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         I was an experienced poker player, but right now, I was losing something awful. The host smiled amorously at me and refilled my glass of white wine to comfort me. She was a tall, slim blonde, and her voluptuous breasts strained against her cream silk blouse. The first three buttons were already undone. I looked forward to finding out if she was a natural blonde. She’d not had to remove anything more than a pair of high-heels and a necklace so far.

         

What I didn’t let on was that every time I threw down my cards and, to everyone’s amusement, took off one item of clothing after another, I was losing on purpose. I finally had the chance to live out my secret desires without the risk of being arrested – if I played my cards wisely.

         

There were five of us at the table.  I’d barely spoken with Kristoffer, my manly opponent who I’d met changing room of the gym I went to, but the last hour had revealed that we had good chemistry. Two bottles of champagne had already been consumed. The atmosphere was electric. We were gathered for the sake of pleasure, to serve one another, a sensual feast of flesh.

         

Eirin and I had been lovers for several years. She was small and thin and a head shorter than the hostess. She almost looked like a boyish teenager. But no matter how well-brought-up you were, if she turned to face you, your eyes would be drawn to the buttons on her blouse, almost bursting open with her massive breasts. She was wearing a hair in a short ponytail and every time my gaze fell upon her, it surprised me that I’d never fall in love with her. She had her quirky specialities, but when you get right down it, she was a woman of virtue.

         

Redheaded Charlotte was sitting next to me, her white cheeks blushing while she unbuttoned her blouse. “Oh well,” she said, pulling her bra strap down over her shoulder. She sat up straight, shuffled the cards and dealt them.

         

Eirin was sitting beside the hostess. The look the hostess was giving Kristoffer revealed that she hoped he’d make a bad move soon. But Kristoffer still had his suit jacket flawlessly in place.

         

“You lost again,” said the hostess, and I threw my hands in the air. 

         “Boxers or socks or tie?” 

         “Socks come off in pairs, just so you know,” Charlotte decided, sliding the other bra strap down over the other shoulder as well.

         

I took off my socks. I lifted my glass of white wine and clinked glasses with Eirin. She lost the next round. She kicked off her shoes. Then Kristoffer finally pulled off his suit jacket. After that, the hostess had to take off a silk scarf. I longed to tear off my boxers and feel their gaze lingering on my body. I wanted them to be dressed, and when the hostess lost the next round again and pulled her black tights over slender legs, draping them elegantly over the table between the prawn cocktail and the mayonnaise bowl, I was scared I was losing control of the situation.

         

I concentrated, carefully following each card that was dealt out, measuring the reactions and evaluating their facial expressions after they’d sorted out their cards. This time, luck was on my side. I lost. I lay my cards down. Stood up slowly and pulled my boxers down. It was completely silent for a moment before they started cheering, if a little uncertainly. Everyone was looking at me, at my cock, which was stirring. My secret fantasy had been fulfiled. I relished the moment, slung my boxers over my shoulder and remained standing there a little longer than was necessary.

         

“My turn to deal,” I said.

         “You really are awful at playing cards,” laughed Kristoffer while he stared at Charlotte’s bra and her nipples hardening under the thin material.

“Shamefully bad,” I admitted. “I really shouldn’t be allowed to take part.” 

         I dealt, and when I lost again, the hostess said, “Just keep your tie on. You can be our servant instead. Anyone want an espresso?”

          

Everyone wanted an espresso. Never in my life had I felt so naked as when I walked the seven metres into the kitchen, dressed in only a tie. I grabbed the handle of the espresso pot. My pulse was throbbing in my cock and on the way back, when I passed a wall full of family photographs, generations of faces staring seriously out from their black, oval frames and down at my cock, it stood up in all its virile glory.

         

The hostess sipped her coffee. “Anyone want sugar?” she asked. 

         Charlotte laughed. “I’d love to have that sugar lump over there.” She was pointing at my cock which was bobbing up and down just beside her face while I filled her glass. A shiny drop trickled out of the little hole, ran down the head and hung there in thin, lustrous thread, just long enough for her to reach out her index finger and catch it. She closed her eyes sensually, put her finger in her mouth and sucked it. For a long time. “

         Mmm,” she sighed.

         

“Time to deal again,” said Kristoffer impatiently. He’d definitely started to feel out of place with all his clothes on. I savoured it. I lost again, but not on purpose this time. I was now really hoping to see shy little Eirin be devoured by sensual eyes. I had a plan for her. But it was me again. The hostess waved me over to her with a beckoning finger. I stood up obediently, rounded the table and positioned myself in front of her. She twisted the tie in her fist and pulled me towards her, placed her arm around my waist, stuck out the tip of her tongue and let it graze playfully over my nipple. I stood passively, letting it happen, unsure whether this servant dared to go further than just letting his cock stir. But when she gave herself up and closed her eyes, the tip of her tongue still against my nipple, I plucked up the courage to feel her breast over her dress. A gasp went around the table. The crystal-clear liquid continued to seep out of my cock, dripping down onto her dress.
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