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PROLOGUE


   


   


   


  Katie had to bite her lip to keep from screaming as John Freeman rammed his big black cock into her. It had all started out so innocently, at least on the surface. John had been aggressively aiming to fuck her ever since she and her husband David had arrived on his yacht that morning.


   


  And now that was exactly what was happening. John thrust into her powerfully, fucking her in a way that David never could have managed. He was still in the room, nervously going over the papers John had handed him as a distraction, still operating under the naïve and misguided assumption that the entire affair was just a job interview and not the deliberate cuckolding that was playing out before him.


   


  “Oh that’s right you little slut,” said John. “You like the big black cock, don’t you?”


   


  Katie could only moan in reply. She loved his cock. The illicit, voyeuristic aspect of their tryst was just making it even hotter. She had thought that her husband was going to step up at first, to put a stop to what was happening. She had been wrong, and she was glad.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 1


   


   


   


  “Honey, you’re never going to believe what happened today!”


   


  Katie Parker was washing dishes when she heard her husband get home. He was excited, which was a good thing, given how rough times had been for them recently.


   


  “What happened, sweetie?” she asked. He walked into the kitchen and dropped his suitcase onto the floor, grinning.


   


  “The Freeman Company took a look at my resume!” he said. “I got a call from John Freeman’s assistant this morning, he wants me in for an interview tomorrow.”


   


  “That’s amazing news!” she said. Katie dried her hands off and gave her husband a hug. It had been a hard first year of marriage for them, and though she loved her husband dearly, he was usually very passive when it came to asserting and improving himself.


   


  At 30 years of age, Katie had married David as much out of convenience as love. She was getting older, and felt like it was the best thing she could do for herself. Katie had always been insecure about her looks, though by most standards, she would be considered above average, even pretty on a good day. Her breasts were nicely sized and the only reason she occasionally felt as though she was lacking in attention from men was because of how bad she was on picking up on their hints.


   


  “This could change everything,” said David. “An opportunity like this is what I’ve been waiting my entire life for!”


   


  “I’m so excited for you, honey!” said Katie. She began taking out the ingredients for dinner.


   


  “Cook extra food tonight, I feel like celebrating!”


   


  David began bustling around the living room, listing off concerns he had and debating with himself out loud about what he should wear the next day. Katie had seen her husband like this many times before. His career had progressed to the level that David had hoped it would after leaving college. He was an accountant, and with the economy hurting, work was hard for him to come by, especially given how nervous he got before interviews.


   


  “Just relax, sweetie, I’m sure everything will go fine,” Katie said to him. “The Freeman Company sounds like they will be a fair and discerning judge of character. I wouldn’t worry about them giving you a chance.”


   


  “Do you really think so honey?” asked David. He was almost like a little boy in his constant need for her affirmation.


   


  “I’m sure of it,” she said. “I watched and interview on the news with John Freeman a couple of months ago. He seems like quite the man.”


   


  That was putting it lightly. John Freeman was unlike any CEO Katie had ever seen before. Self-taught and self-motivated, he had started his company at a young age, and after a couple of smart investments, had grown it from there until it was worth over five billion dollars. John was an attractive black man, with rippling muscles, neatly trimmed hair and beard, and a very casual clothing style. The interview had left a distinct memory in Katie’s mind, and she began to grow a little excited as thought of what it would be like to be around him in person.


   


  “What did he seem like?” asked David. “I mean, is there anything in particular that jumped out at you? This interview has to go well!”


   


  “He was very strong, very masculine,” said Katie. “Just go into the office tomorrow and be as confident as you can be.”


   


  “It’s actually on his yacht,” said David. “The invitation was for me and my wife, if you want to come…”


   


  “Seriously?”


   


  “I mean, yeah,” said David. “You don’t have to, if you don’t want to, though.”


   


  “I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” said Katie.


   


  David continued to buzz around the house anxiously as Katie prepared dinner for them. Her mind was full of thoughts related to John Freeman. Though she hadn’t voiced her concerns to her husband, it seemed a little strange that someone of Freeman’s caliber would be looking to hire him. Then again, John Freeman was such a mysterious figure in the public eye. It was hard for her to guess at his motivation.


