
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


The Things We Do For Lust -
Deluxe

 


By

Sean Geist






 


Published by Sean Geist

Copyright 2018 Sean Geist

Cover Photo conrado / Bigstock.Com

 


 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be reproduced in any form without written consent of the author,
except for brief quotes used in reviews.

All characters in this book are fictitious
and any resemblance to any actual persons is entirely
coincidental.

All characters in this story are over the age
of 18 unless specified.

This book was previously published as a
three-book series: To The Edge, Going Down to Get Up, and Seducing
Robin. Some editing has been done. V.1.5


Acknowledgement

I would like to thank my infinitely patient
and understanding wife who was willing to read my work and offer
her helpful guidance. She will always be my muse. I would also like
to thank my friend Laura who also offered her help in making this
book a reality. She did some valuable, last-minute editing. I want
to thank D. for helping me on an early edit, and Dan C. and Gary
for a final polish. Their help was indispensable and any errors
that remain are my fault. And a final thanks to you, my reader.

This book is a collection of three previously
published books with a few formatting changes, a new epilogue, and
minor editing. I hope you enjoy.

 



Part One:


To The Edge


Chapter 1

"Thirty-one" the croupier called. "Pay odd
and black."

Thirty-one, goddamn thirty-one. Why did it
have to be my lucky number thirty-one? It hit and we won $1800.

For me thirty-one has always been a special
number. I was born on March 31st. My wife Robin was born on July
31st. I wore the number when I played basketball in high school,
and I quit the soccer team my senior year when they wouldn't let me
wear it. I love the number thirty-one. I have two vanity license
plates which incorporate the number – MY31A and MY31B – and it's in
most of my computer passwords (I'm not giving those numbers
away).

I proposed to my wife on her thirty-first
birthday. It was lucky for me then; she said yes, obviously, and
now three years later, just three days shy of our wedding
anniversary, the number came up and it paid off nicely.

I jumped out of my seat at the end of the
roulette table and grabbed my wife into a full vigorous hug. I
could see the excitement in her eyes.

"We won honey!" she said, pulling me into a
full body hug. "Can you believe it, we won?!" She gave me a kiss on
the lips. She then turned to Scott, who was sitting on the other
side of her. "We won," she repeated. And then, shockingly, she gave
him a kiss too. It was also a quick one, and on the cheek, but
still.

My lucky god damn number. Won me eighteen
hundred bucks and nearly cost me everything. But I'm getting ahead
of myself. Let's back up a bit. Maybe a couple hours or so, before
we won and before Scott came into our lives.

 


We were riding the escalator down to the main
gaming floor at the Planet Hollywood Hotel and Casino. I took out
our money roll and counted out five twenty-dollar bills. I put the
rest back in my pocket. We had a $500 budget for gambling and it
had to last until Friday. My business was picking up the tab for
our hotel and meals; anything extra was up to me.

While I was worrying about our money, my wife
was taking in her surroundings. This was her first trip to Vegas.
She grew up in Jersey and had visited Atlantic City many times, but
the boardwalk and salt water taffy couldn't compare to the
hucksters and con men, hookers and panhandlers that crowded the
busy narrow sidewalks that ran up one side of Las Vegas Boulevard
and down the other. Broadway and Times Square may come close, but
nothing beats the sheer variety of humanity on display any weekday
on the Strip.

Robin was caught up in the haze of cigarette
smoke and clanging of digital slot machines as we neared the bottom
of the escalator.

"I wanna play slots," she said. "I like those
Wheel of Fortune machines."

"How about craps?" I answered. "We can win
lots of money real fast."

"And lose it just as fast. A couple bad rolls
and we'll be going to bed early."

"Nothing wrong with that," I said, giving her
a quick slap on the ass.

She turned to me and smiled. "There'll be
plenty of time for that this week, I promise you," she said. "Just
wait 'til you see what I have planned for you on Thursday." Robin
had a wicked gleam in her hazel eyes. Her matching smile sent a
thrilling shiver down my spine, causing my cock to stir.

"You know your teasing gets me hard," I
said.

"Yes. Yes, I do know that."

Trying to regain my composure, I looked
around the casino floor. I pointed out a roulette wheel with a
couple of open seats.

"Okay, how about roulette?" I said. "You get
your wheel of fortune and maybe we can win lots of money."

I took the spot at the end; Robin sat next to
me, around the corner. I tossed the croupier my five twenties and
my players club card. "Give me singles, please," I said.

The table had a five-dollar bet minimum, but
I could split that up into one dollar increments while playing the
numbers. Any outside bet, like Black/Red or Even/Odd, had to be at
least $5. I wasn't going to make any of those bets.

"One hundred going out," the croupier called,
as she slid a rack of chips my way. They were plain yellow with a
purple PH stamped in the middle on each side. They were only good
at the roulette table, so they didn't need any of the security
features of the regular chips. You take these chips away from the
wheel and they lose their value.

"Good luck, sir," she said to me before
adding, "Place your bets" to the other two people at the table.

I gave 20 chips to Robin. "You bet first," I
said. She put two chips down on 31, of course, one of the line
between 25 and 26 and she threw two chips to the dealer. "Put those
on 3 and double zero," she said, instructing her to put the bets on
the appropriate spots on the far side of the table.

The dealer did as asked, then gave the wheel
another spin and, with a flick of her wrist, sent the little white
ball on its way. While we sat back and watched the wheel and ball
travel in opposite directions, the two other players at the table
placed their wagers. A young black woman, spilling out of her tight
green strapless dress put two $25 chips on red. An older white man
sitting next to her in a Jimmy Buffett T-shirt and black jeans
scattered about 30 single chips between 10 different numbers.

The white ball had left the groove that ran
along the inside of the wheel housing and was slowing down. After a
few moments, the dealer waved her hand across the betting table.
"No more bets," she said.

The Buffet fan put down three more chips on
the number eight. The dealer simply picked them up and placed them
back in front of the player.

"Sorry sir, no more bets."

The ball hit one of the bumps set at regular
intervals around the wheel. This sent it caroming randomly over the
wheel until it finally came to rest in one of the 38 slots. From
where I was sitting, I couldn't tell which number it had landed
in.

"Twenty-two," the
croupier said, "pay even and black."

Everyone at the table groaned, the two other
bettors a little louder than Robin and myself.

The dealer placed a fancy marker down on the
empty spot marked twenty-two. With two quick swipes of her arms she
cleared all the chips off the betting surface and began sorting
them.

The woman in the green dress had no more
chips in front of her, so she just picked up her complimentary
drink and walked away. The man playing the numbers took a last swig
of his Bud Light, grabbed his chips and turned to go.

The dealer looked up, but didn't stop
sorting. "Sir, can I swap those chips out for you?"

The man angrily tossed them at the dealer and
walked away. They landed in front of her, mixing with the other
losing chips. She turned to look at the pit boss. He nodded his
head. She took the three chips and added them to the stack. She
then took three regular $1 chips, sharply tapped them against the
side of the table and dropped them in the tip box.

