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Part 1: Poker’s All Skill—Until Someone Gets Lucky
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The whole idea had come from one of my good friends. It's a high-stakes poker game. Well, maybe not high-stakes, but a “higher-stakes” poker game. We have had a monthly “home game” for years. It had evolved from a nickel and dime game to hundreds of dollars changing hands now that we are all in our thirties and have good jobs. Some of us are married, and some of us are not. Our poker game is the last bastion of “boys only” in our long-term friendships. 

A few months back, one of my poker buddies met a professional player and was told that real live poker pros would play in a local game if it were well-funded. I’m sure that usually meant easy money for the professionals. We all got excited about the thought of hosting a high-stakes game and agreed it would be an experience of a lifetime. After a few inquiries, it sounded like if we built it, they would come. 

Working through the one pro, three local New York professional poker players agreed to come. All we needed was at least eight players with a ten-thousand-dollar cash buy-in. It was a stretch, but with the three pros, me, and several friends, we were able to put the game together. Since I’m a bachelor with a large open-air loft . . . and a poker table . . . my home was the site of our monthly games and was the default location for our high-stakes game. 

My poker table was big enough, and with the addition of some food and drink, the game was on. It took over a month to coordinate schedules where we could get all the principals together on the same night. Finally, the date was set, and we would get a chance to play with the big boys. Competing against professionals was way out of our league, but we were all able to come up with the money to spend on the thrill. And who knew? We all thought that we might be good enough to actually compete! 

We spent a day or two before game night getting my loft ready. We stocked the place with liquor and catered the grub. We learned that some of these games can go on well into the next day, so we made sure we were ready with plenty of everything, just in case.

My friends all showed up more than an hour before the pros. We had to get control of our excitement so we didn’t look like the amateurs we were. Contrary to our poker night rules, a couple of my friends brought their significant others. They said to help greet the pros, but I think they were just showing off. I suppose if I had someone special, this would be a cool thing to share.

The first of the three professionals arrived and was someone I had seen play on TV. Trying not to act like a bunch of fanboys, he amiably and graciously accepted our admiration. I didn’t recognize the next pro to show, but they seemed to know each other well. Offering food and drink as we waited for the last players to arrive, we enjoyed several hilarious stories of traveling the poker circuit from our guests. It sounded like quite the life.

As we got settled at the table, the last pro, Duke, buzzed the door. He was dressed entirely in black. Black cowboy boots, black boot-cut slacks, a black shirt, and a black dress coat. Very impressive. It made me wonder if his name was Duke or maybe he was “The Duke?” Either would have worked for him. He was accompanied by a young lady—a very young lady. 

Duke was probably fifty, but the girl looked like a teenager. She was tiny and beautiful. I couldn’t place her nationality, but she was kind of Asian or maybe Polynesian or a mix of something like that. She was certainly not related to Duke by blood. Duke introduced her as Lili as he took up the last available chair directly across from me. Several of my friends, and even their womenfolk, shot looks back and forth that silently shouted, “Wow!” These two had made quite the entrance.

The young beauty sat quietly on the couch behind Duke, right in my line of sight. If this was some sort of ploy to distract the amateurs at the table in order to take advantage, it was working. I couldn’t take my eyes off his small companion. Her hair was shiny black and held in a bundle in the back by several colorful chopstick-looking hairpins. Her tube top exposed her slender shoulders and feminine neckline. I would have been surprised if she reached five feet in height or weighed a hundred pounds. Her perfectly pert breasts and tiny ass were absolutely captivating. 

As the game progressed, I held my own, but whenever I folded or Lili got up to move around the loft, I found myself gawking. Sadly, she hardly moved unless Duke asked her to get him something to eat or drink. But when she did, I was spellbound. Lili floated across the room effortlessly with elegance. She was exotic and mysterious. Just looking at her gave me a hard-on. 

Every time she came to a stop, all I could do was imagine holding her, fondling her. Feeling her up right where she stood. I couldn’t help myself. I even fantasized about having sex with her bent over the food table, or as she looked out the large windows, or even standing next to Duke watching the game. Looking at her beautiful face, I wanted to fuck it too. I don’t recall ever obsessing over a woman like this before. This sweet little thing just did something serious to me . . . something seriously wicked. 

The fact she asked for Duke’s permission to do anything, everything, even to use the restroom, fascinated me. I felt like a schoolboy every time she caught me staring at her. Either at her pretty face, her tiny waist that the tube top refused to cover completely, or her nipples pushing against the tight-fitting fabric. Lili’s olive skin was a natural shade of island tan. Her large almond-shaped eyes were bright, clear, and exotic. The delicate facial features only drew me into my fantasy ever further. 

I felt like such a cad. Lili was probably a very lovely, sweet girl, but all I could think of was the fifty ways I wanted to jump her bones. It had been a while since my last relationship, and I had half-sworn off women for the time being. But Lili . . . Lili was something different. 