   


  “Honey, do you think I should wear my blue tie or my red tie?” called David from upstairs.


   


  “David, we’re going to be on a yacht, think casual clothing,” she replied. Her husband was hopeless when it came to these kinds of things. She found herself appreciating the fact that she was given the chance to accompany him. He would be a nervous wreck on his own, and this way, Katie might be able to talk with John if she saw an opportunity to put in a good word for him.


   


  The thought of meeting the handsome, black billionaire one on one got her excited. She began to day dream about the man as she cooked their food, and felt a little guilty for doing so. She was only going to support her husband, this wasn’t about her and it wasn’t about anything other than David landing a new job.


   


  Or at least that was what she told herself…


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 2


   


   


   


  Katie and David arrived at the docks early the next morning. It was a beautiful summer day and the sun was out and shining. The air was hot, and both of them had dressed appropriately, with David wearing a casual, short sleeved dress shirt with slacks, and Katie wearing a nice, flirty summer dress, with her swim suit underneath. She hoped that there would be a chance for her to get into the water.


   


  “Jeez, the boat is huge!” said David. “The thing could easily fit 300 people…”


   


  Katie turned and looked out into the water.  Sure enough, a gigantic yacht was headed over to the docking platform. It seemed to dwarf all of the other boats nearby. Calling it a yacht almost didn’t do it justice. The boat was really more of a miniature cruise ship.


   


  “Oh wow, that’s amazing,” said Katie. “I’m so glad I got to come with you.”


   


  “Yeah, well John is a thoughtful guy for being considerate and sending a joint invitation,” said David. “Either that, or he’s just incredibly forward and angling for a chance to meet you!”


   


  Her husband laughed nervously at his own joke. Katie rolled her eyes, and the two started off down the wooden dock, towards the boat. There were a couple dozen people who also seemed to have been invited. It seemed like what John had planned for the day had less to do with business and more to do with high class partying.


   


  John Freeman’s yacht slowly pulled up to the edge of the dock. Ropes were tied, anchor was set down, and a long wooden plank bridge was folded out over to the edge of the pier. Katie watched as a couple of people came out of the boat and across it. The last one to cross was the big man himself, John.


   


  He was wearing a tight V-neck shirt that showed off his rippling muscles in a spectacular fashion. He had broad shoulders, strong looking hands, and a masculine smile that was much more enticing in person than anything she had seen on TV or in pictures.


   


  “I’m glad you all could make it today,” he said to the crowd. His voice tone was playful, and it seemed to make Katie feel as though she was already having fun just by hearing it.


   


  “We’re going to be out to sea for most of the day,” he said. “I realize most of you are here for business as opposed to for pleasure, but what I’m hoping is that you’ll be able to enjoy a mix of both. I’ll still be keeping all of my scheduled appointments, I just like this as a setting much more than the drab walls of my office.”


   


  The crowd laughed, and then John walked back onto the boat. Everyone began to follow, boarding the yacht. It was just as expensive on deck as it had looked from afar, if not more so. There were waiters walking around with food and drinks, and everything just seemed to scream of money.


   


  An attractive woman carrying a tray of mojitos walked up to her and David, and they each took one.


   


  “Are you sure it’s okay for you to drink before your interview?” she asked her husband.


   


  “I feel like if I don’t, I’m going to crack under the pressure,” he replied. “Besides, something tells me John won’t mind. I mean, hopefully.”


   


  There was music playing over the speakers of the yacht, drowning out the sound of the engine as they set out to sea. The deck was huge, and people began to spread out over it, eating and drinking merrily. Katie split off from her husband, enduring his anxious and lost look of confusion, and headed for a group of women about the same age as her that were chatting near the bow.


   


  “Hey, haven’t seen you before,” one of them said as Katie approached them.


   


  “No, first time,” she replied. “My husband is here for an interview with John’s company. I had no idea the boat was going to be this…extravagant.”


