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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Author's note: All character in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. 

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed by and read by adults only.
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“How are things at the bar?” my wife asks as she takes a sip of her mint julep.

“Sarah, we cannot refer to Friar’s Wharf as a bar. It’s a restaurant and a damned good one,” I reply. 

She smiles. “You are so worried, aren’t you? The guys at the police department are in your pocket, right? Don’t worry so much.”

I look up at her from my newspaper. It has been a long day and I have not yet had the chance to read up on how Red Faber of the White Sox did at the last ballgame. Though I try to make certain to get to a few games during the season, I’ve found this year difficult for me to get away from my work.

“My dear, you mustn’t speak of such things. You know what would happen if you tell the wrong people about what I do, don’t you? We can’t be so loose with our mouths.”

It’s 1923 and prohibition is in full swing throughout the country. Plenty of restaurants and bars that at one time served alcohol openly now cannot, and that includes the hundreds of places in Chicago. I had just purchased Friar’s Wharf the year before prohibition went into effect, and since that time I have had to become creative in how I deliver the product requested by my customers. If I don’t do it, they will go somewhere else, and that would mean that I would lose my business. I can’t afford to do that, and Sarah knows it. Though, her upbringing has made it difficult for her to understand finances as well as many others do.

“We’re fine,” she says with a laugh. “There are no cops here. Also, Daddy has already told you that he would help if you ever get caught with this.”

I sigh. “He didn’t say exactly that, Sarah. Your father told me that he would get me sprung from jail if I went in, but that I would lose it all. Baby, I didn’t grow up with a rich set of parents like you did. There’s no money for us besides what I bring in from the restaurant.”

“Speakeasy,” she corrects me.

“Don’t say that,” I say again. “Dammit, Sarah, you know we don’t talk about it. Ever.”

She turns her eyes up at me. “We don’t talk much at all, do we, Jacob? You’re always there and never at home. Don’t you want to be with me anymore?”

I raise an eyebrow. “Is that what this is all about? Are you asking me to give up my work so that I can sit around the house all day?”

“Not sit around, honey. You could go with me to work at the church.”

I roll my eyes. “The church. Is that where you’ve been for the last few weeks? That church?”

“You know, it wouldn’t hurt for you to help out there once in a while.” Sarah’s blue eyes look harshly at me as if I have done or said something unforgivable to her. Though we don’t always see eye to eye on religion, I have a special dislike for the church where she goes to work a couple of hours each day. 

“And what is it you’re doing?” I ask. 

“You know we have bingo,” she tells me with a wide smile. “I set up for that and even plan the events around it, Jake. It’s a lot of fun, honestly.”

“With that friend of yours, I suppose? What’s her name?”

She frowns. “Jennifer Founder. You know her, Jake. She’s married to Martin.”

“Ah, yes. The rich asshole.”

“He’s not an asshole!”

“Uh, yes he is. As a matter of fact, that entire church is made up of rich assholes.” Shaking my head, I ask, “What sort of charity work does the church do?”

“I just told you what I do,” she answers while huffing. 

“You told me you set up for bingo. So, what is done to help the poor and troubled people on the streets? Does the church feed them or clothe them? I mean, the church I attended as a child at least did that.”

Sarah takes a quick breath and tells me, “Not all churches have to do that. Our church brings new members in, baby. We like to bring more in to hear the minister.”

“Rich ones,” I argue. “They don’t like the poor ones.”

She crinkles her nose while looking at me. “Why would we bring the waifs into our church? They’ve got their own churches.”

“That’s just what I mean!” I say with a hearty laugh. “Your church is full of hypocrites. No one in that place really means to help anyone who needs it.” After a brief pause, I add, “When I was younger, I was a poor farm boy. Would your church have come to me and offered to give me food or a place to stay if I had needed it?”

“That’s silly,” Sarah replies. “You had a house. On a farm.”

“Yeah, you’re right. But this church of yours doesn’t do that, does it? They only arrange bingo games for old people so that they have something to do each Thursday night. Old, rich people.”

My comments have caused my wife to become frustrated with me. Of course, I’m absolutely correct in what I have said, but none of those in her church want to hear the truth. They arrange ridiculous church balls and other occasions to gain more wealthy members who in turn will bring in large sums of money. It’s a perpetually growing organ that does nothing of true value for the community. Nothing at all.

“We care about poor people,” she argues. 

“Like you would have dated me had I been poor?” I ask.

“But, you weren’t poor at all. Jacob, you have had money the entire time we have been married.”

“Three years we’ve been married,” I reply. “Just two years before that I came to Chicago with nothing. It took those two years for me to bust my ass and make a nice nest egg before we met. So, would you have seriously considered me if I had been poor?”

The expression on my dear wife’s face is one that is interesting. She isn’t sure what she should say to me as her answer will likely be offensive in one way or laughable in the other. Sarah loves me, I know this very well, but I have my doubts that she would have given me two sniffs had I not had money.

“Probably not,” she finally answers honestly. “Look, I never dated poor guys. If a man doesn’t have wealth, what does he have?”

“Dignity? Respect for himself after a hard day’s work? My father never became wealthy, but he’s had his own farm for the last thirty years. Did my mother do something wrong by choosing him as her husband?”

My wife shrugs her shoulders. “I don’t know. I mean, she was poor too, so they sort of fit together in that way. Look, Jake, I had to have someone who could take care of me the way a man should. You fit the bill, so here we are.” Sarah smiles as she
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