But wait! I was supposed to be playing poker and needed to get my head back in the game. Maybe this cute young thing was bringing me luck because I was winning more hands than I deserved. One by one, the table thinned. The game continued into the early morning hours, and incredibly, I had top-stack. By four o’clock in the morning, most had busted out, and it was down to three of us. Some said their goodbyes, while others hung around to watch the final outcome. 

We were playing Texas No-Limit Hold‘em, winner-take-all. Myself, Duke, and one other pro were the only ones left. They both knew what they were doing and why and I was faking it. Things were getting intense and I was the target for both of the pros. A hand was dealt that turned quirky. The flop was the seven, eight, and ten of spades. I had the nine and Jack of spades in my hand. It took me a moment to realize that I had drawn a straight flush . . . on the flop! My mental delay in recognizing what I had was probably a good thing because I surely would have given myself away with a gasp, a grin, or some other blatant tell. 

I bet conservatively, considering the size of my chip stack. The pro to my left called, as did Duke sitting across from me. The next card was the ace of diamonds. I continued the bet, and the pro next to me went “all in.” Duke and I both did a double-take. He obviously had a flush or maybe a pair in his hand and flopped a set. Could be aces.

To my surprise, Duke called. This quickly turned into a monster pot, by far the biggest of the night. It may also turn out to be the last hand of the game. I, of course, wasn’t going anywhere and called. The last card, a seven of hearts, paired the board. My brain was tired and trying hard to figure out whether anything out there could beat me. There could be a flush, a full house . . . no problem. Then . . . oh crap! Four of a kind! No, wait. I beat that. 

How in the world do I do this? Any bet made would start a side pot between me and Duke. I went with what I thought was an appropriate size bet, but then again, how in the hell would I know what was appropriate? Duke looked across at my stack. I watched him as he did some mental computations. I could see that he “thought”. . . no, that he “knew” he had the best hand. Duke couldn’t match my chip count but wanted it all. He wanted to bring this game to a close and walk away with all eighty grand. 

Staring me down, he said, “All in, and I’ll throw in Lili to cover the last twelve ‘K’ and change. She's worth at least twenty.” 

Wait! What? I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and what was he saying? Was he offering up sex with Lili . . . for twelve thousand dollars? I looked over at the pretty girl on the sofa, curled up like a small cat asleep. But I then thought, what the hell? I can’t lose. She might be the most expensive piece of ass ever, but I bet it would be worth it to watch my dick disappear into her tiny ass. So, I called. 

The first pro did have a flush, and Duke had a full house. He held pocket aces, so aces over sevens. I flipped over my sad little jack/nine of spades. And just like me, it took Duke a few seconds to recognize the straight flush. 

All he could say was, “Fuck! Good game.” 

There I sat with eighty-thousand dollars and a date with Lili. I was so tired, my head was swimming. What a rush! Not only had I won the day, but I beat out three pros doing it. My friends who had stuck around whooped and hollered, giving me high-fives. Duke had walked outside, returned with a travel bag, and set it on the floor next to Lili, who was waking up in all the commotion. 

As she sat up with the most adorable mussed-up hair and sexiest bedroom eyes ever, Duke bent down and whispered something in her ear. She looked up at me as he spoke, and then he kissed her on the top of her head, gave me a nod, and walked out. Lili continued to sit on the couch. 

After cleaning up and taking care of a few things, I said goodbye to the last of my friends. That left only Lili and me. I was a bit uncomfortable with starting the initial conversation, but I sat down in the matching chair to Lili’s couch and studied her petite frame. She sat quietly studying me back. She was even more beautiful up close.

Finally, she looked down to the floor and said, “So, I belong to you now.” 

It was a statement, not a question.

“Excuse me?” 

“Duke said I belong to you now.” 

“Okay . . . I’m not sure what that means. What did he tell you to do?”

“Whatever you tell me to. I belong to you now.”

Still not tracking fully, thinking I was missing some implied agreement or cultural norm, “What did you do for Duke?” 

“Whatever he told me to do,” Lili said with a look that suggested it had been a stupid question. 

“When will he return for you?”   

Lili continued to look back at me without responding. She had a perplexed way about her, but she wasn’t as confused as me. I had never been with a prostitute before, and being so tired, I figured that I was just missing something. I’ll figure it out later, but since I have a sizable investment in little Lili, I thought I had better get some of my money’s worth while I had the chance. Lili would definitely be the finest piece of ass I have ever had . . . by far.

It was five o’clock in the morning, and I was nearly delirious, needing to get some sleep. Maybe if I had my wits about me, I would have been subtler or used more tact.  

“So, give me a blow job,” I demanded, thinking that wasn’t an unreasonable expectation. 

Without hesitation, Lili slid off the couch, getting to her knees on the floor between my legs. Her apparent willingness was stunning. Without any readable expression on her face, she reached up, unbuttoned my pants, and made the effort to slide them down. I had to lift my hips to accommodate, and while I was at it, I slumped down in my chair, making my cock and balls fully accessible. 