"Place your bets," she said to no one in
particular.

We continued playing. For the next half hour
Robin and I took turns placing five dollar bets. We mostly lost,
but the occasional hit let us stay pretty close to even. We were
down to about 80 dollars before another player decided to take a
seat next to my wife.

He was tall, maybe 6'4", with wavy blond hair
cut just off his collar, a closed cropped goatee and steel blue
eyes. He looked Mediterranean to me, maybe northern Italy? He wore
black designer jeans that were just a little too tight, not that I
was looking, and a light blue paisley shirt with its long sleeves
rolled up past his elbows.

He threw down five one hundred-dollar bills
and a platinum player's club card. He asked the dealer for a mix of
$5 and $25 chips. While the dealer counted out his chips, and the
pit boss entered his player's card into the computer, he turned to
Robin and offered her his hand.

"Hi, I'm Scott," he said.

"And I'm Robin," my wife answered as she
shook his hand. I was busy placing our next round of bets and I
hadn't been paying too much attention.

"You here alone?" he asked.

"Oh no," Robin said somewhat hesitantly. "I'm
with my husband." She motioned toward me with her hand.

Scott stretched across the corner of the
table, offering his hand to me. "I'm very sorry," he said. "Don't
want you thinking I'm hitting on your wife."

"No problem," I said as I shook his hand. He
had a firm, strong grip, that I tried to return in kind.

"You don't mind if I sit here, do you?"

"Of course not," my wife said. "Gambling's
more fun with more people."

The pit boss, a short, thin, white man in his
late 50's, came back to the table. "Welcome back Mr. Salvatore," he
said as he handed back Scott's player's club card. "Good luck, and
if you need anything, just ask."

Italian, just like I thought.

We continued making our little five dollar
bets, winning just enough to keep us at the table without running
out our stake. Scott was making larger bets and was losing quite a
bit. He pulled out his bankroll again and peeled off another five
hundred dollars. They must love having him play here.

"So, I never did catch your name," he said to
me while the croupier was getting his chips.

"Oh, sorry. I'm Peter."

"So, Peter, where are you and Robin
from?"

"Phoenix," I said.

"Well, we live there now," my wife said, "I
was born in New Jersey but moved to Arizona for school."

"I like Phoenix," Scott said. "Nice city, but
it's the weather I really love."

"No argument here," I said.

"So where are you from?" Robin asked. She
normally didn't chat up complete strangers. I looked her way, but
she was looking at Scott.

"L.A., but right now I'm living in Kansas
City, on the Missouri side. I own a string of health clubs in
Southern California and just opened two new locations in KC. I'll
be living out there for another six months or so 'til I can get
things up and running."

We kept playing and chatting. I talked about
how much I enjoyed growing up in Arizona. Scott went on about all
the trips he took, checking out various other spas and gyms getting
ideas for his own locations.

Robin didn't say much, she just seemed to
hang on to every word that Scott said. I started to feel a little
jealous. Since we were in Vegas for our anniversary, I felt Robin
should have been paying more attention to me.

On the other hand, I couldn't deny the fact
that Scott did have a certain charisma. He sold himself and his
businesses well. That kept me from getting too worked up by Robin's
interest.

After about an hour and a half, Robin and I
found our stake was down to 50 bucks. I was getting bored with the
game and thought about trying something else.

"Wanna cut our losses and head over to P.F.
Chang's for dinner?" I asked my wife.

Robin looked away from Scott and toward me.
"Sounds like an idea," Robin said, with just a trace of hesitation.
"How about one more bet?"

Looking back on it, I should have said no. I
should have said we could save the 50 dollars for tomorrow's stake.
But I didn't. Instead I began to spread out another five dollars on
the board.

"Sorry to see you two go," Scott said. "but
if this is your last bet, why not make it count?"

"What?" my wife and I said in unison.

"Go for broke. Bet it all on one number. I'll
bet with you."

I looked at the stack of chips in front of
me, then at my wife. "A hundred dollars was our limit," she said.
"Why not take a shot? Pick a number."

I was completely shocked. Robin was no
penny-pincher, but she was never a high roller either. In fact, she
was the one to suggest our daily loss limit. I looked at Scott; he
just shrugged his shoulders. My wife looked at me expectantly,
waiting for my reply. Her eyes open just a little too wide. She
wanted this bet. She wanted to risk 50 dollars on the instigation
of a man we had just met. It was a bet we were surely going to
lose.

"Fine," I said. I was hoping a huge losing
bet would end my wife's developing crush with Scott.

Robin's eyes lit up. She turned to our new
friend and asked him, "What's your number going to be?"

I was trying to think of a number to bet on.
I looked at the handy tote board all modern casinos use to track
the recent winning numbers. I figured I'd choose one that was
due.

"I don't know," Scott said. "Why don't you
pick one for me, Robin."

"Thirty-one," she said without
hesitation.

Thirty-one, I thought. I wasn't feeling too
good about my wife sharing our lucky number with a stranger.

"Thirty-one it is," Scott said, and he placed
4 green chips down on 31, a hundred-dollar bet.

Whatever doubts I had were quickly washed
away by the adrenaline released into my bloodstream. Here was a
complete stranger putting up a c-note based on my wife's
suggestion. I couldn't put the money down on any other number; I
didn't want to look like a coward in front of Robin.

I slid my stack of chips to the dealer and
told her to put it all on 31. She deftly counted down the stacks
and put two green chips on the board. Then she let the little white
ball loose and set in motion a series of events that would change
my life forever.

 


***

 


I slid five chips to the cashier, a yellow, a
purple, and three black. She gave me 18 hundred dollars, more than
what I made back home in a week. As the woman was counting out the
bills my wife was behind me talking to Scott.

"I can't believe we won," she said. "We've
never won that much money on one bet." My wife was so excited,
hopping up and down, she had to grab Scott's elbow to keep from
falling over.

"Wow, you really are excited," he said. Scott
smiled at me and shrugged again, as if to signal he didn't know
what was going on, but he sure was enjoying it.

I moved away from the window to allow our new
friend to cash in his winnings. My wife stayed by his side as the
cashier counted out an even larger stack of hundreds. I should have
found it odd that she seemed more excited about Scott's winnings
than our own, but my own rush of adrenaline clouded my
thinking.

"I guess this is where we part ways," I said,
as the three of us walked away from the cashier windows. "I can
truly say it's been a marvelous time." I looked at my wife and
noted a slight disappointment in her eyes.

"We don't have to call it a night just yet,"
Scott said. "I'm kinda hungry myself. Why don't you two have dinner
with me?"

I turned to my wife, hoping she would be as
eager as I was to celebrate our win alone, just the two of us.
Maybe order a bottle of champagne and some dinner from room
service. But I saw a sparkle in her eyes that said she really
wanted to continue the celebration with our new friend. If I forced
the issue I knew our evening wouldn't end up the way I wanted it to
– the two of us in bed, making love like teenagers – so I gave
in.

