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		Chapter One

		 

		“Dear Gracious Heavenly Father,” the pastor droned on, pronouncing this title for God for about 15th time during the marathon prayer for my safety. I felt my eyelids start to droop in boredom.

		For several years now, the parsonage for the local Methodist church had been next door to our house. About five years before, Pastor Wright had moved into the parsonage after taking over the congregation down the street. At the time he moved in, he was single. He was about 30 or so, a relatively new minister in the church, and had taken over from the old geezer that had retired, leaving the church open for a new “gospel gun,” as my dad irreverently called ministers.

		Earlier that day, my dad had told me that Pastor Wright had managed to buttonhole him out in the driveway on the way to work, and had asked about me. When my dad told him that I was due to deploy to Afghanistan, he had practically insisted on dropping by with his wife for a prayer session. He had also told my dad that he had to do it that night, because he was leaving the next day for a mission trip to South America and would be gone until long after I got back.

		“Aw shit, Dad!, Are you fucking kidding me?” I asked with an exasperated groan.

		My dad let out a laugh. He knew where I was coming from. Right after Pastor Wright moved in, he had coerced us into attending one of his services. We had gone as a family, and found that he was a walking, talking, human tranquilizer. This man could easily bore anyone into a slumber quicker than an anesthesiologist with his drab monotone voice. On the way home from church my dad had laughed as he pronounced him, “the longest-winded preacher that this town had ever suffered in it’s history.”

		That was the last time we ever went to church as a family.

		But now, through this twist of Christian-kindness induced fate, Pastor Wright was going to bring his show on the road. Right into our living room.

		“There’s only one good piece of news,” my dad told me.

		“What’s that?”

		“His wife is coming with him,” my dad told me with a snicker.

		I had seen Pastor Wright’s wife just a couple of times before I left for the Army. He had just recently gotten married, having been a bachelor long enough that there were starting to be rumors circulating around the neighborhood that he was a closet queer.

		Pastor Wright had not been the recipient of good genes, or the kind hand of time. At about 35 now, he was a little on the pot-bellied side, had lost most of his hair to male-pattern baldness, and wore a pair of glasses that looked like the lenses had been crafted from the bottom of two Coke bottles.

		When he brought home Adrienne, I was floored. She was young and gorgeous. She looked like something you would find in a Maxim magazine list of the Hottest 100, or maybe even splayed out nude in Playboy or Penthouse. She was stunningly beautiful, and had an exotic appearance. She was from Mozambique, in Southern Africa, and was a multi-racial woman of mixed Portuguese and African heritage. She looked more Portuguese than anything, but had just enough of some other genetic influences to make her stunningly attractive. This mix of influences endowed her with a build that was like no other woman I had ever seen, and gave her voice an attractive lilt with a slight Hispanic-sounding accent which made her perfectly fluent English a pleasure to listen to.

		All in all, she was one of those women that made me want to slap my cock with a wooden spoon and yell “Down Boy!” every time I saw her. She was just that hot.

		How she ended up married to that goober of a preacher next door was something I never understood.

		My mind snapped back to Pastor Wright’s prayer, which was entering into what felt like the sixth or seventh minute of fervent pleas for my safety.

		“We ask that you place your shield and buckler over Lance, and use your powers to protect him while he serves our country in the land of the heathen blasphemers!” he intoned.

		“Jesus!” I thought to myself, lending my own little touch of blasphemy to the ceremony.

		Finally, I heard him begin to wrap things up, mercifully. Had he waited much longer, the whole room would have been face-planted in slumber on my parent’s couches.

		“In your heavenly name, we ask these things…” he paused strategically.

		“Amen,” he concluded. A ragged chorus of other Amens followed his.

		Pastor Wright looked at me through his Coke-bottle glasses. His eyes appeared crossed when he .

		“Lance,” he told me sincerely. “Good luck! And be careful over there.”

		“Thank you, sir.”

		As I looked up, I saw that Adrienne was watching me as I spoke to her husband. I glanced her way, and saw her smile. Her teeth were as perfect as her flawless complexion, her impressive hair, and her bright brown eyes.

		“Lance, I was wondering if I could ask you a favor?” he asked earnestly.

		“Sure thing, sir.”

		Well, Lance, I’m going to be out of town for over two weeks. I’m going on a mission trip to El Salvador,” he said, telling me something I already knew. He paused.