Lili’s expression changed for the first time when her eyes widened at the size of my semi-rigid dick as it slipped from my boxers and into the light. I’m proud of my dick. She continued until my pants were completely removed and set aside. So as not to miss a thing, I unbuttoned my shirt to clear any obstructions to the show. Winning sex with a hot young woman only added to what had turned out to be my best day ever! 

Lili’s hands came up to my dick, followed by her small tongue. She had to get up high on her knees to reach the head of my circumcised piece of meat. Wow, she really knew what she was doing. Her hands, mouth, and tongue seemed to know right where to go. With her mouth working the head, one hand stroked my shaft, and the other cupped my balls. 

I just sat back to enjoy. Watching her little Asian/Polynesian mouth stretched out over my cock was fabulous. She was doing her best to take me in but couldn’t even get a third of my dick down her throat. She was getting me close to cumming with her fingernails digging into my ball sack, and her stroke became tighter and faster. But, for twelve thousand dollars, I wanted more of my cock sucked. 

This little exotic tart wasn’t going to get off easy. If I were going to empty my balls, I wanted it to be directly down her neck. I grabbed her pretty face with both hands and pulled her down on my cock. I gave her six inches, a breath, then eight inches. Lili was choking and gagging, and I liked it. 

When I was ready to unload, I pulled her as far as she could go onto my cock, trying to press her little chin into my balls. She almost had my whole cock lodged down her elegant neck, and it was awesome, the best blowjob ever! She was gagging, choking, swallowing, and gasping unsuccessfully for air, treating my dick to a fabulous sensation. 

Holding Lili, I enjoyed her immediate crisis, it was doing a fine job of massaging my cock. Not knowing what would come first, me ejaculating down her slender neck or Lili passing out, I realized I was experiencing a new sensation. Heightened sexual arousal coming from a sense of overt control. I had never been so bold with any other lover. But then I had never paid for one either. Her heaving and panicking took me over the edge, and I shot my load deep. It felt like the biggest load of my life. I must have cum for thirty seconds straight. 

Releasing my hold of her face, I fell back into my chair. She slumped down onto her haunches, coughing and sucking down gulps of air. Lili had lowered her head, panting as my dick slowly drooped, resting on the back of her bowed head. My cock was covered in my own cum and the thick stringy mucus that could only come from deep inside a pretty girl’s throat. 

I was expecting her to get up and scream at me for choking her. Telling me what an asshole I had been and where I could go. Most women won’t even suck my dick, let alone swallow my cum. Getting good head is one of the sad shortcomings of a big cock. 

But instead, once she gathered herself, she looked up at me with her delicately applied lipstick smeared across her mouth. Her mussed-up hair with sweaty ringlets framed her pretty, abused face while her watering, red, almost bloodshot eyes held our gaze. Instead of yelling, she leaned in and began to wipe my dick clean. 

“No fucking way!” I thought as I sat there in disbelief. Could this really be happening? But then again, looking back at my day, I also had eighty grand in cash locked away in a box! Being the hotshot winner I am, I patiently waited for her to finish. 

“Where is the rest of your stuff?” I asked, nodding towards her bag. 

“This is everything,” she said softly, pulling her bag close. 

“Well, bring it. I need a shower and some sleep,” I said, getting up and moving towards one of the only doors in my loft that led to my bedroom. There will be time to deal with the girl after I get some rest. Lili quietly followed me with her bag. 

I was shedding what few clothes I had left as I headed for the bathroom. I turned on the shower and considered for a moment to have Lili join me, but all I wanted to do was get to bed. However, it wouldn’t have surprised me if she was sneaking away at that very moment or would be tiptoeing out in the middle of the night. I wouldn’t blame her, either. How awkward would it be to be left with a complete stranger? Especially an asshole.

After a quick shower, I walked back into the bedroom to find Lili sitting on the edge of my bed with her hands folded in her lap. It looked like I was going to get some more time with this sweet thing, so I told her to take a shower and come to bed. By the time she came back with a towel wrapped around her, I was between the sheets and almost asleep. I told her to lose the towel and get in. I know I was tired, and my eyes were a bit blurred, but as the towel dropped, a goddess appeared before me. 

She was perfection personified. Not one wasted ounce anywhere on her body. She was slender but not skinny. Perfectly proportioned. The curve of Lili’s breasts was ideal. Her tummy was wonderfully flat right down to the soft, sparse hair of her cunny. Her skin was flawless. She was the most feminine being I had ever set eyes on. 

I threw back the covers, and she crawled in. Laying on my back, I pulled her to my side and held her close. She cuddled right in, soft and warm. 

“Scratch my balls, please.” 

“Yes, sir,” was all that was said. 

Lili draped her arm over my hip and gently ran her fingernails across my balls as I fell asleep. “Yes, sir.” That was so cool. I slept like a log, and it was well into the afternoon before my eyes cracked open again. It could have all been a dream, except I awoke with Lili asleep next to me and her little hand still cupping my balls. I was amazed she was still here. Looking at how pretty she was asleep added to the erection I usually wake up to.  

