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Chapter 1





I pulled the RV off the two-lane highway and into the gas station. Our little rig was fuel-efficient, but still seemed to guzzle gas. We were driving instead of flying because Staci

 

hates


 
to fly, and because we wanted to hit all the unspoiled beaches on our way down the coast. Mexico has some of the best natural beauty the world has to offer.




"Bathroom break," my wife announced, sliding from the cab.

"Use the one in the back?"

"Not unless I must. Too cramped."

I watched her cross the lot as I set the pump. She dresses comfy for long road trips. Super comfy. For most that would mean sweat pants and shirt but for Staci that means a short pleated skirt and fluffy T-shirt. The skirt allows her legs all the freedom she wants without pinching and the fluffy T-shirt acts as a pillow when she needs it. I watched the back of her skirt flip and bounce as she headed for the restroom. I punched the buttons and leaned against our mini-rig, enjoying her round ass. The bathroom was locked so she headed inside for the key.

"Nice set-up you have there," a voice said, Spanish accent strong. "You and your lady coming or going?"

The man was my age or a little younger. Fat mustache. Broad nose. Mocha skin. He'd rolled in driving a jet-black Tesla and I'd barely heard him.

"Going," I answered. "Rancho Boca, Mexico. Doesn't your car run on electricity?"

He laughed.

"So you are wondering why park at the gas pumps? Si. Yes, it does, but this parking lot is a bitch to leave. Traffic comes around the corner too fast and fly into the parking lot. Backing out is a problem. I park at the pumps. This way I glide out of here."

"Smart. Easy getaway. You plan on robbing the place?"

"I'm just grabbing some coffee on my way to town."

He pressed a button on his remote and the car beeped and locked. Staci exited the store with the key and aimed for the bathroom and my new friend smiled to her face and then studied her ass after she walked by. He enjoyed her butt as much as I did. He entered the store. When Staci finished, she held the key up with a question in her eyes. I left the rig to take the key.

"Thanks, Baby," I said.

"You're welcome, Jimbo. Finish filling the tank, right?"

I gave her a thumb's up. She headed for our RV and I headed to the restroom. I took care of my business and exited. The Tesla remained. The gas pump handle was still in our tank but Staci was nowhere to be seen. I soon heard voices inside the rig and joined them. Staci was giving the man a tour. She stood surprisingly close to him.

"Hi, Jimmy," she said. "This is Ricardo. I'm showing him our ride. He wants to buy something similar when he retires."

"What do you think, Ricardo?" I asked.

Ricardo was rubber-necking the insides.

"Damn," he said. "Microwave, big screen, fold-out queen bed. This is how you travel."

"Small for a rig but it's just the two of us."

"Very nice. Very classy."

I exited and they followed. We stood around chatting about our plans and where we were headed and he spoke of his plans and where he was headed. We talked about what we did for a living and how much we loved traveling.

"Our friends know us," Staci said. "When we take off like this, they understand we have no idea when we'll come home."

"That's a lovely life," he said.

Conversation continued and then I mentioned it was time to get on the road again. I shook his hand but Staci surprised me by kissing his cheek. We waved as Ricardo drove away in his Tesla.

"He was ranting about the RV so I let him have a look," she said.

I holstered the gas spigot and printed the receipt. We climbed in.

"Did you find him attractive?" I asked.

She quickly looked at me.

"Was it that obvious?"

"Only to me. I doubt he noticed anything."

She acted bashful.

"I'm a sucker for a Spanish accent." She pulled her hair into a ponytail and secured it with a hair tie. "Rancho Boca, here we come," she said.

We drove.

"Did it make you jealous that I let Ricardo come inside?" Staci asked.

"No. I worried when I didn't see you but no, he seemed all right."

"Good."

We headed south down the California coast. Hours later we pulled into an overnight lot and paid the fee. We parked facing the Pacific, ready for a magnificent sunset. We took a blanket and some cheese and crackers and walked onto the sand. We had nothing for the fire ring but we didn't care. We sat and watched the sun sink towards the horizon. The air was chilly so we cuddled under the blanket. The warmth of her body got to me and I sprouted an erection and when she felt it she suggested I put it to good use.

"Fine by me," I said. "What did you have in mind?"

She shuffled until her back was to me and then lifted before settling on my lap. At some point under the blanket she'd removed her underwear and her steaming pussy engulfed my erection. I stifled a groan.

"You're already wet," I rasped. "Soaked."

She hesitated.

"This is so romantic."

She sank to my root and then lifted slightly before sinking again. She breathed with little gasps.

"Horny?" I croaked.

She didn't answer, elevating an inch or so before sliding to the base of my dick again. It was a deliciously agonizing way to fuck. There were people at the other fire rings so we couldn't go crazy or get too passionate. We were forced to hide what we did and enjoyed our little charade.

Staci soon orgasmed but I couldn't get there. Too public, I guess. Still, she felt amazing and the moment was incredibly sexy. While she gently pumped my dick, we watched the giant fiery orange ball sink into the ocean. Once the sun vanished we sat in the dark for a while. She lifted her pussy off me and sat by my side. Eventually, we returned to the rig and locked up for the night. We watched a movie and she finished me with her hand. We fell asleep.

I was awakened by something. I sensed someone in our rig before I heard them move around. Staci slept soundly next to me, breathing deep, as I lifted my head to scan the darkness. I forced myself to wake as fast as I could. My heart stopped when my eyes landed on his shape in the darkness, outlined against the windshield. He watched us from the passenger seat.

"We carry no cash," I whispered.

"I don't want cash," I heard a voice murmur, Spanish accent strong. "I have cash. I'm not here for that. I'm here for you."





Chapter 2


The line to cross the border and enter Mexico was six lanes wide and hundreds of cars deep. I was stuck in it, and I was terrified. Five cars ahead of me, Ricardo had Staci in the Tesla, insurance that I would complete my task. Behind me, filling the cupboards, stacked in the aisle and packed neatly on the mattress, were plastic-sealed American hundred dollar bills. I have no idea how much it added up to. A lot.

Ricardo and the Cartel he represented recently had too many trucks searched and money confiscated. Our RV was a new attempt, an experiment in ways to get their drug money back across the border. He promised no harm would come to Staci, but I knew that was contingent upon me successfully completing my mission for them.

He'd planted an AirTag in our vehicle back at the gas station. Our conversation had told him all he needed to know about us. Staci gave him a tour and by the time I arrived, the tag was already planted. He after nightfall he followed the signal. He found us at the beach and watched until we turned off the lights, then gave us enough time to fall asleep. Picking the lock was nothing.

His men had joined him with a large truck loaded with cash. They'd packed our RV quickly and efficiently and he'd informed us of his plan.

Then he'd taken Staci. Insurance, he'd said.

I put a fake smile on my face and waited for the cars ahead of me to pass through the gates. My phone rang and I put it on speaker. Ricardo.

"Almost there," he said. "You're doing great. Once we're on the Mexico side, I'll lead you to a place where we can transfer the money away from you and onto a truck. You and your lovely woman can go on your way. Just stay cool and this will end soon."

I said I would. My nervousness grew as I approached the border. Ricardo spoke briefly to the guard and was waved through. I felt my heart sink at the prospect that I would be stopped, that I would be detained and lose sight of my wife. If I did, I had no idea where or how to find her again. Terror tickled my heart. Anxiety churned my guts the closer I got but then, when I was only one car away, calm flooded my body and mind. The officer waved me forward and asked about my business in Mexico and I told him I was here to eat and swim and sleep and see the sights of this beautiful country. I lied so smoothly I impressed myself. He waved me through and motioned the next car forward. I was already forgotten. My phone rang and Ricardo ordered me to follow his Tesla.

"I already know that," I snapped.




The freeway looped and doubled-back. We took an exit and followed a surface street and soon entered a poor section of Tijuana. There were so many people! People walked everywhere. We cut through a dirt lot and parked near a festive plaza with a huge silver arch. Ricardo was on the phone and he looked angry. I stayed with the rig, mouthing

 

I love you


 
to Staci through the Tesla windshield. She said it back. Ricardo ended his call and approached the RV.




"Bad news," he said. "No truck."

"I can see that."

He pulled on his bottom lip, thinking.

"Here's the new plan," he said. "We leave my car. I ride with you. We take the money to my boss and I cut you loose."

"I don't like that plan," I said. "I want Staci and to leave with me. I want us to get on with our lives. Take the RV if that's what you need. Staci and I will find our own way home."

He shook his head sadly.

"Jimbo, what you want doesn't matter right now. Besides, we're headed south and you were going south anyway. Relax. Let yourself have some fun while I figure out what to do."

I watched him walk away and wondered if I could take him in a fight. He'd flashed a big fucking gun that night at the beach and we'd become compliant after that. Since then I'd spotted a bulge under his shirt in back and another at his ankle. He carried at least three guns and probably knew how to handle them all. He wore a big knife on his hip, a long one, with elaborate bead decorations on the sheath. If I decided to fight him, assuming Staci was somehow perfectly safe, I'd have a lot to contend with. He moved like a man that knew how to fight. I hadn't been in a fight since high school.

He spoke to Staci and she exited the Tesla, looking relieved. He locked up and set the alarm and carried his satchel and other items over to the RV. She opened the passenger door and looked at the stacks of money everywhere.

"Where do I sit?" she asked.

"On my lap," Ricardo offered. "The passenger seat is big. We'll move things around after we get out of town."

He climbed in and dropped into the seat. Staci looked at me frightened and uncertain.

"Go ahead," I said.

Ricardo got comfortable and Staci sat on the edge between his knees. He shifted a bit and then pulled her hips closer. She resisted but then relented. What choice did she have? She slid her ass into his crotch. I started the rig and pulled into traffic, following the directions he gave. Ricardo rested his hands on her thighs, boldly displaying who had all the power. I gnashed my teeth and drove.

We left Tijuana and avoided the freeway, driving a narrow two-lane road along the coast. Ricardo told us stories of his life in the Cartel, to impress and to frighten us, and we asked a ton of questions. He was gregarious and charming but with a deadly edge. I had no doubts the man was responsible for many deaths.

We mimicked what three friends would do headed down the coast. We stopped often, played in the water or ate meals at highly rated restaurants. We took our time, sleeping on the beach when we could or overnight parks or even motels. We avoided drawing attention to ourselves.

We were driving south along some cliffs when we stopped for lunch at a roadside cantina. We ordered tacos and beer and sat at a concrete table and bench outside. I was shocked by how delicious everything was. Staci said she needed a bathroom break and Ricardo went with her, waiting outside the stall until she finished. He confiscated her phone too, promising to return them at the end of our journey. We finished our meal and enjoyed another beer, bringing them along as we walked towards the ocean. We saw a sign for a scenic viewpoint and agreed that sounded nice.

"Aren't you worried about the money?" I asked.

He shrugged.

"Anyone breaking into the RV will know it's drug money and back off. If they are stupid enough to take some, each bundle has an AirTag. I'd find them in minutes and their life would end."

I believed him. Staci did too.

We walked the dirt trail to the cliffs. We passed no one on the trail but there were four tough-looking men hanging out when we arrived. They moved aside, gathering near a monument, while we stepped onto the platform and looked out over the gorgeous pacific. I read from a plaque set into stone about explorer Juan Crespi. Ricardo positioned himself to keep an eye on the four men. They realized he watched them so they left.

Only, they didn't leave. They pretended to leave. They walked by as if they were and then one grabbed my arm and twisted. Another man did the same to Staci. I yelled at them to leave us alone. Ricardo smiled.

"You are Felix Cartel, yes?" he asked the man holding my arm. "I see the little star tattoo on your hand. So cute. You all have them. Let my friends go."

"Fuck you," my man said. "We'll kill you and this one and throw you into the sea. We'll take the girl. She's pretty. We can sell her for a lot. After we finish with her."

A few of the men laughed. Why was Ricardo still smiling? He shook his head sadly, clearly disappointed. He sat his bottle of beer on the ground.

"I am Sinaloa," Ricardo said, calmly. "I'm passing through. I respect your territory and will be on my way. These are my friends. Insult them and you insult me. I will tell you again: let them go."

One of the men drew a pistol from his waistband and aimed it at Ricardo.

"You want to put that away, hermano," Ricardo said.

The man swung the gun to point at Staci's head. My wife whimpered with fear. I exploded with rage, snatching at the weapon, shouting at him to lower his gun. I didn't care about my own safety. I sought only to protect my wife. The man holding me twisted my arm harder. I heard something pop inside. I thought it would break. I swear I felt it dislocate. I had no idea what I was doing, I was merely reacting emotionally. Ricardo did know what he was doing.

Ricardo was emotionless.

Ricardo was faster than lightning.

His hands were a blur as he drew and fired, first one gun, then another. The man pointing a weapon at Staci dropped like a rock, dead. I shoved the man holding my arm and spun him around. Risky, but I lined him up for Ricardo, shoving him clear from the rest of us. Ricardo's gun boomed again and the man sprayed blood and stumbled. He landed on all fours and fumbled to free his pistol but Ricardo fired again and that man dropped flat.

One of the two remaining men grabbed at Staci and held her close, hiding behind my wife. Rather than risk another shot, Ricardo calmly holstered his weapons and drew his long knife. The man turned my wife, using her as a shield.

"Now you have something to brag about," Ricardo joked. "When you get to Hell, tell them you met The Knife."

The man's face suddenly turned pale.

"You're The Knife?"

"I am."

"I will give you the woman," the man said. "We were told only about a shipment. We didn't know it was you. I will release her and you can let me go."

"Too late," Ricardo said.

He lunged. I've never seen a man move so fast. The man holding Staci staggered backward. A long gash across his throat gushed blood. He released my wife to grab his neck with both hands, trying and failing to stop the bleeding. He crumpled in a pile.

The fourth man, finding himself outnumbered, showed us empty hands.

"Paz," he cried. "No tengo arma. Me rindo."

He glanced at Staci, gauging the distance, concluding she was his ticket out of this mess.

"He's going to grab her," I warned.

"I got it," Ricardo said. "Thanks for your help."

A pistol magically appeared in Ricardo's hand again and he aimed carefully. The other man stood motionless.

"What is your name?" Ricardo asked.

"Diego."

"Never involve the women, Diego," Ricardo said. "We were men with a dispute. This happens. Men quarrel. We work it out. Involve a woman, hide behind a woman, especially this woman, who is special to me, and I cannot allow it to pass. Grab your fallen brothers and throw them into the ocean."