		“Could you help Adrienne out with the lawn and any chores that she might need a hand with while I’m gone?” His voice was earnest and sincere.

		“I’ll pay you, of course.”

		“Oh sir, you don’t have to pay me,” I told him. “You’ve been very kind to do this for me, and I’m happy to return the favor.”

		“Besides,” I continued. “I don’t have much to do around here until I leave. So I could use something to keep me busy.”

		“Well, that’s just great Lance,” he told me. “Such a fine Christian attitude!”

		“Thanks, sir.”

		I furtively looked over at Adrienne again. She was looking at me intently as her husband and I talked. I saw the grin on her face, and wondered if she was just smiling pleasantly, or if there was a slyness expertly concealed there.

		As she dropped her hand from her husband’s arm and walked away into the kitchen where Barb was, I watched her ass sway seductively. I felt an unconscious stir in my pants.

		“Down boy!” I thought.

		I restrained the urge to look for a wooden spoon to swat my dick with. That would have been WAY too obvious.

		Pastor Wright smiled at me. His eyes, through his thick glasses, looked to be about the size of cantaloupes.
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		Chapter Two

		 

		Barb had prepared some snacks and drinks for our guests. Although Methodist, Pastor Wright eschewed the proffered white wine and chose a lemonade instead. Adrienne took a glass of white wine, and got no response from her holier-than-thou husband. I grabbed a plateful of snacks and a cold beer and headed back to the living room. My Dad, Pastor Wright and I settled into a baseball game while the ladies settled into the kitchen for some girl talk.

		After a short while, I ate my plate clean of snacks and headed back for a refill. As I was just about to hit the corner of the door to the kitchen, I heard Adrienne’s voice. I stopped dead in my tracks. I was in a narrow hallway, concealed from view from the kitchen, and from the den where my dad and Pastor Wright were watching the game.

		“Well, the tests came back,” I heard Adrienne’s voice, with that exotic Portuguese-tinted accent. “Mark has an extremely low sperm count.” I detected a pause as she gathered her thoughts.

		“We could get pregnant, but they cautioned us not to get our hopes up,” she continued. “It just isn’t very likely.”

		“Well what about in-vitro, or some of those other things they are doing today?” Barb asked.

		“They mentioned that,” Adrienne told Barb in a hushed voice.

		“But Mark said no,” she explained. “He feels that if it is God’s will that we have a child, that we will be provided with one. Either by adoption, or conception.” Another long pause.

		“Although,” Adrienne finished. “The doctor made it clear that a natural conception would be nothing short of a miracle.”

		“Adrienne, I’m so sorry,” Barb told her in what sounded like a stage whisper.

		“Thank you,” Adrienne replied. “I wish Mark was a little more open to other options.”

		“I understand about God’s will,” she went on. “But maybe God’s will was in allowing all this technology to be created.”

		Barb was silent. She pretty clearly didn’t know what to say. I took the opportunity to enter the room.

		“Any snacks left?” I asked brightly.

		“Plenty!” Barb said brightly. “Help yourself.”

		I started filling my plate again as I went down the line.

		“So when do you leave?” Adrienne asked.

		“A little over two weeks,” I replied.

		“We’re having a lady’s prayer group meeting at our house tomorrow morning,” she told me in her exotic accent. “Would you like to come by and let us pray some more for your safety?”

		I paused. The last thing I wanted was to listen to a bunch more prayers like the ones that Pastor Wright had droned for so long. But then I looked at Adrienne’s earnest expression. She was looking at me like she really cared.

		Plus she was really just smoking, fucking hot. No two ways about it.

		“Sure,” I answered. “That sounds great.”

		“What time?” I asked.

		“Nine o’clock,” she told me.

		“Right after I drop Mark off at the airport,” she added.

		As I stood before this amazingly beautiful woman, I wondered if she added that on purpose, or if it was just coincidental.

		As my cock stirred slightly at the sight of her lithe body wrapped in her form-fitting dress, I hoped that it had been intentional.
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		Chapter Three

		 

		I had spent most of my leave after Basic Training either in athletic shorts and a T-shirt, or buck naked as I banged all of the drill team friends that Lacey had lined up for me. Not to mention at night, when I was usually naked, sneaking into Lacey’s room to enjoy her pleasures.

		I knew that the next morning, I was going to have to make an effort to get up earlier and make some sort of an appearance at this church function. I decided that maybe it would be best to put on my Class A uniform, and attend the prayer service that way.

