
Queen of Spades: Bull Bait

Interracial, Cuckold, Hotwife, Erotica

Copyright 2025 Bobbi Love

Published by Bobbi Love 

––––––––
[image: ]


License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Other Books by the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The seductive neon lights of Las Vegas buzzed like a siren’s call, casting the ritzy hotel bar in an electric glow that made everything feel alive, charged with carnality and possibility. Andy Carlson sat at the edge of the room, his drink untouched, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him. It was impossible to look away.

She was the kind of woman who stopped conversations just by walking into a room. Blonde. Voluptuous. A living, breathing fantasy. 

Her hair was a flawless cascade of golden waves, not a strand out of place, like something out of a dream soaked in sunlight and sin. Her dress—tight, red, shimmering, slit very high—hugged every sultry curve with unapologetic precision. Full hips. A tiny waist. Breasts barely restrained by the plunging neckline. Her heels added inches to her already statuesque frame, making every step a slow seduction.

Her dress clung to her curves like it was painted on, the deep red fabric emphasizing every dip and swell of her body. 

Her heels added an extra inch or two to legs that already seemed to stretch for miles. She was laughing now, a musical, intoxicating sound that made Andy’s chest tighten.

But it wasn’t the laughter that caught him off guard—it was the man she was laughing with. 

A middle-aged black man in a slightly too-tight suit, his face more rugged than handsome, his demeanor unassuming. Yet, there he was, holding court with this goddess as if he’d done it a thousand times before. She leaned in close, her hand brushing his arm, her lips parting in that bright All-American smile. 

Talk about punching above your weight class... Everyone in the bar must be thinking the same thing: What the hell was a woman like that doing with a man like that? 

Andy couldn’t help himself. 

He slid off his barstool, weaving through the crowd, drawn like a moth to a flame. The closer he got, the more he noticed the little details—the way her blonde hair caught the light, the way her dress hugged her ass when she shifted her weight, the way her red lips curled with every word the middle-aged black man said. 

The older man looked like he’d just won the lottery. His awkward jokes, his nervous chuckles, his eyes darting to the blonde's enormous cleavage like he couldn’t believe his luck in Vegas.

Now Andy was close enough now to catch snippets of their conversation.

“You’re funny,” she said, her voice dripping with honey. “I like funny men.”

The grinned, his confidence swelling. “Yeah? What else do you like?”

She tilted her head, her fingers trailing along the rim of her glass. “Oh, I like a man who knows what he wants. A man who isn’t afraid to... take charge.”

Andy’s breath hitched. He knew that tone. That look. She was flirting, sure, but it was more than that. 

She was still eyeing the older black man up and down — interested. "Where did you say you were from?"

He cleared his throat, puffing out his chest a little. “Well, uh, I’m from Kansas City. Not exactly the most exciting place, but—”

“Kansas City?” She interrupted, her eyes lighting up. “I’ve always wanted to visit. Tell me more.”

Andy shook his head, incredulous. 

How was she doing this? Pretending to be interested in this guy? 

This woman—this blonde full-figured goddess—was hanging onto every word from a man who looked like he’d wandered out of a tax seminar, or like someone's harmless dad who had drifted into the wrong fantasy. It was so laughable... And yet... there was something magnetic about the way she leaned into him, her presence so intense it felt like the room was shrinking around them.

Andy stepped forward, finally close enough to catch the glint of the bombshell's earrings as she tilted her head back in laughter. She hadn't noticed him yet—too busy running a manicured hand down the businessman's arm. The black man looked drunk on attention, flushed and smiling wide.

Andy leaned in, smiled weakly.

“Evening,” he said, his voice a little shaky, pretending to be nervous, cutting clean through the low hum of the lounge.

The woman turned, startled. Her eyes widened for the briefest moment before she masked it with a sultry little smile. “Andy...?”

The black man blinked, thrown but recovering quickly. He straightened a bit in his seat, the smile on his face freezing into something more measured.

Andy extended a hand.

“I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Andy.” A pause, deliberate. “Cassie’s husband.”

The word landed like a dropped glass—quiet, but impossible to ignore.

The black man's brows lifted. His mouth parted just slightly before he let out a short chuckle. “Well now... guess I missed that detail.” He shook Andy’s hand, firm and composed. “Ernie Winslow. Kansas City.”

“I figured I’d come say hello,” Andy said, eyes flicking from Ernie to Cassie. “You two looked like you were having... quite the conversation.”

Cassie smiled, legs crossed, voice syrup-sweet. “Ernie was just telling me about his business back home. He’s fascinating.”

Ernie gave a small shrug, playing it cool. “We were just passing time.”

Andy’s smile was polite. Thin. But polite.

“Hi there,” Cassie purred at her husband now, her voice low and inviting. “I know you've been staring at us for the past several minutes... Anything you want to say?”

Andy’s mouth went dry. He glanced at the black man, who looked surprisingly comfortable, as if this happened to him all the time.

“I was just, uh... admiring the view,” Andy stammered, playing along, hating this part of the game.

Cassie laughed, a throaty, intoxicating sound. “Cute.” She turned back to Ernie, her hand lingered on the black man's arm. Then she smiled at the other man, a slow, knowing smile that sent a jolt of heat straight to Andy's groin. "Shall we get another around?"

