“He told me that he used to be in the Peace
Corps!!! In Africa!!!”


“That’s cool,” said Don, wondering where
the conversation was going. “When was that?”


“Oh, years ago!” Chelsea said
matter-of-factly. “Isn’t that cool?? Wow!” She paused, and for a moment
it sounded as if she was taking a drink from a glass. Don could hear Chelsea’s
fingernails clinking against the glass as her hand moved. 


“You know, I always wanted to be in
the Peace Corps!” she said, finally.


“I didn’t know that,” said Don.


“Well,” said the wife, sounding as if she
had already imbibed more than a drink or two, “you know now!”


“O.K.,” said Don. “Is Connor taking
pictures of you?”


“He sure is!!” Chelsea giggled while
talking, almost dropping her phone. “Now – don’t get mad, but, I even… I even
let him take a nice picture of my tits, honey. I pulled them out for him
to shoot and everything.”


“Oh,” said Don.


“Don’t worry, I’m not naked or anything.
And it won’t go any further. At least I think it won’t.”


“O.K.,” said Don, getting more nervous.
“What are you drinking?” he said.


“Cola,” said Chelsea. “I had some wine,
but switched to soda. I don’t want to get drunk, you know!”


“That’s good,” said Don. “I’m glad to hear
that.”


“Well, anyway,” said Chelsea, “I just
called to let… to let you know everything’s O.K.” Suddenly, there was a
clunking noise as the phone was either dropped or moved around in the redhead’s
hands. Then the connection cut off. The earpiece to Don’s phone was instantly
silent. A red bar appeared on Don’s cell phone screen.


Don waited a few seconds to see if Chelsea
would call back. She didn’t.


Don set his cell phone down on the coffee
table in front of him. He let out a breath.


So Chelsea showed Connor her tits? So he
could photograph them? That’s a little over the top, isn’t it?


And every little thing that Connor does –
all of which seems very exciting – she gushes over as if he is the best thing
that’s happened to her in years. His college, his stint in the Peace Corps, his
job – it seems nearly everything he does is gold.


Oh well, I can’t control her. At least she
called.


For the next hour, Don tried again to get
his mind off of what his wife may, or may not be doing with his intrepid and
dashing new neighbor. Watching late night TV shows didn’t help. He put in a DVD
of an action movie and watched it mindlessly, with the volume down low, in case
his cell’s ring tone went off.


He glanced at the clock. It was now one
a.m.


It was beginning to get a later than Don
expected. Wasn’t Connor joking about trying to get Chelsea home by three a.m.?
Maybe he wasn’t joking.


The silence was suddenly broken by the
cell phone’s ring tone, which was a tinny sounding clip of a Rage Against The
Machine track.


Don grabbed his phone, almost dropping it,
trying to get it off the coffee table.


It was Chelsea. Don pressed his finger on
the green dot and slid it over to the call icon. The connection was now live.


“Hey,” he said. “What’s up?”


“A lot of stuff,” said Chelsea. There was
some commotion, and giggling, and it sounded like Chelsea had slapped or pushed
someone away. “Uh… It’s complicated.”


“What’s complicated?” said Don.


“Oh, nothing.” There was more giggling and
playful slapping sounds, and scuffling noises. “Connor, stop that!” More
giggles. “You’re a fucking octopus!”


The phone then sounded like it hit the
floor. Don then heard a loud curse, which sounded like Chelsea’s voice. Then
there was more clunking along with muffled giggles, and then finally Don could
hear things clearly – obviously Chelsea’s hand wasn’t over the microphone
anymore.


“Anyway,” she said. “We’re having some
fun. Just wanted to let you know everything’s O.K. I’ll call you a bit later.”


There was more giggling as Don heard
Connor’s muffled voice saying something unreadable just before the connection cut
off.


Don broke into a cold sweat.


The giggling, the scuffling – that meant
things were a little physical.


And what did his wife mean when she
referred to Connor as an ‘octopus’? Usually that was slang for a guy groping
all over a woman’s body.


Not good.


 







I WAS A GOOD GIRL


“Fuck, Connor!” blurted Chelsea, setting
her glass of cola down on the coffee table. “You couldn’t stop trying to feel
me up for even the couple of minutes I was on the phone!” She pulled her hair
back over her shoulder, swallowing the mouthful of soda pop she had just
imbibed, licking her lips and grinning at her new paramour. “You’re acting so
horny!”


“It’s because you showed me your tits,”
said Connor.


“But I put them back away,” insisted the
redhead. “And then you tried to feel my pussy.”


“And you loved every second of it!” said
the dark haired man, reaching over and tickling the side of Chelsea’s waist,
causing her to giggle. “You never pushed my hands away. Even when I had them
going up in between your legs.”


The redhead wife bit her lip, her facial
expression aglow with flirtatious exuberance. “Yes, I did!” she insisted. “I
pushed them away several times!”


“No, you didn’t,” said Connor, teasingly.
“In fact, when my hand was in between your legs, you even pressed them
together!”


“No, I didn’t!” protested the redhead.


“Yes, you did,” said Connor. He reached
over and pushed his hand down deep in the crevice between the redhead’s legs,
and pushed his fingers forwards, towards the wife’s heated gusset. Her thighs
were hot against the back of his hand and his palm and fingers. Fingertips
touched the seam at the apex of Chelsea’s shorts.


The man leaned in towards the giggling
redhead, and softly blew against the side of Chelsea’s exposed neck. The
redhead’s heartbeat increased. Lips barely graced the skin of Chelsea’s neck
and shoulder. Chelsea let out a staggered breath.


Connor’s experienced fingers moved up and
down, massaging the seam that was the only thing in between his probing hand
and Chelsea’s moistening pussy.


“You’re making me feel so hot,”
stammered the wife. “My pussy’s moist now.”


“That’s good,” said Connor. He ever so
lightly touched Chelsea’s neck, and then the back side of her jawline, with the
tip of his tongue, taking his time, increasing the wife’s libido to a slow,
steady boil.


Up and down, up and down, went his fingers
over the surface of Chelsea’s fabric-coated gusset. Connor could feel the
material get slightly dampened from the effect the constant, slow movement of
his fingers had on Chelsea’s pussy.


He had been working the wife slowly and
with determination for the past two and a half hours – first, just playful
touches, which could be taken innocently. Then – as those playful touches
weren’t averted – he pursued more playful touches over forbidden areas of the
redhead’s body – her ass, her knee, her thigh, her shoulders.


Connor already could tell from Chelsea’s
cues over the entire afternoon and evening that she was intrigued by him. In
fact, he could tell that she found him attractive – the way she would play with
her hair, and much of her body language just gave it all away.


Over the two and a half hours she was in
his house, Connor was able to turn the conversation away from mundane things
like work, college, and the Peace Corps – towards more and more exciting
things, like sex. 


Connor was able to get Chelsea to admit to
parts of her sexual history – how much fun she had in college at parties, where
drinks and rampant sexual activity often occurred. He was able to get her to
tell him she’d had more lovers than her husband knew about, including one
threesome at college, where she blew two men simultaneously.


“It didn’t go farther than that,” she
added.


“Why not?” said Connor.


“I wasn’t ready for it.”


“Did you ever go through with a real
threesome?”


“No,” said Chelsea. “I was a good girl.”


“A good girl who blew two strangers,” said
Connor, teasing.


“Hey! One of those guys was my boyfriend!”
said Chelsea.


“He was a lucky guy, to have a gorgeous,
hot, and lusty slut of a girlfriend like you,” said Connor.


The redhead giggled and took a long sip of
her soda.


“So – how about you, Connor?” said
Chelsea. “What’s the wildest sex you’ve ever done?”


The dark-haired man sipped his drink and
set his tumbler down on the table in front of them.


“Well, I shared my first girlfriend when I
was a senior in high school. She was a hot blonde named Casey. Hot blooded,
too, once I got into her pants. She took to sharing like a duck to water.”


Chelsea’s eyes widened. “You had a threesome
with her, with another man?”


“Yep,” said Connor. “With a football
buddy.”


“You played football?”


“I was quarterback. So I had my pick of
the women.”


“Wow!” said the redhead. “So how did your
threesome happen?”


“And after we won a key game,” continued
Connor, “I had a party at my parents’ house – me and my girlfriend and a buddy
of mine. We were all over eighteen, so our parents trusted us.” Connor laughed.
“So after a couple beers I suggested a threesome. I told Casey my buddy had a
big dick, which he did. To my surprise, she went along.” 


He paused, grabbing his tumbler and taking
a sip. “I mean, she loved sex, but I didn’t think she’d do a threesome – not
like that. But it was cool.”


“She just said ‘yes’ to it, just like
that?”


“Yep. She had an open mind about sex. I
think she wanted to fuck my best buddy anyway.” Connor set his glass back down
on the coffee table. “Together, the two of us fucked her all night. She sure
came a lot, especially on my buddy’s cock – and he was bigger than I am. And
I’m fairly big. Either way, I think I ruined her.”


“What do you mean?”


“Before we dated, she only had one guy.
After me, she began to sleep with a lot of guys.” Connor grinned. “I
turned her into a slut.” He chuckled.


“Did you go together for long?”


“No. I went off to Fordham and the Peace
Corps, and sought new pastures. The relationship with Casey ran its course. It
was destined to, anyway.”


“That sounds cold, Connor.”


“Not really. Every relationship has its
start, and its end. The problem is when people don’t recognise that the end has
come, that it is time for new things.”


“You feel that way about marriage, too?”


“I feel that way especially about
marriage.”