I had to admit, even though I was getting a
little jealous about all the attention he was getting from my wife,
Scott was charming. He had interesting stories to tell and he
seemed like a great guy to watch a ball game with. As long as Robin
was happy, I'd be happy.

"Cool with me," I said. "What about you,
honey?" I let the question hang, giving Robin the chance to change
her mind.

"It's too early to turn in," she said. I
wasn't surprised; a little disappointed, but not really
surprised.

"Okay, let's run our winnings up to the
room." I turned to Scott and asked, "Where did you want to
meet?"

"You mentioned P.F. Chang’s earlier, that
sounds good," Scott said.

"Okay, we'll meet you there in 10 minutes." I
took hold of Robin's hand and turned to head toward the room. I was
abruptly pulled back. I looked at Robin with a raised eyebrow.

"You don't need my help to put the money in
the room safe," she said. "I'll stay and keep Scott company."

"I'll go get us a table," Scott said and
turned to head toward the restaurant.

"Don't be long," Robin said. She kissed me
lightly on the cheek and turned to join him.

And now, I was starting to get just a little
bit concerned. Was Scott charming my wife away from me? I found the
thought frightening, but also a little arousing.

I quickly pushed the contradicting feelings
aside and attempted to regain control of the situation.

I pulled Robin back roughly. Maybe a little
bit too roughly. She had a shocked look in her eyes, then her brows
began to furrow. She opened her mouth to say something, but I
stopped her with a kiss. I forced my tongue into her mouth with
more vigor than I ever had before. Any hint of anger or surprise
quickly vanished. She returned my kiss with an intensity that
surprised me.

"Get a room guys," Scott called back to us,
his voice almost lost in the din of the casino.

We broke our kiss. "We have one," Robin said,
giving me a wink. "I love you," she whispered into my ear. "More
than you could ever know."

"Oh, but I do know," I replied.

She turned and hurried away to catch up with
Scott. I couldn't help but notice a flirty skip to her steps. I
wanted her so badly at that moment and my cock was embarrassingly
hard. I wanted her and she was off with another man. The emotions
that flooded my body could easily drown me. I needed to get away to
think.

I looked at my phone. It was only 8:15. The
night was young and we had to spend it with our new friend. Part of
me was jealous, part excited. My wife wanted to spend a few minutes
alone with him, and I couldn't understand it. There were no easy
answers to quell the questions in my head. So I set them aside and
went up to our room.

 


***

 


I slid the room key into the slot above the
door handle and waited. A yellow light blinked twice. What the
heck. I tried again, with a constant forceful thrust, in and out.
This time the green light came on and I heard the locking mechanism
disengage.

I went in and looked around. In our
excitement to get to the casino we hadn't unpacked anything. Our
suitcases were sitting in front of the door on the far side of the
living area that could be opened to connect to the room next to
ours.

I pulled a beer out of the minibar and sat
down on the couch. I propped my feet up on the glass coffee table,
knocking off a few of the promotional pamphlets highlighting the
many supposedly fun activities that Vegas had to offer, as if
anyone came to Vegas for more than gambling and drinking.

I didn't like leaving my wife alone with
Scott for any longer than necessary, but I had to resolve some of
these opposing emotions I was experiencing.

Mostly I was feeling jealous that Scott was
getting so much attention. It was like I was a fucking 12-year-old
kid again, crying about the local bully stealing my bike. I had to
grow up. Beyond the rising anxiety I also found my ego boosted by
having such a beautiful and interesting wife. A woman other men
could only dream of being with.

My mind was racing and my stomach was
spinning cartwheels. This win wasn't going to change our lives, but
it did mean we could afford to let loose this trip. Gamble a little
more, eat at a few fancy restaurants.

"We can really splurge," I said to myself as
I looked at the $10 can of Bud in my hand.

I knew we could be having even more fun if I
didn't have to spend most of the days attending workshops and
seminars. At least Thursday, our anniversary, was a free day.

What I really wanted right now was to take my
wife to bed. I wanted to turn those 18 hundred dollar bills into
ones and fives, toss them on the bed and make love to her on top of
it, like in the movies. Stupid, I know. While I was up here alone
with the cash and my carnal thoughts, my wife was downstairs
getting to know a total stranger a little bit better.

The sooner I got back the sooner the night
would end and we could start celebrating alone. I got up and put
the wad of bills in the small room safe inside the bedroom
closet.

As I was leaving the room I took a moment to
look back. The room was dark save for the few rays of neon light
that were able to break through the gaps in the curtains. The red,
green and blue lights blinked and danced along the edges of the
window creating a rainbow halo around the blackness it contained.
The lights beckoned, but it was the blackness that drew my
attention. A void that called to me. The unknown feelings that were
just then awakening. Feelings I could not yet name.

I don't know how long I stood there, staring
into that void, but I was finally roused from my daze when the door
next to ours opened. Out came a tall black man in a well-cut suit
over a dark blue shirt. The suitcase he dragged behind indicated he
was checking out. We nodded at each other, briefly breaking our own
private thoughts to recognize each other's existence.

I was about to say hello when the man cursed
under his breath and went back into his room. Perhaps to retrieve
some toiletry or maybe a valuable watch or necklace left in the
room's safe. Either way I found myself alone once again. I pulled
the door to my room closed and made my way down to the restaurant
to rejoin Robin and Scott.

 


***

 


I found them sitting at the bar, sipping
drinks and sharing an appetizer. If she hadn't been my wife, I'd
say they made a beautiful couple. As I made my way through the
crowded restaurant I saw Scott lean in and say something into
Robin's ear. She gave an instant laugh and placed her hand on his
forearm. It was a simple gesture that sent a fresh wave of jealousy
down my spine. She looked up, almost guiltily, and looked around
the restaurant. Our eyes met and with a smile, Robin made
everything better.

She waved me over. "What took you so long?"
she asked.

"I had a beer," I said. "Didn't think we'd
get seated right away."

"We could have had a table a few minutes
ago," Scott said, "but I asked for one outside on the patio.
Shouldn't be too long."

"Scott was just telling me about the houses
he owns," Robin said again grabbing his arm. "He lives on the
ocean. That would be so amazing."

"Waterfront property," I said. "Pretty
impressive."

"Yeah, I made a little money with tech stocks
in the nineties. Got out before the first bust."

"You still in stocks?" I asked.

"Nope. Unless you run a hedge fund with lots
of capital it's just too risky. I'd rather throw my money away on
blackjack or craps. At least the casinos play fair. They tell you
up front the odds are against you. I own a few shares but it's the
health clubs that keep me in the high roller lifestyle."

I was about to ask him what stocks he was in
now when the small buzzer in front of my wife went off, announcing
that our table was ready.

We followed the hostess outside to the
crowded patio. Our table was against the railing. The Aria and
Cosmopolitan Resorts across Las Vegas Blvd made a beautiful
backdrop to our people-watching. The hostess saw I didn't have a
drink in my hand and asked if she could get me anything from the
bar. Robin was drinking a mojito and it looked like Scott was
halfway through a tumbler of whiskey.

"Can you bring me a gin and tonic with a
slice of lime?