The man looked confused.

"These bodies," Ricardo said, gesturing at the dead men with his gun. "We mustn't leave them lying about. It's a long drop to the sea. Throw their bodies over the railing."

At last the man understood. He dragged the first man to the low guard wall and heaved. He grabbed the second man, the one that had aimed a gun at Staci, and began to pull but stopped.

"He lives," he told Ricardo. "This man yet lives."

Ricardo approached, and Diego backed away. I watched him closely. Ricardo bent an ear near the man's mouth, and then laughed, a harsh sound devoid of joy.

"You are correct. I hear his breath. He maybe would recover. Return to his family. Return to the Cartel. Throw him anyway."

The wounded man raised a hand in protest but Diego heaved him over the railing. The last body followed. Diego turned to Ricardo.

"I did as you asked. They're gone. I will speak of this to no one. I will–Ungh!"

That's all he said. Ricardo shot him in the head, the impact of the bullet carrying Diego backward, tipping him over the guardrail to join his companions in the sea. Staci was crying softly when I slipped an arm around her shoulder.

"I apologize," Ricardo told us, retrieving his beer from the ground. "Let's return to the RV. I want another beer for the road."

"What about all the blood?" I asked. "You disposed of their bodies but what about all this blood?"

Ricardo glanced at the flagstone floor. Blood was everywhere.

"Leave it. Let the next tourist speculate on the mystery of the bloodstained floor. We need to leave now."

"Why don't you just take the RV and go?" I asked. "You don't need us. We got you over the border. Just take our vehicle and leave."

He finished his beer and threw the bottle off the cliff.

"Because I like you," he said. "I enjoy our talks. I enjoyed Staci all those hours she rode with me. I'll let you go but only once I finish my task."

Staci cried on my shoulder.

"That was so scary," she mumbled. "All those men are dead."

"It was scary, Baby. I was scared too."

"I saw them die. Right in front of me." She lifted her eyes to Ricardo. "I've never seen someone die before."

Whatever Ricardo wanted to say to her, he didn't. He waited patiently for Staci's composure to return. We all took a last look at the panorama, avoiding the spilled blood at our feet, and then turned away. After two steps, Staci turned back. She held the rail tightly and leaned far over, casting her gaze over the cliff's edge. I joined her. Far below, the ocean waves repeatedly smashed four bodies against the rocks. Much of their clothing was already shredded. Staci shuddered.





Chapter 3


My lovely wife was a problem.

In truth, she wasn't the problem, the men were. She turned heads everywhere we went. We stopped for dinner and I suggested she swap the pleated skirt for baggy sweatpants but that helped only a little. She was just too sexy with her spectacular tits and gorgeous ass. Her body was obvious beneath her clothes. The men down here were expressive and unafraid to share their feelings about how good she looked.

They quieted once they realized she was with us but they continued to openly stare. One man thought it would be a great idea to confront Staci and box her into a corner and Ricardo was in his face in an instant. He got her away from that man and she clung to Ricardo's arm as he returned her to our table. After that she stuck by his side.

At last we returned to the RV. We drove to a spot overlooking a cove and we shut down for the night. There was a bathroom and shower facility down on the sand so we hiked the steep cliff to wash. In the RV again we opened beers and swapped stories. For a drug-pedaling, murderous, kidnapping outlaw, we kind of liked the guy. It helped that he was loyal and protective of Staci. We both loved how he looked out for her. I think some of the locals recognized him and kept their friends away. I often caught Ricardo looking at Staci when he thought no one watched. His eyes always turned soft and dreamy.

At last it was time for bed. We killed the lights and changed into sleeping clothes: boxers and a T-shirt for me and basically the same for Staci. We crowded each other to make room in the bed for him. With all this money stacked, there was no other place for him to sleep.

He moved to the far end of the RV, trying to be discreet, and stepped out of his clothes. The light was faint but there was enough to see. He folded his clothes as he removed them and set them aside. He opened his satchel and withdrew a fresh pair of boxer briefs and then bent to remove the pair he wore. Down they came and when he straightened, we saw his fit and wiry body. He had short hair on chest, legs, and arms, and carried almost no fat, but what drew the eye was the large phallus hanging between his legs. He stuffed the dirty underwear into a plastic bag and then illuminated his phone briefly to orient the fresh pair. In the glow from his phone we saw his uncircumcised cock, the foreskin about halfway up the head, swinging like a pendulum. Staci tensed.

"That's a big dick," I whispered.

"Yes," she whispered back.

We watched in silence. Soon he stepped into his boxers and drew them up his legs, hiding his penis again. He felt his way towards us in the dark, bumping knees and stubbing toes. He placed one gun under his pillow and the other beside the bed. He tucked the knife under the mattress. He fidgeted for several seconds, getting comfortable, and then exhaled the day's stresses and strains in a long and heartfelt sigh. The RV was silent.

"How much, Ricky?" Staci asked, after a minute of quiet.

"How much what?" he asked.

"How much money is in this RV? What are we surrounded by?"

"A lot," he murmured.

"How much?" she insisted. "I'm sure if I guess you'll both laugh at me. I'm terrible at estimating things. Is it one million dollars? More? Five million dollars? Will I sleep tonight surrounded by five-million dollars?"

Ricardo laughed.

"You are terrible at estimating things," he teased.

"Now I'm curious too," I said. "I only saw one bundle closely, but it looked like it was all hundreds. If that's true, and that's true for each of these bundles, I calculate five million is too low. How much, Ricky?"

"I'm a Ricky now?" he asked. "No more Ricardo? You both call me Ricky?"

Staci patted his shoulder in the dark.

"Is that all right? It means we like you."

I waited for him to say something but he didn't. I waited to hear him snoring but he didn't do that either. He was silent for a long time. When he finally did speak, he snatched our breath away.

"Thirty-two million, nine-hundred-eighty-five thousand," he said.

"What the fuck!" Staci yelled.

She sat up and looked around in the dark. I could not see her expression but her body language screamed shock and amazement. We were surrounded by large plastic-wrapped stacks, more now since we cleared the bed. She flopped on her back.

"That much? Are you serious?"

"Deadly."

"Are you hiring?" she chuckled. "I'm looking for a job."

Ricardo sighed, a sad, lonely sound.

"We are always hiring," he said. "Because the people around me die often. It's the worst job in the world, Staci. I'm going to remind myself you are only joking."

"I am joking, mostly," she admitted. "There's just so much money."

Ricardo turned on his side to face her. She laid on her side, facing him too, smiling. He studied her face.

"I dissolved a man in acid," he calmly stated. "Alive. To make him tell me his secrets. I started with his toes, lowering him into a barrel until he bubbled up to his ankles. He broke before I reached his shins. He told me everything I needed to know. Everything." Ricardo casually brushed a strand of hair from her face. "If I assigned you this job, is this something you can do to a person?"

It was too dark to see her expression but I felt how her body became rigid.

"That's awful," she muttered.

"He was an awful man. I won't tell you the things he'd done. I won't try to sway you. What I did to him was monstrous, and I've done worse to others."

"If he was so awful then I'm glad he's dead," she said, voice shaky. "You know doing such things makes you an awful man too. But do you know the damage you cause yourself? Do you understand how you hurt your soul?"

"I do," he said. "I do know. But I'm in this life and there's no getting out."

He rolled to his back and then continued until he faced away from us.

"Go to sleep, Jimbo and Staci," he said.





Chapter 4


"Up there," Ricky said. "On the right. The park with the trees. Drive to the far end and pull in by the shed."

I did as he said. There were men waiting for us, men with automatic weapons. A black Ford F-150 sat under the trees and men filled the bed. The truck looked like a porcupine with all those bristling barrels. Ricardo left us to go speak with an older man. They argued and Ricardo placed a call. He paced as he spoke. The men in the truck glared at us and I wondered if our fate was being discussed. Our new friend ended the call and spoke to the older man again. Ricardo noticed the men staring at us, and staring especially at Staci. He confronted them harshly, firing angry Spanish like a machine gun, berating them until they looked away. The older man climbed into the F-150 and backed out. Once the truck was driving away, Ricardo continued toward us.

"You will take me to La Cruz, in Sinaloa," he told me. "The big man wants to meet you."

"We want our lives back," I said.

"No. Not yet."

"Why?" Staci pleaded. "Why would your boss need to meet two boring Americans?"

"I told him how Jimbo protected me during the shootout with the Felix Cartel. My boss hates the Felix Cartel. He wants to shake your hand and say thanks personally."

"We want to go home," I said.

"No." That was the end of it. He checked his watch. "We need lunch. There's a good restaurant farther down the road."

We climbed in and I drove. We parked the rig and entered the restaurant. As always, our conversations were delightful. Remove the fact that this man was our kidnapper and I could consider our time with him well-spent. He was like a well-armed tour guide that we couldn't get rid of. We ate until we were stuffed and then walked along the beach for a while.

We returned to the RV. Ricardo seemed to be talking and laughing as usual but I knew him better now, I sensed something was wrong. I worried he'd been ordered to kill us.

We'd just stepped inside the rig when the first bullets hit, tearing through the windshield and peppering the cupboards. I jumped on Stacia and Ricardo, carrying them to the ground as automatic fire tore through the RV. Staci screamed. Ricardo crawled towards the door and slithered out, scrambling until he hid behind a tire. From there he darted to a nearby dumpster.

The gunfire followed him.

I raised my head. My heart was pounding. Three men walked across a dirt lot with machine guns braced against their hip. They fired at Ricardo nonstop. I started the engine and no one noticed above the gunfire. Ricardo bravely returned fire, blasting away with twin pistols, sometimes over the top of the dumpster and sometimes around either side. He winged one of the men but they all kept coming.

When the three men were lined up with the RV, I held the steering wheel in place, ducked for cover below the dashboard, and pushed the gas pedal with my hand. I held it down, guessing the distance as we accelerated. Gunfire suddenly flew through the windshield again as they realized their danger but they were much too late.

I was not prepared for the collision.

I expected some loud thumps and the RV to jostle as I ran the fuckers over, but that's not what happened. The thumps were like cannon fire punctuated by loud screams of pain as bones broke and flesh burst. The vehicle rocked wildly, like I'd driven off the road and over boulders. Cupboards flew open and dishes crashed. Staci screamed and I almost did too. It was chaos for ten intense seconds, ten seconds that seemed to last much longer.

The gunfire stopped. I took my hand off the gas and pressed the brake and waited, too afraid to move.

"It's all right," Ricardo called out. "They're all down."

I rose. I checked the rearview mirror and spotted two broken bodies lying in the dirt. Out the shattered windshield I saw Ricardo standing on a man's wrist. The man's body was twisted unnaturally. Ricardo put a pistol to the man's eye.

"Stay down," I told Staci. "You do not want to see this."

"I want to see," she said. She rose beside me. "Ricky's hurt," she said. "Look. They shot him."

She was right. I was so busy watching his interaction with the man on the ground I hadn't noticed two circles of blood on his shoulder, soaking through his dark green shirt. Staci hurried for the first aid kit.

Ricardo was speaking but the man on the ground slipped in and out of consciousness. Staci exited the RV with the kit just as Ricardo fired a bullet through the man's eye. My wife jumped, terrified, but then hardened her resolve and moved to help our new friend. He dropped heavily into the dirt, pistol slipping from his hand.

He passed out at her feet. I hurried to join her and we looked at him lying in the dirt. I met her eyes. We shared the same thought. Here was our chance to flee. We had the money and his guns and even if we did him no harm, we could tie him up and drive home. Her face softened.

"All right," I murmured.

Staci opened the kit and began removing his shirt. One bullet had grazed but the other had passed through muscle. His blood loss was extensive.

There was a strained silence between my wife and me.

"We can't just leave him," I said. "I don't know why, but we can't."

She exhaled all the air she'd been holding.

"Oh, my God, I'm so glad to hear you say that."

"We can drive away, Staci. If we take the money they'll never stop hunting us, but we can unload Ricardo and the cash and be gone."

"I hear you," she said. "I have the same thoughts. Why can't we do it?"

"Fuck if I know. Goddamn it. We're his kidnapping victims. Is this some Stockholm Syndrome shit?"

I helped her get Ricardo bandaged and into the RV. We had no windshield and that would bring a ticket, but I'd not seen a police car in forever. People inside the restaurant had heard the gunfire and were now cautiously emerging to investigate. I approached several until I found someone who spoke broken English. He gave me directions to a veterinarian, which was the closest medical services we could get without driving hours to the next big city. I knocked the remaining glass out of the windshield and we thundered down the road.





Chapter 5


Ricardo rested easy on a table meant to hold frightened dogs. He was stitched, inside and out, and nicely drugged. He'd paid the doctor in cash and made a few phone calls. Help was on the way.

"Why didn't you leave?" he asked us. We returned a blank stare. "You rammed them with the RV and saved my life, but I was unconscious. You could have abandoned me."

"You're welcome," I said.

"Why didn't you leave me?"

"It felt wrong," Staci said. "You were injured. You needed help. If we left you and the money, people would have stolen it. You would have gotten in trouble with your boss. We want to go home but in that moment saving you mattered more."

The door opened and the older man Ricardo had met at the park entered. He walked directly to Ricardo and roughly checked on the bandages, smacking the younger man on the cheek. They both laughed. They spoke Spanish and Ricardo gestured towards us several times. The older man turned and hugged me and then Staci.

"This is Oscar," Ricardo said. "An old friend. We've been through much together. He's ex-military. He thanks you for rescuing me."

"Tell him he's welcome."

"He brought a new, bigger motorhome for us. The money's been transferred and more effectively hidden. Only a detailed search would find it now. Your old, bullet-riddled vehicle will stay here. We've made arrangements with the restaurant's owner to look after it. We can leave soon."

"I think you have a spy in your organization," Staci blurted. "Why were those men hanging out at the viewpoint? Tough Cartel guys taking in the view? Really? Dangerous Cartel men just happened to be where we showed up? Then at the restaurant. It's like they waited for all your men with guns to drive away before they attacked. How did they know? Someone in your organization is telling them."

Ricardo, Oscar, and I all looked at Staci, shocked.

"Well?" she asked. "It's probably true."

"I believe you are correct, Staci," Ricardo said. "Brains and beauty are a deadly combination." He smiled at her sweetly.

