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Chapter One: Th​e Poker Game
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"Stop staring!" Paul kicked me under the table.

I couldn't help but stare at Lucas's wife, Sara, she was a perfect ten. Maybe twenty or more.

"Lucas will kill you!" Paul exclaimed.

I had heard rumors around the gated community about Sara, the trophy wife, but in my wildest imaginations, I would have never pictured the beauty before me.

Lucas was the big man on campus or, in this case, the community. Everything he owned was big: He had the biggest house, the biggest pickup truck, and the biggest boat. Everything was big and loud.

When Lucas started up his truck, everyone around heard it. He made sure of it. When Lucas decided to put a pool in his backyard, he had to make sure it was the biggest and deepest in the community.

Lucas decided to get married because his father, a state Senator, told him it would look good for Lucas to be married and have kids. In case he ran for office or wanted to get into politics, he would have a history of being married. Lucas took that advice and ran with it.

Lucas wanted the perfect trophy wife. He didn't want to go out to the bar or go on any app to find his girlfriend or soulmate. No, Lucas went online and bought himself a wife, a young, impressionable, gullible blonde from some small country in Europe.

The poor woman wanted to escape the wars and poverty that had stricken her homeland and was ready to do anything to accomplish that goal. She would probably want to go back now.

Even though Sara had a smile on her face, anyone could see she was unhappy. The moment Lucas slipped that ring on her finger, he controlled her. Sara had changed her name to suit Lucas. She dyed her hair a golden blonde for him, went under the knife for him, and had them bolt on the biggest implants that were legal in the United States.

Sara had a tight body and a small frame, anyone could see that her tits were way too big for her body, but that didn't bother Lucas; he enjoyed showing his trophy wife to everybody, but when they stared too long, he would get angry.

Lucas controlled what Sara ate and drank, how much exercise she did, and if she went over the desired weight, he would starve her; she was a human doll to him, but whenever anyone asked if Sara wanted to leave Lucas, she said no, everyone knew she was scared to return home.

"What do you think?" Lucas asked.

"It's good," Paul smiled.

"Yeah, looks authentic," Larry agreed.

Lucas looked at me. "Devon?"

"Yeah, the table looks really good," I nodded.

"It's the real deal," Lucas pushed out his large chest. "The real poker table they played the championship games on," he said proudly. "I had them take it apart and ship it here, then they rebuilt it right here!"

"That's amazing," the other said.

'Kiss ass!' I thought.

I never liked Lucas; he always looked down on me because I actually worked for my money; he thought it was funny that a black man like me lived among all these white people.

At first, he thought I was a football player or an agent or something. When I told him I worked in finance and had worked my way up the ladder to get where I was, he didn't believe me. One of the first things he said was that I got promoted because of the 'woke agenda' that they promoted me because I was black.

When I had my first party at my house and invited people from my job, Lucas really started to show interest in me. All the highbrows of the neighborhood did, too; my boss and the board members were high rollers, as people called them, and they all loved me.

When I told them what Lucas said, he defended himself by saying he was joking, and it was meant to be a laugh. None of them found it funny. 

One of them called Lucas's father right there and then. Lucas's eyes went the size of saucers when the board member told his father what Lucas had said and told his father their golf game was off. After that day, Lucas never said anything bad about me again.

"You should show them your new grill," Sara interrupted our game.

She was staring at me with a smile.

"What are you doing with that?" Lucas stood up with his large cigar in his hand.

Sara had a large green cloth drape. "I am going to cover the table; you said you didn't want to get it messy before your father came to see it."

"You're right," Lucas smiled. "Good thinking."

Lucas walked us out onto his large deck. "What do you think?" he pointed to the largest grill I had ever seen.

"Holy crap!" Paul said.

"Yup, custom built," Lucas said. "Bigger than those restaurant ones, I can cook the whole cow on this fucker!"

Lucas carried on about his grill, how he got it, and what he had to pay for it.

"Are we going to play Poker or talk?" I asked.

"You're right," Lucas nodded. "Time to take some of your money!"

I sat back down in my seat.

"Your wife makes some good snacks," Richie said. Sara had laid out snacks and drinks for us while we were outside.

"Where did she go?" Larry asked.

"Probably watching one of those shows she likes where they speak another language," Lucas said. "She's always watching them."

"It's not another language to her," I shrugged. "Probably shows from her country."

"Whatever it is, it's not English!" Lucas stated. "So, to me, it's another language, and this is my house!"

I was about to get up when I felt a hand on my leg.

I looked under the table and saw Sara staring right back at me. She put a finger over her mouth.

"You in or out?" Lucas asked.

"In," I said, puzzled as to why his wife was under the desk.

I didn't want to say anything, so I started to look at my cards.

"Fuck!" I shouted as Sara pulled on my zipper. Her cold hand on my cock made me yell.

"That bad of a hand, huh?" Paul asked.

"Yeah," I said as I felt Sara's hands working up and down my cock.

