
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Secrets never stay secret. They always find a way out.

	 

	 

	Connor O’Neill was a world champion in MMA fighting, until one too many blows to the head ended his career. It was a bitter pill to swallow, but the money helped.

	Victoria O’Neill couldn’t believe the amount of money her husband made just from retiring from professional MMA fighting, part of that due to her request, but mostly due to his agent and sponsors. Then one day she’d treated her two best friends to a day at the health club, and in return, the two friends invited her to try a new club, one where almost anything could be bet on, and assigned odds. The result of losing was that she would lose her modesty and her reputation all at once.

	What would she do to fix either one?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	If you or someone you know is contemplating suicide, please call 988 in the US.

	 


 

	 

	Prologue: Poundcake

	 

	 

	Connor enjoyed time at home, because here he was not known by his world-famous nickname, Crosshair, but simply known as Connor, or, in some cases, depending on who was addressing him, honey, sweetie, dude, buddy, or, his favorite, dear.

	Right at the moment, he was sitting in the living room reading a magazine, the sliding glass door leading to the hallway opened slightly, radiant sunshine and blue sky pouring in through the windows, when he heard the front door open.

	“Dear, I’m home,” a musical female voice with a faint Slavic accent called out.

	“In here,” he said, calling out in reply. “The activity room.”

	He rose from the chair to greet his wife, putting down the magazine.

	“Hello, dear,” his wife Tori said in a perky tone a moment or two later, bouncing inside the room, giving him a quick kiss on the lips,

	“Hi,” he said, accepting her kiss.

	She was wearing a bright green babydoll top, white capri leggings and strappy white high heeled sandals, carrying a handbag, her hair worn in a single long braid, swept across one shoulder. “I’m glad I caught you. I was afraid you’d already started to get ready.”

	He shook his head. “Nope. Not yet. For the moment, I’m all yours.”

	“Good,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “Why don’t you have a seat while I, uh, change into something a little more comfortable.”

	“Okay,” he said, grinning at the twinkle in her eyes.

	“Be right back,” she said. In moments she’d bounced out the door and turned right, heading for the stairs to the master bedroom.

	Connor said nothing, except to resume his seat in the nearby armchair like his wife said, while Tori headed upstairs.

	At the moment, he wore a two-tone grey baseball jersey with a Henley collar, comfortably baggy dark grey sweatpants and white socks, relaxing before he had to take a shower and start the long drive to the studio downtown, where he was to comment on the match tonight. Truth be told, he would have much rather stayed home in the arms of his wife. But now he was under a different kind of contract, this time to the cable sports channel who’d covered him many times during his career, more times than he cared to count, who had been only too happy to hire him as a commentator.

	But for some reason a night spent behind the desk, wearing an uncomfortable monkey suit, sitting under hot, bright spotlights, didn’t appeal to him nearly as much as spending quality time with his beautiful wife. She was half Italian, half Russian, and all woman—his wife, Victoria Adriana Elisabetta O’Neill.

	Not for the last time, he wondered how she’d come by the nickname Tori. He found out, through getting to know her, that she’d spent most of her childhood in Europe but spent her teenage years in the United States. When he’d first met her, she spoke somewhat broken but otherwise serviceable English. She’d picked up the Southern California lifestyle down to a T.

	In the middle of his musings, Tori came back inside the room, wearing much less than street clothes—a red satin pushup bra and barely-there bikini panties, a triangular patch of satin covering her private parts, suspended between thin filaments of elastic encasing her hips. Her hair was let down from the braid so it cascaded down her back like a sable waterfall, her full lips painted rose red to go with her long red nails and her lingerie.

	Tori never seemed to wear her nails any other color but red or shades of red such as pink, or any other length but long, but he didn’t care, especially not at the moment, because they went with her outfit, if he could have called it that.

	“Hi, dear,” she said, straddling him like a motorcycle, running her hands over his shoulders, sending impulses up and down his spine, making his dick hard and his resolve weak.

	“Hi,” he said in return, swallowing.

	“Like I said, I’m glad I caught you,” she whispered softly, with a sly smile. “I thought you would have been getting ready by now. You know, like, taking a shower?”

	He cracked a grin back at her. “That’s not till later,” he said. “I still got time.”

	She smiled wider in return. “Good. I have something for you to think about while you sit under those hot spotlights tonight...” She reached for her cell phone on the coffee table and began tapping the screen, her nails making clicking noises, pulling up her Spotify account, and found a certain song that never failed to put them both in a certain mood. Finally she tapped the Play button. In moments, the opening notes of Dance For You began to fill the room. Then she placed the phone back on the table.