"So you still need us to drive you to La Cruz?" I asked.

"I do. There will be many military checkpoints between here and there. Americans heading south pass through easily. Let's go."

Oscar helped me walk Ricardo to our new motorhome and get him seated.  They spoke a few minutes and then Oscar departed, off to some new task. I started the rig and we were soon on the road again, chatting like three friends on vacation. Something Ricardo had said stuck with me.

"Tell me," I asked. "How do we avoid a detailed search? The plan you've described requires the police do not look too closely. Isn't that their job? I'm sure your organization has spent money on many bribes but what if we meet a cop not on your payroll? How do we get them to look away?"

"We give the Federales something else to look at," he said. "Something to distract their eyes and draw their interest. Something they like more than searching under beds and through cupboards."

I laughed.

"Like what? Balloon animals?"

He looked at Staci.

"Her," he said. "She's very pretty. Her looks are very popular down here. Her body is jugosa. Juicy like a peach. The Federales will see little else with her on display."

"What do you mean by on display?" Staci asked.

"I will have you changing clothes or perhaps pretending to nap while nude. If there are many men, I will get in bed with you while Jim drives. They will enjoy seeing us together but they will feel shame at watching. Most are married Catholic men. They want to look but shame will guide them. They will look away."

"Wait," Staci said. "Are you suggesting we pretend to have sex? Like, we're naked and under the covers?"

"Yes. I've used that ruse many times."

"Not with me," she said.

"I'm not at all comfortable with this idea, Ricardo."

Annoyance flashed across his face. He stared out the front window and adjusted his arm, wincing.

"Listen, Jimbo and Staci. I let you change my name to Ricky. I didn't like it, but I let it go, because we have a kind of friendship, yes?"

I nodded. Staci said yes.

"We have helped each other," he continued. "But please remember the truth. You are my prisoners. I'm using you to protect myself and the money. I will join Staci beneath the covers and you will both play your role perfectly. That's all. That's all we need to discuss. There is no negotiating. The deception works. That's all we need to worry about."

Staci and I fell silent. He was right. To get through all this and safely out the other side, we had to play the game and play it well.

"I understand," my wife said.

I heard the fear and uncertainty in her voice.

We continued our pleasant conversations but now a ghost haunted the cabin. In the back of our minds was the moment they would begin their charade.

We did not have long to wait.

The first roadblock had cars backed up twenty deep. Ricardo made a quick phone call and then told Staci to strip. He asked for my wedding ring. My heart stopped.

"Naked?" she asked.

"Yes, of course. There are many men up there, many eyes to distract. Our story is we head south on our honeymoon. You and I are recently married. Jim is our friend. Remove your clothing and get under the covers. Now."

Staci tried to think of something to say but only twisted her toes into the rug instead. She looked at me for help but I had nothing to offer.

"Quickly!" Ricardo snapped, unbuckling his belt.

She began undressing. Staci had dressed comfortably, as usual, and found herself nude well before Ricky. He continued to strip but glanced often at her body. She kept her eyes down until he removed his undershirt and revealed his flat stomach and wiry chest. Two bandages seeped small circles of blood.

"On your back," he told her, hooking thumbs in boxer briefs. "I must be on top to turn my shoulders and hide my wounds. The blanket will hide me."

Staci was too nervous to speak but she nodded rapidly. She climbed into bed and held the covers open to him. Her legs were stiff and tightly held together, a small triangle of pubic hair where they met. Ricardo pushed his underwear down and tossed them on the pile of clothing. His heavy cock swung with his movements and I caught Staci looking. I didn't blame her. I looked too. That piece of meat had some heft. Anybody would have looked at it.

"Don't touch her," I said, which was ridiculous.

There was no way for them to avoid touching. Touching was the point of the ruse. Ricardo crawled on hands and knees. He tapped her ankle but she kept her legs tightly closed.

"Staci," he implored. "It's all right. Pretend we are actors. I will force nothing upon you."

"Okay," she rasped. "I know. I know that about you. I'm sorry. Okay."

Her legs parted. His eyes went to her pussy because in that situation every man would direct their eyes to her pussy. She's a petite woman with small labia. Her inner lips are hidden. Ricardo and I gazed at her little slit and then he was between her thighs. The last thing I saw was his solid cock resting on the sheet, aimed at her opening. He moved higher, arranging their positions to convince the casual eye that they were in the middle of making love and justifiably outraged at any interruption.

"Open your legs a little wider," he said. "I need to move higher over you. Wider. Still more. Good. Now let me just bring my hips up–"

Staci's sudden and sharp gasp snatched my eyes from the road. We'd been steadily advancing, one car at a time, with cars filling in the line behind us, and I'd kept my focus away from Ricardo and my wife. All that changed in an instant. Staci sucked air and I spun in my seat.

"Sorry," Ricardo told her. "I'm trying to drop my shoulder to hide my bandages."

"It's okay," Staci croaked. "I understand."

Her eyes were saucers. Obviously, his cock had accidentally touched her pussy under the blanket. My heart was in my throat. She smoothed the comforter over their bodies and I lost sight of everything except from the shoulders and up. Ricardo was still adjusting, moving his legs and hips and maneuvering himself into a believable position, while also trying to accommodate his wounds and avoid searing pain and tearing stitches. His attention was elsewhere, but face was directly over and incredibly close to her breast. She had to feel his hot breath on her nipple. He moved again, readjusting, and Staci gasped again, louder. He quickly maneuvered his upper body but she rested a hand on his shoulder.

"It's all right," she said, voice trembling with emotion. "Just leave it. Stay where you are. We're almost there."

She was right. A senior officer type, uniformed, with an automatic weapon slung over a shoulder, spoke to the driver ahead of us. Ricardo settled his face in the crook of her neck as if they made out. Staci closed her eyes and lowered her head. Their bodies began to slowly move in unison.

"Destino?" the officer muttered, bored.

"I don't speak Spanish," I said, voice gravelly.

"American?"

"Yes."

He looked around and over me.

"Passengers?"

"My friends," I said. "They're married and, um, busy now. I wanted to leave them alone, if you know what I mean."

He furrowed his brow, displeased that anything might disrupt his boring day. He walked away and took a soldier with him. They traveled the length of the motorhome, peeking in the windows as they went. The soldier tapped his shoulder and pointed. Both men moved closer to the glass.

Behind me, Ricardo's ass rose and fell beneath the blanket, creating a temporary tent before collapsing again. Staci threw in a convincing moan for good measure. The younger soldier laughed but the officer looked annoyed and pushed the soldier back towards the checkpoint. He scolded the man in Spanish.

"Your friends have no decency," he chastised.

"They are impulsive and passionate," I said. "Newlyweds."

I could barely speak. My throat was tight and my tongue fat. What the fuck happened under that blanket? Their movements looked so real. The officer waved us through, moving to the car behind us. I drove staring straight ahead, unnerved. There was no place to pull over, no place to stop. An excellent choice for a checkpoint but a terrible place for a frantic husband like me. Staci gasped again, breaking the spell.

"All right," I croaked. "We made it through. They barely looked at you once they understood what was happening." I got no response other than my wife gasping yet again. "Guys," I said, louder. "It's over."

Ricardo rolled off my wife. Staci stared at the ceiling for several heartbeats before closing her eyes and resting a palm on her forehead. Ricardo brought his arms from under the blanket and dropped them outside his hips, pulling the fabric taut over his pelvis. I saw the clear outline of his bulging erection. I had a million questions explode inside my head but I voiced none of them at that moment. Now was not the time to make a scene. Any shouting or conflict would bring the officers to us again. I decided I'd ask Staci later and played it cool for now. No need to upset Ricardo.

"That's worked perfectly," I said, hoping someone would offer something that told me it was all an act.

They weren't talking.

Eventually Ricardo slipped out of bed and searched for his boxers. His cock was partially swollen, dangling like a mocha colored squash. In this semi-excited state the foreskin had drawn back, revealing the pinkish mushroom head. He pulled his underwear up and then his pants.

Staci stayed in bed, eventually rolling over to nap. Ricardo took the passenger seat and while we spoke on many subjects, we spoke no more of the checkpoint.





Chapter 6


We stopped for an early dinner. Staci had joined us after a brief nap and with interesting conversations, time passed quickly. The restaurant served delicious food and we changed clothes before getting on the road again. There was plenty of daylight left and Ricardo looked forward to putting miles behind us.

We hit the next roadblock an hour later.

"Chinga Tu Madre," Ricardo muttered. "They are covering all the connecting roads. Someone told them to be on the lookout. Puto. Get in the bed, Staci. Quickly."

They shed clothes fast, no longer worried about nudity in front of each other, not that Ricardo had ever felt that way. My wife flipped the covers and jumped in, rolling onto her back and easily opening her legs for him. She knew what to do. Ricardo shucked his underwear and revealed that impressive cock once more, already partially swollen to my eye. Maybe I was wrong. Maybe fear toyed with my mind.

Ricardo crawled onto the bed and positioned his hips between her thighs. She brought a leg around to hook his ass with her heel. His cock had risen to half-mast, pointing directly away from his pelvis and directly at her slit. She kept her eyes glued to his face. He grabbed the blanket to cover them but not before I caught a glimpse of his partially erect penis bumping her labia. She jumped and gasped and he kept moving. The tip snagged the split of her pussy lips and nudged one aside.

The blanket settled into place before I could see more so I studied her expression. She was watching him closely. He kicked the comforter around a little until he was happy with the placement and then lowered his body over hers until his elbows took his weight.

"How many cars back are we?" he asked.

I counted quickly.

"Ten. These officers are inspecting more closely."

"Mierda."

Staci suddenly gasped.

"What's that mean?" I asked.

"It means shit. Like, damn it. I want to make better time on the road. These assholes have doubled their watches. I think maybe there is a rumor of a truck full of money heading south."

We crept forward. The soldiers searched each vehicle, opening trunks and sliding mirrors underneath. We moved forward one car at a time. At last it was our turn. Staci closed her eyes slowly.

"Hello," I said, not waiting for the man to speak.

"Hola. Where do you head?"

"For the Gulf. No specific destination in mind. Maybe fishing and hiking."

"Who's in back?"

"Friends. Newlyweds. They are busy so I didn't intrude."

He gave me a funny look.

"The cabin door is unlocked?" he asked.

"Of course."

He nodded and walked around, circling the motorhome. Other soldiers watched me so I could utter no warning to Ricardo and Staci. I could only hope they played their parts well. The door opened and the man entered. His eyes went directly to the bed and the people in it.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I must examine this vehicle."

Ricardo flipped the edge of the blanket back, revealing himself and Staci, revealing Staci down to her breasts. My wife made no move to cover herself, acting defiant. The officer gave her a look and then stared at her gorgeous tits.

"Newlyweds?" the man asked.

Ricardo showed him his ring-finger. Staci followed his move.

"Matching rings," she improvised.

He remained unconvinced. He studied Ricardo's face.

"Maybe," he said. "But maybe not. I see for myself."

He grabbed the edge of the comforter and tugged, pulling the blanket farther down their bodies, exposing them to the hips. My eyes bulged and I smothered a gasp. Ricardo had half his thick cock buried in her pussy. I saw with stark clarity her labia stretched wide, struggling to hold his bulky girth.

"Hey!" she shouted. "Have some respect."

Ricardo yelled at the man too, cursing him in Spanish. The man dropped the blanket in place and stepped back, apologizing. He turned to the soldier at the door and waved him away. He faced Ricardo, scrutinizing, then apologized again and exited the motorhome, closing the door behind him.




I was ready to burst.

 

Ricardo had his cock inside my wife.


 
I could say nothing now, but I was dying to. The officer and soldier returned to the front of our vehicle and Ricardo rose higher over Staci to watch the man through the window. I realized higher over Staci also meant deeper into Staci and I bit my lip to stay silent. The officer waved us forward and turned his attention to the car behind us.




I drove.

Ricardo lowered himself over her and turned to watch the roadblock fall away behind us. Again, I had no place to stop or even pull over.

"Get your goddamn cock out of her," I growled.

Ricardo threw the covers back and sat on the edge of the bed. His erection stood straight up from his lap. He retrieved his boxers and began to pull them up his legs. Staci rolled on her side facing him. I opened my mouth to curse the man but Staci spoke before I could.

"I did that, Jimmy," she admitted. "Just before the officer yanked the covers back. I knew he would so I grabbed Ricky and stuck him in there. It seemed necessary to convince the man we were fucking."

My jaw dropped.

"You?" I asked.

"She's brilliant," Ricardo said. "I would never have thought to do that. She saved us."

"She put your fucking cock inside her!" I shouted. "I'm tired of this bullshit!"

"Baby," she said. "I know you're upset. You have a right to be upset. But if they'd caught us traveling with Ricky and all that money, we'd be on our way to a Mexican prison right now. What do you think would happen to me in there? I'm sorry I did it but there was an excellent reason and it worked."

"Stop calling him Ricky!"

I don't know why I responded with that. They stared at me like I was losing my mind. Maybe I was a little. I drew a deep breath, held it, let it out slowly.

"All right," I said, calmly. "I understand. I'm glad the idea was yours and not Ricardo's. Give me a minute. I'm really upset right now."

Staci met my gaze with compassion and understanding. She said nothing, which was best considering Ricardo was right there. This was something for us to discuss in private. Bad enough he'd been inside her. I don't want him inside our relationship too.

I heard a distant siren. I checked the rear and side view mirrors. I saw blue and red lights flashing, coming after us.

"Shit!" I exclaim. "Here they come again."

Ricardo whipped off his boxers and jumped into bed. I was watching the military vehicles in the mirrors but I caught a glimpse of Staci reaching for Ricardo's cock. Her legs opened as they rose and she guided him smoothly into her soaked cunt. He let his weight drive his cock all the way in and grabbed the blanket to cover them. The military vehicles were coming up fast. Staci softly moaned at the big cock filling her and her legs snaked around his, drawing him all the way in. The bedspread fell into place, covering them.

I pulled over as far as I could, which wasn't much. There was little shoulder along the road, dipping quickly into a ditch. We could not get stuck. Getting stuck meant we'd invite attention and help and we'd be discovered. I carefully maneuvered to the right and stopped.

