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Chapter One

The room grew silent as Leah ever-so-purposefully selected
six individual cards from her hand, arranged them into an orderly fan, and then
with a look of pure prideful vengeance on her face, slammed the collection onto
the crowded wooden tabletop.

My eyes passed slowly over the array of face-up cards. Pink.
All pink.

There were only three routes left where six pink cards could
go, and seeing the triumphant twinkle in her eyes as she picked out a matching
number of yellow markers from her supply, my heart sank with dread.

Sure enough...

“You vicious little so-and-so!” I muttered with exaggerated
contempt as Leah smugly placed each tiny plastic train onto its corresponding
spot on the game board.

Giggling happily, she tossed her straight, shoulder-length brown
hair and smirked at my misery. “Oh? What’s wrong, Alex?” she gloated. “Did you
need L.A. too?”

Grumbling unhappily, I rolled my eyes. “Um, like yeah!” I
complained, pointing to the long line of black markers snaking clear across the
board and almost – but not quite – reaching Los Angeles. “You can clearly see
I’m heading right there. Bing, bing, bing, all the freaking way from New York,
and now boom – you block me! You’re not even on the damn west coast yet.”

“Maybe not,” she countered, “but I’m all finished my tickets
and only have two trains left, so... last turn, losers!”

A disappointed groan arose from around the oval table as the
entire group of friends realized they weren’t going to finish their routes, on
what had already been a rather difficult and overcrowded round of the Ticket
to Ride board game.

“Damn it, honey,” complained Leah’s lanky husband, Ethan,
from my left side. “One effing ticket short from finishing!”

“Two here,” interjected Jamie unhappily from the right.

Looking at my own dismal selection of finished tickets, I snorted
with frustration. “I’ll be lucky to not end up in negative points,” I declared
as good-naturedly as I could muster, while slapping my literal fistful of
unused train cards down to the table. I still had twelve markers left, and
three high-point routes that needed Los Angeles. While I might not be a classic
“sore loser” and throw an embarrassing hissy fit, I also wasn’t exactly a happy
loser.

“Aww, poor Alex is sad!” taunted Leah with a giggle. “Maybe
you’ll actually win a game one of these days.”

It had indeed been a bad couple of weeks for me. Defiantly flashing
Leah both middle fingers, we abruptly broke out in riotous laughter.

And that’s how Friday nights usually went at my place, with
a regular group of good friends gathering for coffee, dessert, and board game
night.

Tonight, on an unusually cold and rainy day in the middle of
June, there was tall, early thirties programmer Jamie and his petite wife Ashley;
mid-twenties network technician Ethan and his buxom wife Leah; and – well – me,
the perpetual bachelor and online jack-of-all-trades.

While that might sound like an odd mix of people with me being
a literal fifth wheel, I’d been best friends with Jamie since long before he’d
gotten married, Ethan was one of our closest mutual friends, and many of the
games I had maxed out at just five players anyways. So, having two couples come
over to my little townhouse was kind of an ideal arrangement.

Granted, our group size fluctuated throughout the year as a
mix of other couples or single friends opted to join in or not, but us five were
the core, original group who could always be counted on to show, come rain,
shine, or dead of night.

Or, as was the case today, a tropical depression dumping
several inches of rain.

Leaning back in my chair, I stretched my arms high over my
head as Jamie studied the cluttered board. “So does anyone wanna score routes,
or should we just count up tickets?” he asked.

“Tickets,” I offered, already placing my unused black markers
back into the little plastic bag. “Scoring routes is a waste and never seems to
change anything. Hey – since I already know I lost this, what say you guys score
yourselves and pack it up, while I go get coffee and dessert? Who wants what?”

After taking mental note of the group’s requests, I pushed
my chair back from the table and left the comfortable basement rec room for the
upstairs kitchen.

As I trudged my way up the staircase, I took note that no
one was getting up to follow.

Being my house and my fancy espresso maker, I did prefer to be
the one who made coffee anyways – but I still would’ve appreciated some degree
of help, especially since the whole process usually took twenty minutes and two
trips to carry it all back downstairs. But tonight my friends seemed to be
having a great time together, and as I heard them laugh at a joke I didn’t
quite overhear, I couldn’t help but feel like a little bit of an outsider.

Sometimes it was tough being the host! Still, as a verified homebody
I did fall naturally into that role, and was usually okay with it.

Which is why I found it strange that tonight’s lack of thoughtfulness
felt particularly aggravating. Turning around at the top of the stairs, I
yelled down in a slightly terse tone, “Hey, guys? Since I’m up here doing all
this by myself... what say y’all pick the next game and get it set up?”

“Yeah yeah, you got it!” came back Jamie’s distracted reply
over someone else’s riotous laughter.

Spinning around, I rolled my eyes and sighed with resignation.

Oh well! It was hard to blame them, though you’d think someone
would offer to help. Maybe one of the girls.

Freshly reminded of my friends’ wives, I felt a mild
stirring in my loins that I immediately tried to suppress.