		Lacey snuck into my room for her normal early morning fuck. I gave it to her fast and hard, and shot a good load of cum into her. She had started on some sort of birth control after we got sexually active, so I didn’t much have to worry about knocking Lacey up, unless we had gotten unlucky on that first night together.

		The next morning, I arose to my iPhone alarm and hit the shower. Lacey was already off to school for an early morning practice with her drill team. Barb and my Dad were stirring, and beginning to move about, but hadn’t gotten moving yet.

		I hit the shower, and had the standard Army three-minute scrub-down. After 8 weeks of basic, with 45 guys sharing six shower heads, the last habit you want to develop is to fuck around while 44 pissed off guys are waiting to get in behind you. You just get in there and get it done. So I did.

		Out of the shower, I quickly went about the Basic routine of “Shit, Shower and Shave.” Then I got my Class A uniform out of my closet, and began checking it. The brass was still in good shape from the last cleaning, so I was good there. Everything was aligned and in good shape, and I was fortunate to be able to just climb into it. After getting it all on except the jacket, I checked myself in the mirror. My shirt buttons, pants closure and belt buckle were all perfectly aligned, in what the Army called a “gig line.” I put the jacket on over it. My single stripe as a private was sewn to my sleeve, and the patch of the unit I was about to be assigned to was on my left shoulder. My right shoulder was bare, but would be filled after I completed my first combat tour, giving me the privilege of putting the unit patch I had been in combat with there.

		As a final touch, I carefully placed the Army’s black beret onto my head and squashed it into the perfect shape, with the bulk of it crushed over my left ear. I took one final look in the mirror and decided that I was as good as I was going to get. I turned and left my room, heading for the kitchen.

		Once there, I found Barb and Dad eating breakfast.

		“Oh, hey Lance!” Barb called as she saw me. “Don’t you look great!”

		“What’s the occasion?” she asked.

		“Mrs. Wright asked me to a prayer service this morning at nine,” I told her.

		“I thought that the uniform might be better than shorts and a T-shirt,” I added.

		“Good thought, son,” my dad said, snickering into his coffee cup.

		“Well, you look great, Lance,” Barb told me seriously.

		“Nothing like a man in uniform!” She added with a giggle.

		“So try to behave yourself, buddy,” my dad added with a snigger.

		“I’ll try, Dad,” I told him seriously. “It shouldn’t be too hard.”
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		Chapter Four

		 

		If I thought the prayer by Pastor Wright had been agonizing, I had no idea how bad it would be when a group of gabby women were left in charge.

		“Lord, we ask you to protect Lance as he serves our country in the land of the heathens!” One of the ladies of the prayer group intoned. She had been chosen to give the prayer for reasons I didn’t understand. Her concept of “brevity” clearly wasn’t one of them. She droned on until my eyelids grew heavy. Mercifully, she stopped before I fell asleep and started snoring audibly, which would have really ruined the moment.

		Finally, after having been prayed over so much that I was about to convince myself that I had surely been rendered bulletproof by now, the ladies adjourned from their fervent prayer session and began to hit the copious amounts of food and sweets that they had brought to the prayer group. I found a particularly nice-looking set of cinnamon rolls, and hit them with a vengeance.

		“Adrienne!” I heard one of the ladies say. “I am so sorry to hear about you and Mark!”

		“Excuse me?” Adrienne asked in her lilting accent.

		“About trying to have a baby!” The woman hissed at her in a conspiratorial tone that fooled nobody within earshot.

		“Oh, that,” Adrienne said.

		“If it is meant to be, then God will provide,” she told the woman flatly. “That’s what Pastor Wright told me.”

		“Amen!” the woman added piously.

		“It might take a miracle,” Adrienne said. “But I will just keep praying for that miracle.”

		I noticed that Adrienne looked my way as this conversation occurred. The slightest of smiles crossed her lips as she looked at me. I quickly returned my attention to the plate of cinnamon rolls. The last thing I need was to go in uniform to a prayer meeting and get busted looking at the Pastor’s wife like she was a piece of meat.

		Which of course, she was. And probably the best-looking piece of meat I had ever seen in my life.

		As I felt my cock stir, I looked around furtively for the nearest wooden spoon, just in case.

		I made small talk with the ladies of the prayer group and answered all their questions about the Army, and what Basic Training had been like, and was I scared, and all that usual shit. Mercifully, one of the ladies finally excused herself and, very soon, I realized that she had started a stampede for the door.