I was hungry so I started browsing through
the menu. I already had one beer on an empty stomach so getting
something to eat was of the utmost importance to me. Robin, having
had the opportunity to share an appetizer, decided to keep the
conversation going. "So Scott, tell Peter 'bout the spas. You gotta
hear about his spas."

"Sure, Scott, tell me about your spas." I
said never looking up from the menu. I don't work out much. We have
a treadmill and a few weights at home. I walk a couple miles three
days a week. Keeps me healthy. I was never one to go for big
muscles. It was hard enough for me to just keep off the love
handles. I do pretty well and Robin didn't seem to mind.

"So I have the two gyms in L.A. Mostly muscle
heads working the weights to impress their girlfriends. My
locations in KC are more upscale. They'll cater to soccer moms
trying to maintain their MILF status." My wife snickered at the
comment. I was surprised she knew what the term meant.

As Scott continued describing his business, I
found myself drawn into the conversation despite my initial lack of
interest.

I was starting to see what Robin found so
intriguing about this man. I didn't like it, but I understood
it.

"We'll have massage and aromatherapy to go
along with the rowing machines and yoga classes."

"That sounds like a lot of work," Robin said.
"Keeping all these places running."

"That's why it's important to hire the right
managers. I expect the best from my people but I also pay well. I
don't cut corners.

"If I've done my job right each location
should be up and running without me in six or seven months. All it
takes after that is a visit every year or so, just to let my
employees know I'm involved, but not too involved."

Our waitress finally arrived with my drink.
"Are you three ready to order?"

"I don't know about those two, but I sure
am," I said. I ordered the crispy honey shrimp with a side of
garlic noodles. My wife ordered sweet and sour pork; our new friend
got the beef with broccoli.

"Robin told me you're a veterinarian," Scott
said. "That sounds like fun."

"Yeah, I like it."

"Robin said you don't have any kids, what
about pets?"

"I love animals, but no we don't own any.
Robin's very allergic to cat dander and I'm not much of a dog
person. That's what makes my job so great. I get to visit with
hundreds of different animals, pamper them, make them well then
send them home to their owners who have to feed them, take them for
walks and clean up their poop."

"Sounds like a great life. So you're in Vegas
for business or pleasure?"

"A little of both," I said. "I'm here for the
North American Veterinarian Conference and my wife is here so we
can celebrate our anniversary."

"Your anniversary, huh? Robin didn't tell me
that."

"Yeah, three years this Thursday," I said
looking at my wife, who was looking at Scott. "Three wondrous
years."

I tapped her on the shoulder. She turned to
me and I kissed her on the lips. She returned the kiss.

"Yes, three wondrous years," she added. At
least she was listening.

We continued talking, watching the people
passing by. Laughing at some of the stranger outfits we saw. At one
point a man dressed all in silver, with silver painted skin, set up
a box across from where we sat. He stood still as a statue and let
people take pictures with him for tips. Michael Jackson also passed
by, as did Elvis Presley, three times. Despite my better judgment,
I found myself starting to like Scott. He was fun and very easy to
talk to. The only downside was that my wife seemed to like him a
little too much.

Our conversation slowed when our meals
arrived. I was too hungry to talk and just dived in. Robin and
Scott did make a little small talk. Robin talking about her love of
the Arizona desert and Scott giving us the scoop on his next
business venture opening a new-age spa in Sedona. I was just
finishing my last piece of shrimp when Scott asked Robin what she
was planning to do while I was busy with my "vet stuff."

"I don't know," she said. "I didn't make any
plans. Sit by the pool, sipping a drink and just relaxing. Maybe
check out some of the scenery."

"Like all the hot young men."

"Yeah, maybe." Robin smiled and gave Scott a
friendly punch in the shoulder. I knew she appreciated looking at
the male body. I'm no slouch but I wasn't interested in buffing up.
It took a lot of work and free time to get and keep a body like Joe
Manganiello.

About this time the waitress came back to see
if anyone wanted dessert. Scott said he'd pass, but every time
Robin and I ate at P.F. Chang's we ordered the Great Wall of
Chocolate, six layers of delicious dark chocolate cake frosted and
topped with chocolate chips, fresh berries and a tasty raspberry
sauce.

"We'll have the Great Wall," my wife
said.

"With two forks," I added.

"So Robin was telling me she went to Arizona
State," Scott said after the waitress left to put in our order. "Is
that where you met?"

"Oh no, I got my degree at the University of
Arizona down in Tucson. Actually, I was out of school when Robin
was there."

"So how did you meet?"

"He saved my dog's life," Robin said.

"It was late. Being the new guy in the
practice I got to close most nights. We were just about to lock up
late one Friday night when in walked this beautiful brunette
carrying a wet and bloody basset hound in her arms."

"Oh please, I must have been some sight, wet
hair, streaky make-up and my blood-soaked dress."

"You were stunning despite the mess."

"I believe it," Scott added.

"Why do you think I made you leave the exam
room," I said. "You were distracting me and I was having a hard
time focusing."

"Did you always date your attractive
patients?" Scott asked.

"None of my patients were attractive, but
some of their owners were." Both Scott and Robin giggled. "But to
answer your question, no. Most clients come in once when they get a
new pet and then I rarely see them again. With Robin I got lucky.
Beasley needed several follow-up visits so I had plenty of time to
get to know his owner." I took Robin's hand and kissed it
lightly.

Our dessert arrived and Robin and I dug in.
After a few bites, I looked up and saw Scott looking out at the
passing people.

"I'm sorry, we do make crummy dinner
companions," I said. "Would you like a little cake?"

"It does look inviting, but no. Besides, I
don't have a fork."

"Don't be silly," my wife said as she scooped
up a bite of cake, swirled it in the raspberry sauce and offered it
to Scott. She held out her fork, her free hand underneath the cake
to catch any crumbs that might fall. "Here. Have a taste."

"Only if you insist." Scott offered his open
mouth and Robin fed him the cake. A berry dropped from her fork and
landed in her hand. Before she could move her hand away Scott
sucked up the morsel. She giggled again and pulled back her hand
just as his lips were about to brush against her open palm.

"I told you not to be silly," she said again.
The playfulness was making me uncomfortable.

Scott just laughed. "That is good cake," he
said. "Especially when fed to you by a beautiful woman." Robin just
turned away with a smile and took another bite. It was dark, but I
could still see she was blushing. She was so beautiful, I couldn't
blame Scott for flirting with her, even if I didn't like it.

"Either of you two up for a night cap?" Scott
asked. He seemed to be in town alone and was obviously looking for
company. I looked at my phone; it was close to 10 o'clock. I looked
at Robin as she took the last bite of cake. I could tell she wanted
to spend a little more time with our friend, but I needed to be at
the orientation meeting at eight in the morning.

I really didn't want to leave her down here,
with a handsome stranger, even one as friendly as Scott seemed to
be. I trusted my wife, but I wasn't as sure of him. Plus, I'd never
get to sleep wondering what they were doing together.