And that was another thing – for some reason I was irrationally
horny tonight, and kept noticing erotic things I would rather avoid seeing in
the first place.

Like, the way Leah kept shoving her impressive cleavage in
my face whenever she’d reach across the board to place markers. It had almost
become a secret game to glance down her shirt and see if I could spot a nipple.
Or, speaking of nipples, how Ashley’s twin eraser heads were constantly making
stiff little peaks through her especially thin top. Based on the level of
detail I was getting, it really didn’t seem like she was wearing a bra tonight
– and that was most inconsiderate of others. Namely, unmarried me with no
current girlfriend!

Shit!

Just thinking about Ashley being braless across the table brought
me to half-mast, and through the discomfort of my penis being bent at a rather bad
angle inside my underwear, I could tell that I’d leaked out a fair bit of
precum over the past couple hours of gameplay.

Seriously! What the hell was going on with me today? Was it
a full moon out or something?

In the kitchen, I began the long and especially tiresome
sequence of chores needed to prepare a cappuccino.

Fill water tank. Clean grounds bin. Empty drip tray. Fill
bean hopper. Turn machine on. While it rinses, retrieve milk container from
fridge. Determine if milk good or needs to be emptied. Tonight, it needs
refreshing. So, dump old milk. Wash container and lid with soap and hot water. Rinse
and pat dry. Refill milk. Install in machine.

Only now could I finally select coffee mugs and add
appropriate amounts of sugar. Never mind that I also needed to make tea for the
girls, serve two different deserts from the fridge... it was never ending!

While filling the kettle with water, my idle and inconveniently
horny mind drifted back to inappropriate thoughts of my friends’ wives. They
were both quite different from each other, but unquestionably attractive in
their own ways.

Ashley was a petite Italian girl with light olive skin, long
curly brown hair, medium-sized perky breasts, and a particularly trim and
athletic body from being a literal fitness freak. Her waist was tiny, hips boyish
and narrow, and legs muscular but slender – although she did manage to possess
a very round ass that filled the skinny jeans she liked to wear to perfection.

Younger Leah was nearly the polar opposite. She was a good
bit taller, with a much softer and more classical hourglass shape, plus a pale white
complexion that freckled in the sun but never tanned. She had long straight
brown hair, extremely large breasts that gave the impression of being saggy but
in a rather sexy way, and a stupendous ass that should be illegal to cover with
the mere tissue-thin leggings she was wearing tonight.

It was a cold and rainy night out there, for Christ’s sake –
who in their right mind chooses to wear thin leggings? Unless she was trying
to show off every curve, fold, and crack of her sexy body to the rest of us.

...Was she?

Already, and without even wanting it to happen, my penis was
fully erect and straining uncomfortably against the tight confines of my jeans.
It’d been days since I’d last taken care of myself, and the urgent sexual throbbing
was especially intense tonight.

Standing by the stove as the kettle hissed and spat on its
way to a boil, I briefly listened for the sounds of the group chatting socially
downstairs, and then slipped my hand into the front of my jeans, working my
fingers under the elastic waistband of my underwear.

I wasn’t looking to play with myself – just arrange my dick
into a more comfortable position. However, what I found down there was a veritable
soup of slippery juices that got all over my fingers – I’d leaked way more precum
than expected. More often than not, being a “wet guy” like myself was nothing
but a huge pain.

As I attempted to unwedge my throbbing erection and
reposition it into a less painful angle, the slickness of my lubricated fingers
grazing along the shaft and brushing against my circumcised head triggered an instantaneous
doubling in sexual desire.

With a deep sigh, I held my hand motionless and hoped the intensely
pleasurable tingling would subside.

It did not. Despite being extremely nervous about getting
caught, I wondered if I should simply give in and satisfy my aching flesh’s
desires... just a little.

Nothing crazy. Just take off the edge!

Rationalizing that I was alone on the main level of my own
house and some mild stroking would be harmless, I pushed my hand further down
my pants and wedged the head of my cock between the knuckles of my index and
middle fingers. Then, I began to slide them slowly back and forth over the sharp
and highly sensitive rim of my glans.

Letting out a low, warbling groan as much-needed sexual
pleasure began to build, I could feel the flow of thick precum working its way through
my urethra immediately increase. As it trickled out all warm and slippery into
my underwear, I reveled in the naughty sensation of smearing these juices up
and down the length of my rigid shaft. Breathing deeper as the pleasure grew, I
began to clench my buttocks and gently hunch my crotch into my hand, and seriously
contemplated going all the way and making myself cum right here, right now.

I practically needed new underwear anyways... so why
shouldn’t I simply go ahead get some relief?

Unexpectedly, a voice called out from the other side of the kitchen.

“Hey, Alex! What can I do to help?”

Nearly leaping out of my skin as I instantly yanked the hand
from inside my pants, I realized with intense panic that Ashley was making her
way into the kitchen towards me.

Shit
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