“I don’t,” said the redhead.


“How do you know?” said Connor. “You might
change your mind. My ex-wife did. I did.”


“I’m sorry to hear that. I love my
husband,” insisted Chelsea. “I shall never divorce him. I don’t quit when
things get tough.”


“But you already had sex with another man.
You let that younger guy at the bank fuck you in his car, and then in his
apartment. You had some fun on the side.”


“I know,” said Chelsea. “It was a one-time
thing. A mistake.”


“You didn’t make it sound like a mistake,
if the guy made you come so hard.”


“Yeah, but still…”


“You are a paradox, wrapped in an enigma,”
said Connor.


Chelsea laughed. “I can’t help it.”


And the conversation went forward from
there – to the two of them discussing sex in general – what position was best,
how Chelsea orgasmed, and what made her come the hardest. Connor liked sex any
way he could get it.


Chelsea said she liked doggy-style the
best.


Connor knew that by the time those
subjects were breached – on top of the fact that he had her sitting in his
living room, in his house, while the woman’s husband was farthest from her mind
– that he had her.


It was then he put his hand on the wife’s
knee – at first playfully, but then, after a bit, he would keep it there.
Chelsea did nothing. In fact, she seemed to like the attention. So Connor then
moved his hand up a little.


And so it went. Now he had his hand right
where he wanted it – well, almost. He really wanted his hand on her pussy, with
no shorts, and no fabric, in the way.


Up and down, up and down went his fingers,
the sodden pussy behind the thin coating of denim causing the denim to dampen
Connor’s fingers.


He continued kissing Chelsea’s shoulder.
He could taste the tangy bitterness of the places where her perfume had been
applied. Her skin, of course, was warm to the touch. Now her shoulder, and the
nape of her neck, was cooling from the dampness of Connor’s saliva as he moved
his lips and tongue back and forth over the surface of the redhead’s exposed
skin.


The more Connor caressed Chelsea’s sopping
wet gusset with his fingers, the more the redhead began to breathe in quick
breaths – she was clearly nervous, and equally clearly turned on.


Connor maintained his pace, his fingers
now plastered in Chelsea’s moisture.


He then kissed his way up the nape of her
neck, to her cheek. The redhead, taking another sip of her soda, set the glass
on the inn table next to the couch. She slowly turned. Lips instantly touched
lips. 


A shock of excitement went through
Connor’s system. He knew the lips his own were now plastered to were married
lips, and the portent of more than necking or heavy petting not only made his
heart pound, it made his cock rock hard.


As the soft music played on the cable TV
in the background, the two new lovers clenched in the passion of unbridled
lust, their tongues meeting and caressing, Connor’s fingers moving up and down
against Chelsea’s wet crotch more forcefully, causing her to whimper beneath
the kiss.


Up and down, up and down – Connor’s
experienced fingers knew just the right rhythm, and just the right pressure,
and the redhead’s whimpers got more and more incessant. Connor kept kissing
her, probing her mouth with his tongue gently, exalting in every sensation, and
every taste.


Suddenly, the redhead pushed Connor away.
Her breaths came quickly. She put a hand to her mouth, and stifled a gasp.
Connor’s fingers continued working her pussy through the soaking wet denim
gusset.


The wife reached down and yanked his hand
away.


She cried out.


“Fuck!!” she sighed. “I almost came!! I’m
so close! But… but I just can’t!”


“Sure you can,” said Connor, smiling. He
grabbed the redhead and pulled her back towards him. He placed his lips against
hers, and began to kiss her some more.


He moved his hand back up her thigh. The
redhead placed her hand on his, stopping it. 


“I can’t,” she said. “I want to, but it’s…
It’s so wrong!”


“Sure you can,” said Connor. “There’s
nothing really wrong with it, is there? I mean, who’s going to know?”


“My husband?”


“How is he going to know if you don’t tell
him?”


“Well…”


“If he doesn’t know, because you don’t
tell him, how is it wrong? You want it, don’t you? Don’t you want to come?”


“Well, uh… I guess, but…”


“You’ve already let me massage your pussy
nearly to orgasm through the fabric of your shorts. You may as well let me
finish the job, Chelsea. You deserve it.”


“Er…” stammered the wife. “I don’t know…
But…”


Connor smiled. He moved his hand from
beneath Chelsea’s, and reached up to the button at the top of her shorts. With
one deft movement, he unsnapped it. The wife – nearly panting from excitement
-- did nothing. Then Connor reached for her zipper.


ZZZZZiiiiiiippppppppp!


Now Chelsea’s shorts were opened into a
wide V from the top, her white cotton panties clearly visible. Connor could
just smell the warm aroma of redhead gusset.


Connor leaned forwards towards Chelsea’s
face, and placed his lips against hers. She did not move away.


Connor kissed her, and this time he moved
his hand up against Chelsea’s open fly, and within seconds his fingers were
firmly nestled beneath the hem of her steam dampened panties; and then his
fingertips were prowling through her moistened bush; and then his fingertips
found the space just beneath Chelsea’s love button. It was squishy, and it
moved around under his fingers, but Chelsea’s whine of pleasure indicated the
moment when and where he found it.


Now she began to grind and buck her hips
forwards into his hand, her sodden pussy craving more and more finger. The
cotton panties were being stretched to the limit – the fly of Chelsea’s shorts
digging into the back of Connor’s offending hand.


Squish! Squish! Squish! Squish! Squish!


Connor could feel the gushing labia move
into his fingers as he tried to keep his fingers glued to the magic spot, and
work it to hard orgasm.


Within a minute the living room began to
echo with rampant, female whimpers – first, muffled by lips, and then the
redhead broke the kiss and the room began to fill with a deafening din of
whines and gasps as the wife bucked her hips against Connor’s probing hand.


Connor sensed his fingers becoming
drenched in juice as his ears rang from Chelsea’s orgasmic noises.


When Chelsea calmed, he kept his hand
there, stationary.


He kissed her all over the exposed parts
of her chest, her neck, her shoulders, her face, her upper arm, and her
cleavage – all the while keeping his fingers where he wanted them to belong –
in the sopping wet folds of her pussy.


After a few minutes Connor pulled his hand
out.


Without giving the redhead a chance to
think, Connor quickly got down on the floor in front of Chelsea, and he reached
up and pulled her shorts off, with five deft pulls.


Now the redhead was half-way disrobed,
biting her lip, looking flushed from nervousness and sexual excitement. Her
eyes took in her new paramour the way a young woman takes in the sight of her
first love.


“I’ve never been this close to naked in
front of a new man in so long,” said Chelsea hesitatingly.


“You’ll be naked before the night is
through,” said Connor. “You know that, don’t you?”


“Yes,” said Chelsea, sounding innocent. “I
guess.”


Connor chuckled. He tossed Chelsea’s
shorts on the couch. He pushed the coffee table back a bit to make more room,
and knelt in front of the wife, her panties visible. They were white, with
little green shamrocks all over them. There appeared to be writing of some
sort, just visible on the side of her ass cheek.


“Get up, bitch,” said Connor. “Let me see
what your panties say.”


Giggling, the redhead got up onto her
hands and knees, kneeling on the sofa. She aimed her wide, round ass in
Connor’s direction, her full bottom sticking out over the edge of the cushions.
The panties had, in green script, Fuck Me! I’m Irish! written across
both ass cheeks. The script was pleasingly stretched over Chelsea’s bounteous,
heart shaped bottom.


“Like the slogan?” Chelsea said, almost
girlishly.


“Wow,” said Connor. “It looks awesome. Is
that an invitation?”


“Maybe,” said the redhead coyly. She
nudged her ass away from the man’s face, as if teasing. “And… Maybe not!”


Connor reached up towards the wife’s ass
and pulled down her panties, deftly slipping them down over her ass cheeks and
down her thighs. Suddenly, the redhead’s pale, partly freckled bottom popped
into view. It was an erection inducing sight. Connor could see just a glimpse
of Chelsea’s pussy.


He reached up and grabbed the wife’s right
ass cheek and gave it a firm squeeze.


“You’ve got a great butt,” he said, his
fingers digging into the plush, warm skin.


“Thank you!” said Chelsea, giggling.


“Get off the couch and stand up, now.
Right in front of me.”


The wife climbed down off the sofa
carefully, the panties still hanging onto her upper thighs. She stood proudly
in front of her neighbor – the both of them now in front of the sofa -- and she
reached down and pushed her panties further down her legs, until they were down
on the carpet. Then she stood up straight and smiled.


“Look at you!” said Connor, Chelsea’s pale
red muff suddenly coming into view. It was a pert triangle, and trimmed into a
light tangle of delightful pubes. Connor reached around and grabbed both of Chelsea’s
ass cheeks and squeezed them as he leaned forwards and kissed the firebush.


“There is nothing that looks so hot as a
good red muff,” said Connor.


“Why is that?” said Chelsea saucily.


“Because red is the color of heat and
fire, you know.” Connor bit his lip, planning his next move carefully, not
wanting the wife to change her mind. “Sit back down on the couch.”


“What are you going to do to me now?”


“You’ll see.” Connor grinned, watching the
wife sit down on the sofa, facing him with her bare ass compressing the
cushions -- her legs slightly apart, and her green top still covering her
chest.


Connor reached for Chelsea’s legs, and began
to push them apart. Her wet pussy, which until now was just visible, became
more prominent – the pale, pink lips glistening and looking ready for action.
Connor looked up at the redhead.


She looked back down at him, biting her
lip, slowly panting and nearly out of breath, her bright blue-green eyes
meeting his.


