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Chapter 1: The Last To Leave
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Mike stood in the doorway and gave a final wave as the last of the guests pulled out of the driveway. Well, almost the last. Marty’s truck was still parked out there, he was usually the final straggler, the one who lingered until the very end. Mike shut the front door with a soft click and headed back toward the screened-in patio. As he passed the sliding glass doors, Lenny shuffled inside, giving him a tired nod.

“Goodnight, Mike,” Lenny said, voice gravelly from too many cigarettes and too few hours of sleep.

“Goodnight, Lenny. See you in the morning.” Mike stepped out into the humid night air, the patio lights casting a warm glow over the pool and the small bar area.

He thought to himself, Now it’s time to put my plan into action.

Mike had known for a long time that Marty had the hots for Tori. Hell, who didn’t? She was an absolute knockout, what most guys called a MILF without hesitation. Her long, wavy light brown hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, framing a face that could stop traffic: dazzling smile, plump pouty lips usually slick with shimmering pink gloss, and those hazel eyes that could lock onto you and pull you under like quicksand. At five-foot-eight, her body was all dangerous curves, voluptuous, firm breasts that strained against whatever she wore, a smooth, tight ass that swayed with every step, and long, toned legs that seemed designed to wrap around someone’s waist. She moved like she knew exactly what she was doing to the men in the room, and most of the time, she did.

Mike knew his wife was irresistible to most men. He also knew she was a nympho with needs, wants, and desires that he simply couldn’t satisfy on his own. So they’d come to an understanding years ago: she could play, but he had to be involved in some way. Usually, Mike orchestrated the hookup in advance, sometimes weeks ahead, sometimes last-minute. Most of the time they’d discuss the plan together without the other party knowing. Mike would either watch from a distance with a video camera or use the house security system to record everything. Occasionally Tori would secretly film it herself, and they’d watch later together, reliving every filthy detail. The other person never knew Mike was watching or that they were being recorded. Sometimes Mike set the scene without Tori knowing either, he liked to test her trustworthiness when she thought he wasn’t around. Though he already knew she couldn’t be trusted when it came to cock. Especially if cocaine and alcohol were involved. If she was sober, the odds were higher she’d behave. But high? Forget it. You could take it to the bank, she was going to be a bad girl.

Tonight would be one of those nights where Tori didn’t know the plan. Mike was going to bait the trap and let it play out. He walked over to the small patio fridge, grabbed two beers, and called out, “Anyone need another while I’m here?”

Marty, already chopping up fresh lines on the bar top, looked up and shouted over the music, “I’ll take one.”

Tori, sipping her rum and coke, shook her head. “I’m good.”

Mike brought Marty his beer. The guy’s pupils were already dilated, his movements quick and jittery. He slid a rolled bill toward the neat rows of white powder. “Who’s ready for a line?”

“Me, me, me,” Tori chirped, snatching the bill from Marty’s hand. She bent over the bar, her low-cut top giving a generous view of her cleavage, and snorted two quick rails. Her head snapped back, eyes fluttering as the rush hit. She passed the bill to Mike with a wicked little smile.

He stepped up, leaned down, and snorted his share. The chemical burn raced through his nostrils, then exploded behind his eyes. “Wow... what a blast,” he said, shaking his head like a wet dog.

The three of them partied for another hour, drinking, snorting, laughing, the music thumping through the patio speakers. Tori danced a little, hips swaying, her shorts riding up the crack of her ass. Marty’s eyes never left her. Finally, Mike decided it was time.

He slapped Marty on the shoulder. “I’ve had it, guys. I’m calling it a night.”

He walked over to Tori, kissed her deep and slow, tasting the rum on her tongue, then gave her ass a firm slap as he turned toward the cabana bathroom door that led to their bedroom. “Have fun, you two. I’m out.”

“Oh, come on, you lightweight,” Marty joked, already lining up another rail.

“Yeah, come on, Mike,” Tori called after him, her voice playful but edged with heat. “Don’t be a party pooper. The night’s young.”

“Not for me it isn’t,” Mike said over his shoulder. “I’m exhausted. See ya.”

He slipped through the cabana bathroom, closed the door behind him, and changed quickly into light sweatpants and a T-shirt. Then he climbed into bed, heart pounding, straining to hear through the open window. The music was still playing, but not too loud, he could make out their voices if they stayed close to the bar. He was surprised how clearly the sound carried on a cool night like this.

A few minutes later, the music cranked up again. Mike cursed under his breath. He got out of bed, grabbed his video camera from the dresser, and slipped out the front door. He crept around the side of the house, staying low, until he reached the back patio. From there, hidden in the shadows near the pool deck, he had a perfect view of the bar area and the couch. He set the camera on a small table, angled it just right, and hit record.

Tori and Marty were at the bar now, laughing, doing another line. She leaned across the bar top toward him, her breasts nearly spilling out of her top. Marty’s hand brushed her lower back, lingering. Mike zoomed in. His pulse hammered in his ears.

This was it.

The trap was set.

And he couldn’t wait to see what happened next
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