She just does something to me, something powerfully sensual. My blood pressure rose, my adrenaline started pumping, and I needed to stick my dick in her somewhere. Anywhere. Figuring that waking up next to Lili would be a short-lived luxury, so I slid out from her as she rolled onto her stomach asleep. I moved to my knees, straddled the back of her thighs, and lifted her butt by her hips. Her ass looked perfectly small in my large hands, with my cock lying across the top of it. It was going to be a tight fit. 

Lili was waking up. Once she recognized the position I had taken, she arched her back like a cat stretching, raising her tiny fanny for me. The head of my cock fiddled around, pressing into her cunny lips, sliding up and down, and nudging at her clit. I needed to generate some moisture before following through with my intentions. 

After a few minutes of dick-on-cunt foreplay, I pushed the hood of my cock inside her. That slight motion drew a grunt and a groan from each of us. I stayed there, enjoying her tightness as she wiggled about, trying to get more comfortable. Watching her squirm, seeing the muscles in her back and the curvature of her spine flex and twist, was so damn sexy. Taking hold, I could encompass her whole tiny ass within my two hands. 

With only an inch or two embedded, I pushed Lili’s hips back down flat on the bed. Taking hold of her arms, I stretched them above her head, trapping her legs tight in between my knees. With her face buried in the bedding, her fists gripped the linens. Relaxing, I lay atop this subdued, compliant beauty as my dick began its slow journey into the tightest hole it had ever experienced. 

Having Lili’s tummy trapped, flat on the bed, and with her legs pressed together hardly left enough room for her small sex to take me. 

The only words shared between us were Lili’s as she exhaled, “Oh god.” 

Moving my hips forward, I gained inch after inch. With every forward motion, Lili was becoming wetter. It wasn’t long before her cunny spasmed. Only halfway in, I pulled out nice and slow before burrowing my bulbous head back into her. Back and forth, gaining a rhythm and some depth with each stroke. I was determined to sink my dick to its hilt or bump into the back of my twelve-thousand-dollar vagina, whichever came first. It took some pushing, but finally, I met my goal. 

Damn, she was tight. So compliant and willing to let me have her. It was evident in her reactions that she was being challenged internally in places that had never been touched before. I couldn’t help but lengthen my stroke and push Lili’s cunny down into the mattress, forcing her arms and head into the headboard. My dick was enjoying the sensation too much. It was so self-serving that I wouldn’t call it sex. This was fucking. This was masturbation with my hot new sex toy. 

My first full, hard stroke took Lili over the top. Her little body writhed in orgasm. My novel little plaything vibrated and pulsated around my dick. I should have let her ride the wave before taking her to the next, but I was into self-pleasure. She flooded us with her sexual fluids, even lubricating down between her thighs that were held tightly together. There was nothing I could do but just fucked her harder, one strong stroke after another. Not real fast, but hard. Slow stroke out, then slamming back in, to the hilt. 

I was loving it. As I started to get my grove, I wanted to enjoy my petite piece of ass to the fullest. I slid one hand under her chest and grabbed a perfect handful of tittie. The other hand went to her ass, and my thumb found her tiny anal rosebud. Hearing Lili squeal as I pinched her nipple and pressed as far as I could into her asshole gave me the personal fulfillment I was looking for. Pumping wildly, I unloaded for the first time in Lili’s preciously petite pussy. Her little cunny quivered and shuddered, and her asshole throbbed around my thumb. 

I collapsed, completely covering sweet Lili. I shocked myself with how little concern I had for her well-being and only moved when I was ready. That wasn’t like me. What a strange feeling. Rolling off Lili, I got up to take another shower. We had slept and fucked almost until dinner time and I was starving. Lili just laid there, face down on the bed, panting. She had almost regained her composure but not her ability to stand. 

As I enter the bathroom I say, “Make us some food, please.” 

By the time I got cleaned up, Lili was out in the kitchen area fixing some of the poker night leftovers. Lordy, she’s hot. Walking around in a flimsy old man’s undershirt, what we used to call “wife-beaters,” she could not have been sexier. It came down to her upper thighs but was very thin with loose armholes that I couldn’t keep my eyes off. I could see the color and shape of her nipples poking through the front of the thin fabric. The sides sagged down nearly to her waist, giving me glimpses of titty every time she turned. 

Even making sandwiches, she was the most sensual creature I have ever been in the presence of. I had intended to come out and look at the moneybox we used for the game. That was the other thing that I couldn’t quite believe had happened. I just wanted to see what eighty grand in cash looked like, but I never made it past Lili making sandwiches. I just sat on a stool at the island and enjoyed the view. Lili was quiet and had her back to me, so I just ogled her flawless legs. 

“So, do you expect Duke back soon?”

“No, sir.”

“Do you have somewhere to go?”

“No, sir.”

“I don’t understand?”

Without turning around, continuing to prepare our dinners, “I belong here now.”

“What? You belong here?”

That turned her around. Standing there with her big, beautiful eyes wide and a slight pout on her lips, “You don’t want me?”

“Okay, I’ve got to get a few things straight here. You belonged to Duke . . . then he made you part of a bet . . . I won . . . and now you belong to me?”