"We definitely should," said Ernie. 

As the bartender came over, Andy looked at the black man again. Wedding ring discreetly removed, Khakis and a pressed shirt that screamed corporate retreat. He was a good mark. 

Cassie had a way of picking the perfect men for them to target. 

The drinks kept coming—something stronger this time. Tequila for Cassie, scotch for Ernie, another bourbon for Andy, though he barely touched it. He was too busy watching.

Cassie leaned in close to Ernie, her fingers lightly brushing the back of his hand as she giggled at something he said. Her blue eyes sparkled, lips parted just enough to make every breath seem intentional. She touched her hair constantly, as if every strand begged to be noticed. Every inch of her body language was designed to make Ernie feel like the center of the world.

And to Andy’s churning gut, it was working.

Ernie, once stiff and slightly skeptical, had started to loosen up. His shoulders relaxed. His eyes strayed to Cassie’s cleavage more openly. He laughed more, smiled wider, sat just a little bit closer with each round.

“Let’s grab that booth,” Cassie purred, her voice rich and velvet-smooth, gesturing toward a corner wrapped in shadow and candlelight.

They slid in—Andy on one side, Cassie and Ernie on the other. Andy watched her body press against the older man’s side as she settled in, her thigh draped elegantly across her other leg, the slit in her shimmering red dress revealing toned, caramel-slick skin beneath the dim lights.

Jealousy twisted in Andy’s chest like a blade. He felt it surge, irrational and raw. She’s just playing a part, he reminded himself. This is the plan.

Still, seeing his wife pressed against another man—laughing like that, touching his shoulder like that—was hell wrapped in silk.

“I’ll be right back,” Cassie purred, standing up and smoothing her dress down over her hips. "Need to powder my nose."

Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she sauntered toward the restroom, her ass swaying hypnotically with each step. Andy couldn’t help but notice the way Ernie’s eyes followed her, his gaze lingering on her body like he was already mapping out every inch of her. 

The jealousy burned in Andy’s chest, sharp and unrelenting, even though he knew this was all part of the plan.

The older black man in the booth—bald, one crooked tooth, with a salt-and-pepper beard and eyes that missed nothing—watched the incarnation of Marylyn Monroe saunter away with shameless hunger. His gaze followed every sway of her hips, every exposed inch of thigh, the open back of her dress, the impossible shape of her curves. He didn’t hide it. Didn’t even pretend to be subtle. His tongue grazed his bottom lip as Cassie vanished into the powder room.

Andy’s jaw clenched.

He glanced back to Ernie, who looked half in a daze—flushed, uncertain, like he still wasn’t sure how he’d hit the jackpot.

When Cassie returned, her smile was soft and slow—dangerous in the way only a woman who knows she’s wanted can be.

She slid in beside Ernie again, her thigh touching his.

“Ernie,” she said, her voice just above a whisper, “what would you say if we... took the party upstairs?”

Ernie’s eyebrows shot up, and he glanced at Andy, clearly unsure. “You mean... all three of us?”

Cassie laughed, a low, sultry sound that made Andy’s stomach twist. “Oh, no. My poor little hubby here has a very... specific role in all this.” She turned to Andy, her blue eyes glinting with mischief. “Tell him, honey.”

Andy cleared his throat, forcing a smile. “We’re into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle,” he explained, his voice steady despite the knot in his stomach. “I get off on watching Cassie with other men. And she... well, she enjoys the attention.”

Ernie’s eyes widened, and he leaned back slightly, processing the information. “So, you’re saying I’d be... with her,” he gestured toward Cassie, “and you’d just... watch?”

“Exactly,” Cassie said, her hand sliding up Ernie’s arm. “And to make sure hubby doesn’t try to interfere, I like to keep him handcuffed to a chair. Just a little precaution, you know?”

Ernie’s lips curved into a grin, and he chuckled, shaking his head. “That’s some freaky shit. That must be some white people shit.”

“So, what do you say?” Cassie asked, her fingers tracing circles on Ernie’s forearm. “Interested?”

Ernie’s gaze dropped to her cleavage, then traveled down to her legs before meeting her eyes again. “Damn, count me in.”

The trio made their way to Ernie’s hotel room, the air between them charged with anticipation. Andy trailed behind, his heart pounding as he watched Ernie reach out to grope Cassie’s ass through the thin fabric of her dress. She giggled, leaning into his touch, and Ernie glanced back at Andy with a smirk. “Don’t worry, that’s just a preview. We’re going to put on a good show for you tonight, hubby.”

"You know what they say, right baby?" Ernie said, patting Cassie's round bouncy ass in front of Andy now, showing off. 

Cassie giggled, playing her role perfectly. "What's that?"

The older African-American man laughed. "Once you go black, you don't go back!"

"Ha, I'll guess we'll see," she said, smiling at him, but as soon as she could, she looked back at her husband's miserable expression, and pointed her finger towards the back of her mouth like she was going to be sick. 

When they reached Ernie's hotel room on the 9th floor, Cassie wasted no time. She turned to Andy, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice firm. 

Andy hesitated, his cheeks burning, but he knew better
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