Without saying a word, Connor pushed
Chelsea’s legs as wide as he could get them, and he reached back for the
expensive digital SLR camera that was sitting on the coffee table behind him.
He aimed the high quality lens at the wife’s sopping wet, bright pink gusset,
and clicked the electronic shutter. 


Ker-CHUNK!


“Wow!” said Connor, glancing at the LCD
readout. “That’s a great shot.” He glanced up at the wife, who was smiling and
once again sipping at her half empty glass of pop.


“Put the glass down and pull your legs up
and apart for me.”


“You’re going to take more pictures?”


“Damn straight!” said the man. 


The redhead obediently reached down under
her knees with her long, feminine fingers and pulled her legs up and back,
forcing them wide.


“I’ve never done this before,” she said,
“posing my pussy for a camera.”


“You never let your husband photograph
it?” said Connor.


“Fuck, no,” said the wife. “I won’t let
him treat me like a sex object like that!”


“But you’re letting me do it,” said
Connor.


“That’s different!” said Chelsea,
giggling.


Connor shook his head and chuckled and
snapped away, filling the lens with a broad expanse of pale, pinkish thigh
flesh, the glossy looking pussy in the center of the scene, topped by a tuft of
trimmed red bush. Just below, the pert, pale pink rosebud of her anus was just
visible.


Ker-CHUNK!


Connor glanced at his camera’s LCD
readout, and then back at the display in front of him.


“What a sweet firebush,” said Connor, clicking
pic after pic of his neighbor’s wife’s gaping vagina.


“What’s a firebush?” said Chelsea.


“Red bush. Like you have. I can’t wait to
shove my nose in it.”


“That is if I let you,” said the
wife.


“I bet you will!” said Connor.


“I don’t know about that,” said
Chelsea.


“Let’s see,” said Connor. He set his
camera on the inn table beside the couch’s armrest.


He then leaned forwards, his tongue
already out, ready for action. He could see the wife’s trimmed tangle of light
red pubes, and her slim, glistening butterfly was already dilated from one hard
orgasm.


Connor placed his hands onto Chelsea’s
thighs and pushed her legs further apart than they were, and he buried his nose
in the wife’s trimmed but appealing strawberry muff. For a moment he just kept
his nose buried in bush, savoring the scent.


The hairs tickled his nose, and the aroma
of sweat and pussy exhilarated him. Meanwhile, he secured his tongue to
Chelsea’s sodden vulva. Then, tongue went upwards, slowly and deliberately, as
the wife whimpered uncontrollably.


Slurrrrrrrp!


GASP!


Slurrrrrrrp!


“FUCK!”


Slurrrrrrrp!


Whimper!


Slurp! Slurp! Slurrrrp!


Connor moved his tongue up and down, finding
the magic spot and keeping his tongue there, wiggling it very slowly –
increasing the pace very gradually, as Chelsea grunted and cried out and gasped
and whined. She cradled his head lovingly with her warm fingers, caressing his
hair as he ate her pussy.


Within three minutes she was gasping
involuntarily, biting her lip and whimpering, while her pussy gushed all over
his chin – her fingers digging into his scalp recklessly. 


It was obvious she just had another hard
orgasm.


Connor got up, and undid the top button of
his jeans. He pulled them down and dropped them onto the floor. His cock was
bulging through the front of his plaid boxers. It was clear to Chelsea that he
was very big – obviously larger in size than Don, by maybe an inch, and from
the bulge, he also appeared to be much thicker.


Chelsea’s cell phone rang. She fumbled
with the device in her excitement and nervousness, and tapped the answer icon.
She set the phone to her ear. It was Don.


“Hey!” said Don. “You said you wouldn’t be
over there this long. When are you coming home?”


Chelsea bit her lip, trying to think of
something to say. For his part, Connor just stood there, waiting for her to get
off the phone.


“I don’t know, honey,” said the wife,
finally. “Connor and I are still talking.”


“You’ve been over there too long,” said
Don. “It’s past two in the morning! Come home.”


“In a while, honey,” said Chelsea, trying
to put off an argument. Don dropped his boxers. His full, thick seven inches
sprang out. He stood closer to the wife. Her eyes said it all: she hadn’t seen
a cock that full and big in years. He grabbed her by the hair and guided her
lips to his cock head.


Chelsea moved the phone’s mouthpiece away
from her face, and began to take the stranger’s cock inside her mouth. First,
her lips wrapped around the tip. Then the head was ensconced. Connor groaned.
The woman’s mouth was hot, and she was already sucking while taking more and
more of his cock into her throat.


Don couldn’t hear a thing. “Hey!” he said,
his voice ringing in Chelsea’s earpiece. “Are you still there?”


Chelsea let Connor’s seven inches out of
her throat, trying to keep from coughing, as it had been years since she had
throated a man that big. She wiped some spit from her lips with her left hand,
her wedding ring glinting in the light of the living room.


“Yes, honey,” said Chelsea, nervously.
“I’m still here.”


“Well?” said the husband. “When are you
coming back home?”


Connor grabbed the woman’s hair again and
guided her mouth back to his prick.


Soon he was balls deep in redhead throat.
He let out a long breath, as he felt awesome sensations – shivers of pleasure
emanate from Chelsea’s palate, uvula and tongue, crawling up his spine.


“Are you going to answer me, Chelsea?”
insisted Don, getting angry. “What the fuck are you doing, anyway? Can you hear
me?”


“Yes, honey,” said the redhead, wiping her
chin quickly with the back of her free hand after letting Connor’s manhood out
past her lips. “I can hear you O.K.”


“Well, answer me!” said Don, starting to
get furious.


Chelsea, ignoring her husband and raging
with lust, sucked her neighbor’s thick cock into her throat once more, holding
the phone away from her face as she gurgled slightly over Connor’s veiny girth.


Don, who could hear nothing but strange,
distorted noises, began to get steaming mad.


“You’re going to fuck him, aren’t you,” he
said, simmering with resentment.


Chelsea let Connor out of her mouth once
more, her lips dribbling with spit from the wet, sloppy blowjob she was giving
him.


“What do you mean, honey?” she said,
quickly.


“When are you fucking coming home?”
shouted Don into the phone.


“Honey, I don’t know!” said
Chelsea, getting riled. She looked at the cock in front of her, now glistening
with her own saliva. Her breaths began to increase in pace, as the combination
of fingered orgasms she had recently been given -- and the vision of what this
cock she was looking at could do to her pussy -- began to take over.


“Come home!” insisted the husband.


“No! Not yet!” said the wife.


“What the fuck are you doing?”


“Just talking!”


“Bull shit.”


Chelsea stroked her neighbor’s seven,
spit-slickened inches with her fingers.


“You don’t own me, Don,” she said
finally, furious inside. “I’ll come home when I feel like it.”


“Fuck off, slut,” muttered Don almost
under his breath. “You really are going to fuck him, aren’t you. You just can’t
bring yourself to say it.”


He cut the connection.


 







HOW DO YOU LIKE ME NOW?


The insult made Chelsea angry. 


He thinks I’m a slut? I’m not the
one who put his wife up for a wager in some stupid poker game. Fuck him.


“Did he hang up?” said Connor.


“Yes. He thinks I’m going to fuck you.”


“Well, are you?” said Connor.


The wife looked at him, setting her phone
down on the inn-table for a moment.


“I don’t know yet,” she said, coyly, as
she began to play with Connor’s spit-slickened phallus with her ring bedecked
fingers. “But I bet it would feel good. You’re really big.”


“Thanks,” said Connor. He paused, enjoying
the view of Chelsea’s spit slickened lips so close to his cock. For a few
seconds Chelsea continued playing with it, looking fascinated at its size and
girth. Connor hadn’t seen a woman quite so fascinated with his cock before. It
was apparent that a new cock was a very exciting thing to the redhead.


“So, are you going to blow it,” said
Connor, finally, “or not?”


“Maybe,” said Chelsea playfully.


“Blow it,” he ordered.


The wife set her phone down on the inn
table, and placed her ring-bedecked fingers around the base of Connor’s cock,
and steadied his shaft with her right hand while she sucked the head inside the
sweet recesses of her mouth…. Then the first two inches disappeared past her
lips -- and then three and four inches of the phallus were swallowed.


Finally, all seven inches were embedded
deep in Chelsea’s mouth and throat. She kept her lips tightly sealed near the
base of Connor’s penis, feeling his cock pulse slightly as she tried to keep
from choking.


Then she let him out, slowly, as the man
groaned in appreciation.


She looked up at him, smiling, as she
licked up stray spit from the tip and then wiped her lips on the back of her
wrist.


“You know what?” said the wife. “I have a
better idea than this.”


“What’s that?” said the man.


Chelsea grinned mischievously. She got up
on her hands and knees, astride the couch cushions.


“Fuck me,” she ordered, her bare ass
sticking up into the air appealingly.


Connor -- presented with a sidelong view
of his neighbor’s half-naked, vivacious, slim and curvy body -- could feel his
blood pulse at the sight. He instantly climbed up onto the couch behind the
wife.


Chelsea looked back over her shoulder,
smiling and biting her lip. 


“My husband thinks I’m a slut,” she
said saucily. “And I’m about to show him one!”


Connor pushed Chelsea’s T-shirt up her
back, exposing her entire waist. Now she was bare and vulnerable from the
mid-waist down. The man placed his hands on top of her ass, and pulled her
towards him, pushing his cock head into her hot, steamy ass crack.


Chelsea giggled as he probed her perineum
and wet pussy lips with his thick, rounded helmet.


