
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	OceanofPDF.com


		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		

		 

		


		Cuckolded by the Billionaire:

		 

		

		The Accidental Hooker

		 

		

		 

		By Natalia Darque

		 

		Published by Darque of Night Publishing

		Copyright 2013 @ Darque of Night Publishing

		 

		Smashwords Edition, License Notes

		 

		This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		 

		All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblances to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

		 

		This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this book is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission of the author.

		


	OceanofPDF.com




		Chapter One

		 

		As our plane reached cruising altitude, I reached over and took my wife’s hand. It had been a difficult few months, and I was desperate to try to make amends. At my touch, I felt a slight recoil, and then she turned and looked at me. I thought I saw just the thinnest of smiles, and then felt her warm, slender fingers curl into my hand, accepting my simple gesture.

		I was desperate to make amends with Isabella. I knew that I had screwed up badly, and was frankly amazed that she hadn’t divorced me. That was the reason for our week-long trip to Vegas. I had planned it as a surprise, scheduled around a week that I had off from work, and knew that Bella didn’t have any commitments. It was my last ditch effort to save our marriage from, well…

		Me.

		After several years of marriage, I had fallen victim to the “seven-year-itch” a couple of years ahead of schedule. We were both members of our local gym and stayed in pretty good shape. I had hired a personal trainer, a young twenties something hard-bodied little blonde named Wendy. She was flirtatious in just the right, and irresistible amounts. One thing had led to another, and I had succumbed to her temptations.

		And then Bella had gotten suspicious and hired a private investigator. That was the disadvantage to being married to a woman who came into the marriage with her own source of wealth. The private investigator had provided Bella with evidence, complete with pictures and video, of my tryst with Wendy.

		Bella came from a wealthy and fairly influential family in Texas. They had lots of old wealth, and most of the family members spent their time enjoying their money, and whiling away their time by serving on the boards of numerous non-profits and philanthropic foundations.

		It turned out that she didn’t really need me anymore. Plus, her family was locally famous, and didn’t want a high profile divorce case going through the local courts, and probably into the local newscasts. They obviously would be concerned about the local TV reporters talking about their daughter getting a divorce from the dumbass who cheated on her. That, if you haven’t caught on yet, is me.

		When presented with the evidence, I was obviously regretful, and I pleaded with her to give me a second chance. Much to my surprise, she agreed. But she had given me a warning that I remembered vividly.

		“You will pay for this,” she had said, steel in her voice.

		“I don’t know when, and I don’t know how, but I am going to make sure that you pay for this.”

		“That sounds like a threat,” I had retorted, surprised at the fury I heard in her voice.

		“Not a threat,” she replied. “A promise.”

		Also, and certainly not a surprise, I had been cut off in the marital bed ever since. In the three months since her discovery of my affair, I hadn’t had sex with Wendy, and certainly not with Bella. My taking of her hand on the airplane was literally the first physical contact of any sort that we had had in three months.

		It caused me to feel hopeful, and think that perhaps this trip to Vegas, to enjoy the pleasures of “Sin City” was just the thing we needed to get our marriage back on track. I found myself desperate to please her, and was willing to do anything.

		I turned toward her on the plane. She turned and looked at me.

		“I’m looking forward to this week,” I told her sincerely.

		“Me too,” she replied, with a slight hint of boredom in her voice.

		She turned and looked back to the front, and closed her eyes. A few moments later, she untangled her fingers from my hand, crossed her hands over her slender, flat stomach, and closed her eyes.

		We didn’t speak again for the rest of the flight.
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		Chapter Two

		 

		I did my best to plan a fun trip for Bella during our time in Vegas. This was complicated by the fact that since she had grown up wealthy, and I had not, and that she had done just about everything once. Or so it seemed.

		It was further complicated by the fact that I had to make sure to plan and pay for the entire trip on my tab, making sure not to use any of our joint funds, or her funds for that matter. I chartered a helicopter ride down into the Grand Canyon, thinking that that would be a blast. It cost me a pretty penny, at least by my standards. As the helicopter dipped below the canyon rim, over the magnificent mile-deep view below, I looked over and saw Bella yawning.

		That wasn’t a good sign.

		We were staying at one of the swankiest hotels in town. Bella insisted, after seeing the room I had rented, on getting ourselves upgraded to a suite on the top floor of the building. Just one day into the trip, and I felt like I was floundering in my attempts to make things better with my wife.