"I'm beat," I said. "All this excitement has
worn me out. Plus, I need to get up early."

"Robin?" Scott said, turning to my wife.

She hesitated before answering. She looked at
me for an answer but I didn't give her one. I wanted her to come
back to the room with me, but I wasn't going to tell her what to
do.

"I'd love to," she said as she looked me in
the eye, "but Peter's right. It's late and we need to get up to the
room. We haven't even unpacked yet."

"I understand," Scott said. He seemed
disappointed but not too surprised. "It's just... I'm having such a
good time."

"Well, as they say, all good things must come
to an end." It sounded cliché and I regretted the words the second
they came out of my mouth.

"You're right," Scott said. He looked me in
the eye and nodded. He knew why I was apprehensive.

My wife said nothing.

The waitress came with the bill. I reached
for it but Scott grabbed it away. "Please let me get this."

"I can't let you," I said. "It's two of us
and only one of you, plus we had dessert."

"No. I insist." I could feel the tension
rise, just slightly. Although I doubted it would come to blows I
didn't think I could let this stranger buy our meal.

"How about we split it down the middle," my
wife said, trying to break up the argument.

I was having none of it. "Just let me sign it
to our room. Besides, our per diem is covering most of it."

"Fine," Scott said, finally seeming to
relent. "But let me get the tip."

"That's cool."

I took the bill and signed. I left the tip
spot blank. Scott peeled a hundred-dollar bill from his wad and
dropped it in the tray.

"You want me to ask for some change?" I asked
as we all got up to leave

"No, leave it."

Now the man was starting to get on my
nerves.

"That's almost as much as the whole bill," I
said.

"Come on, I just won three grand. I'm feeling
generous."

Despite my initial reaction I had to agree;
besides who was I to tell this man how to spend his money. "I guess
you're right. Spreading the wealth does feel good." I pulled out a
twenty of my own and added it to Scott's hundred.

"That's the spirit," he said. And all three
of us had a good healthy laugh.

As we were walking out Robin stopped and
asked me to take her picture in front of the larger than life
replica of a terra cotta warrior that stood on the patio. As she
posed beside the statue I pulled up the camera app on my phone. I
took two pictures of her, one serious and one goofy.

"Let me get one of the two of you," Scott
said. I handed him my cell and joined my wife. He took a shot and
handed the phone back. "Now get one of me with Robin."

I thought it a bit odd, but I didn't say
anything. He walked right up, as casual as could be and put his arm
around her waist. It was a bit too friendly for my taste, but Robin
was loving it. I framed up the couple and took the shot. It looked
ok, but was a little blurry. "Hold it. Let me try another, that one
didn't come out."

"Take your time, Pete," Scott called.

I took a few more pics and declared them good
enough. Scott pulled out a business card and handed it to
Robin.

"E-mail those pictures to me so I have
something to remember you two by. I've had a great time."

"So have I – I mean we," my wife replied.
"We've had a really good time as well."

"So long," Scott said. I offered my hand for
a shake, but he brushed it aside and gave me a big strong hug. "And
happy anniversary." He gave Robin a hug as well, adding a light
kiss on the cheek before breaking it.

We watched Scott head away until he was lost
in the crowd.

 


***

 


Robin was silent as we made our way back to
the room. In the elevator she hummed to the muzak that played. I
was puzzled. She didn't say anything about the winning, or the
dinner, or spending the evening with Scott. Just a relaxed
quiet.

All that changed when our room door closed
behind us. She turned to me, grabbed my face and planted a big wet
kiss square on my mouth. Her tongue had a life of its own as she
forced it between my lips. She pulled me to the bed, tearing at my
clothes as she went.

"Get undressed," she commanded.

I wasted no time complying. Usually it takes
a little time to warm Robin up, a little petting or oral
ministrations. Before I was done pulling my pants off my wife was
totally naked and spread out before me on the bed. Her legs out
wide, her pussy lips open and dripping wet.

"You look delicious," I said. "I can't wait
to taste you."

I moved to dive between her thighs to taste
her wetness but Robin would have none of it. She grabbed me by the
hair and pulled me up. I had no choice but to quickly crawl over
her.

"No," she said. "I want you inside me.
Now."

"You don't need to ask twice."

With one stroke, I was in. All the way
in.

 


***

 


I was so wet for him. With
one thrust of his cock he was in me. No foreplay was needed, or
wanted. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the pleasure that
flowed through my loins. The tensions of hours of desire unleashed
in a few moments of passion. When he released his seed into me I
came harder than I could ever remember.

 After, I felt a little ashamed. I could never tell
Peter.


Chapter 2

I was walking naked through the convention
halls. I was conscious of my nakedness but no one else seemed to
care. My guilt was my own. I tried to find something to cover
myself with, a coat or a towel maybe, but there were none to be
found. Then I started to get an erection and shit was getting real.
Embarrassment times 10. I think I was getting hard less from sexual
excitement and more from having to pee really badly. And what do
you know, there was no rest-room in sight. I was contemplating just
letting it flow where I stood. Then the alarm went off, and I was
awoken from my dreamy torment with a raging case of morning
wood.

I hit the off button and crawled out of bed.
My head was pounding. I was groggy and I really needed to pee.
After I finished my business at the loo I went back to check up on
my wife.

She was sprawled out on her side of the
king-sized bed, her brown tresses splayed out around her head like
a royal mane, her breasts exposed and laying flat against her
chest. Her nipples were hard from the air-conditioned room. The
lower half of her body was covered by the bed sheet. She looked
divinely beautiful, like an angel who lost her wings. Her face,
serene. I wanted to rouse her from her sleep and make love to her.
Not like the fucking we did last night. No, I wanted to take my
time, to slowly and gently explore every inch of her peachy soft
skin. To kiss and taste all her special parts.

Then I looked at the clock and saw I had just
an hour to get down to the Sunset Hall for orientation. I needed to
pick up my badge and get the final schedule for all the week's
classes and events. I knew today and tomorrow were packed. Luckily
I was able to make sure my calendar was totally clear for
Thursday.

I gave up any hope for a morning quickie and
went back to the bathroom to get cleaned up. It took me about
twenty minutes to shower, shave and brush my teeth. When I came
out, naked except for a towel around my waist, Robin was sitting at
the table in the main room, sipping a cup of Starbucks coffee and
browsing her Android tablet. She was wearing her red sports bra and
a pair of green sweat pants. Give her a couple pompoms and she
could have been a Christmas cheerleader.

"What'cha doing?" I asked.

"Checking the news and catching up on my
email," she replied. "You want coffee?" She pointed to another
Starbucks cup at the opposite end of the table.

"That was fast. I was only in the shower for
a minute."

"More like half an hour. Anyway, there wasn't
much of a line downstairs. Too early."

"Yeah, only vet nerds like me up this early
today."

"And those gamblers who haven't gone to bed
yet."

I took a sip of coffee. It was very hot. And
tasted kind of nasty after brushing my teeth with minty
toothpaste.

I dressed while we continued our
conversation.