Lili furrowed her brow in consideration, “Yes, sir.”

“What? You were his slave or something?”

“Slave? No. How would you say . . . ?”

“Concubine?” 

“Yes. Concubine,” she says with some satisfaction with the term.

“I don’t understand. How did that happen? You can’t belong to someone, can you?”

As Lili walked our two plates of food to where I sat, her brow was furrowed again.

“Yes, sir. If I’m good. Where I come from, only a few things can happen for girls. If your parents are rich, you get married. But that takes big dowries and connections. Or, if you’re lucky, you get invited into a training program. Like me. Those who aren’t selected for training stay in the village where it is sad and poor.”

“Training for what?”

“To serve. Since I was a little girl, I have been taught to please.”

“Sexually?”

“Nooo, that didn’t come until later.”

I was struggling to put all the pieces together, taking into consideration the cultural aspect, but Lili barely seemed to be an adult.

“How old are you?”

“They tell me I’m twenty.”

“You’re not sure?”

Lili shrugged as we began eating.

“So, does that mean you’re supposed to do everything I tell you to do?” I asked, almost joking, still finding this so incredulous. “What if I’m not pleased with you?” 

Lili slowly nodded to the first part of my question and then said, “Duke and Mr. Adler would punish me sometimes if they were not happy.” 

“Who’s Mr. Adler?” 

“Where I belonged before Duke. They both spanked me and stuff . . . sometimes.” 

“They spanked you? And what do you mean ‘and stuff’?” 

“Well, sometimes they would just spank me . . . but sometimes they would do more.” 

Oh god! The way she said it, I just about came in my pants! 

Trying to process all this, like Lili doing anything I say, especially the ‘spanking . . . and more,’ was giving me a hard-on. Is this what Duke meant? “She was worth at least 20K” and he owned her? That can’t be. She was so small, so demure, so beautiful sitting there. I wasn’t sure if I believed what I was hearing. But here she was.

The only thing that could derail my quandary of someone possessing somebody else was the thought of spanking Lili. I couldn’t help but ask, “Did you get spanked much? Before, I mean?” 

Without looking up from the deli sandwiches, she was eating, “Sometimes.” 

“How about ‘the more?’” 

Again, without looking up, “Sometimes.” 

My brain was inflamed with the thought, and I needed to know, “Did you like it?” 

This stopped Lili mid-bite to take a moment to think. With a slow nod, she said, “Sometimes.” 

Then she caught me completely off-guard, looking up at me with those big eyes, and asked, “Do you want to spank me?” 

Now, there are two types of questions in this world. “Information seeking” and “challenging.” This, without a doubt, was the prior. Not an ounce of malice. Spanking my sweet Lili had quickly reached near the top of my fantasy agenda, and even though her question made my limp dick jump, I was going to save that treat for later . . . if I had a later. 

I took a deep breath and said, “Yes, but not right now.” 

Hearing that, Lili nodded and returned her fork to the potato salad. 

“Would you like a beer?” she asked. 

“Sure. I’m expecting some friends to stop by, so why don’t you jump in the shower and get dressed.” 

Lili delivered my beer and took the last couple of bites. Before turning to the bedroom and shower, she asked, “Sir? Do you play poker for a living?”

“Me? Heavens no.”

“So, you live here all the time?”

“Yep,” taking a quick glance around my loft. “This is my humble abode.”

With another subtle nod and a Mona Lisa smile as if I had gotten the answer to the question correct, Lili continued on her way toward her shower.
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Part 2: Oh, Nikki!
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Terry, one of the organizers of our poker game, and his girlfriend Nikki were coming by. Storing the big round poker table was a two-man job. Normally, we would put it away the night of the game, but last night was anything but normal. Terry and I go way back to our college days. He was my “out there” friend, always doing the crazy things that I never had the guts to do. 

Back in the day, Terry was the one who could pick up any girl in a bar. He was fearless with women and reaped the benefits of being so. Over a decade later, Nikki was his perfect partner, smoking hot and adventurous. They were the couple in our group of friends with the best stories. Between traveling to exotic places, skydiving, or swinger’s parties, they were always trying something new. Secretly, Nikki had occupied a special place in many of my personal fantasies, although I would never admit to it. 

Lili resurfaces from her shower wearing a cute, backless white cotton dress. With only a few crisscross straps across the back, it displayed her hot little body in a delicately sexy way. The open back came tantalizingly close to exposing her cute bottom. Maybe she was hot in everything she pulled out of that little travel bag, but this was incredible. What little makeup she used was impeccably applied, and her hair was held tight in a high ponytail. 

“You look very nice.”

“Thank you, sir.”

I was straightening up the kitchen when Lili joined me. She was comfortable to be around, a quiet, soft spirit. I told Lili about Terry and Nikki and that she would probably be the center of attention. Lili only offered a subtle smile of acceptance. 