		Apparently, these ladies weren’t any more hip on this prayer meeting shit than I was. Within about 5 minutes, the house had cleared out, leaving Adrienne and I alone for the first time.

		“Let me help you clean up,” I offered Adrienne as the door closed for the last time.

		“Oh, don’t worry about that, Lance,” she told me with a smile. “Thank you so much for coming and for being so charming to all those ladies. I know it must have been difficult at times.”

		“Oh, it was fine,” I lied with a grin. Actually, I would rather be kicked in the balls than to have to do another one of these things.

		“Have a seat,” Adrienne said, pointing toward the sofa. I expected her to sit on the love seat next to it. To my surprise, when I sat down, I saw her step over and sit down next to me on the couch.

		Not on the other end, either. But just about right next to me.

		I gulped nervously as I took in her beauty, and the smile that I just couldn’t quite figure out what it held behind it.
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		Chapter Five

		 

		Adrienne looked at me as she sat next to me. Her beauty was intoxicating, but that was nothing compared to her scent. Due to our proximity, I could smell the tasteful amount of perfume she wore. It wasn’t overpowering. She wore just enough to arouse the curiosity, and that made it even better.

		I sensed that I needed to leave before I said or did something stupid. Making a pass at the preacher’s wife who lived next door to my dad was the civilian equivalent of raping the general’s daughter, and I sure didn’t need any of that shit.

		I was just about to stand and excuse myself, when I realized that I needed to wait. My cock had grown stiff just at the sight and scent of Adrienne. With my cock painfully swelling in my pants, I knew that standing in front of her would expose my condition, and cause my mortal humiliation. I decided to wait until it had gone down and then politely excuse myself.

		“I wanted to apologize for some of that conversation that you heard,” she told me. “I didn’t mean for you to be burdened by me and Mark’s problems.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked, not making the connection at first.

		“About us trying to have a baby,” she offered helpfully. “I hope that didn’t embarrass you.”

		“Oh no!” I stammered. “That’s fine. I understand.”

		“And I am really sorry that you’re having a problem,” I sputtered. I had never felt this tongue-tied around a woman before, and I couldn’t figure out what the deal was.

		“Well, I have prayed every day that I will get the miracle that Mark and I need,” she told me with a smile.

		“And I will pray for that miracle too,” I told her, pretty much insincerely. Other than my half-hearted attempted at praying for my own safety over the last two days, I hadn’t prayed for jack shit in decades.

		“Well, I think that God has answered my prayers, and given me my miracle.”

		“Huh?” I asked, stupefied. “Are you pregnant or something?”

		“No,” she said, her grin becoming almost devilish. “Not yet.”

		I gulped nervously. I felt my adam’s apple bob up and down in my neck, crossing back and forth under my tightly knotted necktie. It felt so big that I was afraid I would rupture the necktie and shoot the neck button across the room like a lethal projectile.

		“But I think God has provided a means for me to get that way,” she cooed.

		Inside my pants, my cock grew to gargantuan proportions. It strained at the fabric of my pants leg. I saw Adrienne’s eyes glance down, and her smile broadened.

		“See?” She nodded down toward my swollen bulge. “The Lord does provide for our needs if our prayers are fervent enough.”

		“Adrienne, I…” I barely got the words out of my mouth when she was on me. Her lips crushed into mine, and I felt her tongue in my mouth. Her breath smelled of mint, and was yet another intoxicating smell. Our tongues touched, gently dancing at first and then darting wildly against each other.

		Her hands dropped to my military issue belt buckle and began to attempt work the mechanism, which was clearly foreign to her.

		To help her I reached down, and easily unclasped it with my thumb and forefinger. I felt her pull the belt apart. As she began tugging at my pants, trying to pull them down, I watched mesmerized as she looked up at me with a brief smile, and then her head dropped into my lap.
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		Chapter Six

		 

		My cock was nearly ready to explode as I felt Adrienne’s warm, wet mouth encapsulate the head of my cock. She gamely tried to take as much inside her as she could, but to no avail. Hitting the back of her throat, I heard her sputter and nearly gag. She withdrew a bit, and began to bob sensuously up and down on my rigid meat.

		“Adrienne, we shouldn’t be…” I tried to protest. I was conflicted badly. I wanted to bang Adrienne to within an inch of her life, but she was a minister’s wife that lived next door my dad and Barb. If the word got out, it could make their life hell in our small town.