"I've got a pretty full schedule ahead of me
today and tomorrow," I said. "I think every minute’s filled from 8
'til 4. They're even having a special lunch sponsored by some pet
food company. Vita-Vet I think."

"Hope they're not catering it as well." We
both laughed.

"Actually that might be preferable to some of
the chicken breasts I've eaten at these conventions. I hope you're
okay spending the day alone. I'll make it up to you this
evening."

"Don't worry, dear. I knew what I was getting
into."

"At least we got away from Phoenix."

"Traded one desert for another."

"But this one has better shows."

"Yeah." Robin took another sip of coffee.

"So what are your plans for the afternoon?" I
asked.

"I am going down to the gym after you leave.
Do the treadmill and maybe have a quick massage. I wanted to do
some shopping at Crystals across the strip."

"I'll leave you a couple hundred from our
stash if you want to do some gambling."

"Thanks," she said with a smile.

"Crazy night last night, huh?"

"I know. Winning almost two grand?"

"Don't forget about meeting Scott," I
said.

"How could I. He's interesting and quite a
talker. He's also pretty gorgeous in a rough and manly way."

"Unlike me?"

"Don't be silly. I wouldn't have married you
if I didn't think you were handsome."

"Thanks, I think."

"By the way, can you send me those pictures
we took last night? We promised to send them."

"Sure," I said. "So what did you and Scott
talk about when I went up to the room?"

I was finished dressing, a pair of black
Dockers and a neon green Greg Norman polo shirt. I liked standing
out in a crowd. I pulled out my phone and emailed the pix to
Robin's Gmail account.

"Oh, just small talk. He told me about his
business, bragging about the view from his living room window,
looking out over the Pacific. He asked me about what I did for a
living and I told him about working at the little boutique in
Tempe. Nothing important. Oh, there you go. I got the pics, I'll
send them to him later today,"

Just then I noticed how late it was getting,
7:55. "Crap," I said. "I've only got five minutes to get
downstairs."

"I doubt they'll start without you."

We shared a kiss at the door.

"I really hate leaving you like this," I
said. "Be good while I'm gone."

"No promises," she said.

No promises indeed.

 


***

 


The conference rooms were on the mezzanine
level, up the escalators from the casino floor. When I got to the
Sunset room it was packed. The outer perimeter was ringed with
tables labeled with alphabetical ranges. Starting just to the left
of the entrance with A – AL running all the way around
ending at the table to the right with X – Z.

The line at the table marked W – Wil
was five or six people deep. It took me another fifteen minutes to
make it to the front of the line.

"Dr. Wilkinson," said a pretty black girl in
a black skirt and white blouse. "Here you go." She handed me a
thick white envelope with the name of the conference printed on the
front.

"You're one of the last. If you hurry you
might still be able to grab a bite to eat before your first
event."

I said thanks and walked away. I pulled on
the lanyard with my badge attached and looked at it. Dr. Peter
Wilkinson, D.V.M. After seven years of practice I still haven't
gotten used to being a doctor. In my mind, I'm just another dopey
kid who likes animals, but I can also cut them open and stitch them
back up.

My first class was Feline Dentistry in
conference room C. Our office in Phoenix was getting ready to
expand into a full-fledged Animal Hospital, complete with three
surgical units. We were also planning to expand our other services
and animal dentistry was one of those areas.

The room was full when I entered. I didn't
get to grab any pastries but I was able to snag another cup of
coffee. I spotted one of the few remaining seats at a table in the
back next to a young Asian woman. Her black hair touched her collar
in front and was tapered short towards the back. She wore a blue
skirt with a pink polo shirt. "Seattle Animal Shelter" was
embroidered above her left breast. According to her badge she was
Dr. Kelly Cho.

I set down my cup of coffee and whispered,
"Mind if I sit here?"

"Course not," she said. She didn't look up at
me; instead she kept her face down, scribbling notes on the yellow
legal pad in front of her. It looked like she had already filled
two whole pages and was beginning a third.

I looked to the front of the room. The
seminar's speaker was just finished setting up his slide show. I
looked down again at Dr. Cho's notepad. "I miss much?" I asked.

"No, the presentation hasn't started yet."
She finally looked up at me and smiled. Her blue eyes took a quick
scan of my body, not that she could see much since I was sitting
down. I felt I was being judged even before we got a chance to
exchange names. "What made you think you missed anything?" she
asked.

I glanced down at the pad in front of
her.

"Oh this," she said seeing where I was
looking. "It's just my pre-lecture notes, mostly points from the
literature and my own experience. I've also got a few questions I'm
hoping to get answers to. I just like to be prepared."

"My name is Peter Wilkinson," I said.

"Kelly Cho. Nice meeting you."

Our conversation was cut short when the
lights dimmed and the lecture started. I learned a lot of new
information over the next hour and a half. The presentation began
with the usual, getting owners to pay more attention to their pet's
teeth. Buying the right food and encouraging dental maintenance. It
may be hard brushing a cat's teeth on a routine basis, but it could
save a big headache and lots of money down the road. And of course,
you can't get through one of these seminars without the sales
pitch. The speaker introduced a new line of equipment he claimed
would make oral surgery easier and safer. It looked promising but
I'd need more information.

The lights came up and the room erupted with
the sound of a hundred or more chairs being drawn across the floor.
I looked at my phone and saw I had five minutes to get to my next
seminar.

"So where you heading next?" I asked Dr. Cho
as we packed up our papers and notes.

"I'm off to the class on New Treatments for
Ticks, Fleas and other Parasites. We get a lot of calls for that at
my clinic. Stray animals, you know."

"I wanted to go to that, but I'm heading to
the seminar on selling Pet Health Insurance. Too many clients come
in with no way to pay. I can't turn them away, but it's costing us
lots of money."

"Well good luck with that," she said as she
turned to go.

"Will I see you again?" I asked. I always
liked making new contacts at these conventions and I was hoping to
get to know Dr. Cho better. "Maybe at the catered lunch?"

"Oh, I'm not going to that," she said. "My
husband's here and I'm meeting him downstairs for lunch."

"I thought the lunch was mandatory?"

"Nothing here is mandatory," she said
laughing. "It's not like they take attendance."

"I never thought of it that way." I reached
into my pocket and pulled out one of my business cards. "Here take
this. If you ever need a contact in Arizona don't hesitate to call
me."

She thanked me as she took the card. She tore
off a piece of her notepad and scribbled an email address.

"I need to order more of my own cards, but
you can reach me here."

I took the scrap of paper and wrote her name
on it. We said our goodbyes and headed our separate ways.

As I headed towards the next meeting I texted
Robin.

-Hey hon, my lunch hour is free, meet me at
the BurGR bar.

I waited for a response but it didn't come
right away. Robin doesn't keep her phone with her all the time. I
just hoped she'd see my message in the next half hour.

The Pet Insurance seminar was pure sales
pitch. It was like they were trying to get us, the vets, to buy in.
I liked some of the ideas but not the company making the hard sell.
I took the info but figured we'd go with a different carrier.