   


  “Yeah, John gets a kick out of this type of thing,” the woman said. “It’s more of a satirical jab at old money than anything.”


   


  There was a short silence, and then the woman extended her hand.


   


  “Alice,” she said. “Pleased to meet you.”


   


  “Katie, likewise,” she replied, taking the woman’s hand.


   


  “So how did you end up on this boat?” asked Katie.


   


  “I’m here pretty frequently, my husband is one of John’s regular clients,” she said. “It’s nice to be able to take mini little ocean cruise vacations frequently, I honestly love it. And John is…well, let’s just say he’s quite the host.”


   


  A look passed between several of the women in the group, and a couple of them giggled like school girls. Katie smiled, just trying to fit in and hide her confusion, more than anything.


   


  “I think you’ll have fun today,” said Alice. “You haven’t even seen the pool yet, have you?”


   


  Katie shook her head no, feeling suddenly very glad that she had worn her swim suit under her clothes.


   


  “How exactly does John afford all of this?” she asked. “I mean, the boat doesn’t come cheap on its own, but hosting this many people? And so regularly?”


   


  “He’s a billionaire, in case you didn’t notice,” Alice replied.


   


  “Yeah, I know that, I just mean, why does he do it?” asked Katie. “This just seems like such an empty use of money.”


   


  “Well, you’ll have to talk to him to get the answer,” said Alice. “And if he’s in the right mood today, he will definitely want to have a…conversation with you.”


   


  The girls laughed again. Katie smiled at him, and then excused herself, making her way back over to her husband. As she left, she heard one of the girls make a joke to another.


   


  “If John has a conversation with her, he’ll rip her in two!” the woman whispered. “She’s tiny, and his thing is…well, you must know.”


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 3


   


   


   


  Katie walked over to her husband, who had migrated over towards the middle of the deck. He was finishing the mojito he had grabbed earlier and pacing side to side nervously, back turned to her. Katie watched as he flagged down another waiter carrying more drinks.


   


  “Hey,” she said. “Ready for your interview?”


   


  “I think so?” he said to her. “I mean, I’ve just been going over what I should say in my mind to prepare. I should ask a lot of questions, right?”


   


  “Just…try to relax,” said Katie.


   


  She looked across the deck, and was surprised to see the man in question approaching the two of them. John looked like he was having fun, and had a drink in one hand and an attractive girl hooked around his other. He was smiling broadly, and walking with purpose.


   


  “David Parker!” he called as he walked up to them. “I’m so glad that you could make it,”


   


  “Yes, well I’m also glad that you, I mean, I’m glad that—”


   


  “Is this your wife?” asked John.


   


  “Katie,” she said, extending her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”


   


  “It is nice to meet you as well, Katie,” replied John. He stared into her eyes with a small smirk on is face as he took her hand. Katie could feel a strangely hot sensation flowing through it and up to her chest. She felt nervous as she met the man’s soft, yet intense gaze.


   


  “I, I just came with David to help calm him down, you know, for the interview”,” she said.


   


  “He has no reason to be nervous, my manager will take good care of him,” said John. “And likewise, neither do you. I will take good care of you, Katie.”


   


  She found herself giggling at his words. David shot her a confused glance, but she barely saw it. John was drawing her into his world with his eyes and expression. A charged silence settled over the three of them, and Katie felt as though if John touched her body again, she would explode, right there.


   


  “So, uh,” said David. “Are we going to do the interview out on deck, or…”


   


  “Mr. Douglass is on his way to take care of that, rest assured David,” said John. “And I need to be taking care of some things with the other guests. If you will excuse me…”


   


  He turned away from them and began walking away. Katie found herself staring at him as he left. The man was everything he had been made out to be, and it was almost like some kind of spell had been cast over her. David noticed it as well, and frowned.


   


  “Honey, I think it would be okay if you came down to the interview with me,” he said.


   


  “No, that’s okay,” she replied. “We’re both here for the party. I might as well take the time to enjoy it…”


   


  “I just mean, I feel like, this might not be your crowd?” said David, nervously.