		The second night we were there, we took in a show that was highly reviewed, and she appeared to be having a good time. At least, I was starting to hope that my efforts were going to be rewarded.

		“That was great!” she said, turning toward me as the curtain went down. For the first time in months, I saw her smile.

		“What do you want to do now?” I asked, hoping that she wanted to go back to the room since she was in such a good mood.

		“Why don’t we go to the casino for a little bit?”

		“Sure,” I replied. I really didn’t want to. I’ve never been much of a gambler, and certainly didn’t have the funds to make it a habit. While I had gone to casinos, I tended to spend a lot more time watching than anything.

		We walked through the seemingly miles-long lines of slot machines, finally arriving at the part of the facility set up for card games. We walked past row after row of blackjack tables, and I watched the signs proclaiming the minimum bet starting to rise at a dismaying rate. Bella seemed unconcerned.

		Then from a short distance across the room, we heard a cheer go up at a table. A huge crowd was gathered around. We edged close enough to see that it was a roulette table. There were several people seated at the table, but the man drawing all the attention was a huge man sitting on the far right side. In front of him was a stack of chips that looked like it represented a veritable fortune.

		I looked the man over. He was clearly a high roller. He had a swarthy complexion and straight, dark hair. He was clearly handsome by anyone’s definition. He had a large build, and looked to be muscular and athletic looking.

		Oddly, I noticed that another man, even larger, was standing behind him. The man had a face that looked like it had been beaten with baseball bats repeatedly. His nose had what seemed like ten bends and crooks in it, showing that it had been broken many times over the years. This guy looked like he had been in a lot of fights. And the fact that he was still standing behind the high roller, upright and still alive, indicated that he had probably won all, or at least most of those brawls

		I watched the high roller gamble for a while, and saw that he was mostly playing the columns, betting simultaneously on two columns at a time. And he would strategically place a few small bets out on individual numbers during every roll of the wheel.

		On the second roll of the wheel after we got there, he laid a small stack of chips down on the number 23, and a few others. The ball landed on 23. He also won the column bet at the same time. Another cheer went up from the crowd as a large stack of chips was slid his way by the chagrined dealer. The swarthy high roller turned around and briefly acknowledged the crowd.

		Just then, the man sitting on the left of the high roller, who had just gotten cleaned out, stood up to leave.

		“Too rich for my blood,” I heard the man mutter.

		Several people surged forward to grab the empty seat, and I was astonished to see that the person who won that race was Bella, who stepped forward and slid gracefully onto the stool at the left of the handsome high roller.

		I saw Bella smile at the stranger. He smiled back, then turned back to his game.

		Then the roulette wheel operator called for the next round of bets. I watched as Bella pulled ten 100 dollar bills from her handbag and put them on the table, calling for a stack of chips.
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		Chapter Three

		 

		I ended up standing behind Bella for several hours. It was getting very late, and I was tired of standing and watching her play. The high roller kept winning, his stack of chips getting larger and larger. Bella’s stack got smaller and smaller, occasionally supplemented by a small win here and there.

		Occasionally, I saw the high roller lean over to give her advice. She usually took it.

		Finally, I saw her put the last of her chips next to a bet that the high roller had made. She clearly planned on riding in on his lucky coattails. Her number didn’t come up. She was cleaned out. I saw her make her goodbyes to the high roller, but he reached up and gently took her arm, and urged her back to her seat. With a simple swipe of his hand, he slid a stack from his mountain of chips over to her so that she could continue to play.

		Bella smiled, and continued playing. As the game continued, I saw them engaging in more and more conversation. Over the din of the slot machines and other games, and the occasional cheers as the high roller continued to take the casino for a fortune, it was impossible to hear what was being said.

		But I saw Bella laughing. The stranger smiled back at her. Then their heads went close together as they clearly were sharing something they didn’t want overheard.

		When the roulette operator called for bets again, the man held up his hand to signal he was done. The crowd around us applauded his skillful play as the man motioned the flat-faced man forward. The man with the misshapen face stepped forward with a bag and scooped the pile of chips into it. He quickly turned and left as the high roller said his goodbyes and accepted his congratulations.

		Bella stood up and turned to me. She motioned with her head, indicating that she wanted me to move to a quieter area. I followed her.

		“Have fun?” I asked hopefully.

		“Yeah,” she said in an even voice. Then she looked at me intently.