The seminar ended at exactly noon and
everyone began to make their way to the banquet room for the
catered lunch. It was free food, if you didn't mind the sales pitch
that went along with it. I, on the other hand, would much rather
spend my free time with my wife.

I headed down to BurGR, a newish burger joint
at Planet Hollywood opened by Gordon Ramsay. The atmosphere was
casual and even if there was a line for getting a table there was
almost always a seat at the bar. I hadn't eaten there yet, but it
did get good reviews and it was close, near the main casino
entrance.

It was just my luck that when I arrived the
place was packed, there was a thirty-minute wait for a seat and
even all the bar stools were taken. I scanned the crowd and didn't
see Robin anywhere. I looked at my phone. She hadn't texted back. I
went up to the room hoping she was there.

The green light came on immediately when I
slid my key card into the slot on our room door.

"Surprise honey," I called out. Silence met
me as I entered the room. I looked around. Our breakfast mess had
been cleared away. I looked into the bedroom and found the bed
made. In the bathroom, the dirty towels and washcloths had been
removed and fresh folded ones put in their place. Housekeeping had
been here, but Robin wasn't.

Just then I felt a short buzz in my pocket.
It was a text from Robin.

-Sorry I missed your text. Met up with
Scott.

Why didn't she text me back sooner? I could
have made other plans. And standing me up for Scott? That stung a
bit. I wasn't so much mad as just disappointed. I really couldn't
blame her for trying to find someone to spend the off hours
with.

-Just glad you're okay. Where are you?

It only took a few seconds to get a
reply.

- Shopping. Can't wait to show you what i
bought.

-K. Gotta run and try to get something quick
to eat. Done at 4. Where do we meet?

This time the reply took a little longer.

-Not sure. I'll text you later. Bye.

-Bye to U. Luv ya.

A quick reply back.

-Love U 2

I put away my phone and headed back
downstairs. I was able to pick up a quick sandwich and chips and
make it to my next meeting. It was New Surgical Techniques, with
lots of slides. Just what you want to see while eating a sloppy
meatball sandwich.

I made it through the next hour and a half
without throwing up, and believe it or not I did find the
presentation useful. There was a brief 15-minute break before the
Trends in Oncology Treatments was to begin, so I headed to the
men's room. As I was coming out I ran into a familiar face.

"Hey," I said, "aren't you staying in the
room next to me?"

His name tag said Alex Spenser and he was the
gentleman I almost ran into last night after dropping my money off
in the room.

"No. I don't think so," he said. He looked at
me a bit closer and a hint of recognition spread across his face.
"Oh wait, you're in room 1919B, aren't you."

"Yeah."

"That makes sense now. Yeah I kinda remember
you. My name is Alex. I'm here with Glossman Pharmaceuticals."

We shook hands.

"I'm Peter Wilkinson. So, you aren't staying
in the room next to mine?"

"Well I was, but now I'm in one of the posher
suites. Our CEO couldn't make it so I upgraded myself to his room
since it was already paid for."

"Lucky for you, I guess."

"Yeah, well, it was nice running into you.
Again"

"Maybe I'll see you around."

I did end up seeing him again, ten minutes
later when he hosted a panel on new cancer drugs coming onto the
market. Again, lots of new information that was going to help our
practice save more pet's lives, and earn more money. After the
panel ended I exchanged business cards with Alex. I told him about
our expansion plans and he said he'd work up an action agenda to
help us get the ball rolling. Overall it was a profitable
encounter.

It was so profitable that I didn't have time
to obsess about how my wife was spending her afternoon with another
man, a rich and handsome other man. I know I don't have rugged
features, my skin burns instead of tans and I have started to
develop love handles. My wife says she loves me for who I am, and I
believe her. I know I am a very lucky man to have a smart, outgoing
and beautiful wife. There's always a give and take in any
relationship and between Robin and myself, I got the better end of
the bargain. I only hoped she never had any regrets.

My pocket buzzed again.

-U done? It was my wife.

-Yeah, where are you?

-at the pool. Meet us there.

I went up to the room first. I wasn't going
to go sit by the pool in my Dockers. I forgot to pack a bathing
suit so I had to settle for a pair of blue cargo shorts. Kinda
dorky, but they'd have to do.

I decided to take a leak before joining my
wife at the pool. As I washed my hands I noticed a couple new hair
styling products on the sink counter. I also saw a few shopping
bags thrown on the couch. I could have gone through them to see
what she had bought, but I figured I'd find out soon enough.

I texted Robin; - heading down now. Order
me a beer.

-will do.

The Planet Hollywood Pleasure Pools were a
sight to behold. They were located on the resort's roof overlooking
the Las Vegas Strip. There were two of everything. Two large pools,
two hot tubs, and two poolside bars. The weather was pleasant, in
the upper 80s and there were a few people enjoying the water. Most
of the people were lounging in the deck chairs, getting some sun
and taking in the view. Every so often a group of two or three
stunning women would parade around in very revealing bikinis trying
to draw attention, and succeeding. For me, it was still a little
too dry and breezy to go swimming. Getting into the water was fine,
it was getting out that made my dick shrivel.

As I was looking around for Robin, I spotted
a familiar woman standing at one of the poolside bars.

"Dr. Cho?" I said. "Fancy running into you
out here."

The vet from Seattle I had met earlier had
traded her polo shirt and skirt combo for a sexy metallic black
one-piece bathing suit, cut to pleasantly show off her ample bosom
and butt.

She had been talking and sharing a drink with
a rather handsome blond-haired man in neon blue swim trunks. She
didn't seem to recognize me right away. Hearing my voice, she
scanned the small crowd of people around her, looking for someone
she might know.

"It's me, Dr. Wilkinson," I said, extending
my hand, "from the seminar this morning."

A smile formed on her face as she realized
who I was.

"Peter!" she said, pushing my hand away and
enveloping me in a full, friendly hug. "Sorry, I didn't recognize
you. My mind is elsewhere."

She broke our embrace and introduced her
companion. "This is Jonathan."

We shook hands. His grip was strong, but I
easily held my own. What is it about men, trying to assert
dominance when first meeting? It wasn't like I was looking to steal
his wife away and add her to my harem.

"So, you're Kelly's husband," I said.
"Enjoying a little R and R while she's hard at work?"

"Uh, no," Jonathan said as he released my
hand. "Kelly and I just met."

"We're just enjoying each other's company,"
Kelly said.

My face must have turned 20 shades of red.
"I'm sorry, I just assumed—"

"Don't worry about it," Kelly said. "It
happens all the time."

An odd thing to say, but I let it pass.

She continued, "I'd love to stay and chat
some more, but we're off to meet up with my husband." She paused
for a second, looking me up and down. I was about to tell her I,
too, had to find my spouse but before I could open my mouth, she
asked, "Would you like to join us for drinks up in my room?"

Another odd question, but my mind was also
elsewhere at the time. I begged off.

"Too bad, would have been fun. I guess I'll
see you tomorrow?"

"I'm sure you will," I said.