“You feel so big back there!” she
gasped.


“I’ll feel bigger in your pussy,” said
Connor.


“Wait a second,” said the wife. 


Fumbling with her cell phone, she tapped
the video chat button, and then Don’s number in the contacts.


Within seconds, Don’s face appeared in the
small screen.


Without saying a thing, Chelsea propped
the cell phone up against a small stack of books on top of the inn-table that
was next to the couch’s arm, which she was leaning against. This aimed the
phone’s camera directly at her and Connor.


“Hi, honey!” said the redhead, as Connor
nudged his cock next to her pussy. “It’s your slut calling!”


Don’s face in the little square screen in
the corner looked surprised.


“What are you doing?” said Don. He wiped
his eyes, as if trying to clear them. “Are you really half naked?”


“Yes, honey,” said Chelsea chidingly.
“Don’t you want that? After all, you bet me in a card game!” She licked
her lips. “…And you lost!!!”


“But….” Don stammered. It was then he
noticed Connor, who was kneeling behind his wife’s bare ass. There was no doubt
about it – his neighbor had his hands on the top of his wife’s ass, as if owning
her. 


And that man was about to fuck her.


“You know -- you were right,
honey!” taunted Chelsea. “I am fucking Connor tonight! Watch!”


Don watched aghast as his wife looked away
from the phone’s screen, and back over her shoulder. He could see her long, red
hair hanging down next to the arm of the couch. Licking her lips, she pushed
the silky tresses back away from her face.


“Fuck me, Connor!” ordered the wife. “Fuck
my pussy! My husband thinks I’m a slut, so I’m going to prove him right!”


The wife turned and faced the screen, her
eyes bright with lust and vengefulness.


“I’m going to let him fuck me, honey,” she
said, her voice icy with spite. “What do you think about that?”


Don swallowed. Both cheeks of his wife’s
wide, round ass were sticking up, begging for penile attention. Connor’s hands
moved over those cheeks, squeezing them and manhandling them. Don’s heartrate
increased as he feared the inevitable – something he could not stop; and
something over which he had absolutely no control.


It was all up to his wife, who was now
biting her lip in a vicious grin, her eyes staring into the camera lens.


“You’re going to see your slut wife
getting fucked now, Donald,” she gasped. “Enjoy.”


As Don stared into his smartphone’s screen
he could see the bottom half of Connor’s muscular torso come closer to his
wife’s prominent behind. Then Connor’s taut abdomen touched and flattened
Chelsea’s pale, freckled ass cheeks, as the strange man gripped them violently.


Donald watched in inner pain as he saw his
wife’s eyes instantly widen, and she let out a piercing cry of pleasure, which
drowned the small speaker of Don’s smartphone.


“Fuck!!!” Chelsea cried. “He’s going to
break my pussy!”


Donald’s eyes were glued to his phone’s
small screen as he watched his burly neighbor’s stomach remain flat against his
wife’s plush ass. Connor had a look of ecstasy on his face, his eyes closed,
his movements revealing the fact that he was probing deep inside Chelsea’s
pussy.


Don’s felt a wave of sheer panic.


He knew that now everything had changed.


His wife had just been entered.


“Fuck!” grunted Connor, his taut abs still
resting against Chelsea’s ass cheeks. “You’re fucking tiggghhhhhht!”


Chelsea’s eyes had a lifeless look for a
second, before they rolled up into her head, her mouth agape, her breath moving
against a few stray tresses that crossed the front of her face as she whimpered
and gasped in ecstasy. 


“Shit!!” she whined. “Honey… He’s so… So big!!!”
She began to whimper, sounding almost as if she were about to cry. “I don’t
know if I can handle it!”


For a second, Don saw his neighbor’s
fingers grope and dig into his wife’s ass cheeks, the two bodies stationary. It
was apparent the neighbor was enjoying the sensation of married pussy gripping
his manhood so tightly.


Then, instantly, he saw Connor pull back –
and then that man’s abs came forward quickly, as Connor slammed his cock deep
into Chelsea with violent force. As soon as the strange man bottomed out in her
pussy, the redhead let out a high-pitched shriek, sounding like an animal
caught in a snare.


Don’s heart raced as his eyes remained
glued to the sight.


Before Chelsea could react, Connor pulled
back and slammed his cock deep inside her again, causing her ass to jerk and
jiggle, and making her entire body jump forwards against the couch armrest. To
Don, it looked like Connor was going to break her.


Then Connor began to fuck her in earnest,
with forceful, one second strokes – each thrust slamming the wife’s chest
against the arm of the couch as the small speaker in Don’s phone filled with
ear piercing grunts and shrieks.


The HD quality display showed Chelsea’s
body jerking forwards once a second, and Don could just see the top of her bare
ass being flattened repeatedly, her cheeks undulating sharply in waves -- and
then he saw Connor’s big hands move up to grip Chelsea’s waist, as if trapping
her in the act of sordid adultery.


As Don watched helpless, Connor began
pounding the wife with more rapid thrusts -- her wide, pale ass jiggling and
undulating violently and rapidly as Connor’s flat, muscular lower torso slammed
into it twice a second.


The wife’s voice punctuated the air with
sharp shrieks. She placed her ring bedecked hand over her mouth, trying not to
drown out the little microphone in the cell device propped in front of her. But
it was to no avail.


Don’s own cock began to get hard at the
sight of his wife performing onscreen, and he went into a complete panic – he
couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His sweet wife had instantly taken on the
appearance of a porn actress – her lithe body becoming the sexual vehicle for a
strange man.


Instantly, one of Connor’s burly hands
leave the side of his wife’s waist and a sharp CRACK! resounded in the
living room as palm smacked against soft ass flesh.


“Take it, you dirty slut!” grunted Connor
proudly.


“Yes!” cried out the lusty redhead. “Smack
my ass, you bastard!”


SMACK!


“Harder!” she cried.


SMACK!


The man’s hand returned from the wife’s
blushing ass to her waist, and then both burly hands grabbed Chelsea’s
shoulders as Connor pounded her relentlessly. Don’s blood raced as he watched
his wife’s ass jiggling in time to the other man’s fierce thrusts deep inside
her.


“Fuck me, Connor!” urged Chelsea. “Fuck me
harder!!”


Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam!


Don could just hear his neighbor’s couch
knocking and rocking on the hardwood floor as he watched his wife being
ravished in front of his very eyes.


Her face contorted into a grimace, her
eyes rolling into her head before she closed them, biting her lip, her squeals
and gasps of joy filling the speaker of Don’s cellphone, as Connor worked her
sodden vagina towards climax.


Within seconds Chelsea’s mouth opened, and
she began to sob and whimper in pleasure uncontrollably, her eyebrows furled
and her eyes droopy – filling Don’s speaker with a deafening din of curses and
sighs as her ass kept being slammed flat, the round globes jiggling and
undulating in rhythm with the incessant violation of her wedding vows.


Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam!


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!


Connor appeared to be using Don’s wife
like a tool for his own pleasure, Chelsea’s ass turning a deep pink from the
spanking, her body bucking and jerking against the front armrest of the couch
from the hard fucking.


It was heartrending.


From the sight of his attractive wife
being treated like a hot porn slut, Don’s cock was very, very hard. His wife
looked like the most incredible sex actress ever. The fact it was his wife
cheating, and that he could do nothing about it, only added to the rush of
panic.


Don’s mouth went dry as he watched his
neighbor fuck his wife for ten to fifteen minutes. Connor would hammer her
quickly, then he’d slow the pace – but he never flagged. The man seemed to have
the stamina of a rhinoceros. 


And the whimpers! The taunts! The curses!
The grunts of pleasure!


“How do you like your slut now, honey?”
said his wife, her face aglow with sex and sweat, as she looked into the
camera, pushing strands of long red tresses away from her face. “Do I look good
being fucked by another man? After all, you called me a slut. So am I a real
slut yet?”


Don was speechless.


“Honey!” ordered the wife. “Talk to me.
Tell me, baby. How do you like me now?”


Don was frozen in a state of anxious
sexual excitement. He could say nothing.


Within seconds, the speaker filled with
more deafening cries as Don watched his wife’s head become yanked back, as
Connor grabbed her by the hair. Her mouth opened, as she gasped and shrieked in
the throes of yet another orgasm.


Connor then let go of her hair.


“Fuck,” the man grunted. “I’m going to
come!”


“Cum in my pussy, Connor!” urged the wife.
“I’m on the pill, it’s O.K.!”


“Are you sure?” said Connor, slowing
temporarily. “I can come on your back instead.”


“I’m sure, Connor! I mean, my husband said
I’m a slut, and sluts let men come in them!”


Connor shook his head and returned to
plowing Chelsea’s pussy, his breaths increasing as his balls began to boil to
the breaking point.


Don watched in horror as the neighbor
increased the pace of his thrusts deep inside his wife. Connor moved his hands
to the top of Chelsea’s ass, before his movements inside her slowed to a grind.


“Fuck!” Connor groaned. “I love this
pussy!” He grimaced, as he held his abdomen firmly against the redhead’s ass,
gripping her cheeks with his fingers, causing them to leave slight marks on the
plush ass flesh, as he moaned in pleasure.


“I can feel your cum, Connor!” urged the
wife. “It feels so good inside me.”


“I want it in you, deep,” said the man.
For fifteen seconds he continued holding his cock deep in Chelsea, his cock
head embedded somewhere near the opening to her uterus.


Then he slowly pulled out.