		Adrienne, not missing a beat, held up her index finger at me, gesturing me to silence. Excited beyond measure, I felt the first twinges of an orgasm form inside me as she went down on me.

		“Adrienne, you’re gonna make me cum,” I groaned.

		She immediately disengaged.

		“Well, we can’t have that, now can we?” she asked with a grin. “The Lord doesn’t like it when your seed is cast away.”

		“It is a mortal sin, no?” She was questioning me with an amused smile.

		Then she stood up in front of me, and bent down to grab the hem of her dress, which fell to below her knees. She tugged it up and over her head, and exposed what she had on underneath the dress.

		Not a goddamned thing. No bra, no panties, nothing. Zip, zilch, nada.

		That told me that this whole thing had been deliberately planned. She had pegged me as a sperm donor the night before. And now she aimed to collect my donation.

		I pushed my pants down to below my knees, and began to feverishly unbutton my uniform coat to get it off. Just as I hit the last button and started to shrug it off, she was on me. She stepped forward, her gloriously beautiful and naked body straddling me. I felt her hand snake down between and grasp my rigid cock and hold it as she lowered herself into me.

		The head of my dick, which was purple and knurled due to its arousal, contacted the wetness of her slick pussy and I felt it slide in just a bit. Then she heaved up and down on me, and it slid even deeper. Again she heaved and it sunk to the hilt. My swollen balls were touching her wet pussy lips, further arousing me, and the sensitive head of my cock was touching the hard, firm flesh of her cervix, deep inside her body.

		“God, you are so much bigger than Mark!” she said, her voice coming as a rush of air past my ear. She was clinging tightly to me as she sat on my cock, burying deep inside her against the “Shit!” I groaned. “That feels so good!”

		Then she rocked back and forth, manipulating my swollen cock inside her body. That was it. I fucking lost it.

		“Fuck!” I groaned as an unrelenting orgasm swept over me. Inside her, I felt my cock heaving, and my balls and scrotum tighten as I exploded inside of her. I could feel my seed traveling down the length of my cock, shooting forth into her fertile field.

		“Mmmmm,” she moaned in my ear. “Genesis, Chapter One, Verse 28.”

		“Huh?” I managed to ask just as my orgasm subsided.

		“Be fruitful and multiply,” she answered.

		“That sounds good to me,” I told her. “Want to be fruitful some more?”

		Her response was another fierce, crushing kiss. I managed to kick off my shoes somehow, and then reached down to pull my pants the rest of the way off, so that I wouldn’t trip over them.

		Then, still wearing my tunic unbuttoned in the front, my shirt and necktie, and a pair of Army issue black socks, I easily stood up with Adrienne impaled on my still hard dick. With her arms wrapped around my neck, and her legs circling my waist, I staggered toward her bedroom and dropped her onto the edge of her marital bed.

		There over the next half hour or so, I pummeled her eager pussy, causing her to cum over and over, thrashing in screaming ecstasy as I fucked her. Then I followed the Good Lord’s admonition, and cast another hot steaming load of my seed into her womb.

		“You want to see “Be Fruitful and Multiply?” I thought to myself.

		“You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

		She was an incredible lover, sexually dynamic, seemingly experienced, and exotic. The sight of her glorious naked body kept me hard even after my second orgasm.

		“Shit baby!” Adrienne said beneath me, her breath coming in ragged heaves.

		“That was great!” I exclaimed as my cock shot the last few pathetic heaves of my semen into her waiting womb.

		“God Yes!” she said, her breath just beginning to come back.

		“Do it again!” she said with a giggle.

		Without any further ado, I withdrew my cock and roughly flipped her over. I pushed her legs wide apart and drove myself back into her, easily sinking in to the hilt in one hard thrust. She let out a little yelp as I slid home inside her.

		Her yelps turned into screams as I fucked her relentlessly from behind, determined to give her the baby that she desperately wanted.
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		Chapter Seven

		 

		A few hours later, I practically crawled out of Pastor Wright’s house. I had been fucking his wife non-stop since the end of the prayer meeting, and I knew that my family would begin arriving home soon, beginning with my “step-sister” Lacey, who would probably want her own shot of cock as she usually did before her Mom got home from work. If not, she would sneak into my bedroom late at night after they went to bed.

