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"Then it’s a bet, right? You’re saying we have a bet?" Dylan asked Vivian, grinning. His ex-girlfriend, Vivian was the only one of his past lovers with whom he’d managed to maintain an amicable relationship. She regarded him with a sardonic smile that was one of only two things he hated about her. That Vivian was incapable of admitting she was wrong, even when presented with concrete proof of it, was the other thing. That tendency of hers had borne responsibility for too many of their romantic spats. It had eventually spelled their end as a couple. Today, two years past their definitive breakup, a haughty smirk drew her lips into a bow even as it twisted them in a way that made Dylan miss kissing her despite himself.

Before their breakup and throughout their relationship, fucking had been their chief means of settling disagreements. They'd used to approach it like two soldiers going to war, going at each other without gentleness, exploiting each other's weaknesses, targeting erogenous zones like battlefield objectives to be overthrown to the sound of the defeated party's screams of sexual exhilaration as the loser submitted to the pleasures of tickling fingers, rough caresses, pinches, thrusts of tongue and cock into sensitive places easily surrendered once challenged. But these days, when they were no longer sharing a bed but were still friendly, betting had replaced sex as their primary jousting method.

"We might have a bet," Vivian answered, "Depends on the terms of the bet. If I win, I want your motorcycle."

Dylan’s motorcycle, an MV Agusta Turismo Veloce 800, was as dear to him as were his fingers or his eyesight. To forfeit it would cause him every bit the trauma and would crush his soul every bit as flat as would losing his digits or the ability to see. Vivian knew he’d never agree to it. If he balked as expected, then in her mind, she would have won by default, using against him in their every future disagreement the fact that today he'd lacked the strength of conviction to put his money where his mouth was. How, she would ask him, could his word be trusted on anything, when he’d backtracked and declined to enter into a bet that was his suggestion in the first place?

"Deal," Dylan told her without hesitation, "if you agree to what I want when I win."

"If you win," Vivian corrected him, sweeping a thick corkscrew of jet black hair away from eyes as green as polished jade.

"When I win," he continued, ignoring Vivian, "what I want is..." he left the sentence unfinished, forcing Vivian to the distasteful necessity of prompting him.

"Well?" she spat.

"Prima Nocta," Dylan said, his smile turning oily, his voice turning suggestive of things he was leaving unsaid on purpose.

Vivian gaped at him a moment before laughing. "What?"

"You heard me," he told her.

"I mean...what? Are you serious?" she asked, still sounding amused.

"Oh, I’m damn serious," Dylan replied, "When you get married, I want first rights to having sex with you on your wedding night. Whether it's next year or ten years from now, I get you first. That's what I want." 

It was Dylan’s turn to sit awaiting certain decline of stated terms. He knew Vivian. Not only did she consider herself nigh infallible, but she likewise lacked the ability to blink in the face of a dare whenever Dylan was its presenter. But this time he had her. This time, she’d have to fucking blink. He decided to raise the stakes, just to make sure she did.

"And," he added, "and...you have to get your husband to watch it go down."

"Okay, how would I even do that?" Vivian sneered, "I can't force—"

"I don't care how you get him to agree, but that's part of the terms," Dylan said in a cooling tone, allowing himself to sound disinterested, "Of course, if you're not sure you're right, then we don't have to do it. Just tell me I'm right about what we were discussing and we can drop it."

Vivian thought on it for a moment, her eyes searching his as if to confirm the seriousness of his proposal before responding. Dylan met her gaze and held it without blinking for the length of two breaths before she proclaimed, "Done. If I ever get married, then you can have me first on my wedding night."

Her declaration raised Dylan’s eyebrows and filled his skull with memories of them together, back when they were happy and optimistic about their future together, back when they'd spent every weekend in her bed or in his, fucking like marathon athletes going the distance. Today, they shook hands like platonic friends determined to ignore any sexual chemistry remaining between them.

Vivian added, "But I’m never getting married, so even if you win—which you won’t—you’ll never collect on our wager. And that, my handsome friend, is what is commonly known as a 'sucker’s bet.’" 