Then Chelsea sat on the couch, letting out
a long breath. “I haven’t been fucked that good since my ex in college,” she
said mindlessly. “You sure filled me with a big load.”


Don watched in disbelief as his wife
reached forward and grabbed her phone off of the inn-table. The screen of his
own phone was a moving blur until the image cleared, and now he could see his
wife’s crotch. He could recognise it all right – the red thatch above a
glistening, slim pink butterfly.


And that glistening, slim, pink butterfly
was coated in sticky white.


“Look, honey!” said Chelsea, holding the
phone’s front facing camera in front of her well-fucked pussy. “Your slut
wife now has a cream pie! Aren’t you proud of me?”


Don was aghast. He could see Connor’s cum
oozing out from his wife’s gaping hole, which looked like it had been fucked by
a monster cock.


Chelsea aimed the phone back up towards
her face. “You called me a slut, so I took that as a cue. So, now I’m a slut.
Are you glad now that you bet me in that stupid fucking card game?”


Don was speechless.


Suddenly a big hand blocked the wife’s
video camera.


“Chelsea,” said Connor. “You should talk
to him about all that later.”


Suddenly, the screen went dark.


The X-rated phone chat was over.


When his smartphone reverted to its home
screen, Don let out a breath and set his phone on the coffee table.


He couldn’t believe, nor measure, the extent
of what he had just witnessed.


Not only had his wife willingly and
brazenly fucked another man in front of his very eyes – at least through live
video – but he had brought this all on himself, because of the card game.


I have never seen Chelsea so vicious and
spiteful, Don thought to himself. Has she had this sexually vengeful capability
all along? Or was she truly insulted at me placing her as a bet?


And then – if she was insulted or
hurt over that, why did she not show it, until now? Is it whatever drinks she
was having with Connor that brought this about? Why didn’t she say anything
when the bet in the poker game was happening? Why didn’t she ask to talk to me
about it in another room?


Is it that Connor is so attractive to her
that she would have done it anyway?


Why?


Of course, there were no answers. Just
burning questions.


The only things that were certain at the
moment were that Don had fucked up big time with his placing Chelsea as a bet,
and Chelsea had a part to her personality – and a sexual appetite – that he
hadn’t seen before.


And then there was the problem with the
neighbor. How do you continue living next to a neighbor who just fucked your
wife?


And it’s not like Connor has a wife I
can fuck, thought Don, so that things could be made equal.


He got up off his couch, his erection
fading, with a leaden feeling in his stomach, and he went into the kitchen to
get a drink. He definitely needed it.


 







JUST DO IT SLOW


Connor got up and grabbed his glass, and
Chelsea’s as well. “You want another drink?” he said nonchalantly. “Another
cola?”


“I probably could use a real drink this
time,” said the redhead, coming down off her post-orgasmic high. “Maybe a glass
of wine? I have a weird feeling right now.”


“Why?” said Connor, stopping momentarily.


“I just fucked around on my husband. And
he could see it.”


“So?”


“I don’t know why I went through with it.”


“Because you wanted to. You were pissed at
him about things. And you wanted to have sex, too. Or you wouldn’t have done
it.” Connor looked pensive. “People like to have sex. People like new partners
from time to time, even if it’s just momentary. It’s our nature. It’s an urge
that is programmed into us. Instinct. Survival.”


“Why doesn’t it feel natural, then?”


“I don’t know. Maybe the way you were
raised?”


“Maybe because of my marriage vows?”


“Perhaps. You know, there was a time that
I felt the same way. Until the ex did everything she did. Now I don’t see much
use in such vestiges of an archaic value system anymore.” Connor grimaced.
“Sometimes I wonder if there is any right or wrong anymore. When it comes to
people and relationships, everything seems so relative.”


He looked over at his sexy neighbor. “I’m
not sure I like that, because I was raised the way you were. But -- reality is
reality.”


Chelsea frowned. “Get me that drink,
please.”


“No prob,” said Connor. “I’ll do you one
better. I’ll bring out a fresh bottle.”


As Connor went back into the kitchen where
his wine and liquor were stored, Chelsea sat, still half naked, deep in
thought.


I’m still mad at my husband, she pondered
to herself. He shouldn’t have called me names. I hadn’t done anything aside
from some petting. I don’t know why I did that, except Connor is so attractive
and sexual. But I wouldn’t have fucked him if my childish husband hadn’t called
me a slut.


Now what’s going to happen?


Connor returned with his own glass full of
whiskey on the rocks, but Chelsea’s still empty. He had a full, chilled wine
bottle in the same hand as the empty glass. He set Chelsea’s glass down and
then set the tall bottle down next to it. He poured Chelsea’s glass full of the
pale, amberish liquid.


“Cheers!” said Connor jokingly, as he sat
down next to his half naked companion.


“Has he texted you while I was in the
kitchen?” said Connor.


“No,” said Chelsea.


“You said earlier that he called you a
slut?”


“Yeah. It pissed me off.”


“Would you have fucked me even if he
hadn’t?”


“I don’t know. Maybe. Maybe not. Just like
I told you earlier when you had my shorts off. I wasn’t lying.”


“Well, your husband is the one who put you
up as a bet in a card game.” Connor took a sip from his glass. “Did I tell you
that your husband is lousy at poker?”


Chelsea laughed. “I knew that
already.”


“But you looked at his cards before the
bet was final.”


“Yeah, I know. I thought they were good
cards. I thought he would win.”


“So you’re lousy at poker, too.”


Chelsea laughed again. “I guess.”


Connor took another sip from his drink.
“Don’t be so hard on him. He’s a neophyte, obviously, at the waywardness of
man.”


“What do you mean?”


“He seems to act like the world is always
a good place. It isn’t.”


“Are you saying you are a bad person?”


“Yes and no. I’m a scarred person.
Your husband wasn’t. Until now.”


Chelsea took a big sip of her glass of
wine. “Me, too now.”


“Perhaps.”


“How do you un-scar someone?”


“I don’t know,” said Connor. He leaned
over and kissed the redhead on the shoulder, and then gradually kissed his way
up towards her neck and cheek. Then the two kissed on the lips, the kiss
turning passionate.


After a minute, Chelsea broke the kiss.


“You are such a Casanova, Mr. Carlson,”
she said. “You are very good at getting women to do what you want.”


“I love women – scars aside,” said Connor.
“I love their company, I love bedding them, and I love giving them pleasure.” 


“Well, you sure do that,” said
Chelsea. “I don’t think I have ever come like that in my life.”


“That’s good,” said Connor. He placed a
hand on Chelsea’s thigh, and kept it there. “You want some more?”


Chelsea glanced down at Connor’s penis,
which was still flaccid, but a little chubbed from the half hour of hard
fucking earlier.


“You’re not hard yet,” she said.


“I will be,” said Connor. He pulled his
hand away from the redhead’s thigh and moved it up to her prominent cleavage,
which was freckled and deep, from large C-cup sized breasts – contained behind
her push-up bra. Connor shoved his fingers in the warm cleft. “Awesome,” he
said.


“You want to see more?” said Chelsea.


“Of course,” said Connor.


Chelsea set her wine glass on the
inn-table and pulled her low cut, green, cotton T-shirt up and over her head.
Now she was naked aside from her bra, a white lace one that shoved her tits
upwards and squeezed them together nicely.


Before Connor could say anything, the bra
was off, and was on the inn-table next to the crumpled shamrock-green T-shirt.
Instantly, two glorious, pale, freckled globes of flesh stuck out proudly into
the cool air of the living room. Chelsea’s breasts were tipped by large
areolas, her pert nipples jutting out, begging to be pulled or sucked.


Connor set down his tumbler of whiskey on
the coffee table and leaned over and sucked Chelsea’s right nipple in between
his lips.


The redhead moaned as the man circled his
tongue around and around, sucking and biting gently as he aroused the wife
further.


Slurrrrrrrp! Slurrrrrrrrp! Slurrrrrrrrp!


Chelsea whimpered softly, lifting a hand
to Connor’s head -- caressing his dark brown hair with her long, feminine
fingers as he sucked, licked and caressed her nipple with his mouth.


Connor, inflamed with desire -- as plump,
freckled tits were one of his favorite features on a woman -- sucked as much of
the fleshy tit in his mouth as he could, before rolling his tongue up and down,
up and down. He deftly and expertly massaged the nipple repeatedly, causing the
wife’s upper body to become wracked with shivers of pleasure.


For another ten minutes Connor continued
the process – slurping, sucking, biting, licking – letting the nipple see some
air, before starting over and working Chelsea further and further towards an
aching lust that only a good, hard fuck could alleviate.


Sensing her urgency, Connor moved his free
hand in between Chelsea’s legs as he continued holding her right breast with
his left hand. Fingers caressed labia, and then fingers entered vagina, as
mouth continued sucking, slurping, licking, and biting hard, hot nipple. 


In the meantime, Chelsea moved her hand
from Connor’s head to his cock, which by now was mostly erect. Soon enough, her
warm fingers were wrapped around his girth, pulling on it as Connor sucked and
fingered her, gradually bringing the redheaded wife to a screaming climax –
with Connor feeling Chelsea’s chest move in time with her rampant breaths.


After Chelsea came down from the climax,
Connor stood up, his cock now fully erect. He grabbed the redhead’s hands.


“Come on,” he said. “I want to fuck you in
a real bed.”


Chelsea, her eyes looking somewhat glazed
from orgasm, giggled. She grabbed her phone and followed Connor’s lead, walking
the carpeted path down the hallway towards the master bedroom, turning left at
the last doorway to enter inside a fully furnished den set up for rampant
adultery.