		Either way, I was rapidly getting myself just about fucked to death. Between Lacey, her drill team friends, and now the preacher’s wife next door, I was practically awash in pussies waiting to get filled with my hot cum. I only hoped that my testicles could take the strain.

		“Tough problem to have,” I thought to myself with a grin.

		As I had left Adrienne half-asleep in her and her husband’s bed, she had looked up at me as I got my uniform back on. She propped herself up on one elbow.

		She looked glorious. Still beautiful and exotic, her appearance was only made sexier by the “just fucked” looked of her tousled hair. She looked tired and haggard, but smiled almost radiantly at me.

		“When can I see you again?” She asked.

		“When do you want to see me again,” I asked. Her query seemed like a dumbass question to me. All this glorious creature had to do was ask, and I would be on her like white on rice. If she had asked me to fuck her in front of Billy Graham in the Rose Bowl and give him 24 hours to draw a crowd, I would have said yes.

		“How about another prayer meeting tomorrow?” she asked with a grin.

		“Oh, shit!” I groaned. “Seriously?” I didn’t want to waste time with a bunch of over-dressed old bats. I wanted to get my babymaker back inside of Adrienne.

		“Well, I meant a private prayer meeting,” she said softly. “Just the two of us.”

		“What time?” I grinned back. I was all in.

		“As soon as your parents leave for work maybe?”

		“Sounds good,” I told her. “See you then.”

		I flipped an insolent little mock salute. She laughed at me, and flopped back onto the bed.

		I let myself out a few minutes later, and scampered home, hoping nobody saw me leaving Pastor Wright’s house hours after the end of the prayer meeting.

		The next morning, at the appointed hour, I went next door. There was post-it note stuck on it. In swooping and elegant script, it wasn’t addressed to anyone in particular, but had a message I was sure was intended for me.

		“In the pool out back.”

		I walked to the side of the house, found the gate, and let myself in. When I rounded the side of the house, the aqua blue of the pool came into view, and then the bronzed form of Adrienne in the water. She was floating on her back, like I had been taught in Boy Scouts.

		What was different from the Boy Scout lessons was that we didn’t have tits that jutted up in firm peaks out of the water as we floated. She was simply glorious, and as naked as a jaybird.

		“Adrienne?” I called her name. Her head came up out of the water.

		Then she stood up in the waist deep part of the pool. From her navel up, I could see her in all her glory, with rivulets of water running down her tanned skin, which didn’t sport any tan lines. Definitely not the stereotypical wife of some nerd like Mark Wright.

		“I prayed you would come back,” she told me, casting her eyes down shyly.

		“You did, huh?” I answered.

		“I did.”

		“Then maybe your prayers were answered.”

		Seeing her nude in the pool was too much. I tugged my Army T-shirt off over my head, and then unbuttoned my baggy shorts, letting them fall to the ground and stepping out of them with my bare feet. I had dressed very simply.

		My cock hung in front of me, semi-erect and beginning to swell as I looked at her amazing body, and the thought of enjoying it again.

		“You want to go inside?” she asked as she climbed out of the pool and bent over to pick up a towel to dry off.

		“I thought you would never ask.”

		I followed her inside as she started to dry herself with the towel. Just inside the door, I snatched the towel from her and grabbed her. She gasped as I shoved her forward against the back of her sofa. I planted my hand in the middle of her wet back and pushed her down over the back of the couch. I probed, none to gently, with my now raging hard cock and found her entrance. She was wet both inside and out.

		I entered her easily, sinking into her to the hilt.

		Eager and excited again at the prospect of being with her, I pounded her hard. She writhed and came under me over and over as I hammered her with my cock.

		As she came and convulsed repeatedly, I quickly built to my own shattering climax.

		With a cry of pleasure, I was fruitful once again.

		Just as the Bible told me that I should be.

		 

		The End

		 

		


		An Excerpt from Cuckolded by the Billionaire 2: Taken to Paradise

		By Natalia Darque

		 

		I heard a knock at the door just after I got home from dropping Bella off at the airport to get on board Stavros’ private jet. I wasn’t expecting anyone on a Saturday morning, so it came as a bit of a surprise. When the door swung open I saw a guy standing at my door. He was wearing an work uniform, and a van with the logo of a custom video equipment company was parked at the curb in front of my house.

		“I’m here to do the install on your video teleconference system,” the guy told me.

		“There must be some sort of mistake,” I told him. “I didn’t order anything like that.”

		He glanced down at his paperwork in surprise. Then looked back up with a smile.