   


  “Stop worrying honey, everything is going to be fine,” she said. “Just focus on your interview and we’ll meet up after.”


   


  He swallowed hard, and then forced a small smile onto his face. A man in a nice, professional looking suit was walking up to him.


   


  “I’m Mr. Douglass, please Mr. Parker, follow me,” he said, gesturing.


   


  “Alright,” David said.  “See you later sweetie.”


   


  He gave her a quick kiss, and then was off.


   


  Katie wandered around on the deck, eventually making her way towards the back. The pool was up on the second level, and the sound of splashing began to call to her. She climbed up a ladder to it, and saw several of the girls she had met before, along with a number of muscular men, swimming and splashing about.


   


  “Katie, hop in!” called Alice from the water. “It’s the perfect temperature!”


   


  “Ah, jeez, I need sunscreen first!” she yelled back.


   


  “I can help you with that,” said John, walking up behind her.


   


  She turned and looked at him. He was already squirting some into his hands, and had a dangerous smile on his face. She smiled back, feeling a strange thrill run through her, and then slowly pulled her summer dress up and over her head, exposing her swim suit.


   


  John gestured towards an unfolded towel nearby, and she lay down on top of it. He slowly lowered himself down over her, straddling her body. She felt his hands make contact. The lotion was cold, and caused her to shiver slightly, by the feeling of his touch was electric.


   


  “It would be a shame for you to get a sunburn, you have such beautiful skin,” said John.


   


  “Yes, thank you. You’re so kind,” she said. Her voice had taken on a flirty tone.


   


  “I wonder if your husband would mind having another man put his hands on you?” asked John.


   


  He pushed his hands across the side of Katie’s back, and then under her arms. His fingertips brushed against the edge of her breasts, and she felt hot fire begin to rage within her chest.


   


  “N-no, I don’t think he would mind,” said Katie. John’s hands felt amazing, and she found herself wanting him to touch her more, all over.


   


  “Oh, I think he would,” said John. “But I’m going to touch you anyway…”


   


  John’s hands massaged lower, and he slipped his fingertips into the waistband of her swimsuit bottom. She shivered, and felt her heart beating faster. John let his hands move across her butt, and then down to her legs, which he began to sunscreen with the utmost care.


   


  “I’m going to do a very thorough job on you,” he said. “Oh yeah,”


   


  Her started down at her calves, and slowly brought his hands higher, and higher, until they were groping her thighs. Then, he let his fingers slowly dance their way even further up, and began to feel between her legs, right next to the edge of her swimsuit. Katie felt herself becoming hot and wet, and wanted John to push his hand up even further, into her.


   


  “There you go,” said John, pulling his hands off her. “If you need more, come see me later.”


   


  He smiled at her, and then pointed towards the pool. Alice and the other women were still calling for her to get in. She looked back towards John, but he had disappeared.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 4


   


   


   


  Just as Alice had told her earlier, the pool was the perfect temperature. Katie enjoyed swimming, she always had. The pool was deep and wide, and proved to be an excellent place for her to show off her skills, swimming laps above and below water.


   


  “Hey, not bad,” said one of the guys in the pool.


   


  “Thanks,” she said, splashing water at him.


   


  What started as retaliation on the guy’s behalf quickly devolved into a splashing fight that everyone in the pool took part in. Katie was laughing so hard that she couldn’t breathe by the end of it. Eventually, Alice climbed on top of one of the muscular men in the pool’s shoulders, and called a cease fire.


   


  “That’s enough!” she yelled. “Let’s call a truce!”


   


  Katie heard something from one of the higher decks, and looked up. John was watching them with his drink in hand, sun glasses on, muscles rippling through his tight shirt, and laughing. Katie blushed a little when she saw him, and immediately shouted in agreement for an end to the water fight.


   


  After about a half hour of swimming, she finally made her way back onto the deck. After drying herself off with a towel, and putting her dress back on, she headed back over to where the main party was being held.