The bedroom was still a bit spare – just a
dresser and a double bed, with some unopened boxes in the far corner.


“You’ll have to excuse the boxes and clutter,”
said Connor. “I’m still in the process of moving in, you know.”


“This is a nice room, though,” said
Chelsea, noting its big size, and the fact that it had its own master bathroom.


“The previous owners installed one of
these bathtubs that resemble a small jacuzzi,” said Connor. “You want to try
it?”


“Not right now,” said Chelsea. “I want to
get fucked.”


Connor grinned. “I’m only too glad to
oblige,” he said.


He gently nudged Chelsea towards the bed, making
her sit on the edge of the mattress, which was covered by a large, plush
coverlet that was dark blue with gold stars and crescent moons on it.


Chelsea noted the night table next to the
bed. Like the inn table in the living room, it had some books stacked on it.
Apparently Connor Carlson was an avid reader. After setting her cell phone on
the top of the stand, Chelsea lifted the small stack of thick paperbacks. They
were all fantasy and swordcraft books, some quite voluminous. The top one,
having well over 1000 pages, was a popular title from the early 2000’s.


“You like magic and swordfighting books,”
said the redhead.


“A leftover passion from my youth,” said
Connor. “I never lost that enjoyment one gets from being lost in another world.
Movies can do it, but books have a separate way of weaving you into a different
reality.”


Chelsea, glancing over the colorful covers
of the books, set the stack down on the nightstand. 


“Do you read books?” said Connor.


“Nope.”


“Really!”


“Yeah, really. I never got into it,” said
Chelsea. “Too time consuming for me.” 


“That’s too bad,” said Connor. “I find it
very relaxing.”


“I find getting the shit fucked out of me
very relaxing,” said the lusty redhead.


“I see,” said Connor, smiling. “You like
anal, then.”


Chelsea grinned mischievously at the joke.
“I didn’t mean that literally, Connor.”


“O.K. So, you don’t like anal
then.”


“Not really.”


“Why?”


“Because it hurts.”


“It doesn’t have to, you know,” said
Connor.


“That’s what my husband says sometimes,”
Chelsea retorted.


“Maybe he’s right. I take it that you put
him off when he wants it.”


“Yes. It’s my body.”


“What if I try to fuck you in the
ass?”


“I don’t know. You’re too big!”


“So, you’d consider it, then.”


Chelsea looked away for a moment, biting
her lip. “Maybe,” she said.


“Why with me, and not your husband?”


“I don’t know.”


Connor, still sitting beside the wife,
reached over towards the nightstand and opened the drawer, and pulled out a
clear bottle of lube. It looked as if it hadn’t been opened.


“You wouldn’t dare!” said Chelsea, sussing
out what the lube could be used for.


“Maybe I would,” said Connor.


He reached over and grabbed the wife by
the shoulders and gently pressed her down onto the mattress, her long hair
splaying over the pillows. The redhead reached over towards the nightstand.


“Wait a second,” she said. 


“Wait for what?” said Connor.


“I need to set up the camera,” said the
redhead, giggling.


“You wouldn’t,” said Connor.


“I would, and I will,” said Chelsea. “I’m
still angry with him for calling me a slut.”


“But you fucked me like one.”


“That’s different!” said the wife,
chuckling. She propped the cell phone against the stack of books, making sure
that the camera took in most of the bed. “There.” She called up her husband’s
contact info and pressed the video chat button. She secured the phone to where
it wouldn’t move so that her husband would get a clear view of the sex. 


Then she lay back against the pillows,
waiting to be ravished, while the connection on the phone rang. 


Connor shook his head. “You really want to
twist the knife, don’t you. Get him all hot and bothered -- watching his wife
be a porn star while she’s breaking his heart.”


Chelsea giggled. “Maybe he will respect
me then.”


“Probably not,” said Connor, laughing, and
he grabbed Chelsea’s legs and moved them outwards into a wide V.


As the naked neighbor knelt in between the
redhead’s spread legs, Chelsea glanced over towards the phone on the
nightstand. Don had just opened the video chat connection. Chelsea could see
her husband’s face in the corner of the video chat screen.


“Hi honey!” she said. “It’s your slut wife
calling again! I’m going to get fucked really good, by Connor’s big
cock! I hope you enjoy watching.”


Don looked on horrified as he observed his
wife naked and prone on her back in front of his neighbor, who already had a
massive erection. The previous video call, Don really hadn’t seen Connor’s
cock. He only saw the effect it had on his wife.


“Well?” said the wife, looking at her
husband’s small image on the screen. “Don’t you have anything to say?”


“Come home,” said Don, weakly. “I’m sorry
I called you a slut.”


“It’s a little late for that kind of talk
now,” said Chelsea, grinning lustily.


She reached up and adjusted the cell phone
a little more and Don got a wider view of the activity on his neighbor’s bed.


Now he could clearly see that Connor was
indeed somewhat bigger than he was down below. In truth, Connor wasn’t that
much bigger, but to Don it looked massive, as the screen always makes one look
more formidable – especially if that screen is showing another man fucking your
wife.


Don felt a cold sweat come upon him as he
watched the antics on the screen intently. First, Connor leaned down and cupped
one of his wife’s tits in his broad hands, then he sucked on her nipple as she
began to whimper and beg for more. Then Don watched in abject horror as the
huge looking penis of his neighbor got closer and closer to his wife’s waiting
pussy.


The big head of purplish cock-flesh
touched glistening labia. Chelsea whimpered.


Then Connor lunged.


Chelsea shrieked in surprise and wanton
lust.


Don’s heart pounded a fast tattoo inside his
chest as he saw his broad shouldered, muscular neighbor go balls deep in his
wife, and hold it there, savoring the salacious feeling of defiling another
man’s woman.


“Fuck, what an awesome pussy!” grunted
Connor. “You’re so fucking tight! I can’t believe it!”


Chelsea looked over at the cell camera.
“How do you like your slut wife now, honey?” she said.


Don said nothing. What could he say? If he
said ‘yes’, it wouldn’t exactly be true, but if he said ‘no’, she would just do
it anyway.


Chelsea grinned, observing Don’s
exasperation.


“Don’t worry, sweetie,” she added. “I’ll
let you fuck me again when I come back home. If I ever do come home!”


Connor covered her mouth with his big
hand, stopping her from chiding her husband, as he lunged forwards, slamming his
cock head somewhere near Chelsea’s cervix. Keeping his hand over Chelsea’s
mouth, he pulled back and slammed it home again – starting to fuck the lusty
wife with long, swift thrusts.


The redhead began to whine and grunt under
the forceful pressure of Connor’s big hand. Then he removed it from her lips,
placing his hands on her ankles, pushing her legs back, keeping them high and
wide as he nailed her.


Thrust! Thrust! Thrust! Thrust! Thrust!


Don’s body filled with anxious agitation
as he viewed the other man’s seven inches enter and exit his wife. The mattress
heaved and bucked and groaned and squeaked as Connor nailed the redhead, his
thick, veiny penis stretching and working her vagina inexorably towards another
orgasm.


Up and down, up and down; in and out, in
and out – the glistening appendage went downwards into the recesses of
Chelsea’s belly, and back up and out in a pendulous rhythm, and each time it
dipped inside her she let out a sweet gasp of pleasure.


Chelsea reached up and placed her hands on
Connor’s hips and buttocks, the shiny diamond on her big wedding ring glinting
in the light of the desk lamp on the nightstand.


Connor began to fuck the wayward wife with
even more force, as if reveling in the adultery.


Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!


To his horror, Don could hear the wet
sounds of Connor’s balls slamming against his wife’s sweat-soaked perineum as
he watched his hot-blooded neighbor hammer Chelsea in to the mattress. He could
clearly see Chelsea’s ring as she gripped Connor’s muscular ass, as if she were
pulling the man into her.


Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam!


Squeak! Squeak! Squeak! Squeak!


The mattress protested as Connor fucked
the redhead with exact rhythm. Connor bit his lip and breathed in deep breaths
as he tried to keep from coming too soon. He looked down, proud to see his
raging cock violate a married pussy. It was all he could do to keep from
flooding that married uterus with another load of virile semen.


But that could wait.


Suddenly, Chelsea dug her fingernails into
Connor’s skin as she shrieked in climax.


She closed her eyes, sweat-tinged strands
of her hair clinging to her face as her mouth gaped and she gasped and sighed
in abject pleasure. Connor slowed the pace of his thrusts, his cock feeling
electrified and ready to blow any second.


He pulled out of the redhead, panting from
exertion.


“Get on your hands and knees, bitch,” he
ordered.


Chelsea, giggling, did as she was told.


Don watched as his wife got on all fours,
her head facing the cellphone.


Connor grabbed Chelsea by the shoulders,
digging his fingers and thumbs into her skin slightly as he positioned himself
behind her. He mounted her, and within seconds he was once more balls deep in
wife.


Chelsea gasped for air, glancing at the
cell camera. Her hair was disheveled, and her eyes were half closed from
satiation. She looked at the cell screen. Yes, her husband was still watching.


“Look, honey,” she grunted. “You finally
got to watch some porn!”


Connor lifted his hand and brought it down
on her right ass cheek with terrific force. 


SMACK!!!


“Ouch!”


Connor chuckled. “Wow,” he said. “My
handprint is already forming on your ass. You want more?”


“No.”


“Quit talking, then.”


“O.K.” said the wife, giggling. “You’re
mean!”