		“Oh, you’re right. You don’t look like someone that would be named Isabela,” he laughed. “Is that your wife?”

		“Oh, yeah,” I answered. “That’s her.”

		“Well, she bought quite a nice rig,” he went on, smiling. “All top of the line stuff.”

		“The TV alone is the best one we have. You should see the video quality on this thing!” The guy sounded proud and excited.

		“And everything is prepaid, so there’s no problem there,” he concluded.

		“Well, all right,” I swung the door open. The installer stepped into the house. He looked around.

		“You want it over where the flat screen is now?” He pointed to the 46-inch unit we had bought right after the wedding. It was old technology, especially in an arena where “state of the art” changed every three months or so. Frankly, my old unit was a real piece of shit.

		“Yeah, that sounds good,” I said, not knowing what else to do. Bella would be on the plane for the next several hours, and was going to be unavailable for questions.

		I got out of the guy’s way, and he spent the next couple of hours setting up an 80” flat screen TV with incredible resolution. I was stunned at the difference of the picture quality.

		When he completed his work, he asked me to come back into the living room so he could show me how everything operated. He showed me an app on my laptop, and another on my iPad that would be used to setup the teleconference. Through a set of usernames and passwords, I could use the software provided by his company to set up, initiate and receive requests for video teleconferences. It all looked pretty straightforward. To make sure I got all the details, he had me initiate a conference with his office.

		After just a few seconds, his boss came on the screen. The screen was so large and clear that he looked like he was in the same room with me. The quality was simply stunning.

		“Mr. Marchant, I want to thank you for your purchase of this system,” the man said when he started the conference.

		“Well, I think my wife got it, actually,” I replied.

		“Well, after we worked out all the kinks on the payment, it was all really straightforward,” he said nonchalantly.

		“Kinks with the payment?” I was curious what he meant.

		“Yeah, it was paid for with a wire transfer from Athens, and we had some problems getting it credited at first. Some garbage about the exchange rate with the Euro, I think,” he went on. “Anyway, we got it all straightened out, and it looks like Ed has it set up and running right for you.”

		“I hope you enjoy it,” he finished. I was starting to get that sinking feeling. A videoconference system? Obviously paid for by Stavros, and the purchase set up locally by my wife?

		I formed a suspicion instantly about what Stavros and Bella wanted the system for. I just hoped that I was wrong.

		I sat around the house the rest of the day, bored and watching sports until later when the phone rang.

		“Please initiate your video teleconference system for a call from your wife,” a disembodied voice said on the other end of the line.

		I grabbed my laptop and entered my username and password and turned the TV to the designated channel for the videoconference feed. Just a few seconds later, I saw Bella’s face appear on the screen.

		“Hello Michael,” she said pleasantly.

		“How was your flight, sweetheart?” I asked.

		“Oh, just awful!” she said with a giggle. “Those Gulfstream 5’s are just horrible, and they only had three crew members to attend to my needs!”

		“Sounds just horrible, honey,” I tried to play along with her humor.

		“So I guess the teleconference system is installed and working just fine?” she asked.

		“Yeah, but what is that all about?” I asked. “What do we need this thing for?”

		“Well, Stavros thought it was terrible that I would be over here, and you would be stuck at home working,” she explained.

		“And he thought that having this would allow you to keep up with things,” she went on. “Almost as if you were here in person.”

		My worst fears were realized.

		The camera zoomed out. Bella rose from behind the desk. She was nude. Behind her, operating some sort of handset that obviously controlled the camera, was Stavros. He was also nude. His huge, uncircumcised cock hung semi-erect in front of him.

		“Hello Michael,” Stavros said. His voice was dead serious.

		“It has been two weeks since I left you and Bella in Las Vegas,” he went on. “I haven’t had a woman since.”

		“Perhaps you might wish to watch our reunion?” he asked, his face broke into a smile.

		“There’s nobody here to tie me to a chair, you know,” I told him, reminding him that Ivan, his hired bodyguard/goon, wasn’t here to intimidate me.

		“Yes, but we can see you on the screen, so we will know if you are watching.”

		“And I will tell you only this. If I see that you are not watching, I will be very disappointed,” he told me.

		“And I am not a man that takes disappointment very well.”

		His dark eyes stared out at me, the whites of his orbs in stark contrast to his swarthy skin.

		Without a word, I simply sat down on the sofa and waited for the show to begin.
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