   


  People were still talking and socializing, but everyone seemed a good deal drunker. Katie wondered if that was just how these types of parties went. The shoreline had grown distant, and it gave her a sense of being free from all of the commitments she had back land. It was a very freeing sensation.


   


  “Hey honey,” said David, walking up to her. The look on his face was discouraging.


   


  “What happened?” she asked. “What did they say?”


   


  David frowned and shook his head.


   


  “I thought it was going well, at first. The guy asked a lot of questions, but I had a lot of answers for them. It was strange, though, he asked me about things related to my personal life, too. And related to…well, to you,”


   


  “That is strange,” said Katie. “So in the end…?”


   


  “The manager interviewing me said, well, no. As in they don’t have a position for me. He seemed as though he was confused why I was even there.”


   


  “You are here because I specifically invited you in for an interview, David,” said John. He had made his way up behind the two of them. He was a muscular man, and his presence was powerful.


   


  “Oh, uh, thank you,” said David. “I don’t mean to be rude, though, but if you requested me, then…”


   


  “Then why weren’t you offered a job?” asked John. “It’s because you weren’t qualified. Don’t take it personally though. I was just trying to see if you would fit into any of the more traditional roles, first. I do believe there is a job I have for you, but I think it might be a little different from what you are used to.”


   


  “Seriously? Just give me a shot, I will do whatever it takes!” said David. Katie couldn’t help but notice how her husband was acting almost like a stray dog begging for a treat, with John playing the role of the owner.


   


  “Alright, that’s a good start,” said John. “If you and your wife can follow me below deck, I will be able to give you a better impression of just what it is that you will be doing.”


   


  John was standing in between Katie and David, and he slowly but confidently slipped one of his arms around her. Katie felt like body was electrified, and every small movement of John’s hand only seemed to intensify the sensation.


   


  “What, uh, I mean, okay?” said David. His expression was one of pure confusion. “But, why does my wife need to come down with us?”


   


  “I just would like a chance to talk with her,” said John. “Don’t worry, you’ll be busy filling out paperwork, anyway…”


   


  “It’s fine honey,” said Katie, trying to mask the eagerness in her voice. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”


   


  “I mean, yeah, I guess?” said David. John and Katie began walking towards the entrance below decks, and he followed them.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 5


   


   


   


  “Just sit at the desk over there, David,” said John as they walked in. “All of the paperwork should already be laid out for you.”


   


  The room they were in appeared to be John’s private lounge. There was a large, flat screen TV, and a very expensive and comfortable looking couch. The lights were dimmed, and there was a small private bar off to the side.


   


  “O-okay,” he said. “I’m good at paperwork, it shouldn’t take me long,”


   


  “Don’t rush through it,” said John. “As your new boss, my first task for you is to take your time and fill out each of the forms very carefully.”


   


  He led Katie over to the couch, and the two of them sat down on it. She felt her heart beating fast. John’s hand began to slide up her thigh, and he met her gaze with the same soft intensity she had noticed before. Katie moved her leg out a little more to give him better access, and felt his fingers begin to rub her womanhood.


   


  “Are you guys alright over there?” asked David.


   


  “Yes, David, just focus on the papers,” said John. He leaned forward and began kissing Katie’s neck. She moaned, unable to stop herself.


   


  “Oh yeah,” John whispered into her ear. “You know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?”


   


  John pushed her back onto the couch and leaned forward on top of her. The sound of David’s pen scratching against paper could still be heard in the background as he continued to follow John’s instructions diligently.


   


  John began to kiss Katie passionately, his tongue flicking into her mouth and teasing her. She responded in like, and then John pushed back off her and began to take his shirt off.


   


  “What, what are you guys doing?” asked David, nervously.


   


  “Nothing David, just focus on your work…” said John. 


   


  He pulled Katie’s dress up and over her head, and began to grope her aggressively. Her swimsuit top was the next thing to go, and she felt John’s hard erection begin to poke against her through his pants, and began undoing his belt to free it.


   


  “Katie, what are you doing?” asked David.