Once finished with the kitchen, I offered her a seat on the couch. That’s where she was, with her legs curled up underneath her when Terry and Nikki arrived. Immediately, Terry wanted to see the eighty grand, but Nikki went directly to the couch where Lili sat. No surprise. Terry was very familiar with our poker night cashbox and needed no assistance, so I followed Nikki to introduce Lili. Nikki sat on the couch right next to Lili, facing her. She boldly gazed upon her like Lili was a beautiful piece of art. 

Lili quietly stared back, but that wasn’t hard. Nikki looked great. Her beautiful blue eyes flashed through her pretty blonde hair. The buttons to Nikki’s shirt were completely undone down the front, then tucked into her shorts. The swells of her firm, well-sized breasts were clearly on display. When she leaned into Lili to get a closer look, I’m sure Lili could see much more. Classic Nikki. 

She didn’t say a word to Lili but turned to me with a big smile and asked, “Is this her, the girl you won?” 

I didn’t want to explain Lili’s story, so I nodded. 

“Do you really own her? Does she have to do everything you want?” Nikki continued. 

This time, I could only shrug. I honestly didn’t know. 

Looking back at Lili, studying every perfectly small facial feature from up close, Nikki said, “She is so beautiful.” 

Lili just looked back at Nikki with wide eyes and her long, natural lashes. They were two of the most striking women I had ever known, staring at each other up close and personal. One was at the peak of her womanhood in her early thirties, and the other was a mere child comparatively. 

“Someone bet her in the game, and you won?” 

I didn’t need to answer. Nikki knew exactly what happened. Terry had been there for the whole thing and had surely told her every detail. 

Finally, Nikki softly asked, “You lucky shit. Can I kiss her?” 

By now Terry had counted my poker winnings several times and was done playing with it. He came over and immediately got caught up in the energy Nikki was generating over Lili. I found it odd that Nikki talked to me about Lili and not to Lili. She seemed to understand the whole concept of Lili belonging to me better than I did. 

Again, she asked permission, “Can I? Can I kiss her?” 

Consumed by Nikki’s scrutiny, Lili glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. There was no doubt that I wanted to see these two beauties making out. Maybe more than anything at that very moment. 

“Ah . . . Yes, by all means.” 

Nikki softly leaned in and lightly pressed her lips against Lili’s. I was transfixed by Nikki’s tongue, which casually swept across Lili’s lips and then gently slipped in between. Lili’s eyes remained open and fixed on Nikki until Nikki’s lips slowly moved down her jawline and onto the side of her slender neck. That closed Lili’s eyes amid a quiet gasp. I looked at Terry with raised eyebrows but could tell that Nikki’s behavior didn’t surprise him in the least. 

Nikki moved back to Lili’s lips with a bit more vigor. She lifted her knees onto the cushions and pushed her tongue into Lili until she pushed Lili over backward onto the couch. Nikki crawled right over the top of her until Lili was lying on her back. Nikki was on all fours looking down, nose to nose, like a sleek jungle cat savoring its prey. 

Eyes locked and a big smile on Nikki’s face, she again directed a question to me without taking her eyes off Lili, “Can I fuck her?” 

Both Lili’s and my eyes widened, but Nikki wasn’t waiting for an answer this time. Nor did she have any privacy concerns.  Nikki began by kissing Lili’s lips again, then slowly traveled down to her neck and beyond. Soon, she was mouthing Lili’s breasts and hard nipples through her white cotton dress. Lili gave a slight arch to her back, which pressed her barely protected titties deeper into Nikki’s mouth. Backing further down the couch and Lili’s tummy, Nikki pushed her face into the dress at the juncture of Lili’s body she was ultimately seeking, her crotch. 

Lili’s moan revealed her own anticipation for this destination. Nikki began sliding Lili’s cute little cotton dress up her body, exposing her upper legs. Nikki took delight in licking, sucking, and biting her way up the perfectly soft skin of Lili’s inner thighs. Nikki was trying desperately to move the dress out of the way of her pleasure, so I decided to help. I stepped to Lili’s end of the couch, reached down, and pulled the dress up, over her head and off, leaving her perfect body wearing only a pair of white cotton panties. 

Stretched out along the length of the couch, head on the armrest, Lili’s slender frame looked even smaller. That was all Nikki needed to mouth Lili’s mound directly, right through what looked like little-girl underwear, white with little pink hearts. First, Nikki’s hands moved up Lili’s body to caress and squeeze her breasts, then back down to remove her cute panties, thoroughly soaked from both sides. 

Nikki had to drop one foot to the floor to gain the leverage she needed to push her face between Lili’s legs. While doing so, she pulled her arms out of her already unbuttoned shirt and shed it. Lili was squirming and moaning as Nikki took full advantage. My new fuck toy had surrendered completely. Even though Nikki seldom leaves very little to the imagination, I had never seen her as exposed as she was, with her larger but firm tits hanging down and her ass sticking up. Maybe this wasn’t extreme for Terry and Nikki, but it was way over the top for me. 