		“Do you remember when I told you that I was going to make you pay for fucking Wendy?”

		“Yeah,” I answered, fearing what was coming next.

		“Well, it’s time,” she told me.

		“What do you mean?”

		“I’m going up to Stavros’ room,” she told me in a level voice.

		“Stavros?”

		“Yeah, that guy playing roulette?” she told me, talking to me like I was a dumbass. “That guy that just won over a million dollars?”

		“He invited you to his room?” I asked, hoping that the answer would be yes.

		“Yeah,” she said with a smile. “He kind of has the wrong idea about me.”

		“What do you mean, the wrong idea?” I asked. I was confused.

		“He thinks I’m a hooker,” Bella said with a sly grin.

		“And you didn’t tell him otherwise?” I was stunned by this conversation.

		“No,” she answered. “I didn’t.”

		“This could be kind of fun,” she continued. My heart fell in my chest.

		“But Baby!” I interjected, hoping to reason with her.

		“Don’t even go there!” her voice sounded almost like a menacing hiss. “You lost your right to tell me what to do when you decided to play hide-the-salami with Wendy.”

		“This is my decision, and I’ve made it,” she announced, intending to put an end to the discussion.

		“Unless, you’ve decided that you want a divorce or something?” her question came with an obvious sarcastic edge.

		“No.” I was utterly defeated. She was looking at me with something that looked like a look of triumph.

		“Good,” she finally broke the silence. “I’m glad we understand each other.”

		“When will you be back?” I asked, my voice coming out as a pitiful croak.

		“I’m not sure,” she said.

		“We discussed an hourly rate,” her face broke into another triumphant grin. “But also how much for the entire night.”

		“So I’ll see you when I see you, I guess.”

		With that, Bella turned on her heel, and departed for the bank of elevators to go pretend to be a “working girl.”
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		Chapter Four

		 

		It was after ten o’clock the next morning when I heard our hotel room lock activate as the card was pushed into it. The door slowly came open. Bella walked through. She looked bleary-eyed with exhaustion.

		I hadn’t slept much the night before. After one hour slipped to two, and then three and then further, it was obvious that Stavros had opted for the overnight option. I knew full well what Bella was like in bed when we were younger and still excited by each other, and there was no surprise that he had done so. When Bella is into sex, she is a real wildcat in the sack. Apparently, Stavros experienced that first hand.

		She came into the room and went straight to the bed and collapsed.

		“Are you OK?” I asked, with genuine concern. I was afraid that she might have been hurt or something.

		“Oh, I’m great!” she said with a laugh. “God that man is a horny fucker!”

		She let out another giggle. I could smell the odor of alcohol, probably champagne on her breath.

		“But he didn’t hurt you?” I asked.

		Oh, no!” she laughed again. “He just fucked me like crazy for hours!”

		My heart sank again.

		“And my God!” she exclaimed with another laugh. “He has the biggest cock I have ever seen!”

		I had never seen Bella like this before. She was giggly, and likely at least a little bit drunk, and she had clearly been fucked just about senseless.

		“I gotta get some sleep,” she announced, her words slightly slurred.

		“We’re going to dinner with Stavros tonight,” she told me, an air of finality to her voice.

		“What?” I asked in horror. I was going to be expected to break bread with the man that had just fucked my wife all night long?

		“Yeah, I finally came clean and told him that I’m not a whore,” she said, giggling again. “And I told him I’m here with my husband.”

		“So he wants to meet you, he told me,” she was laughing again. “And apologize to you.”

		“You’re kidding, right?”

		“Nope!” she was still chuckling at how this turn of events was playing out. I was horrified.

		“8 o’clock tonight, at that place on the balcony floor,” she told me, ending the debate.

		Then she rolled over and almost instantly fell asleep.

		In the air, I caught the odor of sex. The musky smell of an aroused woman. And the distinct smell of a man’s semen hung in the air. Not overpowering, but just enough to remind me what my betrayed wife had done to exact her measure of revenge for my infidelity

		I barely made it to the bathroom before I barfed my breakfast up into the toilet.
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		Chapter Five

		 

		Eight o’clock came way to early that day. At about four that afternoon, when Bella was just beginning to stir, a box arrived at the door. It was from the high-end couture shop in the hotel lobby. I handed her the box.

		She took it, and first opened the attached card.