“Let’s fuck, not talk,” said Connor. He
pushed his cock deep into the redhead’s gaping pussy. Chelsea moaned sweetly. 


“But your cock feels so good in me,
Connor,” she whimpered.


“That’s good,” said Connor. He placed both
hands on Chelsea’s ass and began to fuck her with long, steady thrusts.


Don watched as his wife’s ass flattened
and jiggled with each collision of the new lovers’ bodies. 


Thrust! Thrust! Thrust!


After several minutes, Connor reached over
to the nightstand and grabbed the bottle of lube, and flipped open the top.
Before Chelsea could say anything, he poured some lube down over her asshole,
which was pink and tight looking, just above her cock-stretched pussy.


“You wouldn’t!” said the redhead. 


“I am!” said Connor.


“Not in my ass!”


“Yes, in your ass,” said Connor, chuckling.
“Let me finger you there, at first – at least. Then decide.”


“O.K.,” Chelsea relented. “You can try a
finger. But go easy!”


“I knew I’d convince you,” said Connor.


Chelsea giggled, looking back over her
shoulder at the man who was about to impale her private hole.


Connor returned to fucking Chelsea’s
pussy, thrusting in and out of her about once a second – taking his time while
he worked a finger into her super tight pucker.


Thrust! Thrust! Thrust!


In and out, in and out. Connors thick cock
worked the redhead further and further towards the inevitable.


He began to slow the pace, as he worked a
second finger inside Chelsea’s forbidden orifice.


Don’s mouth was dry from excitement, and
his eyes were glued to the scene. He couldn’t help it. His svelte but curvy
redheaded wife looked awesome in the video screen – her large tits swaying with
the rhythm of Connor’s violation. Back and forth, back and forth those globes
of pale, freckled flesh swayed and bobbed, the nipples glancing against the
surface of the bedcovers. Her hair was splayed down over the top of the pillow,
with her face sweaty from several orgasms. Her chest was already flushed, and
her eyes were droopy.


Then came the moment of decision. Connor
pulled out of Chelsea’s pussy.


“Ready?” said Connor.


“I don’t know, Connor. You’re so big down
there.”


“No thicker than two fingers,” said
Connor.


He teased Chelsea’s tight hole with the
lubed tip of his cock.


“O.K.,” said the redhead. “You can do it.
But like I said – go slow and easy. And I mean real slow.”


“No problem!” said Connor, smiling.


Don swallowed. Was his wife really
going to let this guy fuck her ass? It looked like it was settled: she would.
Don felt a wave of anxiety go through him as he watched the other man position
himself behind Chelsea, ready for anal action.


Don couldn’t clearly see the other man’s
cock, because the angle of the camera placed Chelsea’s ass in the way. But he
watched every move. He could see Connor reach down and grab for his cock head
with one hand, and then adjust the angle for proper penetration -- his other
hand firmly gripping the wife’s left buttock. 


Then Don saw Connor push forwards, very
slowly. Then he saw his wife’s eyes widen.


Push, push, pussssssssshhhh.


Connor obviously was experienced, as he
was grindingly slow in his penetration.


First, the tip worked its way into the
tight orifice, as Connor watched Chelsea’s anus open up slightly.


He stopped, just holding his cock head
against the hole. Then he backed off.


Then he repeated the process, only this
time he pressed his cock ever-so-slowly into Chelsea’s tight hole.


Chelsea bit her lip.


“All O.K.?” said Connor, hesitating.


“Yes,” mumbled the redhead.


Then Connor pushed a little more.


Chelsea whimpered.


He pushed some more. Now the cock head was
wrapped in steamy, velvety tightness.


Chelsea grunted.


Connor pushed some more.


Plop!


His head was now swallowed in wife ass.


He pushed some more.


Chelsea reached back and began playing
with her pussy.


The room began to fill with gasps and
grunts and whines.


Connor kept pushing.


Now he had three inches inside her.


Don couldn’t believe his eyes. His wife,
who hated anal, and hated porn, was now engaging in both activities.


Soon his neighbor’s groin was resting
against his wife’s sweat covered ass.


Don stared, stultified, as he watched his
neighbor hold his cock deep in Chelsea’s ass, and then he watched in horror as
Connor started to fuck it.


In, out.


Whimper!


In, out.


Gasp!


In, out.


“FUCK!”


Connor fucked the redhead’s achingly tight
rectum with long, slow strokes.


“You O.K.?” said Connor.


“Mmm Hmmm,” said Chelsea. “I can really
feel how big you are.”


“Does it feel O.K.?”


“It feels good. Just do it slow.”


“O.K.”


He pulled back and pushed it back home, to
the balls. Connor groaned.


“Still O.K.?”


“Yes,” said the redhead.


“You ever did this before?”


“Just once.”


“When was that?”


“With my ex. And that other guy.”


“That threesome you told me about?”


“Yeah, that one.”


“I thought you told me you just blew
them.”


“I was lying.”


“So you did anal with your ex and
that other guy, too?”


“Yeah, and it hurt.”


“Does it hurt now?” said Connor.


“Not really,” said Chelsea. “It actually
feels kinda good this time.”


Don’s ears stung. Threesome? Anal with two
guys? The sordid conversation only added to the heartrending sight of seeing
his wife being anally serviced, onscreen.


And Connor was taking his time, all right.
Don could just see the man’s thick prick going deep between his wife’s ass
cheeks, and then he saw her closed eyes, and her furled eyebrows as she gasped
in subtle pleasure. Meanwhile her hand was busy massaging her pussy. Don’s cock
was bursting with tension as he watched his wife getting assfucked – he kept
staring at the screen, mesmerised.


In and out went that horrid, huge cock –
slick with lube, gliding deep into his wife. And there was nothing he could do
to stop it.


In, out. In, out. In, out. In, out. Every
stroke punctuated by low gasps.


The size of Connor’s cock made it clear
that Chelsea’s anus was definitely getting a workout. And she looked like she
was actually enjoying it.


Don couldn’t believe it. Of course, none
of what had transpired over the evening was believable – until now.


He stared into the little screen as his
neighbor picked up the pace. Five minutes in – Connor was fucking the redheaded
wife’s rectum with faster second thrusts.


Another five minutes, he began slamming
the wife’s ass, his balls slapping against her pussy as he nailed her,


Slap! Slap! Slap!


Don could hear Connor’s balls and groin
collide with his wife’s ass and tight, tight hole. The bedroom filled with
anxious cries and joyous gasps. Don could just see his wife playing with her
pussy as she approached orgasm.


“SHIT!” exclaimed the redhead. “I’m gonna
cum!!!”


Her hand moved faster between her legs,
her fleshy ass bumping against her paramour’s taut, flat stomach as he pounded
her. Then she climaxed, and the cell phone speaker distorted with her rampant
noises of pleasure.


Connor kept lunging into her, his groin
slamming her cheeks flat as he nailed her tight ass.


Then he slowed, his face looking
contorted.


Don knew then that the man was filling his
wife’s ass with cum.


Connor held his cock deep inside the
velvety, boiling hot anal orifice, before pulling out, slowly.


Chelsea lay over on her side. She looked at
the cell camera momentarily, then looked away.


“Was it O.K. for you?” said Connor.


“Yeah. Actually, I think I really like
anal now.”


“That’s good,” said Connor, smiling.


He reached over towards Chelsea’s phone.


“I think we’re done broadcasting for now,”
he said. And within two or three seconds, the red bar across the now darkened
cell phone screen indicated that the connection was cut.


 


Suddenly, Don felt completely and utterly
alone.


He gulped the rest of his drink, and went
to the bathroom to take an herbal sleep aid. He needed to sleep. After all – it
was half past four in the morning.


His wife probably wouldn’t come home, and
maybe never. She might come to get her clothes, and then that would be it.


At least if she were staying with Connor,
she wouldn’t have the opportunity to fuck him over the way Connor’s ex did him.
She would be Connor’s problem instead.


I’ll have to keep my cool, though, Don
thought to himself. I want to keep the house – at least long enough to sell the
fucker. Then I’ll find my own place, and never get in this situation again.
Connor is an asshole – but he was right. Relationships do not work like they
used to.


It’s a different century. It’s a different
day.


 


Around six in the morning, Don awoke. He
got up, realising that his wife was still not home. He went into the bathroom
and took a couple more herbal sleep aids, and took a leak.


Then he went back to bed. It was not easy,
but he finally fell asleep.


When he next awoke, it was eight in the
morning. He noticed the bed was warmer than before. He looked to his left.
Chelsea was lying there, sound asleep.


What the fuck is she doing back here? Don
thought to himself. Wouldn’t she want to stay with the man that is so
charismatic that he can command her to let him fuck her in the ass, and she’ll
let him?


Oh well, it really doesn’t change
anything, does it.


Tired, he rolled over onto his side and
went back to sleep.


 







LUCKY


Several hours later when Don woke up, his
wife’s side of the bed was empty. He got up, feeling nervous. He couldn’t put
the visions of his wife taking it in the ass out of his mind. The whole idea
that she would fuck another man after saying nothing would happen had soured
him.


He walked out into the kitchen. Chelsea
was sitting at the table, drinking coffee.


“Morning, honey,” she said nonchalantly.


“Morning,” said Don. He poured himself a
cup of coffee, stirring some creamer into it. He turned and faced his wife.


“Why did you fuck him?” he blurted out.


“Because,” said the wife.


“Because why?”


“Because I was horny, and mainly because
you called me a slut.”


“So, just because I said something in
anger -- because you didn’t want to come home – that meant you could fuck him?”