I coughed to silence a moan that was about to come out of my mouth as Sara's mouth took in my cock.

I stared right at Lucas as his trophy wife was sucking my cock under this very table that he had bought.

Sara was smart. That was the real reason she put this green cloth over the table; without it, everyone would be able to see under it.

I lifted the cloth just a little and saw Sara’s blue eyes meet mine as she deep-throated my cock with a wink, then she pulled the cloth back down.

"Damn!" I said as I felt Sara throating my cock from the tip to the root repeatedly.

"I don't know why you are saying damn for," Paul shook his head.

"You are kicking our asses," Richie said.

"Yup, I am winning for a change," I smiled at Lucas, whose face was turning red.

Lucas hated to lose.

"You are just getting lucky, that's all," Lucas said, slamming his drink down.

"Oh, I am getting lucky alright," I smiled as Sara was sucking my cock like it was the last one on Earth.

I didn't know how much longer she could keep the charade up; one of them was bound to move their feet or legs, and it would bump her, or they would look under the table and see her.

"That's right, I am getting lucky in your house and on your table!" I laughed as I won again.

"Holy fuck!" the others said.

I had cum in Sara's mouth a few moments ago. I had held her head down on my cock and shot my cum deep down her throat.

I watched as she expertly crawled out from the table while the guys were talking about cars. No one was the wiser that the blonde had sucked my cock.

"You sure you aren't hiding some cards under there?" Paul asked as he lifted the green drape.

"Nope," I smiled.

"You finished with drinks?" Sara asked as she entered the room.

"A long time ago!" Lucas yelled. "Where were you?"

"I was watching the show, and had to turn it up, you all were being very loud," Sara said as she took out more drinks. "Then I didn't want to disturb your game, so I put on..." Sara paused and motioned to her ears.

"Headphones," Richie said.

"Yes, phones for your head," Sara put the drinks out.

"They are called headphones, I got you the earbuds, they are better!" Lucas shouted. "Go on, the men are playing!"

"Yes, I will go back. If you need me, you can call," Sara smiled, and then she winked at me again as she walked out.

"Are you staring at my wife's ass?" Lucas asked Richie.

"No," Richie shook his head.

"You better not," Lucas said. "I will kill any of you that even think about taking what's mine!"

"None of us would do that Lucas," Larry said.

Lucas looked at all of us. "Just playing guys, relax!"

"Of course, Lucas," Paul said as he dealt out another game.

We all knew Lucas wasn't playing.

I stared across the table at him, and part of me wanted to see if he was all talk or if he would really try to kill me. That would be a big mistake on his part.

"Feeling lucky?" Lucas stared at me.

"All the time," I smiled.
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Chapter Tw​o: The Barbecue
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I opened my front door to see Sara standing outside.

“Can I come in?” Sara asked with that thick accent.

“Of course,” I answered as I watched the beautiful blonde enter my house.

‘Goddamn!’ I thought as I watched her ass as she walked by me.

I wasn’t a fan of leggings, as many women I saw didn’t look good in them, but Sara wasn’t one of them.

The silver and white leggings fit her ass and legs like a second skin. She turned to face me, and I felt like the silver sports bra was about to wave the white flag and surrender to the huge beach balls that it was trying to keep from bursting out.

“He is on a golf trip,” Sara said.

“Ah,” I smiled as I walked with her to the kitchen.

“They say you are good money, is that true?” Sara asked.

“Yes,” I smiled. “Very good.”

“I would very much like if you would look at some papers for me,” Sara said.

I loved her accent and how she said words.

“Anytime,” I smiled.

This woman had sucked my cock just two days ago, and if she wanted me to look at some papers, then so be it.

“I do not want him to know,” Sara smiled.

“It will be our secret,” I grinned.

“Yes, like the other day, big secret,” Sara stared at me. “It was quite enjoyable.”

“Yes, it was,” I responded. “Thank you.”

“I should be thanking you,” Sara stared at my crotch. “Not used to such a big dick, he has small dick and back in my country, very small, but you...” she paused as she continued to stare at my dick. “Very big and thick!”

“Thank you,” I replied.

“Do you like them?” Sara said as she looked down at her chest. “At first I hated them, too big, way too big, but now I like them.”

“Yes,” I said, staring at the giant melons.

“He only got them for me, but never touches them,” Sara said. “I like them being touched, see!”

Sara grabbed my hands and put them on her huge fake tits.

“My god!” I exclaimed, feeling how big they were.

“Yes, I like that,” Sara nodded as I squeezed her tits.

Her phone went off, and she shook her head. “That’s him,” she said as she took her phone out of her pocket. “He is coming home.”

“Okay,” I said as Sara quickly headed for the door.

I went to the door and watched as Sara ran down the driveway and toward her house.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Over the next week, I talked with Sara online about her finances. Sara was smart for someone from a small village. She saved any money Lucas gave her, no matter how small or large, and she opened a bank account under her original name.

It was a lot more than most people had in their accounts. Slowly, Sara was financing the migration of her family from
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