Dylan left the room, returning a moment later with a book he'd retrieved from her living room shelves. He spent several minutes flipping pages before finding what he sought.

Shoving the book under Vivian's nose, he pointed to a passage of poetry, one Vivian had minutes earlier misquoted in her attempted to recite it from memory. Dylan's correction of her misstep had begun the argument that culminated with a bet that she had just lost. Vivian felt her face warm as her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Dylan was correct.

Vivian let him finish teasing her before she reminded him that marriage was a far less likely prospect for her than getting struck by lightning twice on the same day. Dylan could appreciate her desire to deflate him, but he wasn't about to let Vivian neuter his victory.

"We’ll see," he told her, grinning, "I'll have my legal people draw up the papers and get them to you no later than this Friday."

"Papers? What papers? Why are there going to be papers?"

"Don't flip out," he said sounding casual, "They're just to make sure you keep your word if you ever do waltz down the aisle."

"Well, it's not going to happen anytime soon," she said. 

"You never know," Dylan said smiling, "Didn't you say you have a date tonight?"

"Yeah, some guy from work. Met him at the office Christmas party a couple weeks ago."

"Well, he could be the one, for all you know."

Vivian snorted with a roll of her eyes. "Yeah, right; I'm going to marry a guy named Randall from Marketing." Dylan smiled.

They spent the remainder of the afternoon together doing things that platonic friends that used to share an explosive sex life typically do. Dylan's attorneys drew up a contract binding Vivian to her promise to fulfill the terms of their bet, and she signed them that Friday.

After a time, Vivian forgot the bet had ever existed.

She was the only one who did.

# # #
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Vivian watched her fiancé pace up and down the length of their hotel suite. Agitated, the nearest she’d ever seen him to screaming at her, he’d taken the news about as well as she’d expected him to.

"Well, you’re not going to fucking do it, that’s all," Randall raged, "This is bullshit. That you’re even considering doing it is bullshit."

"You’re making more out of it than it really is," Vivian insisted.

"Don’t hand me that crap. You know damn well that if the shoe were on the other foot and it was me telling you that I had to—HAD to—fuck one of my exes ‘to pay off a debt’ you’d be reacting the same way I’m acting now. All hell would break loose and we both know it."

"Well, no, I wouldn’t like it, but if it was something you had given your word about, then I’d just have to understand," Vivian argued, knowing it to be a liar’s argument.

"Oh, like hell you would," Randall snapped, "Number one, it’s easy for you to say that even if you don’t mean it, because it hasn’t happened, and number two, I’d never give my word on something like ... that in the first place. I’d never disrespect you by even opening the door to something like that, much less consider going through with it."

Everything he’d just told her was true. There was no question that Randall held the moral high ground. But his tone had ignited her defensive instincts. So rather than admit she was at obvious fault, Vivian shot back with, "Well, it’s too late. It’s done. You've seen the contract. I’m doing it because a bet is a bet, and this really has nothing to do with you. Just because we’re getting married doesn’t mean you get to control what I can and can’t do."

"So let me get this straight," Randall fumed, "Who my wife—because by the time our wedding night is here, you’ll be my wife—who my wife has sex with doesn’t have anything to do with me? Because of some fucking contract she signed three years ago that I only just found out exists? Do you even hear yourself right now?"

"All I hear is you trying to control me. Trying to make me conform to what you think a good, obedient little wife should be. And I don’t like it, Randall. I don’t like it at all."

"Are you seriously trying to put me on the defensive here? Wow. Just ... just fucking wow, Viv. That is astounding. I am astounded right now that you’re really going to stand here and act like I’m in the wrong for not wanting another dude’s dick inside you after we’re married. Astounded."

"A bet is a bet," she told him, "If I broke my word, I’d be no better than—"

"Than who? A woman who doesn’t cheat on her husband?"

"You can go on acting like a big baby about this if you want to," she retorted, "but it is happening whether you like it or not. You don’t own me now and after we’re married, you still won’t." 

Randall laughed. "Oh, you think
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