   


  “Nothing, honey, just do what John says,” she replied. John’s dick popped out as she pulled down his boxers, and she licked a small dot of precum off it hungrily. John moaned, and pulled her head down onto his cock, enjoying the sensation of her mouth.


   


  She gave him the best blowjob she could muster. Sucking dick had never been on the frequent menu for David, but something about John’s masculine and aggressive attitude was bringing her slutty side out. He wrapped one of his hands around her hair, and began to slowly guide her mouth up and down.


   


  “Oh yeah, that’s right,” John said. His voice was loud, and David could clearly hear him. Both John and Katie had given up on being sly, and were beginning to become lost in the illicit nature of what was happening.


   


  John began to push his hips up and meet Katie’s lips as they came down on his rock hard member. It felt amazing, and Katie had a very nice technique when it came to dick sucking. Eventually, John’s desires pushed him further. He pulled Katie’s head up and pushed her back on the couch, pulling her swimsuit bottom off. The two were completely naked now, and there was no stopping what was about to happen.


   


  David was watching silently from the desk in the corner. He looked nervous, and unsure, and powerless, but also incredibly aroused. His pants were visibly tented, and one of his hands was sliding closer and closer to his crotch.


   


  John pushed the head of his cock against Katie’s entrance. Her cunt was wet and inviting, and gave easily to it. He pushed in halfway to start, and then pulled out almost all the way, and then pushed in further, feeling the wet inside of Katie’s pussy wrapping around his hard cock like a tight tunnel.


   


  Katie was moaning with pleasure. She dug her fingernails into John’s back, urging him on. John began to pick up his speed. His cock slapped into Katie harder, and the noise of their flesh banging together echoed throughout the room. 


   


  David watched on, feeling as though his agency had been stolen out from under him. His wife was getting fucked by this man, and she appeared to be enjoying it, a lot. More than she had ever enjoyed sex with him. He found himself unconsciously unzipping his pants, and before he knew what was happening, he was stroking his cock as he watched another man fuck his wife.


   


  John was slamming into Katie, hard. With every stroke, she would moan as she felt his dick push into her.  He had the stamina of athlete, and continued fucking her hard even as she began to orgasm on his dick.


   


  “Oh god,” she cried out as waves of pleasure swept through her body. “John, oh god!”


   


  “That’s right,” said John, loud enough so both she and David could hear. “You are my little white slut now…say it!”


   


  “Oh god, I can’t!”


   


  “Say it!” John was fucking Katie with all of his strength. His cock was huge and rock hard, and it seemed to Katie as though it had a strange, sexual power over her.


   


  “I’m your little white slut, John,” she said, finally. “I’m your slut, and you can fuck me however you want.”


   


  “That’s right!” he replied.


   


  John slammed his cock into Katie a few more times, and then pulled out. He grabbed her by the hair again and began face fucking her, enjoying the feeling of her mouth on his cock. After a few rough, powerful pumps, he pulled out, and his rock hard cock began to explode hot white cum all over her face. Katie caught as much of it as she could on her mouth and licked even more up with her tongue.


   


  She collapsed on the couch, exhausted by the intercourse. John sat and breathed heavy for a moment, and then began quickly getting dressed. David had cum all over himself in the corner, and slowly made his way over to his wife after cleaning the mess up.


   


  “The job is yours, Mr. Parker,” said John as he pulled on his shirt. “I expect you to be at my office first thing Monday morning…and one more thing.”


   


  He walked over to the door and opened it, and then turned back.


   


  “Bring your wife with you.”


   


   


   


  
END


   


   


   


  If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 


   


  Check out my Tumblr for free erotica stories and images.
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  Thanks for reading!


   


  Anya Merchant 
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “SEDUCED BY THE BLACK BILLIONAIRE”


   


   


   


  PROLOGUE


   


   


   


  Nikki dug her nails into the bed as she felt Marcus slam his big black cock into her. This wasn’t part of her assignment, but she was too lost in a state of lust to put a stop to it. She was too turned on to even make an attempt. All of the events of the past few days had led up to that moment, and even though she loved her husband Eric deeply, she wanted this other man, this dark and mysterious enigma of a man, to fuck her as hard as possible. 