Staci and Ricardo were in position. Two Humvees sporting camouflage paint jobs raced by, lights flashing and sirens blaring. They weren't after us at all. I turned to my wife and kidnapper. Staci had her eyes closed, rolling her hips to match the rhythm of Ricardo's thrusts. He moved slow and strong, sinking thick, veiny inches deep into her tight, wet tunnel. Staci's mouth was open and a low moan floated free.

"They're gone," I said. "They weren't after us."

Ricardo buried his face in her neck and kissed her throat. Staci held the back of his head with one hand. The other hand looked to be on his ass, savoring the smooth rise and fall of his hips.

"They weren't after us," I said again.

They didn't hear me. They couldn't hear me. They were lost to the thunderstorms of pleasure dancing inside their skulls. Their movements caused the bedspread to slide a little, revealing their writhing bodies beneath. I saw flashes of fat, curved cock sliding into her body.

"Guys!" I yelled.

That did the trick. Ricardo lifted his head to look around.

"They drove by?" he asked.

"Yeah," I sneered, cynically. "About an hour ago."

"This is sarcasm?" Ricardo asked.

"Yes."

Staci moved her hands to the small of his back and encouraged him to keep moving. I doubted he could fully stop his hips if he tried. He pumped my wife with slow, small movements, glancing around to make sure they were safe, reluctant to withdraw his cock from her insides. When he stopped at last, Staci whimpered and nudged him to keep going.

"They've gone," he told her. "False alarm."

Finally, the message penetrated her brain. She lifted with her elbows behind her and scanned the windows over his shoulder. She twisted her head around to see what was happening outside and when understanding dawned, she brought her gaze around to me. My expression told her everything. She tapped his shoulder.

"Pull it out," she whispered. "Take it out of me."

Ricardo looked down at the place where he vanished inside her and moved his hips backward, drawing that long shank of beef from her guts. Staci gasped when the head opened her wide before coming free. She looked disappointed as he took it away from her. She dropped onto her back and covered her face with both hands.

Ricardo scooted backward off the bed and stood, his hefty spear of man-flesh aimed at the cupboard. He grabbed his underwear from the floor.

"That officer," he said. "I believe I know him. I believe he accepts money from the Felix Cartel. We are lucky he did not recognize me."

He drew his underwear up his legs. He was still hard and the tube of beef slapped his belly when the elastic waistband of his boxers caught it. He tucked the thing away and pulled on his shirt.

"There's an old motel down this road," he said. "We can sleep there. More comfortably than in here. Hopefully, we can get separate beds."

He fished his phone out of a pocket and began to check messages. Staci pulled on a baggy T-shirt and nothing else and joined me up front, claiming the passenger seat and putting her feet on the huge, low dashboard. The bottom of her shirt dropped away underneath and I spied her puffy slit under her legs, nestled in the curve of her ass.

"I can drive for a while if you need a break," she said.

"I'm good."

She found an apple in the cooler and took a bite.

"He fucked you," I said, unable to wait until we were alone. "He was in you, like, all the way."




"We had to, Jimbo. You know that. I realized what the officer was about to do and acted. That was the proof he needed. It worked. I didn't

 

want


 
to do it."




"It sure looked like you wanted to."

She gave a little shrug and took another bite.

"I mean, maybe I did," she said. "Like, subconsciously. Ricky has been very protective of me on this trip. He's nice to me. He thinks I'm gorgeous. Maybe I instinctively wanted to reward and encourage that behavior. You know what I mean? Like it's a girl-thing."

"You understand we're being held hostage, right? You know all this is against our will? He's kidnapped us, Baby."

She made that goddamned little shrug again.

"I do know that, Jimbo. I want all this to end, same as you. But let's be smart and get through this ordeal as quickly and safely as we can."

I dropped my complaint. No way could I discuss this without getting angry. I understood the points she made and she wasn't wrong, but why did I sense she was setting up justification to continue her behavior?





Chapter 7


The motel was a dive. It started, centuries ago, apparently, as a single-family house. Rooms were added and then more rooms were added and over time it turned into the sprawling mess I see before us now. Ricardo explained our needs and secured accommodations.

"No double beds," he warned. "I'll sleep on the floor."

While the place might be less than perfect, the family that owned and ran it was not. These people were the finest people I'd ever met. They were gracious and humble and loving to each other and us. There was a grandmother and father, husband and wife, and many children. Some of the children were old enough to have gotten married and started their own families, which resulted in more rooms being added. We enjoyed a huge dinner with amazing food and better company.

As the hour grew late, people drifted away for bed until we sat with a young man and his girlfriend telling them all about the marvels of the United States.

"But you have something of incredible value right here," I warned. "Don't be too quick to give it up. Family is better than gold."

At last we retired to our room.

"What are the sleeping arrangements?" I asked on the walk back.

"You and Miss Staci may have the bed," Ricardo said. "I'll take some cushions and the floor."

"We got a king bed," Staci offered. "There's room for us all."

"No worries," he replied. "I'm fine."

We brushed our teeth and changed into pajamas. Well, Staci and I did. Ricardo simply stripped down to his boxer briefs. Ricardo seemed genuinely remorseful about his cock spending time inside my wife. We tried the television for about two minutes before giving up and turning the light off. We said our goodnights.

I was awakened by a cold steel barrel under my nose. The commanding officer at the last checkpoint eased me out of bed. A soldier did the same for Staci. She was confused at first but as understanding kicked in, she began to cry.

Ricardo was already up, standing against the wall with his hands on his head. Two soldiers aimed guns at his feet.

"It took me a while," the senior officer said. "I admit that. It's embarrassing. Aging is not for the faint-hearted." He pointed his gun at Ricardo's face. "But I recognized you. At least, I think I do. You look like Joaquin Garcia, son of Ismael Garcia. They call you The Knife. I think maybe you lied to us and that I should ask you a few more questions. Then we come in here and the driver is sleeping with the wife. I suspected she was not your woman and I believe this confirms my doubts."

"She is my wife," Ricardo said. "I have a bad back so I sleep on the floor."

"Maybe. Maybe. You have identification?"

"My wallet is on the dresser," I said. "Hers is in her purse. Ricardo's was stolen before our trip with no time to replace it. That's why I came along on their honeymoon. To do the driving."

The officer eyed me suspiciously.

"Maybe," he muttered. "Maybe."

He circled around me to Staci. He pointed at Ricardo.

"This man is your husband?"

"He is."

"Or maybe you are a smooth liar like these men?"

His finger pointed at me and then Ricardo and then me again.

"No," she said. "Ricardo is my man."

"Smooth liar," he murmured, rubbing his chin. "Maybe I run my own tests? Maybe I watch for the truth with my own eyes?"

None of us knew what he meant. He stepped back so he could see all three of us at the same time.

"Use your mouth on your husband," he said.

He watched us closely for our reaction. Bastard. I stayed perfectly calm. Staci and Ricardo did too.

"In front of you and your men?" Staci asked, appalled.

"Si. Yes. Do it. Perhaps you find the idea disgusting because Ricardo is not truly your husband?"

"You're an idiot," my wife told him. "I find the idea disgusting because you're forcing me to have an audience. You've already intruded on our sex life. Now you want to do it again. I think maybe what I find disgusting is you."

"Regardless," he said, waving his pistol.

She left her spot against the wall to kneel before Ricardo. She tugged his boxers down, freeing his soft but long cock. She acted nonchalant, like she'd sucked this particular dick many times, but her heart had to be racing. So much counted on her performance. His too, but mostly hers. Would she balk? Would she break and turn away? She helped Ricardo step out of his underwear and then she tossed them aside. She circled the root of the man's cock, spreading her fingers through his sparse pubic hair. Her thumb came up underneath the tube of meat to lift him horizontal and aim him at her mouth, which she opened. She fastened her hateful stare on the commander and eased Ricardo's cock past her lips.

I thought I would die.

My wife closed her eyes. Her lips followed the contours of his cock, gliding over the shrouded head, slithering over raised veins and arteries. Her head bobbed slowly and languorously, relishing the throbbing meat. She dipped under to slather the big balls before returning to the shaft, her flat tongue painting his flesh from root to head. The men with guns watched spellbound. We all did. Each of us possessed a penis and we all knew exactly what Ricardo felt in those moments. We felt her mouth too. Ricardo filled and expanded, growing larger, firmer, stoking Staci's fire until she began to pursue his orgasm, sucking hard and stroking his shaft with both hands. Drool dripped to the floor. His cock became a shiny, angry beast. My wife sucked his meat like she'd dreamed of this moment. I know her. I saw the real lust, the real want.

No one is that great an actor.

My wife relished this opportunity. She'd wanted him in her mouth, probably from the moment she saw what dangled between his legs.

"Enough," the officer said.

Staci pretended not to hear. She bobbed faster, sucked harder, reached under to fondle Ricardo's balls. She truly did want this man to orgasm. My wife wanted to swallow his load. My heart ached to see her desire for him.

"I said enough," the man barked.

With fluid motions the officer grabbed Ricardo's long sheath from his stacked clothes and whipped his knife free. He brought the blade down hard, halting half an inch from severing Ricardo's cock from his body. Ricardo didn't flinch, but he probably should have. The officer did it to gauge Staci's reaction to the act, and boy, did Staci react. When she saw the knife descending she screamed and threw an arm over Ricardo to protect him. The blade almost cut her before the officer could halt it. Staci kept her protection of Ricardo in place.

"Very good," the officer muttered. He threw the knife at Ricardo's stack of folded clothing. "Fuck her."

We all looked at him.

"Fuck her," he said again. "Ahora! Now!"

Staci shoved her pajama bottoms down and dropped to hands and knees facing away from Ricardo and me. She lifted her butt, offering Ricardo her pussy.

"Don't worry about them," she mumbled. "It's okay. Do it."

Ricardo stared at her pussy and then sent his eyes around the group, lingering longest on me. He tried to show defiance and I'm sure the officer and his men believed what they saw, but I knew him a little better. He sank to his knees behind my wife and placed his hands on her ass. Staci reached under, between her legs, and found his erection. She pulled him closer, seeking her own hole. His foreskin had retreated completely and the helmet head made him look like the beefy spear he was. Staci withdrew her hand as Ricardo sank his inches deep.

The officer and his men watched in awed silence as Ricardo held my wife in place and sawed his girthy beast in and out. The officer pretended this was all in the interest of finding the truth but I saw on his pervert-face how this pleased him. He was a bully. He enjoyed his power over others.

"You like her too?" he asked me.

"She's a good friend," I said.

"I think you have feelings for her. I see agony in your eyes."

"No," I said, shaking my head. "What you see is the pain I feel for them because of this stupid test. They're newlyweds and you humiliate them. It's wrong."

"Hm. Maybe. Maybe."

He let Ricardo fuck her until they were both sweating. Staci suddenly orgasmed and we all gawked in amazement. They thought she looked sexy and beautiful. My reasons to gawk were different. I couldn't believe he'd gotten her there so quickly, and with only his pumping cock.

"Enough," the officer demanded. "Stand against the wall. Both of you. Now."

Ricardo slowly withdrew his cock from her. He stepped back, proud erection staring and throbbing. The soldiers glanced at his erection and I did too. It was big and shiny and looked angry, furious it had been made to stop. Staci fell forward a little and groaned at the sudden absence of dick. She stumbled but rose to her feet and pulled her pajama bottoms up again. She took her place at the wall but did not look at me.

"I will track your movements," the officer said. "I am not completely convinced but I will allow you to continue your journey. Understand that I have spies watching and any variance in your plans will bring a hammer's blow of vengeance down on you. Do you grasp my meaning?"

"I do," I said.

"I do," Staci mumbled.

"Yes," Ricardo stated, defiant as always.

The officer ordered his men from our room. I went to the window and watched them pile into a Jeep and drive away. Ricardo was on his phone sending messages. Staci stumbled to the bed and collapsed. I joined her.

"Please don't tell me you're mad at me," she mumbled.

I didn't. I couldn't. She'd done what she had to do. So what if it matched, maybe, what she wanted to do anyway? The officer had forced her. That was all the comfort I needed. I lay down beside her and draped a protective arm. I spooned her, pulling her close. She sighed, deep and with meaning.

My penis began to fill. I had no control over it. I didn't even understand why, now, it felt the need to grow. Staci noticed and nestled her ass against me, wedging my dick between her butt cheeks.

"Sorry," I muttered. "I don't know why it's doing that."

She turned her head sharply to kiss me over her shoulder.

"Put it in me," she rumbled, with far more passion than I expected.

She reached around and pushed her pajama bottoms down. She pulled her butt cheek away, providing a clear path to her pussy. I took my stiffening cock in hand and went hunting, finding her slit warm and wet. Ricardo watched us from the corner of his eye as I slid my penis deep.

"Fuck me, Baby," Staci begged. "Come on. Do it."

Sometimes, I swear, I have no idea what goes on inside my head.

My dick grew hard as steel. I slipped an arm under hers and grabbed a big tit. I squeezed and pushed my erection all the way in. Lust hit me like a sledgehammer. My head filled with white noise. I held her butt and fucked her pussy like I was a virgin fucking a woman for the first time. In moments, I was pounding my wife into the sheets. She twisted her head to kiss me again and her eyes fell on Ricardo. He'd pulled his underwear down to free his frustrated cock and stroked while he watched. Staci growled like a dog. I hammered her hole and felt the first stirrings of orgasm already. Staci spilt her attention between urging me to fuck her brains out and watching Ricardo jack off. It was all too much. If the Federale officer caught us now, we were all dead.

"I want him closer to us," Staci muttered.

"Okay," I said, thinking none too clearly.

My wife waved the man in. He approached, watching us fuck like animals, jerking his big meat and running his eyes over my wife. I grabbed her pajama top and pulled, ripping the front open, freeing her tits for him to see. Those big beautiful orbs spilled out and we both stared. Staci gasped. Her pussy gushed. Ricardo stroked faster, big eyes glued to my wife.

I pulled my penis out and rolled her onto her back, yanking her bottoms away, stripping her, throwing her pajamas on the floor. She was completely naked now. I ripped my pajamas off too and moved between her legs. She reached for my erection to guide me in but her free hand reached for Ricardo's cock. I was too hot to care. God! My need to cum was epic. If she wanted to jack his dick, I did not mind. They'd done far worse already. I watched her big tits wobble and bounce as my thrusts shook her body. She fucked me and jacked him. He stepped closer and Staci guided his balls into her mouth. It was all hot sex, but it was more than hot sex. It was stress and fear and outsmarting death. I hammered her hole and she rubbed her clit while sucking his balls, jerking his big cock right over her face.