	Tori did just as the song said—she gave him a long, slow, seductive dance, touching him in all the right places, at all the right times.

	Connor had his gaze trained completely and exclusively on his wife. He loved her. She was hot in every way, from head to toe and everywhere in between, body and mind and soul.

	And she was his. That went both ways, of course.

	He realized that his wife, having rose to stand, was prompting him to stand as well, so he rose from his easy chair. Tori took a pillow from the couch and dropped it on the floor before his feet.

	It made a loud plomp as it hit the hardwood floor.

	Looking up at him, she put her knees on the pillow, slipped her nails under the waistband of his sweatpants and slowly eased them off his hips and down his thighs, quickly and easily exposing his cock, already slightly erect.

	Her blue eyes blazing with desire, her gaze locked on his, she gently yet greedily took his cock in her mouth, lightly resting her soft hands on his hips.

	Moving like she had all the time in the world, she licked the head first, wrapping her tongue around it several times, watching his cock grow fully erect within moments.

	Still taking her time, she wrapped her lips around just the head at first, listening to his groans and muttering in response to her ministrations.

	“Oh, god,” he said, the words coming out in a deep, gravelly, masculine groan.

	“Mmmm,” she said in return, although that was all she could say, since at the moment her mouth was full.

	After just a minute or two, she had his shaft all the way inside her mouth, managing to deep throat him once or twice, although she didn’t quite have the gag reflex needed for that, but he appreciated the effort all the same.

	Over the next few minutes, she brought him closer to the brink with each pull of her mouth on his cock.

	She would ease forward, almost to the base of his shaft, then pull back, letting her lips, tongue and teeth stimulate the sensitive head of his cock, those heart-shaped lips wrapped firmly around his shaft. She did that many times, the only sounds in the room being her wet, messy sucking and his grunts and groans, until—

	“Uuuuuhhhh,” he said, the single word lost in a long groan, staring up at the ceiling.

	“Mmmmm,” Tori said, pulling back from his cock with a mouth full of semen, some of which ran down her chin. Fortunately there was a box of tissues on the coffee table. She rose from the pillow, plucking a tissue from the box, licking her lips. “Excuse me.”

	“Sure,” he said with a goofy, satisfied grin.

	He practically fell back down in the chair, once he pulled his sweatpants back into place. His wife returned a few minutes later, her lipstick reapplied, and rested her shapely ass in his lap, crossing her legs, slipping her long, slim arms around his neck, and resting her head on his shoulder.

	“So, how did you like that?” she asked him softly.

	“That was awesome,” he said, still grinning.

	“Good,” she said. “Can I quote you on that?”

	“Of course,” he said. “Why do you ask?”

	“I’m meeting some friends of mine tonight,” Tori told him.

	“What?” he asked her, trying to rise from the chair.

	“Dear,” she said, stopping him. “It’s Jade’s birthday. She made me promise to come.”

	He made a growling noise. “Damn,” he said. “I was hoping for a reason to call in sick.”

	Tori giggled. “I’m sorry, dear,” she said, kissing him gently on the lips. “But I promised my friend I would be there for her birthday. And you know I keep my promises.”

	There was a long silence while he listened to his wife’s breathing synchronize with his own. He found her weight in his lap quite comforting.

	Then he said, with a loud exhale, “Fine. Just...be careful, would you?”

	“Of course,” she said. “I’m sorry, but I thought, you know, since you were going to be at work tonight, it was no problem.”

	“No, it’s fine,” he said, finally relaxing, which was difficult not to do with her hands on his shoulders, doing wonderful things to his muscles. “As I said, just be careful.”

	“I always am, my love,” she said, rubbing his head with both hands, running her long fingernails through his hair, causing him to close his eyes like a cat. She giggled, seeing his reaction.

	He finally opened his eyes and caught the time on the clock mounted on the wall. “Damn,” he said, with a fresh groan.

	“Time to get ready, my love?” she asked gently.

	“Time to get ready,” he said, letting his head fall back on the chair.

	“You act like that’s a problem,” she said with a giggle.

	“Because it is,” he said. “I happen to like where you’re sitting.”

	Tori giggled again. “Come on, Crosshair, let’s get you ready for your big night.”

	“Right,” he said, grumbling under his breath as she rose, letting him get up.

	As he slowly got to his feet, she said, “I would offer to help you shower, but then you might not make it to work.”

	He cracked a randy grin, making her giggle yet again. “No, I definitely wouldn’t make it to work,” he said. “And you would
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