Terry had lost his shorts, and his hard dick swayed as he reached around and undid Nikki’s shorts to remove them. She had a silky red thong on underneath, but that got ripped off in one excited yank by Terry on his way to fucking Nikki from behind. Nikki’s mouth and cheeks would hollow as she sucked on Lili’s sex, making her squeal and squirm. I had never been involved in group sex before, but Lili was having a similar effect on them as she did on me. 

I wasn’t sure what to do, but I felt odd just standing there and didn’t want to get left out. Off came my pants, and I stepped up right over Lili’s face. I watched her look up at me with those beautiful eyes just before I placed my balls down on her mouth and chin. As if she could read my mind, I felt one testicle being sucked between her lips and massaged with her tongue. 

The scene before me was wild, with Lili’s body coming out from between my legs and her back arched, pressing her tittie into one of Nikki’s hands. Nikki’s mouth and tongue were working hard on Lili’s pussy, and Terry was slowly fucking Nikki from behind. Terry and I were both watching the same erotic spectacle but from the opposite ends. 

I was as hard as I had ever been, and when Lili slurped my other ball into her mouth, her small hands reached up and began vigorously stroking my cock. It was unexpected and most thrilling. I exploded right down Lili’s body and into Nikki’s hair. Terry gave a grin and started pumping Nikki something fierce. Each hard slam of his dick roughly mashed Nikki's face into Lili’s cunny. I watched Terry cum with exaggerated deep strokes. 

Nikki was obviously cumming with a near scream into Lili’s snatch. Lili then came all over Nikki’s face while the mouthful of balls muffled her squeal. Being my first group sex experience, I didn’t know what to do other than step back from Lili and watch. Terry came off Nikki, and Nikki turned a bit on the couch with her head resting on Lili’s leg, breathing raggedly. Little Lili just lay there with an arm draped over her eyes, trying to catch her breath. 

As pantless Terry turned to grab a beer out of the frig, he said, “That was great, Nik!” Then pointing at my sagging penis, “Nice dick, dude.” 

I figured the stain on the couch under Nikki and Lili was a lost cause, but what the hell, after the poker game, I can afford a new one. Sitting in the chair across from the couch, I appreciated the Nikki and Lili scene. Nikki sat there stark-naked, smiling at me. She had every reason to be comfortable naked in front of others. Lili hadn’t moved. 

I don’t know if impromptu group sex was within a concubine’s expectations, but “Wow!” And with Nikki no less, who had an all-knowing smirk that all hot women have as she watched my dick droop. Feeling like I was being judged, my only worry was that she enjoyed my Lili. Damn! Beautiful babes are powerful.

Lili had finally gathered her wits and sat up. Looking across at her, it again struck me how striking she was. Especially with my cum dribbling down the front of her body and the light smearing of her lipstick. The rest of her lip gloss was deposited somewhere on my balls. Her petite body was perfect, and apparently, I owned it enough to offer it to Nikki. Go figure.

I also had the unexpected satisfaction of seeing my spunk dribbling through Nikki’s hair. That was a fantasy come true. Terry returned with a beer for each of us as Nikki watched Lili sit up with the same appreciation I had. 

“Come here, baby.” Nikki cooed to Lili, lifting her arm to pull her close. 

Lili leaned in with her face resting on the side of Nikki’s chest and amble breast. Those were the first words Nikki actually directed towards Lili. Nikki and I took our beers from Terry, but Lili caught me off guard by looking to me before she allowed herself. Clearly, I was still learning the rules. I nodded and she reached up and took the beer from Terry with a grateful smile. 

Nikki hugged Lili gently and said to her while looking at me, “That’s all right, baby. He’ll figure it out. At least he’s got a big dick.” 

Lili looked over at me with that soft smile and gave me the most sensual, slow blink ever! I couldn’t believe this petite pixie could make my cock leap with just the bat of her eyes. 

Still watching me, Nikki kissed the top of Lili’s head and said accusatorily, “So, you won this sweet thing in a poker game . . . just last night? And you’ve already fucked her?” 

The truth was that I had cum down her throat, as well as into her pussy. I’ve stuck my finger in her ass, and now I’ve shot my load across her tits and tummy, but how in the hell did Nikki know that I had fucked her? I gave an inquisitive look. 

“I know man-seed when I taste it. Okay, we girls are going to jump in the shower.” 

Nikki stood with her beer in one hand and Lili in her other, pulling her off the couch. As she headed across the loft towards the bedroom with Lili in tow, Lili gave me a wide-eyed look, expressing that she didn’t have a choice. Once they disappeared through the bedroom door, Terry and I looked at each other and clicked our beer bottles together. 

Terry said with a chuckle, “So . . . how about that poker game?” 

Terry and I finished our beers and pulled out the poker table cover. Flipping the table to fold the legs down, we stowed it in the section of my loft I use for storage. We had not heard from the girls, and one could only wonder. I didn’t remember any of Terry’s stories involving Nikki and bisexual activities, but my imagination was running wild. Was Nikki rubbing Lili’s tits? Fingering her tiny sex? Or did she have Lili on her knees in the shower licking her asshole? Oh my god, the possibilities! The two hottest females I have ever known are in my bathroom, taking a shower together after having sex. Best weekend ever! 