I wanted more. I was seized by lust. I grabbed her hip and rolled her over, face-down. I drove my cock in again and pounded her from behind, driving her hips into the mattress. I'd also inadvertently brought her face around so Ricardo could feed her his cock, which he did, holding her head and sliding his inches between her lips. My wife sucked on his hard meat and took my cock and rocked her body between us, pleasing and pleasuring two men.

My nuts tightened. Tingling spread through my hips, out to my fingers and toes. My pleasure continued to climb until a sudden convulsion seized me and I doubled over, thrusting fast and hard as my orgasm slammed my body and I gushed sperm. I filled her sopping cunt with a powerful climax, spewing, groaning, babbling. I lost track of people and things and the space around me, my head filled with a blinding white roaring. I emptied my nuts until I shot my last and then I toppled, falling, down, down until a soft mattress cradled me and a spinning room encircled me. I was awash with mind-blowing sensations. I knew I grinned but I could feel no part of my body. My body was connected to the universe at a billion different points.

I held still and absorbed all I could.

I came back to Earth through a gentle rocking. I laid there, eyes closed, smiling, in love with life itself. Gradually, beginning as mere slits, I opened my eyes. I realized Staci held my hand, fingers laced. I turned my head to see my lovely bride and discovered Ricardo over her, between her raised legs, moving his cock in and out like I just had. Staci's eyes were squeezed shut and her head tilted back and she held my hand firmly. I felt her love and devotion as Ricardo sawed his big hard cock in and out of her. Her full, round tits rocked in time with his slow smooth thrusts. Her excited nipples strained at the ceiling, begging to be kissed and sucked. In the back of my head some part of me sounded an alarm, warning that another man now fucked her, but I simply didn't have time for that threat right now. I still floated on a golden cloud of euphoria. My body still tingled. I rolled on my side and mouthed the closest nipple and Staci gasped and sucked a lungful of air. Her eyes opened and she watched my mouth suckle her while Ricardo filled her cunt. She squeezed my hand harder and harder until her back slowly arched and her mouth opened.

"Ohhhhhh gaaaaaaawd," she cried, her climax the most beautiful thing ever.

Ricardo carried her through the whole thing, stroking strong and sure, pumping until she shrieked and almost broke my hand. He sped as she came down, pumping her gorgeous body full of man meat. The little voice in my head was louder now but still not enough to alarm me. Ricardo drove his cock in her over and over and over and I sucked her breast and teased her nipple and then he roared like an avalanche and pushed his cock all the way in and released a blazing fountain of sperm deep inside, adding his to mine for her to carry until she absorbed us both. He roared again and then again, pumping his hips briefly before driving deep to release more potent sperm. Staci orgasmed again as she accepted his hot load.

He crumpled, resting his body atop hers as he fought for air. Staci curled her legs around the man to hold him there and squeezed my hand. She looked happy. I drifted off to sleep.





Chapter 8


I awoke suddenly, reality reasserting itself in my head. My eyes flew open. The room was dark. The bed trembled. My eyes adjusted and I found Staci next to me, on her side, facing me. Ricardo was behind her, spooned, holding her hips as his cock slid deep and withdrew again, deep and withdrew. Her eyes were closed, her face a mask of delight, contorted in a grimace of intense pleasure. He moved slow and sure, sluggish strokes meant to draw out the sensations of their blended bodies, agonizing, glacial strokes to heighten the sensuality and gratification.

Also, to not jar the bed, to keep me sleeping.

I remembered the moment before passing out: Staci on her back, Ricardo between her legs. She'd orgasmed and he'd followed with his own, flooding her warm womb with an ocean of sperm. He now intended to add to his earlier injection, and, judging by Staci's face, that's what she most desired too.

I ran my eyes over her naked body. She radiated warm lust and vitality. Her rosy skin was taut and flushed and covered in goosebumps. Her nipples were stiff and looked like they had been for hours. I heard the juiciness of her cheating cunt. She was drenched, soaked, gushing excitement for his fat cock. Or was that him in there? Had they mated multiple times while I was unconscious? How long did I leave them together?

She rolled her face into the bedspread and bit a large mouthful of comforter. Seconds later I learned why when she clamped her jaw and smothered yet another orgasm.

What should I do? I was at a loss. We'd been forced to break so many rules and, once broken, what was the point of trying to enforce them? They were shattered, destroyed. Why pretend otherwise? I'd stepped aside and allowed him to have her only hours ago. Now I want to cause a scene?

Ricardo's moans were coming more quickly. He was building towards another climax. Was this their only time while I was passed out? Had he already filled her several times?

What did that matter? Staci and I could talk and reestablish boundaries but we weren't going to do that right now.

I leaned closer and slipped her bouncing nipple in my mouth. She gasped, shocked and surprised. I sucked hard, hard enough to flirt with pain, and she groaned in appreciation. I flicked the stiff little nub and her moans came faster too. I think Ricardo realized I was awake and participating again because his hips moved faster. Staci moaned openly. Ricardo slammed her cunt repeatedly. Staci grabbed my head and held my mouth to her breast and cried out as a powerful orgasm shook her. Ricardo was only one step behind, shouting gibberish as his balls released their load and it rocketed into my wife. The stud pumped Staci full.

At last their climaxes ended and they wilted. I'd grown hard and guided my wife's hand to my dick. She was exhausted but she jerked me anyway, milking me until I spurt. They were barely conscious, fucked to exhaustion. Ricardo tightened his spoon of her, cock pushed deep, and that's how they fell asleep, leaving me wide awake, head swirling with all the crazy events of recent days.  





Chapter 9





The kind of talk Staci and I needed to have was not the kind of talk a couple had in front of a drug-dealing, murderous, kidnapping criminal. I think she worried I'd try anyway and then relaxed when she realized I wouldn't. I expected that Ricardo would try to exert some privilege, like now that they'd been lovers, he had rights. Nope. Ricardo was old school. He saw the sex he'd shared with Staci as a gift

 

I'd


 
given him, as if Staci was mine to give.




Strangely, Staci liked that he looked at things that way. Maybe it relieved her of all guilt. In Ricardo's eyes, she'd done nothing wrong because I'd participated. I think Staci cared a lot about what Ricardo thought of her.

Freedom from judgement brought changes for my wife. She touched us both more often. She allowed both men into her personal space without hesitation. She laid her head on his shoulder as easily as she did mine. She held both our hands walking along the beach. I marveled at how quickly she adjusted to life with two husbands.

Freedom from judgement brought other changes too. We stopped at a little touristy beach town and she bought new clothes, racy clothes, clothes that displayed a lot of skin. She rode comfortably in the big passenger seat with him, bodies intertwined. Once, she let herself slide to the floorboards and free his cock. She performed a leisurely blowjob while I drove, checking often for my reaction. I don't know what she looked for from me but that was the first night she slept between us nude, free for the taking to either man. When neither of us made a move, she ground her ass on his crotch. He got hard and she slipped him inside her pussy. I started to leave the bed but she pulled me back, kissing me deeply as he fucked her. I had my lips pressed to hers when he made her cum. Later, I was kissing her again when he filled her.




After that, freedom from judgement brought changes in

 

me


 
. I wanted her often, all times of the day. Ricardo wanted her too, now that he understood how things were with us. Our trek down the coast turned Hedonistic. Staci got a lot of cock.




My wife couldn't have been happier.

There are things about yourself you may never learn. There are things about who you are in a situation you will never discover because that situation never arises. Staci had no way of knowing who she'd be with two men craving her constantly, and desire and permission to please them both.

Tonight, our little gang-of-three floated down a lonely road, Gulf of California on our right, mountains on our left. Nobody had uttered a word for hours. That's how comfortable we'd become. Was this Stockholm Syndrome in full force? Would we revert to our old ways the minute we were released from capture? Who knows? Wait and see. For now, we were a highly functioning threesome.

"In about an hour," Ricardo said, and his voice sounded strange after so much silence. "We'll leave this road and head east. There is an old church I want to see again. I was last there many years ago, as a boy."

"Did your mother and father get married in that church?" Staci asked.

Ricardo looked out the passenger window.

"No. I lost my best friend, Tomas, there."

"I'm so sorry. What happened?"

"We were boys, playing, throwing rocks and chasing lizards. Some men pulled up in a truck. Rival gang. They had guns. They recognized me as Ismael's boy. I was untouchable but Tomas was not. They carried us into that church and held him down on the altar. They killed him." He drew the long knife from the sheath and set it on the low dashboard. "With this knife."

Staci and I did not speak.

"My father would do nothing to avenge Tomas. My father said the boy was from a poor family. He wouldn't risk war over such a meaningless child. My father gave the grieving family a lot of money and paid to have them moved farther south where they'd be safe."

"That knife belonged to the killers," Staci said. "How did you get the knife?"

"I spilled a lot of blood."

I was curious, morbidly, but let it go. If he had no desire to share, I wouldn't pry. I was happy when he started talking again.

"One by one, over the years, I found out who they were, who the men in that truck were. I threatened, I bribed, I beat, and I tortured. I carved a path through human lives to learn who they were. My father was so angry with me. By the time I was thirteen I was ready to take my revenge. I first went after the man with this knife. I brought him back to that church. I took days to kill him. Days. He begged for death by the end but I would not grant it. I allowed him to believe this torment would last forever. He gave up many of the others but I didn't care. After I finished with him I formed a list and worked through it. I almost started the war my father had feared. I used this knife on all of them, to send them to God."

Staci rested a comforting hand on his shoulder. She kissed his cheek.

"I'm glad you killed them," I said.

The silence returned. The turnoff arrived and we took it, trading a smooth asphalt road for one much rougher. We drove a long way and then we saw a ghost town, wooden buildings fallen in ruin, with a dirt road meandering down the middle. The tiny church sat at the end, far back from the street. I pulled up to the church. The roof was gone. The holes in the walls where windows would be were blackened by soot.

We left the motorhome and passed through the splintered doors.

The place had been destroyed and then vandals had added to the damage. A bird had nested, raised her young, and then abandoned the place many years ago. The pews were smashed. Graffiti desecrated the walls. Someone had urinated in the corner. This hollowed out husk of a holy place was barely standing.

The large crucifix at the far end of the room was intact, untouched. The large cross and hanging body looked down on a huge marble altar. Staci and I walked and gawked through the place but Ricardo aimed for the large block of stone. He knelt when he got there and offered a quick prayer.

"Do you believe?" he asked, without looking up.

"No," Staci said. "Atheist."

"Same," I added.

"I do have a question, though," Staci said. "If I may?"

"Of course."

"What did you mean when you said you brought that man back to the church? Did you bring him here to remind him? Did you bring him to show the place where he'd killed your friend?"

Ricardo shook his head. He examined the large stone altar and brushed dirt away from a corner. He pressed a hidden button set in the floor with his shoe. He shoved and the heavy marble monolith swung across the floor.

Beneath the altar was a shallow pit. We moved closer and saw human remains, an older man based on size, flesh desiccated, shriveled eyes wide with terror, fingers and fingernails broken as he tried to claw his way to freedom. Staci recoiled.

"You buried him alive," I said.

"I did. But first I let him lie in that hole for hours, slowly moving this altar over him. I was as cruel to him as my imagination allowed, and I have quite the imagination. He and the others had tormented Tomas before they killed him, to torment me too. I needed this man, all the men from that day, to suffer like Tomas had."

Staci left me to wrap her arms around Ricardo. I expected the act of kindness to be rebuffed but he accepted it, returning the hug. My wife hugged him a while and then tried to step away but he held fast so she hugged him again.

Something stirred in him. A deep hurt, a desperate need.

Staci kissed his cheek and stroked his hair, like a caring, loving mother, and he groaned with inner pain. Women can reach places in men we wall off to the rest of the world, wall off even to ourselves. My wife held him tightly.

Ricardo began to cry. I was stunned but joined them in a group hug. We held our kidnapper and let him pour his heart out, weeping for his lost friend but also for the pain he caused, not just the pain he felt. He squeezed us hard and wept. I knew the dam would only burst a short while and that's what happened. Ricardo shut it down, forced himself back under control. He tried to end the hug and I stepped back but Staci held firm. She kissed his cheek again. He turned to her and she wiped tears from his face and then kissed his lips. His unfocused eyes suddenly seemed to see her. They kissed again, this time his idea. Something was about to happen. I did not know what, but something. I felt it in the air. I gave the altar a shove, swinging the large marble block over the cadaver again. I heard a click.

Ricardo circled her in his arms and lifted, turning as he placed her on the altar. His passion was high. She wore a short tennis skirt today, more sexy than comfortable, and the front flipped back, exposing sheer white panties.

His eyes were wild, unchained. A torrent of emotions had broken loose in him, decades of emotional pain, both given and received. She'd opened the prison of his mind and melted his heart. He looked a little crazy to me, but she was unafraid.

She grabbed his shirt and pulled him forward as she rolled onto her back. She parted her knees, opening herself, raising her legs to hug his torso. He kissed her passionately, blood boiling. Their eyes met and he saw what she offered, he saw solace and kindness and caring. He saw compassion.

He saw her desire to heal him, even a little, if she could.

Her generosity, in the face of all he'd done to her, in the face of how he'd snatched her from her safe and cozy life and forced her to endure fear and danger, tore his heart open. She brought emotions to the surface he'd never faced before.

His roar filled the dilapidated church. He ripped her shirt open, popping buttons and shredding cloth. Her beautiful tits were trapped behind a new bra, white lace which matched the panties. He wrenched the front clasp and the two halves sprung wide, spilling full, round tits. He lowered his hot mouth and sucked a nipple, then bit one breast and mauled the other. Staci set her heels on the altar, white sneakers squeaking against the stone, and lifted her hips. She murmured encouragement. He ripped her panties off and away, throwing the small scrap of fabric over a shoulder. My wife scrambled to open his jeans. He shoved them down his thighs, hard cock springing up.

I gasped, breath stolen at the sight of his big meat so close to her pussy. I'd seen this spectacle many times but her inevitable penetration would always crush me. Her hands clawed at his hard cock and clutched him with both hands, desperate to get him inside. He lifted his body higher, kissing her again, and she pulled his cock into her dripping hole. Their groans overlapped. Her heels hooked his ass and pulled him all the way in, arching her back over the marble altar. He filled his hands with tits and fucked her hard, slamming her body with desperate need.