I watched Kelly and Jonathan walk off
together, hand in hand. My eyes lingered on her invitingly plump
ass. Even though I loved my wife's svelte body, I did appreciate a
woman with a full figure.

I looked around some more and still could not
spot Robin. It was Scott I saw first. He was sitting on the far
edge of pool, dangling his feet into the water. He wore a pair of
red swim trunks and a blue tank top with a parrot on the front. One
hand held a beer, the other rested on the thigh of a beautiful
short-haired woman sitting next to him.

She wore a black two-piece bathing suit:
bikini bottoms and a bandeau top that was just large enough to
decently cover her breasts. Her brown hair was short and spiky. She
looked very cute, almost elfin. I was wondering where Robin was,
when I realized I was looking right at her.

About this time, she looked up and saw me. A
smile lit up her face. She held up a bottle of Corona and waved me
over.

I was stunned. She had cut off her beautiful
long hair. And the bathing suit was the kicker. She usually always
wore a one piece, and when she did go for a two piece it was
usually more modest, with a full top and some light fabric covering
her trim tummy.

The Robin who stood before me now was far
from modest. She greeted me with a forceful kiss, her tongue
briefly exploring my mouth. My cock began to stir and I quickly
pulled away before I got a full-fledged hard-on. She offered me the
beer and I took a swig and stood back so I could take in my wife's
new look.

She took the opportunity to do some poses.
"What do you think?" she asked. She had her hands on her hips,
breasts thrust out and head tossed back. I always thought Robin had
a great body, but I kinda liked being the only one who saw this
much of it.

"Truthfully," I said. "I loved the long
hair." I paused for effect. My wife began to pout. "But this short
style makes you look ten years younger. It's like I'm married to a
twenty-something co-ed."

She laughed and gave me such a hearty hug, I
almost spilled my beer.

"I see you've been busy," I said.

"Yeah. Worked out a bit this morning. Then I
sent Scott the pics."

By this time our new friend had stood up.

"Nice to see you again," he said. We shook
hands.

I turned to my wife and asked, "Didn't you
get my text?"

"I didn't see it until almost 12:30. Scott
and I had already finished lunch."

"Where did you go?"

"Mon Ami Gabi. It's a French street cafe down
at the Paris Resort."

"The food is excellent," Scott said, "plus it
has a great view of the Bellagio fountains."

"Nice," I said. "I got to view close up
slides of a feline neutering procedure during my lunch."

"Sorry 'bout that," was all my wife could
add.

"So what did you two do after lunch?"

"Shopping. Went to the mall across the
street. Bought this suit," she waved her hands across her body.
"You like?"

"Yeah, I do. Very sexy."

"Good, then you'll love the new dress I got
for tonight."

"What's happening tonight?"

"We're going to a show."

"Which one?"

By this time, we had moved to a couple of
nearby recliners where Robin and Scott had set their belongings. I
took another swig, killing my Corona. Scott got up.

"I'm going to get another beer," he said.
"You want one?"

"Sure. You want anything, Robin?"

"No, I'm good. Already had two margaritas
today. Need to pace myself."

Scott left to get the beers.

"So you didn't say what show we're going
to."

"It's called Zumanity."

"Zumanity. That's an odd name."

"Scott recommended it," Robin said as she
rummaged through her clutch. "Said it's an adult version of Cirque
du Soleil."

"Like naked acrobatics?"

"Yeah, but much more. Very adult themes and a
healthy take on human sexuality."

"Sounds interesting."

She pulled the tickets out of her purse.
"Good, because we already got the tickets." She handed them to me.
"It's couch seating. Very intimate and close to the stage."

I looked at the two tickets. "108 and 110?
They just do even numbers?"

"Oh no. I must have given Scott the wrong
ticket."

Wonderful, I thought. Another evening with
Scott. I had to admit I was starting to get mad. Having my wife
spend her free time with him was one thing. It wasn't really any of
my business. Robin is free to spend her time with anyone she wants.
I trust her completely. But sharing her during OUR time was really
pushing it.

"Now don't get mad, Peter," Robin said,
correctly reading the frown that had spread across my face. "I'm
having fun, you seemed to be having fun last night, and Scott is
having fun."

"You two talking about me behind my back?"
Scott had returned with our beers.

"We'll finish this later," I said. "Thanks
for the beer."

"I didn't mean to interrupt anything. I'll
leave you two alone if you want."

YES, I would love it if you left us alone,
like for the rest of the week. "No, you're fine," I lied.

I spent the next hour nursing my beer and my
frustration. Robin and Scott took their drinks over to one of the
hot tubs. I wasn't dressed for the water so I just hung out
watching the few swimmers who braved the pool. I also started
watching the younger girls in the skimpy bikinis showing off their
tight bods. But then I would remember my Robin, showing off her
own.

I always thought she was gorgeous before, but
maybe I didn't say it enough. Did she really not get the
encouragement she needed from me? Did she need someone else to
validate her self-worth? I took another swig of beer and just kept
chugging until it was all gone.

"I need something stronger," I said to
myself. By the time I returned with a plastic tumbler of Jameson,
Robin and Scott were out of the hot tub and toweling off.

"There you are," Scott said looking up. "We
wondered where you got off to."

"Just getting another drink." My stomach was
starting to do somersaults. Maybe I should slow down the drinking.
I took another sip.

"The show starts at 7:30," my wife said, "but
the ticket agent said we want to be at the theater by seven."

I looked at my phone. It was 5:45. "We should
have time to grab a quick bite."

"Ok. I gotta get back to my room and change,"
Scott said. "I'm staying at the Aria. I'll meet you two at the
theater around seven-ish."

That was a nice surprise. At least I'd get to
spend an hour or so alone with my wife.

"That sounds great," I said with just a
little too much enthusiasm. I don't know if Scott noticed, but
Robin did. She shot me a look.

"Ok, see ya in an hour," she said. She gave
him a light kiss on the cheek before he left.

 


***

 


Like the previous night, we rode up the
elevator to our room in complete silence, but unlike then, I
doubted this trip would end with us fucking like animals. There
were just too many issues that needed to be addressed, or, at least
I thought so. I wasn't sure about Robin and what was going on in
her mind.

We were both standing in the back of the
elevator car, staring straight ahead. I turned to look at her, but
she didn't move. I wanted to see her eyes. I had to see her eyes.
I'd known her long enough to be able to tell her general
disposition just by looking into her eyes.

For a brief moment I was able to catch her
gaze in the polished elevator doors. Before she looked away, I saw
a woman who was frightened and a little unsure of herself. I was
about to ask her what was wrong when the doors opened and she
hurriedly walked out into the hall.

I was finally able to ask my question when we
got to the room.

"Robin, honey, I was really looking forward
to some us-time this week."

She didn't answer right away, but instead
wasted no time in turning on the hot water and stepping into the
shower. I watched her close her eyes and let the steaming spray
strike her face and cascade down her body. After a short silence,
she began to remove her bathing suit and finally speak to me.

"I know love. I want to spend time alone with
you too, but I also want to spend time with Scott."

"But you did spend time
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