“No,” said Chelsea. “But I decided to,
anyway.” She got up from her chair and walked over in front of him. “You don’t
own me. We’re married, but I’m not your property.”


“I know that.”


“I can sleep with whomever I want. You
can’t determine that. I do.”


“So can I,” said Don.


“Why don’t you, then?”


“Maybe I will.”


“Who on earth would fuck you?”


“Well -- you did, for seven years.
You even married me after I fucked you.”


The redhead’s eyes widened. “That’s true,”
she said finally. “Sorry. I shouldn’t ever have said that, Don.”


For a moment, Chelsea just stood there,
looking worn out. It was obvious that her dalliance had been stabbing at her
conscience.


“So, why did you put me up as a bet,
Donald?” she said finally.


“I’ve been thinking about that,” said Don.
“And my only conclusion is that I was stupid. I thought my wife was on the
straight and narrow, and would play along without doing anything aside from
maybe kissing a guy like Connor.” 


He paused, taking a sip from his coffee.
“But I realise now that I wasn’t showing my wife respect by putting her up as a
bet. Even as a joke. Because it turned out it wasn’t a joke at all.”


“No, it wasn’t. I’m sorry for what I did,
Don -- but you treated me like your property, like I meant little more
to you than a wad of bills you could put on a table. You acted like it was a
joke, but it wasn’t funny. And then you called me a slut, when all I had done
was some kissing.”


“So where do we go from here? What do you
want now?”


“I don’t know,” said Chelsea. “What do you
want?”


“I don’t know either,” said Don. “You want
to move in with Connor then? It looks like you like him enough.”


“No. He’d just fuck someone else on the
side. He’s an asshole that uses women. I can see that. That’s his way. It’s no
better than having a husband who puts his wife on the table as a bet over a
stupid card game. But at least with my husband I have someone who loves me,
instead of just someone who uses me.” 


She reached over and grabbed her cup of
coffee and took a sip from it. “I don’t want to be treated like shit anymore.”


“Neither do I,” said Don.


“How have I treated you like shit?”


“You won’t let me photograph you naked,
but you let our neighbor do it, and then some. You won’t even try anal with me,
but let my neighbor fuck you up the ass really hard for fifteen or twenty
minutes before he came in it.”


Chelsea looked at him, her eyes belying a
sense of surprise. 


“I didn’t know you felt that way,” she
said finally.


“Well, you know now,” said Don. “What you
denied your husband, you freely gave to someone else. How do you think that
makes me feel?”


“Like crap?” said Chelsea.


Don shrugged his shoulders in
exasperation. “Yeah. It makes me feel like crap.”


“I’m sorry, honey,” said the wife, looking
pensive.


Don sighed. Maybe Chelsea would figure out
her own mistakes. He certainly had seen his own.


He poured his coffee into a commuter cup,
and left his wife standing in the kitchen. He went back to the bedroom, and got
dressed. He needed to hit the road, and get his mind off of his troubles at
home. Maybe he would drive to Hood’s Canal. Or to Portland and back. It being
Sunday, the traffic would be light.


When he passed the living room on the way
out the front door, he turned to his wife, who was now sitting at the sofa,
trying to lose her thoughts by watching chick flicks on TV. It wasn’t working.


“I’m going for a drive,” he said. “It’ll
be a few hours.”


“I want to come along,” said Chelsea.


“Why?”


“I think we both need this time together.
To really talk. Now. Not later.”


Don shook his head in resignation. He
didn’t really want to fight anymore.


“Look -- you can go without me, or you can
wait until I get my coat on,” said Chelsea. “It’s up to you.”


“I’ll wait.”


Chelsea got up and downed the rest of her
coffee. She went to the coat rack and pulled on a hoodie sweatjacket.


Don let out a breath. Then headed for the
truck, locking the front door behind them.


As the two were about to get into Don’s
truck, they heard the front door at the neighboring house open and shut. Don
glanced over. It was Connor. Chelsea stopped in her tracks.


Here’s her chance, thought Don to himself.
Here’s her chance to choose. Not that I haven’t decided anything yet.


“Hey!” said Connor, walking over, dressed
in jeans, thick flannel shirt, and stylish sweatjacket. “How’s the lucky
couple?”


Don blanched. “Lucky? What are you talking
about, dude? Who’s lucky?”


Connor stopped by the fence line. He
looked at both of his neighbors, almost like a teacher fretting over a pair of
wayward students.


“You’re both lucky,” he said
finally. He looked down, pursing his lips in thought. “You still have
something. Even now. Look at you guys – I don’t usually say things like this,
but you both have what I always wanted.”


“What was that?” said Don.


“Stability and love,” said Connor. 


“What good is that?” said Don. “Aren’t you
the one who’s said that relationships don’t work?”


“Yeah. But it doesn’t have to be
that way, does it? Adapt and survive, right? Stability and love – like I see
you two still have? It means everything, man. Think about it, Don. Do
you really want to be scarred, like me?” He looked around, as if trying to
evade the gaze of the other two, not wanting to bely his vulnerable side. “It’s
not fun being scarred.”


“I think I already am,” said Don.


“But there she is, still with you. You
don’t have to be scarred for life, you know. It can heal. You’re the kind of
couple that needs to work shit out and stay together.”


Connor looked directly at Don. “Look, I
know you have problems. You had them before the card game – you just didn’t
know it. So you have a new problem now. But you’re still together. You can
still work on shit. Identify the problem, and fix it.”


“What makes you think things can be worked
out?”


“Because you’re still standing there,
together. Your wife came home to you. I didn’t want her to. I wanted to keep
her in bed. I wanted her to stay, but she told me to fuck off, and wasn’t nice
about it in the way she said it. Maybe it was her way of trying to regain some
sense of loyalty after a crazy evening, but it was genuine just the same. She
wanted to go home to her husband.” He paused. “She has a temper when she wants
to, you know.”


“I didn’t know that.”


“Well, you know now. Go to the ocean. Go
to Spokane or Oregon. Get the fuck out of town and find some place and fuck
each other’s brains out. If you give up now, you’ll be like me – a guy who is
alone, and fucks other men’s wives but still has nothing.”


The dark haired neighbor looked directly
at Chelsea. “And you need to let your husband fuck you up the ass.”


Then he turned and walked off towards his
Lexus coupe.


“Where you going, Connor?” shouted
Chelsea, breaking the silence with almost a hint of longing in her voice.


Connor stopped, about half way towards his
car. He turned.


“There’s this hotwife up on the hill who
needs to get laid,” said Connor. “Her husband is gone fishing for the weekend.
She’s a hot blonde, 32, big tits, big ass. She has the most greedy pussy of any
slut I’ve fucked. And I’ve fucked a lot of sluts!” He looked at Chelsea
directly, almost as if trying to turn the knife. Then he grinned his flashy,
easygoing smile. “See you two around.”


Connor turned and trudged across the
sodden grass and got into his sports car, and within seconds he was ripping
down the street, headed for the main highway and the land of horny hotwives.


Chelsea looked at her phone, and was
scrolling down the screen.


“Well,” said Don, “let’s go then.”


“Wait a minute,” said the wife. 


“What for?”


“We need to stop by the adult accessories
store.” She scrolled further down the screen, tapping with her long, peach
fingernails, and then stopped. “On their website it says they’re open until
five today.”


“So what?” said Don.


She looked up. “I want to stop there and
buy some lube. A big bottle of it.”


“Oh, really?” said Don, surprised. “What
for?”


“I want you to fuck me up the ass
tonight.”


Don felt a shock of sexual excitement go
through him. His wife looked him in the eyes, her bright blue-green irises
piercing through his. It reminded him of the first time he’d ever looked into
them, at his cousin’s wedding eight and a half years previous. He instantly
recalled the glow he felt being around her then. That was one thing that never
changed. The situation in their marriage changed, but it struck Don to the
core, just how much some things never change.


The memories. 


But what were they worth now?


“Let’s go to the ocean, honey. Let’s call
in sick tomorrow, and fuck each other’s brains out,” said Chelsea. “Let’s try
to make this work. Every marriage has its fuck ups. Maybe this can be our only
one.” 


She prodded him with the side of her
phone. “And no more betting your wife at cards.”


Don shook his head. “I’m done with cards,”
he said. “I’m a shitty card player.”


“But you’re a good husband, Donald,” said
Chelsea. She leaned upwards and kissed him on the lips. “Never forget that.”
She paused, and looked away for a second, as if truly worried that everything
hinged on every word she said. “I know I won’t.”


A half hour later, they had already left
the adult store and were headed towards the ocean, cruising at an unusually luxurious
60 miles per hour in the right center lane of I-5, as there was little of the
usually heavy traffic. They stopped for burgers west of Tacoma, and the sun
broke through the cloud cover, casting a sunny glow over the broad expanse of
fields and marshes that made up the Nisqually Delta. 


A while later, as they drove down the
freeway west of Olympia, winding past massive outcroppings of Tertiary granite
and heavily forested hillsides, they reminisced about when they met. They
talked about sex, and how to make it better. They talked about secrets that
they hadn’t shared before. They talked about the problems they had, and what to
do about them. But most importantly, they were talking, and not arguing or
fighting.


For the first time in over 24 hours, Don
felt somewhat at peace. Perhaps there was hope after all.


And later on that night, while the surf
pounded somewhere in the darkness outside the window, the bed in the beachside
hotel rocked and knocked as Don O’Rourke nailed his wife in every hole –
finally spurting a massive load deep in the steamy, vice-like, wonderful
tightness of her velvety anus.
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