I couldn't imagine what this moment meant to him, the site of Tomas's death, the site of his first murder. Now this would become the place he'd fucked a married woman under a crucifix in a house of God. His mind must seethe. His heart must be ready to burst. His cock never looked harder, thick veins running the length, pumping blood and lust. His large ball sack slammed her little asshole on every thrust. I swear he was trying to reach her heart with his cock.

"Almost!" she cried, face scrunched, brows furrowed. "Close! Fuck!"

She clawed at his shirt and opened eyes wide. Her orgasm had arrived at last. She was seized in a massive fist, her body rigid, every muscle clenched. She howled an impassioned cry, tearing at his shirt and tightening her legs around him. He bit her shoulder, her neck, her breasts. She thrashed beneath his assault, lost to the moment and his steely cock pumping her. Her expression turned to sudden shock.

"Oh my God!" she wailed, as another climax slammed her.

Ricardo rushed his driving hips, pounding her cunt with desperate need. His moans and gasps came quicker now as he built towards release. He fucked my wife as if he hoped he could wash his heart clean, as if she was the object of his absolution. She writhed beneath him and welcomed the onslaught.

His head snapped back and his hips snapped forward. He yowled, facing the ramshackle ceiling, eyes wide and mouth open. He blasted her womb with boiling sperm, pouring himself into her, flooding my wife with a deluge of longing and need. His bucking cock jumped and spurted and spewed. Semen leaked around the thick shaft, dribbling over her puckered asshole. Both seemed stunned by the power of their orgasms, dazed, returning to Earth only slowly.

Ricardo gathered her in his arms and held tight, hugging my wife with true affection. She returned his embrace, his cock still embedded deep in her body. They held each other as the storm drained away.

Nobody spoke. When their hug finally ended, Ricardo eased his fat cock from her gripping tunnel. Her lips sealed behind his departure, trapping an ocean of semen. Staci remained on the altar, lying back to watch the clouds through the holes in the roof. Ricardo left his pants open and his cock dangling, too stunned to dress. He sat on the steps under the cross and held his head in his hands.





Chapter 10


The road stretched before us. We rode in silence. We'd composed ourselves at the church and returned to our journey south, but something had changed. We all felt it. Strangely, I'd grown erect watching Staci on the altar and I stayed hard even now. My wife and her lover were far too withdrawn and reflective to notice. My balls ached and I wished badly to jack off, but the moment never seemed right. Staci left the back to join me. She wore new panties and a bra but both were see-through and hid nothing. The day was warm and no clothing was needed, but this was a new version of Staci. The old Staci would never have exposed herself this way.

She asked how I was feeling. I laughed.

"Hard to put into words," I admitted. "My head is a swirling mess."

"Same," she said. "That back there? At the church? That was wild. That sex was spiritual. I've never experienced anything like that."

"No, as an outside observer I can verify your sentiment. I half expected the Heavens to split open and sexy angels to fly down." I lowered my voice. "You touched him, and I mean really made contact. I don't know how but imagine how many walls a man like that has in place. Imagine what defenses he'd need to survive in his world. You punched through them all. You touched him."

"I wonder what that will cause. I wonder how that will change things for us."

She leaned over and kissed me, her hands resting on my thigh. She looked down and noticed my bulge.

"Are you hard?"

"Yes."

Her face did cartwheels. She was flummoxed. My erection baffled her. What husband gets hard and stays hard after a scene as crazy as that?

"Why?"

"I don't know. I've been hard since your skirt flipped up when he placed you on the altar."

"Is that right?"

"Yup."

"You liked watching him fuck me?"

"I doubt this erection is Ricardo specific. I was captivated by you. The sounds you made, the need you displayed. I think I just like seeing you get fucked."

She considered this information.

"So, any man will do?"

I shook my head.

"No. A wimp would be a turnoff. Some small-dick weakling between your legs would do nothing for me. He must be man enough to excite you. You're the star. There's something special about seeing a sexy woman like you take a big cock. You're a sexy, sexy woman, Staci, and that gets infinitely multiplied when a long hard penis is pounding you."

Her jaw dropped.

"That might be the hottest thing you've ever said to me."

"It's true. There's no way I could have known about this without you fucking someone else, which you never would have done. These bizarre circumstances brought us something wild."

She looked away, out the windshield. I took the opportunity to run my eyes over her delicious body and pretty face. Staci from before would never have sat around in bra and panties. Current Staci loved the audacity of it.

"Someday this trip will end," she said, keeping her eyes down the road. "We'll return to our comfortable lives, but nothing will be the same."

"No. Nothing."

She dropped a hand in my lap to feel my hard dick through my jeans. I hoped she'd free me and suck my dick but her mind was in a different place. She ran her fingers over the contours of my erection, but absentmindedly, like she was a million miles away. She was still looking down the road when I saw her gaze narrow, her eyes focus.

"What's that?" she said.

"Looks like a roadblock. A black SUV and two motorcycles. Get Ricardo."

She hurried away, pausing briefly to throw on a T-shirt and pull up some shorts. She returned with our kidnapper.

"Not good," he said.

He moved to the back and checked all his guns. He surprised us by pulling an assault rifle with a scope and two magazines from a low cupboard.

"How did–?" Staci began.

"Get behind the refrigerator," Ricardo told her.

My wife moved for cover.

"Slow down," he told me. "Stop when I tell you. Hold the vehicle steady."

He rolled the passenger window down. He used the side mirror to hide his intent, resting the rifle barrel on the bracket. He rolled his neck and sighted down the length, peering through the scope.

"Tijuana Cartel," he said. "Stop the RV."

I slowed, gradually but quickly bringing us to a stop.

Chaos exploded.

He pulled the trigger and a deafening roar filled the cabin. Smoke billowed. I sat stunned but down at the roadblock glass and metal flew. Ricardo fired again. A motorcycle exploded in flames. The SUV reversed, careening, and Ricardo fired once more. Tires screeched as the SUV and motorcycle scrambled. Ricardo flipped a switch on his gun. He launched short bursts of rapid fire, spraying the vehicles with death. The remaining motorcycle turned and ran but two quick torrents of automatic fire caused it to crash. He concentrated his attack on the SUV and held the trigger down, pulverizing the windshield, blinding them, demolishing the grill, flattening a tire. The big black car rolled to a slow stop. He fired again and again until the gun clicked, He rapidly ejected the spent magazine and inserted another.

"Drive. Slow."

I crept down the road, drawing closer to the carnage. We saw movement behind the SUV, the leg of someone trying to hide. Ricardo fired two bursts and then clicked a switch on the rifle.

"Stop," he told me.

I did. He took careful aim, firing a single shot. A body pitched over, face-first into the dirt.

"Drive."

The man was the epitome of focus. Nothing existed in his world but his enemies and the best way to kill them. I wouldn't last a day. I had none of the skills or necessary mind-set required.

We pulled alongside the mayhem and Ricardo left the motorhome. He searched bodies and vehicles, firing one shot to be sure of a kill. He collected weapons and papers and wallets and phones. He returned to the motorhome with a trove. Staci emerged from hiding and joined Ricardo at the table, asking questions and making suggestions. After a while he took the passenger seat.

"Change of plans," he said. "Word is out. Staci is right. Our organization has a rat. We will need to cut across the desert to a mountain road I know. We will arrive at my father's ranch tomorrow but our flight will signal the Federales that we are not who we said we were. They will come after us hard."

"The boss is your father?" I asked.

"Yes. We will race to his property. We may not make it." He leaned towards me. "I will not allow myself to be arrested, Jimbo. With the additional weapons I have from the motorcycles and SUV, I can properly fight. I will not be arrested, not by police, not by the Federales, and not by the military. If it appears that will happen, I will set you free and end my life. You can make your way back to the States."

"Let's hope that doesn't happen," Staci said. "There's been enough killing."

Ricardo chuckled.

"Enough killing," he teased. "I don't even know what that means." He faced me. "I will show you the road to take. You will need to drive fast once we make the turn. Maybe they've forgotten about us and maybe they haven't. There are forces at work we cannot see. Perhaps my father has convinced the military to back off. He can be persuasive." He turned to Staci. "Please, if you could dress more conservatively."

She nodded and reached for her clothes.

"Out of respect for your father," she said.

Ricardo chuckled again.

"My father is a dog. He will want you."

After ten minutes, he had me leave the asphalt to follow a hard-packed gravel road across a dusty lakebed. I stepped on the gas.

We flew, but the ride was rough.





Chapter 11


Ismael Garcia's ranch was huge. There was only one road for the approach. We drove under a rusted iron archway and passed trucks filled with men and guns. We passed more about a mile later. They waved to Ricardo and he smiled and waved back. I realized this wasn't a road, this was a driveway.

"We are safe," he told us. "The military has been bribed."

The driveway wandered along a cliff until we entered a huge valley. Bright red and pink and purple poppies grew as far as the eye could see.

"Oh," Staci said, taken aback. "Heroin. For some reason, I thought you were involved with cocaine."

"You watch too many Hollywood movies," he said, kissing her forehead.

I followed the winding path. In the distance, I spied a large ranch house complete with a barn and silo and extensive stables. Why do wealthy men like horses so much? I also noticed guard towers with mounted machine guns. I saw what to my untrained eye looked like anti-aircraft guns pointed skyward. The place was a rustic paradise if you ignored the weapons of war. Ricardo directed me close to the house and under some trees. Several old men and women came out to greet us. Ricardo hugged everyone, kissed cheeks, and shook hands. They all spoke Spanish and I resolved to learn the language. I felt embarrassed to only speak English. After the greetings, he waved them away and ushered us into the house. Cool drinks were brought and we followed Ricardo through the massive home and into a sunken den. An older man sat behind a desk covered with books and ledgers. He looked up at the sound of our entry and smiled broadly.

"JoJo!" he cried, rising, lifting his hands. "Por fin en casa."

"Hello, Father," Ricardo replied.

We stayed back, waiting respectfully. Ricardo hugged his dad.

"Hard to believe they are ruthless murderers," I muttered.

"True," Staci agreed. "Also hard to believe that Dad is better looking than his son. This family has good genes."

We waited while they spoke, no doubt catching up on the details of our trip and what Ricardo had missed. Finally, dad broke away to come hug us. He kissed Staci on the cheek. He asked questions and we answered honestly, although we instinctively avoided any discussion of the old church and what happened there. In fact, we left out, and apparently so had Ricardo, any mention of sex between us at all. Ismael, who insisted we call him Papa, was amused to learn we sometimes called his son Ricky.

"His name is Joaquin," Papa said. "Call him JoJo. That's what we do."

"I hate JoJo," Ricardo said. "I like it when Staci calls me Ricky."

His father gave him a funny look.

"What grown man is Ricky," Ismael said, laughing. "Let's show our guests to their room. I'll send men to unload the motorhome. You all need to relax and enjoy yourselves."

An older woman appeared and led us deeper into the house. She opened the door to our room and our jaws dropped. The place was huge. Staci walked through admiring the furnishing and the huge space but she squealed when she saw the walk-in bathtub. Solid gold spouts and handles provided hot and cold water. The woman told us dinner would be served hours from now and that someone would come to our room to show us the way. We thanked her and closed the door. We shot the bolt.

"Honey," Staci said, turning in circles. "This room is incredible. It's the size of an apartment. It has everything."

"Except windows," I said.

She stopped, suddenly concerned.

"I wonder why that is?" she said.

"Safety maybe? Or to keep guests in and under control."

"Whatever. I'm going to take a bath that lasts three days."

"Or until they call us for dinner."

"Or until they call us for dinner."

I left her to it. I wandered to the huge bed and kicked off my shoes. I shed my shirt and pants, dropping like a stone in my boxers. I spread my arms and legs wide, like a starfish, and told myself it was finally okay to relax. The bed swallowed me.

Relieved, at last, of all the stresses of driving and keeping us safe, I was asleep in seconds. I dreamed I worked in a circus, shoveling elephant shit and walking a tightrope that was only four inches off the ground. I awoke once, barely breaking the surface of this deep, deep slumber. I managed to open my eyes to slits, just enough to see Ricardo or Ricky or JoJo or whatever the fuck we're supposed to call him seated in the huge tub with Staci on his lap, facing him. They moved together slowly, water sloshing gently, as my wife ground her hips down on him, impaled by his beefy cock. Her breasts floated. Her arms circled his neck and they kissed like long-lost lovers. I tried to stay awake and say something but the long fingers of sleep reached up and pulled me under again.

This time my dreams were nothing more than a parade of scenes I'd witnessed on our journey. I saw Staci, sucking Ricardo's cock slow and sure, eyes locked to mine as she enjoyed the double pleasure of a throbbing penis in her mouth while her loving husband looked on. I saw his spear pierce her cunt and the look of pure ecstasy it put on her face.

"Wake up," a voice hissed.

I watched as Staci curled her legs around his waist and hooked her heels behind his ass, her favorite move for pulling a cock deeper, and Ricardo's cock went deep, far deeper than mine.

"Wake up, Jimbo," the voice hissed again.

Oh.

I left my dreams behind, returning to the real world.

"Baby," Staci pleaded, hair wet and stringy. "Wake up, we've got to go."

"Did you fuck him?" I asked.

"What?"

"In the tub. Did you fuck Ricky again? Or did I dream it?"

"We don't have time for that right now."

"Did you? Did you kiss him and take his big cock inside you?"

She pulled my rubbery arm.

"Baby," she said. "You've got to get up and move. We need to run."

"Did you fuck him, Staci?"

She let my arm drop. I noticed she was wrapped in a towel.

"Yes," she said. "I fucked him again. I fucked him in that gorgeous bathtub while you slept. I fucked him for a long time, until he gave me what I wanted. Okay? Let's go."

"What did you want? What did he give you? An orgasm?"

She scoffed.

"He gives me those without trying. I wanted his cum. I fucked him until he came in me. I'll tell you all about it later. Get up."

"What's wrong?"

"It's Ismael. He wants us dead. His joy was all an act. He never planned on allowing us to leave. JoJo says he'll help us escape but we need to move."

"Ismael wants us dead?"

"Yeah. Well, he wants to fuck me first and then he plans on killing us. We know too much. We've seen too much. Plus, we know the location of his hidden ranch. Baby, we've got to go."

I was coming awake now.

"What's the plan?"