   


  Thinking of her husband caused her to descend even deeper into a state of erotic ecstasy. He was watching, right at that moment. That had been the plan. She had gotten close to Marcus Johnson, the famous musician, businessman, and billionaire, all so her husband could more effectively prosecute a case against him. And now Eric was watching everything as it was live streamed through the lens of her phone, watching as his child hood enemy and longtime rival made her body shake with pleasure.


   


  “Oh, that’s right baby,” said Marcus, increasing his pace as his hips smashed into her. “I knew I was going to fuck you from the very first time I saw you,”


   


  Nikki moaned, too drunk on sexual desire to say anything. But she knew it was true. He had the look in his eye, right from when they first met. And something else was true, as well. She had wanted it just as bad as he did, right from the start.


   


  




 


  CHAPTER 1


   


   


   


  “Nikki, are you listening to me?”


   


  Nicole Reeves turned her head up from her desk, snapping back to reality. She had been completely focused on reading an old case report, and it took her a second to realize that her lieutenant was speaking to her.


   


  “Yes, of course, sir,” she said to him. “But uh, could you explain it to me one more time?”


   


  Nikki felt her cheeks flush red as she spoke the words. It was already hard enough to be taken seriously as the only female detective in the police station, the last thing she needed was to develop a reputation for being an airhead. She was a petite woman, relatively normal looking, with nicely sized breasts of a good shape. She might even possibly be called pretty under the right circumstances. By the standards of her work place she was a bombshell, at least, but even though she had overheard some of the guys talking about all the things they wanted to do to her on more than one occasion, she still found herself to be rather insecure when it came to her looks.


   


  “We have a new lead from the deputy ops, and he wants you on it specifically,” said the lieutenant. “Your husband being the state’s attorney may have had a little something to do with that.”


   


  Nikki thought of Eric, and bit her lip. This wasn’t the first time that he had pulled the strings behind the scenes in order to land her an assignment. She constantly begged him to stop, and let her get by on her own merits. 


   


  Often, the opportunities he’d find for her were outside of her area of expertise, anyway. Even more often, they were cases that he wanted to prosecute, and used her being his inside girl to try to sneakily get his way. More often than not, she usually found herself loathing him for it.


   


  “Alright, who is it?” she asked the lieutenant warily.


   


  “Marcus Johnson,” he said, with a small smile.


   


  The murmur from her coworkers listening seemed to reflect her own reaction perfectly. Marcus Johnson was an eccentric rapper, businessman, and media mogul. He was one of the first hip hop music stars to be worth over a billion dollars, and you couldn’t turn on the radio for more than twenty minutes without hearing one of his songs.


   


  “Sir, are you kidding me?” Nikki asked him, in disbelief.


   


  “I kid you not,” the lieutenant said. “The state’s attorney sent our department a tip that there was a drive by shooting on his estate last weekend. The police were called in by the neighbors after they heard the shots, but Marcus and his entourage claim to have not been home at the time and seen and heard nothing.”


   


  “How was that not on the news?” Nikki asked, skeptically.


   


  “He’s worth over a billion dollars and owns a TV network, Nikki,” chimed in Benny, one of her coworkers. “If the man wants something buried, all he has to do is snap his fingers.”


   


  The lieutenant had a file in his hand, and he passed it to Nikki. She thumbed through it, wondering just how in the world they would be able to do anything with such a case.


   


  “You are going to get as close to the man himself as you can, Nikki,” said the lieutenant. “He owns a club downtown, and it’s essentially his home base in between his concert tours and vacations. Start there.”


   


  “You want me to go to a club and try to get close to a billionaire?” Nikki said, exasperated. “Is this really within the realm of feasible police work for me? I don’t even know what I’d say to him!”


   


  “Don’t say anything, just buy some new clothes, go to the club, and have a good time,” said the lieutenant. “You don’t necessarily even need to talk to Marcus. One of his friends would do just fine if they had loose enough lips. And if you get them drunk and have some fun, trust me, the secrets will start flowing.”