About forty-five minutes later, the girls emerged. Terry and I were on our third or fourth beer. No one was counting. Since their clothes were still spewed about the floor, they were both wearing one of my tee shirts. Nikki’s came down just below her butt, while Lili’s made it almost to her knees. Nikki did a quick model spin, holding the sides of the tee out, showing off the tacky apparel and her cute bare ass. 

As Lili moved around the loft, picking up the scattered women’s clothing, Nikki said, “Thanks for the loaner. You need to get your girl some clothes.” 

The term “your girl” struck that chord of disbelief, still not knowing what to do, think, or say. Nikki thanked Lili for collecting her things and started to change right in front of us. Her silky red thong was a lost cause, so she shot it like a rubber band at Terry. He caught it, made a scene of sniffing it, and stuck it in his pocket. Off came Nikki’s tee shirt as she donned her shorts and shirt. I had a whole new level of respect for her. Nikki’s confidence and freedom with her incredible body made her even sexier than I already thought. Nikki and Terry were awesome . . . I hope to grow up to be them someday. 

We sat around and talked for about an hour. The poker game and Lili were the main topics of conversation. Terry relived the game’s final hand’s play-by-play several times. I asked Nikki how her shower went, hoping to get some details, but with a big smile, all she said, “It was awesome!” 

We talked a lot about Lili, but not particularly to her. She sat there quietly and listened. No one had to ask when they wanted something. Lili would automatically know. Whether a beer, a snack, or even a Kleenex for that matter, she just knew and took care of it. It was as if she had ESP or could mind-read—a hostess savant. 

Even with Nikki present and her shirt unbuttoned all the way down again, Lili was still the focus of my attention and my overwhelming lust. Watching her just sit or float around the kitchen, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Not only her exotic beauty or her sensual little body dressed in my tee shirt, but her mannerisms. So docile, so submissive, so perfect. 

Terry finally said they needed to get going. We all walked to the door together to say our goodbyes. Nikki kissed me on the cheek and said, “Thanks, this was great! Let's do it again sometime.” 

Nikki had never paid me the time of day before. Here, it has only been twenty-four hours since Lili walked into my life, and everything was already better. In less than a day, I had a ton of cash, more and better sex than at any other time in my life, and hot Nikki acknowledging my existence. Just hours ago, I was thinking about what I was going to do about Lili. Now, I was consumed with what I would do without her. Going from not understanding the concept to now, I only want to possess her. I need to have her. Completely. 

My loft was originally built for commercial use and has large banks of windows facing the street. I am on the third story, and the streetlights below produce a soft, warm hue throughout. Once alone, I took Lili by the hand to one of my overstuffed chairs facing the windows, looking out onto the city. Without any words spoken, I sat and pulled my sweet little thing into my lap. With her head on my chest and her soft hair under my chin, I just held her. 

One of my hands was under her bottom, and the other held her knees uptight. We were silently getting to know each other, learning each other. She felt so right. Lili seemed utterly relaxed and comfortable. It made me wonder if, even after my impositions on her, was this a safe place? Safer than her previous situations? But I want Lili to want to stay—she just does something to me. 

Finally, I had to ask, “Do I need to apologize for Nikki’s and my behavior tonight?”

“Did you enjoy seeing Miss Nikki and me together?”

“Oh hell, yes!”

“Then, no. I am happy to please you.”

I had to think about that for a few. I’ve never even considered someone living to please me. My years of sucking up to women just to appease them was such a waste.

“Do you like it here? Do you think you want to stay, or would you like me to reach out to Duke?”

Lili sighed as she looked out the window. “Do you travel much?”

Odd question, “Only on vacation.”

With a bit of snuggle, Lili softly says, “I would like to have a home. I have seen the insides of many hotel rooms with Mr. Duke. I miss having a home.”

“Do you like this home?”

“It seems nice. You are nice. And your manhood is very nice. Does it have a name?”

“My manhood? You mean my dick? No . . . it doesn’t have a name.”

“Hmm,” she cooed.

“How about I let you name it?”

That brought a smile to Lili’s face. A brilliant smile. God, she is beautiful! 

With a girlish nod, “Yes, I will name it.”

“Good. I’m glad that’s settled. Let’s go to bed. Tomorrow is Sunday, we’ll take you clothes shopping.” 

That night, I held her petite naked body snug to mine. My hand cupped her perfect breast with her nipple pressed into the center of my palm. Between the last twenty-four hours’ unrelenting stimulation resulted in total exhaustion, and the supple Lili spooning in my arms, it was the best night’s sleep I could remember. The next morning, we woke well-rested. 

To my relief, Lili hadn’t snuck off in the middle of the night. She still lay next to me, asleep and as beautiful as ever. I had promised to take her shopping, so we got ready to hit the mall. Lili had one outfit left in her magic travel bag, a short denim skirt and a cute tank top. It exemplified her petiteness, and putting
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