"You'll hate it. JoJo says I should fuck his dad. He says Ismael always falls asleep after sex. He wants to drug his father, then I fuck the man, then we get the hell out of here. JoJo will lead us into the hills behind the ranch and around to town. He knows the way. He grew up in these hills. They won't shoot at us if JoJo is with us."

I pulled on pants and shoes. I pulled on a shirt. She dressed too.

"Why would JoJo turn on his father?"

She stopped. She gave me a hard stare.

"I think he's in love with me," she said. "That's what I see in his eyes."

"Oh boy."

"Yeah. But if it means he'll save us, I'll take it."

I had mixed feelings. If JoJo is in love with my wife, I'm suddenly in the way. He might be keen on saving her life and be equally keen on me losing mine. I couldn't worry about that now.

I heard a knock at the door.

"Dinner is ready," a voice said. "I'll take you."

"Thank you, we'll be right out."

We finished packing our gear. Most would get left behind. The plan was dinner with everyone, then drinks with Dad in the library. JoJo would spike Dad's drink because the man always drank the same thing. Staci would flirt and JoJo would lead me away but Papa would pass out before anything could happen. JoJo would return for Staci and we'd make our getaway. Simple.

Right.





Chapter 12


Dinner was scrumptious, I must concede that. Papa pays for the best chefs and enjoyed the finest meals. Conversation was surprisingly frank, with Ismael discussing much about the family business. I guess since he planned on killing us, it mattered not at all what we knew. We feasted on course after course and then had an excellent dessert. The staff cleared the dishes and Ismael suggested we retire to the library for more conversation. We all agreed. We followed father and son down the long hallway. Ismael slid the heavy door open and ushered us inside.

The library was heavy oak paneled walls and thousands of books. Wall to wall shelves surrounded dark leather easy chairs and loveseats. Reading lamps abounded. Ismael led us to a huge desk at the end of the room. He sat and poured himself a drink from a bottle in his desk while JoJo made the rounds, providing us whatever we ordered. We sat at the desk for a time and then Papa suggested the more intimate setting of the sofa and chairs. We moved and Staci took the spot of the loveseat closest to dad.

The conversation continued but Staci flirted with the older man whenever she could. His interest in her was high and soon we'd naturally separated into two conversations: JoJo and me, and Staci and Papa. Right on cue, JoJo mentioned a horse he wanted me to see and led me from the room. In the hallway he closed the door and told me to wait. He had a few things to do and then he'd come for me. I stepped into the shadow of an alcove.

I noticed the sliding door to the library had not fully closed. I checked the hallways in every direction and decided to risk being seen so I could keep an eye on Staci. I hugged the wall and moved my way closer, arriving, at last, at the gap.

Staci was already nude! She laughed and smiled bashfully at his continuous flow of compliments, performing a slow pirouette for the older man. Her firm ass and big tits had his eyes bulging. She let him gawk and then suggested he lose his clothes too.

"We have a little time, don't we?" she asked.

He stood and began to undress. Staci played her part perfectly, watching him with open anticipation. The old man ate it up. He kicked his shoes aside and dropped his pants and, like father, like son, freed a large and uncircumcised cock. He was already mostly hard, which surprised me given his age.

I waited for the drug to hit. I expected him to pass out any second. He stumbled a little and caught himself on the arm of the loveseat. He gestured for Staci to come closer. She hesitated, but then moved. His eyes burned into her flesh like he stared at a goddess. He gestured again, saying something too low to hear, and my wife dutifully lowered herself to her knees. He moved his hard cock towards her face.

Staci showed no reluctance, no disgust or hesitation. She cupped his hanging balls with one hand and gripped the thick shaft with the other. She looked up at him and smiled and he chuckled, nodding.

"You want to suck it," he said, a statement, not a question.

She eased the large flared head into her mouth. When would this fucker pass out? She held him like that, only the head beyond her lips, and then sucked hard, incredibly hard, hard enough to pull a tennis ball up a garden hose. His knees buckled a little but he righted himself and tilted his head to stare at the ceiling.

"Ay dios mío," he muttered.

Staci began to bob. She tried to capture a little more cock on each trip down and soon the man was moaning loud enough I heard him from the doorway. My wife added a stroke of her hand timed with her mouth and his knees almost gave out again.

Then, they did.

He staggered and clutched at the loveseat but that wasn't enough to stop him. In slow movements of grabbing at furniture, he gradually headed for the floor. He landed on his knees and rolled to his back, staring at the ceiling. She kept her mouth on his cock, sucking as she followed him down. I worried for an instant that she'd given him a heart attack. He palmed her lovely breast and tried to explain why he felt dizzy but she just kept sucking. Finally, his arms drifted to the floor and he closed his eyes. She sucked another few moments, to be sure, and then stopped to check on the man.

He was out.

His cock was still hard as glass.

Staci glanced at the door and I dodged just in time. She tilted her head to listen closely. Satisfied she'd be alone for at least a few moments longer, she threw a leg over the man and straddled him. My eyes bulged. What the fuck was she doing? She held the man's big hard cock straight up and settled her wet cunt onto him, gasping as he sank deep. She pushed her hips all the way down, taking all she could but not all he had, and then lifted, rising until only the head remained inside. Down she went again. All the air left her lungs.

My wife set her knees and rested her hands on his chest and fucked the unconscious bastard, using his thick erection for her own satisfaction. She rode him hard and reckless, dragging her pussy up and down his length. I realized the man had probably gobbled a Viagra or two before dinner. Staci fucked herself on his big hard cock until the insanity of what she did pushed her off the cliff and she orgasmed, hard, groaning like the spear he'd stabbed her with was steel. She shook and trembled and shivered until the waves of pleasure subsided and she returned to herself. She leaned over to kiss him softly on the chin and then flexed her legs and pulled her cunt off his throbbing prick. She left him wet and pulsating.

She dressed quickly.

The thump of footsteps sent me into the shadows again until I saw JoJo appear. He scanned the hall, looking for me, and I stepped into the light.

"Get her and come," he said.

I slid the library door open to find Staci stuffing a pistol stolen from a desk drawer in her pocket.

"JoJo is here," I rasped, still disbelieving what I'd witnessed.

"Call him Ricky," she said. "Or Ricardo. I hate that they call him JoJo and he hates it too."

"Okay. Will do. Can we go?"

She hurried around the desk, casting a backwards glance at the old man. His big cock still strained for the sky, red and throbbing and covered with veins.





Chapter 13


Ricardo led us by moonlight into the poppy fields and then took a sharp right at an old well. More poppies and then we hit a rocky patch of earth. He got his bearings and aimed for one of the countless canyons that branched off this huge valley.

"We have hours before he wakes," Ricardo said. "I dosed him hard."

"Won't he be furious with you?"

Ricardo nodded.

"Very much so. He might have me killed. I'll tell him he passed out and I took care of your execution. If he believes me, I'll be okay."

We followed the man without conversation for a long time, gaining altitude as we climbed the foothills. We emerged on a hillside and looked down on the valley. The ranch house was sprawling but there was no activity yet. Ricardo continued the climb.

"There is an old dirt road near the top," he said. "I parked a Jeep there when we first arrived. Please understand I knew what my father would do but I believed I could talk him out of it. I told him you were to be trusted. I told him how, on many occasions, you both saved me. He is old and increasingly paranoid. He was grateful for all you'd done for his son but adamant you must die. I couldn't live with that. I've done many things wrong but I refuse to do that."

Soon we hit the dirt road. Weeds grew in the ruts. The road had not been used in years. We found the Jeep and the supplies Ricardo had stored. He pointed to a suitcase behind the back seat.

"That's four-hundred and fifty-thousand dollars, American. That's yours. I wish it were more but that amount I can hide. If I took more, people would dig."

Staci and I were astonished.

"You're giving us almost half a million dollars?"

"Yes."

"Holy shit!"

"Yes. Now let's get you home to enjoy it. I removed every identifying document or paper you had with you. They have your first names but not your last, or your city of origin or where you work. Tracking you in the States would be difficult and expensive and come with risks. I'm not sure my father will care that much."

He climbed in and started the engine. We climbed in too. Staci headed for the back seat but I stopped her.

"Sit with him," I said.

She did not question my choice, happy to sit close to the man. Ricardo put the vehicle in gear.

"Buckle up," he said.

We did. He stepped on the gas and off we went, rumbling down a twisting mountain road. His focus was intense. He left the headlights off. When I asked why, he bit off one word.

"Helicopter."

We'd gone ten miles before I remembered she'd fucked him while I was asleep. The bounces and bumps of this rocky road now churned his seed in her. I looked at him and then her and then him again, feeling oddly like a stranger, a fifth-wheel to their intimate connection. Some of the turns were sharp and, at our speed, frightening. Staci instinctively placed a hand on his thigh to steady and calm herself. Watching her turn to him for that kind of comfort hit hard. Her reaction was so natural and spontaneous. She would have done the same to me if I was driving, but I'm her husband. To see the unguarded evidence of her feelings for and about the man tore me up. After one especially dangerous turn she rested her hand on his leg and left it there, just a happy couple out for a wild mountain drive.

I heard the whup-whup-whup of helicopter blades in the distance. Ricardo heard them too and pulled the Jeep under a tree. We searched the sky until we spotted the thing, scanning the ground to the south.

"They think I head for the city," he said. "Stupids." He started driving. "Keep one eye on them, Jimbo. Let me know if they swing this way."

"I will."

We continued deeper into the hills for almost five hours. We then turned onto a road running north, driving another hour until we entered a small, quaint city called Parral. They had the name spelled out in huge pastel letters. Gorgeous buildings of stone and brick rose everywhere. Ricardo found the first motel and booked us a room for three days.

"Why so long?" I asked.

"We hide. My father handles several crises every day. After three days, we will be pushed from his plate. Other things will demand his attention. He'll pull men away from our pursuit to deal with other problems. He'll never give up, though, most likely assigning one man to find us."

"Did you bring our phones?" Staci asked.

"No. Nor mine. They can be tracked. Pay cash for anything."

We drove the Jeep around the back and entered our room.

"First shower," Staci said.

I dropped onto the bed.

"I will return you to the United States," Ricardo said. "We'll go through Juarez."

"Whatever you think is best."

"I am sorry for the loss of your RV."

"We bought it cheap. It was used. The money you are giving us is ten-times more than enough to buy another."

He looked like he had more to say but he didn't say it. Instead, after a long pause, he said: "Will you join Staci in the shower?"

"No. That was a wild ride. I want to lay here a moment."

"All right."

I closed my eyes and listened to him moving around the room, storing our gear. I heard his shoes hit the floor and then I heard his belt buckle jangle. I opened my eyes to slits. He had just finished checking on me. He was naked. He headed for the bathroom. I heard a soft tap on the door and then he spoke again.

"Do you want company?" he asked.

Staci laughed. There was a fifty-fifty chance she shot him down. Staci loves her hot showers.




"I want

 

your


 
company," she said. "What's Jimbo doing?"




"Resting."

"Asleep?"

"Hard to tell."

"All right, just you, then. Come on in."

I told myself to stay on the bed but that lasted about a minute. Like Staci, he'd left the door ajar to vent the steam. I eased off the mattress and put my eye to the gap.

Staci had turned me into a perverted voyeur.

Ricardo ravenously ate her pussy from behind. He'd bent her at the waist and crouched low. He held her round ass cheeks and kept them spread while his lips and tongue drove her crazy. Her tits were mashed against the glass siding. Her face was twisted with ecstasy.




The level of passion she felt told me this was more than the sensations of a mouth on her cunt. This was the absolute joy of

 

his


 
mouth on her cunt. But the same was true of him. This was no one-night-stand, she was not some babe he'd picked up. He wasn't eating her to make sure she was wet or make sure he got a blowjob. He savored her on his tongue. He relished her flavor, her writhing body, her undulating hips. He drove his tongue deep because he was starved for her. His big cock had already risen between his thighs. The mere taste of her was enough to make him hard.




I got hard too. She looked incredible. She looked wildly sexy. All our bodies craved release. We'd lived under so much stress and strain for so long we ached. Ricardo ate Staci with desperation. Staci accepted his writhing tongue with desperation. My desperate cock throbbed in my pants. His rough hands roamed her body, caressing every inch. Suds followed the streams of water flowing around her curves and I stared slack-jawed at how sexy my wife was. When I put my hands on her it is always with love, and love changes lust, love softens lust. His hands on her inflamed lust. His hands on her intensified lust. His hands on her fueled us all. My dick hurt. I stripped as I watched, releasing my erection from my jeans.

Staci looked ready to cry. She bit a knuckle to muffle her orgasm. Her body tensed as she rolled her head and ground her hips at his face. He never stopped and soon had her building towards another climax. She was gorgeous. She was beautiful.

I decided to join them.

I swung the door open and stepped into the steamy room. Staci saw me but Ricardo did not and she gestured for me to come closer. She grabbed my hand and pulled me in and kissed me deeply. I returned the kiss, my hand rising to palm her wet heavy tit. She circled my neck and we kissed with wild passion while Ricardo ate her from behind. Her tongue was in my mouth when she orgasmed again and I almost spurt without being touched. I expected Ricardo to stand and push his cock deep but he didn't. Instead we both silently agreed that this was a Goddess Staci moment. My wife deserved all the attention. Our gratification would come later. I lowered my mouth to her breasts and suckled a stiff nipple and he ravaged her cunt and we poured our energies into her pleasure. She gasped and writhed between her two men.

"Take her to the bed," he said.

Staci groaned with anticipation.

We each took her hand and walked her to the large bed, returning our lewd attention to her body. She lifted arms and legs and opened herself, giving herself to us completely. Her pussy was soaked. Ricardo turned her sideways and moved from her pussy to her asshole and I took his place. Both our heads between her legs, licking and sucking and nibbling, eager to drive her insane. Our hands teased nipples and caressed breasts. We touched and kissed her all over. We had her near tears. When she orgasmed again I thought she might pass out.

The lock cracked and the door flew open. Staci screamed. A man raced into the room and aimed a gun at Ricardo. Behind him came Ismael, a cruel sneer twisting his lips. Ricardo and I jumped from the bed, naked and erect. Ismael shut the door.

"I had that Jeep tagged the day you bought it," Ismael said. "I sent the helicopter away so you wouldn't search the vehicle. I suspected there was something going on between the three of you and I was right. I am so disappointed, my son."