   


  Nikki looked at him blankly, and then back down at the file. She had her assignment. There were no more objections to be made, and regardless of how far out of character it seemed, she would do her best to carry it out.


   


  “Alright, I’ll see what I can do,” she said to him.


   


   


   


  




 


  CHAPTER 2


   


   


   


  “So how much back scratching did it take to make this happen?”


   


  Nikki was sitting in the living room with her husband, Erik. He was watching the news on their HDTV with a pensive look on his face.


   


  “Whatever do you mean, darling?” he asked her.


   


  “Oh come on, this one is so obviously you,” she said. “The lieutenant even mentioned that you were the one who sent them the tip about it in the first place.”


   


  “Fair enough, I sent the tip,” he said, turning his head to face her. There was a compassionate look on his face, but something was hidden behind it. Eric seemed to be a little angry, and a little eager.


   


  “That’s not what I’m asking about,” Nikki continued. “You sent the tip, and your wife ends up to be the detective assigned to go undercover? Doesn’t that seem like a strange coincidence, to you?”


   


  “I wanted you on the case, sweetie,” Eric said, followed by a heavy sigh. “I know that Marcus Johnson is dirty, I always have. I just wanted someone on the case who I know will get things done.”


   


  “Why are you so hesitant to tell me what you know?” Nikki asked him, feeling herself becoming frustrated. “Just what does this guy mean to you?”


   


  Eric stood up, and turned away from her. He walked towards the window and stared out it, tapping his finger nervously on the edge of the sill. Finally, he turned his head back towards her slightly, and spoke over his shoulder.


   


  “Marcus and I…we went to high school together,” he said, slowly. “We don’t have the best history.”


   


  He whirled around towards her, with a scowl on his face. He opened his mouth several times, as if trying to find the right words and failing, and finally stomped back over to his seat and dropped into it.


   


  “He was a rude jerk!” Eric said, his voice gradually becoming louder and more intense. “Everybody thought he was this cool, creative, special little snowflake, but I knew better. His dad was scum, and so was he…so is he, he hasn’t changed, I know it!”


   


  Nikki looked at him, and blinked several times. This was her husband’s motivation for pulling the strings of an entire police unit? She almost couldn’t believe it.


   


  “He was a misogynistic asshole, and the kids even used to say…They used to joke about how close he had been with Amy, saying that they were secretly, well you know…”


   


  Nikki searched through her memory, recognizing Amy as the name of Eric’s high school girlfriend. Things began to make a little more sense to her.


   


  “I know nothing ever happened, but something like that, it says a lot about a person,” he said, lost in his own reminiscence. “Marcus hasn’t changed since then, if anything, he’s gotten worse. I want you to find out what he’s up to!”


   


  “Honey…I can see that this guy is definitely no good, and you have plenty of reasons to distrust him,” Nikki said, rubbing her husband’s shoulders. “But do you really think that he’s doing anything other than releasing music and running a recording company? Why would he be involved in anything we could get him for?”


   


  “I know he is, damn it!” Eric shouted, standing up again quickly. “It’s either the local gangs, or maybe the Mexican cartels, there has to be something! How do you explain his house getting attacked?”


   


  Nikki had to give him that point. It did seem as though there was at least a little mystery surrounding Marcus Johnson. Everything didn’t add up perfectly, and the things that stuck out seemed to be hiding something dark and dangerous.


   


  “Alright, alright, let’s say you’re right,” she said. “The lieutenant essentially just told me to go and hang out at his club. Do you really think that’s going to be enough to get me into his inner circle?”


   


  “Yes!” Eric said, becoming excited. “If you knew him like I know him, you would see that you are the perfect person for this job. Just promise me one thing honey, one important, critical thing.”


   


  “What? What is it?” Nikki asked, seeing the intense look on her husband’s face.


   


  “Don’t trust him, and don’t believe a word he says,” Erik said. “He’s scum, just like his father.”
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