I raised a finger, about to speak.

"Don't," Ismael commanded. "Your life hangs by a thread. Say nothing."

I lowered my hand.

Ismael swung his attention away from Ricardo to focus on Staci. His eyes meandered her sexy body, admiring her full breasts and firm ass. He grabbed the front of his pants.

"I understand," he said. "I understand why two men would covet the same woman. Look at you, pretty girl. Look what you do to us."

Staci was frightened. I was too. Ismael was unpredictable. He ran his palm over her nipple, causing the nub to stiffen and rise.

"So lovely," he mumbled. "JoJo, you have feelings for this woman?"

"I do. Leave her alone."

Ismael shook his head sadly.

"That's no way to speak to your father. Come, let us share her. I can see that you have no difficulties with this. Let us both enjoy her gifts, like that whore in Guadalajara. Remember her?"

Ricardo looked trapped. He eyed the man with the gun, calculating his chances of winning a fight. Staci saw it too and panicked.

"Ricardo," she said, heading him off. "It's all right." She reached for Ismael's crotch, gripping his cock through his pants. "It's all right," she repeated.

Ricardo looked like he might throw up.

Ismael gave the man with the gun a knowing look and the man responded with an understanding nod. I got the feeling they'd discussed this plan before breaking into our room. Ismael watched Staci's hand work his fly and belt buckle. The older man's pants dropped. Staci grabbed the elastic band of his underwear and pulled. There was a quickness to her movements but if that sprang from a desire to be done with this task or an actual eagerness to free his dick, I did not know. I saw no difference. His boxers moved down and his big cock slipped free, grazing Staci's face as it rose. She grabbed the base and aimed the head into her mouth. She swung her ass around, aiming her pussy at Ricardo. He was filled with defeat and regret and loathing, but the sight of her kept his dick hard. My wife was on hands and knees on the bed. She'd moved to a corner so Ricardo could reach her easily. I saw how much the man hated his father. Ricardo glanced often at Staci's pussy and his father's face. My wife began to bob her mouth on the older man's cock.

There was no way out except forward. Ricardo saw that too. He nudged Staci's hips and my wife shuffled her knees, moving to give Ricardo the easiest access. He took his hard spear in hand and steadied my wife before sinking the large head through her slit. Staci groaned. Ismael held her head and began fucking her mouth while his son did the same to her pussy. I took a step back, viewing the enormity of the scene all at once. The gunman was riveted by the erotic action.

I took another step back.

Ricardo tried to prevent himself from enjoying the act but he was inside Staci again and he was thrilled. My wife was wrapped tightly around his thick inches, moaning and thrusting her hips at him, fucking herself on his meat while Papa fucked her mouth. Both men fell victim to her heartfelt moans. Ricardo moved his hands to hold her better and pumped his beast in and out. Her muffled cries of pleasure grew louder until they peaked. Staci climaxed with father and son buried deep. Her body went rigid as the force of her orgasm raked her. Ismael laughed with true delight.

"I see why you like her," he said. "My turn."

He allowed my wife to almost complete her orgasm before withdrawing his cock and pulling her away from Ricardo. He brought her hips in front and pushed her face towards Ricardo' s cock. Staci needed no further encouragement, grabbing Ricky and sucking hard. I saw Ismael's erection clearly for the first time since the library. He was long like his son but noticeably thicker. A vein like a pencil ran along the top. He held her hip and rubbed his dick around her opening.

"Put it in," she hissed.

Ismael laughed.

"Patience," he said. "You will get this cock. I know your secret. I have cameras in the library. You must have the cock. If you see the cock, you must have it."

He confused me for a moment and then I figured out what he meant: a camera in the library would mean he'd recorded Staci taking a ride on him while he was unconscious. He'd watched the tape. He'd seen Staci take a ride because she wanted to feel him. Hard dick was too much to resist.

"Please," she whimpered.

He stopped teasing her. He held himself with one hand and her ass with the other and pushed, burying the head and several inches. My wife clawed the bedspread, nodding encouragement to both men. Ricardo was into it now, holding her head and fucking her mouth. Staci loved being used. There was no faking these moans. She was trapped between men and she was joyful.

The gunman took a step closer, mesmerized. I was sure Ismael told him what to expect but seeing is greater than thinking. He watched my wife's full tits swing as both men fucked her. The sight was breathtaking. I watched too.

Before too long Ismael withdrew his cock and shed the rest of his clothes. He climbed on the bed and lay on his back and directed Staci to mount him, straddling his hips but facing away, facing towards me and Ricardo. He told my wife to put his cock in and she did.

"Now you, JoJo," Ismael said. "Put your cock in her too. We will take her pussy together, just like last time."

Staci groaned at the implication. Ismael wanted Ricardo to push his cock into her cunt at the same time he was already in there. Jesus. I worried those two big slabs would hurt her but she seemed drawn to the idea. She met his eyes and waved him forward with a finger, a wicked grin curling her mouth.

"Do it," she said. "In me, together."

I was staggered. This was crazy. Staci lifted each foot and planted it wider, opening her legs directly at Ricardo. She tilted her hips to show us the fat cock already pumping. Waves of pleasure washed over her, eyelids fluttering.

"Do it, Ricky," she purred. "Let me feel two cocks."

Ricardo climbed onto the bed and knelt between her thighs. His dick throbbed with need but his expression was unsure. My wife reached out and grabbed his dick, pulling him forward. She was laughing as she rubbed his head around her cock-filled hole, laughing as she found a dip and eased him in alongside his father. Her face turned to shock as Ricardo's weight naturally drove him deeper, opening her tight tunnel, spreading her wide around both erections.

"Oh my God," she breathed, barely able to think. "Oh my God!"

Ismael chuckled and began moving his hips beneath her.

Staci's eyes flew wide.

"Jesus!" she cried. "Fuck!"

Her gaze was glued to Ricardo. He grabbed a firm breast to hold himself steady and then flexed his ass, pushing his inches in, fucking my wife at the same time as Ismael. The men started with separate rhythms but, as men always seem to do, they quickly fell in step with each other, withdrawing smoothly before filling her again with doubled penis.

It was too much. Staci couldn't take it. She placed a hand on Ricardo's chest and attempted to lift herself off them, but Ismael grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his meat. Ricardo was too far into it now, leaning forward and stuffing her cunt. Staci cried out, orgasming suddenly to the double penetration. The men held themselves buried and allowed her to cum. My wife wailed like a banshee before her head fell back onto Ismael's chest and her body went slack.

Now the men began to fuck her in earnest, holding her in place while they used her cunt to pleasure their cocks. Staci moaned continuously, head lolling, fingers and toes curled, body alternating between rigid overwhelming pleasure and dozens of strong mini-orgasms as they overpowered her senses. Ricardo dropped his head to suck her breasts. Staci was almost incoherent.

The gunman stepped closer, amazed, watching my wife take two big cocks and love it. I was slightly behind him now and I'd never get a better chance. I curled my fingers into a fist and picked a spot on his jaw close to his chin. I would hit him. I would summon everything I had for one punch, pouring all my angst and fear into one titanic blow to knock him out. If more men waited outside, we'd deal with them separately. I wanted this man unconscious. I wanted Ismael taken hostage. Adrenaline pumped into my bloodstream. My heart pounded.

Staci cried out as a monumental orgasm shook her from head to toe. She sobbed as waves of pleasure smashed around inside her body and mind. She howled, eyes thrown wide and staring at the ceiling. Before I could move, Ismael orgasmed too, spurting a gush of hot sperm deep into her. The older man bellowed, and then bellowed again. He rammed his hips to spew white lava. I checked on the gunman one last time and he was riveted. I pulled my arm back slowly.

I swung.

I swung with everything I had.

I swung with a mountain of rage and fear and as I heard Ricardo groan and release his load to mix with Papa's, my solid fist slammed the gunman's jaw. He fired one shot into the wall as he crumpled.

The gun landed on the bed.

Ismael was blocked by Staci's body and unsure what had happened, and he was still dazed by his titanic climax. He weakly tried to see around my wife but Ricardo snatched the gun from the bed. Staci was a ragdoll, wiped out by the most powerful orgasm of her life. Ricardo shoved her shoulders aside and then leveled the gun at his father's face. Now Ismael understood what had happened.

"Hijo," he began, his cock still buried in Staci. "You do not want–"

Bang!

Ismael's head snapped back and blood sprayed the headboard. Ricardo grabbed my wife's arm and pulled her off Ismael's cock. I raced to help and he handed her to me, facing his father again.

Bang!

He shot Ismael through the heart. Tears welled in his eyes and spilled down his cheeks.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

He fired bullet after bullet into his father. I sat Staci in a chair and turned to Ricardo. He was crying as I lifted the gun from his hands.

"Don't know who's outside," I muttered. "Might need those bullets."

Ricardo stood on trembling legs, staring at the mess he'd made, gazing at his dead father.

"There are no men outside," he mumbled. "My father brought Antonio for this job. When he brings Antonio, he only brings Antonio."

I wasn't sure what that meant. I guessed Antonio was an ultimate badass and Ismael never needed more men than him, but I wasn't sure. I went to the window and pulled back an edge of the heavy drapes to check the parking lot. There was a new, jet-black Mercedes parked directly across from our room but otherwise all was quiet.

"Take her to the bathroom," Ricardo said. "I'll handle this."

My hand hurt like I'd broken it but I got Staci to her feet and moving. I shut the bathroom door. She was out of it. They'd fucked my wife into a delirium. I heard sounds from the main room but waited. When I could wait no longer I left, shutting my wife inside. Ricardo had wrapped Ismael's body in the bedspread and tied the ankles and neck with cord.

A second body lay wrapped in blankets beside his father, similarly tied.

"You killed Antonio," I said.

"I am The Knife," Ricardo said, weary and sad. "Help me load them into the trunk of the car they drove here. The keys are on the bed."

I left the room and started the Mercedes, backing towards our room. I checked, but the few tenants were many rooms away and nobody investigated the sound of gunshots. I popped the trunk and we quickly dumped both men in.

"Take my Jeep," Ricardo said. "Go home. I will dispose of these two."

"Then what?" I asked.

His shoulders sagged.

"Then I assume my father's empire. With the disappearance of Ismael, the men will turn to me. My father chased me in the middle of the night. He didn't send men. He came himself. I believe he told only Antonio and Antonio lies dead in the trunk. My father was too proud to tell others his son turned his back on him. Tomorrow the sun will rise and Ismael will be gone and JoJo will sit in his place. Few will ask questions. They might think it, but they will not ask. They will keep their jobs. Life will go on. Poppies will grow and the money will flow.

"You hoped to leave it all behind."

"I did. A foolish dream."

"Walk away. Come with us to America."

He shook his head.

"There are families on that ranch that need my protection. Children. Women. With my father alive I knew those things would be handled. Now, I must handle them."

We gazed at the crumpled bodies. What should I say? What does one say to a man who just killed his father? I said nothing. He closed the trunk.

The motel door opened and Staci stood silhouetted against the light behind her. She was nude. Her hair was a mess. Semen trickled down her inner thighs. A lot.

"What are you doing?' she asked, aiming the question at us both.

"Tying off loose ends," I said.

She nodded knowingly.

"I can't sleep in that," she murmured, pointing at the bed. "There's blood on the wall. There's blood soaking the mattress."

"I'll get us a second room," I said.

"No," Ricardo said. "Dress. Go. Leave now. I have a man coming to help me. You shouldn't be here when he arrives."

"Oscar?" I asked, stupidly.

"You shouldn't be here when he arrives," Ricardo repeated.

Staci turned to find her clothes. I did the same.





Chapter 14


We turned on the light and descended the stairs. Our basement was clean and dry and well-lit. The suitcase sat on my workbench.

"Open it," Staci said

"Again? We just came down here and did this an hour ago."

"I still can't believe it's real. I can't believe all that happened. Open it. I want to see the money."

I flipped the tabs and lifted the lid. Roughly half a million dollars stared back at us.

"No banks," she said.

"No."

"We buy things we want with cash, but nothing too big or obvious. No new yacht in the side yard."

"Agreed."

"This is more like security. A cushion against calamity. There if we need it, but not a slush fund to spend until it's gone."

"Agreed, again."

I hugged her. She rested her head on my chest.

"Are you staring at the money?" I asked.

"Yes."

I chuckled.

"One modest purchase each. Diamond earrings for you and a new computer for me. How does that sound? Then we leave it alone."

"Diamond bracelet."

"Done."

I attempted to end the hug but she held tight.

"What's wrong?"

"Nothing," she said.

"You sure?"

She sighed like she carried a heavy burden.

"Don't be mad," she said. "Promise?"

"Of course."

"I miss the life. Do you know what I mean?"

"I do. Excitement. Adventure. Danger. It's hard to go back to a boring routine after all that."

"It is."

There was some hook in her voice, some underlying thread, something she left unspoken.

"And him," I added.

She squeezed me hard, like she was pleased I'd figured it out.

"Yes," she whispered.

"His personality? Or the sex?"

"Don't be mad."

"I won't," I assured her. "Tell me."

"Both. But mostly the sex. Outlaw sex should be its own category, like teen or interracial or gangbang."

"Watching it would do you no good, Staci. I know you. You want to get fucked by that dangerous drug lord again. You want to get fucked by a dangerous drug lord. You'd fuck an assassin. You'd fuck a mafia boss."

She squeezed even tighter.

"I would. Yes."

She released her iron hug and stepped back.

"May I?"

"May you what? Fuck Ricardo again? He's the only drug lord I know. Do you have a way to contact him?"

She giggled.

"What's so funny?" I asked.

"You didn't say no. You didn't say absolutely not. You merely asked if I had a way to contact him."

I rubbed my chin. She had a point.

"I do have a way," she said. "I know his cell number. He called your phone on the drive down, remember? Our phones were lost but his number will be in the details of our phone bill. We can call him. We can send a text."

"He's head of the Cartel now," I said, losing ground and knowing it. "No way can he come back to the States."

She stepped close and kissed me, tender, on the lips.

"What if we skip the new computer and diamond bracelet," she said. "What if instead we buy a used RV again? I think a vacation in lovely Sinaloa sounds fantastic. I know we have a bed waiting for us."

Her eyes were alight.

"Los Mochis has an international airport," I replied. "We have a four-day weekend coming up."

She melted into my arms.


End.
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