		“It’s from Stavros,” she said, completely unnecessarily.

		“What does it say?”

		“Just ‘Thanks for a wonderful evening. See you at eight,’” she said, reading the card to me. She opened the box, and smiled broadly when she saw a tiny black dress that looked so impossibly small that it seemed it would show more than it would cover.

		Bella spent the better part of two hours getting ready that evening. When she stepped into the dress that Stavros bought her, I noticed that the price tag was still on it. I pulled it loose from the plastic tie, and then saw, to my infinite surprise, that the dress cost over $6,000.

		“Jesus, did you see how much this cost?” I asked in stunned disbelief.

		“Oh yeah,” she answered nonchalantly. “This designer has outrageous prices.”

		“Zip me up, please,” she commanded.

		I raised the zipper, noting that the dress fit Bella perfectly. Not a wrinkle or pucker to it. It clung to her almost like a second skin. Tight and black, it was the quintessential “little black dress” with a price tag to match. Among whatever redeeming qualities Stavros did have, taste was obviously one of them. Along with lots of money.

		The short walk to the balcony restaurant was bittersweet in a way. I was proud to be with this stunning woman, who was still, despite our problems, my wife. But I was chagrined, even embarrassed to know that I was taking her to dinner with a man that she had spent the entire night before having what she professed to be incredible sex.

		We entered the restaurant. Bella gave her name, and the waiter announced that we were expected. We were ushered through the entire restaurant until we got a small room in the back. It appeared to be a small room capable of seating about eight. There were three places set at the table. In the corner, Stavros’ flat-faced ever-present companion stood, surveying the scene.

		Stavros stood as we entered.

		“Michael!” His voice was cheerful and bright. “It’s good to finally meet you!”

		“Isabela has told me so much about you!” He was clearly charming and engaging, but somehow, I suspected this last bit to be a little over the top in the lie department.

		“Please be seated,” he smoothly motioned to the two chairs set for us. He sat at the end of the short table, with Bella and I across from each other. We sat down at our designated places.

		After we sat, Stavros looked at me directly.

		“Michael, I asked you here to offer you my sincere apology,” he told me, his voice containing what sounded like a Greek accent.

		“Oh, for what?” I asked, knowing damned good and well the answer to my own question.

		“Well, I had a mistaken impression about Bella last night,” he said smoothly. “One that I am profoundly embarrassed about.”

		My mind raced. Who was he kidding? Embarrassed that he thought my wife was a whore? Or embarrassed that she had played along with it and let herself get fucked by this guy?

		I said nothing. I just looked at him and waited for him to continue.

		“Anyway, Bella explained that you, as a couple, have some problems,” he went on smoothly. “And explained last night’s unfortunate turn of events.”

		“So,” he concluded. “I felt it my duty as a man to offer my apologies for my behavior, and have a meal with you as some small token of my remorse for what occurred.

		My head was swimming in disbelief. It sounded like this guy got blindsided by Bella, just like I did. I didn’t know what to say. Not only did he outweigh me by a good 50 pounds, his goon with the repeatedly broken nose standing in the corner could squash me like a roach.

		What the hell was I supposed to do. I was stunned, confused, and starting to feel like I was going to puke again.

		“Well, I guess I deserved it,” I barely managed to croak. “I did something horrible to Bella.”

		Stavros turned back to look at his goon.

		“Ivan, you can leave us now,” he commanded. Without a word, the huge (flat-faced) goon lumbered from the room.

		Then he reached out and clapped me on the shoulder in a friendly gesture.

		“I know my friend,” he said. “It is strange how beautiful women can affect our judgment so badly some times.

		I looked across at Bella. The woman I had hurt so badly. The woman who had exacted a measure of revenge the night before.

		I saw the sly smile on her face.

		I wondered if she was done with me yet.
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		Chapter Six

		 

		“Perhaps we could retire to my suite for a nightcap?” Stavros asked at the end of the meal, as he signed the credit card slip. “Or perhaps you would prefer some more gambling?”

		“My treat of course,” he added.

		“I’m really very tired,” Bella piped in. “A nightcap, and getting to bed early sounds good to me.”

		“Now I feel that I owe another apology,” Stavros laughed. Bella joined in right after him. I did my best to hide my discomfort at the obvious knowledge that her exhaustion was due to the fact that he had fucked my wife nearly non-stop the night before.

		I eyed this man, and remembered how Bella characterized him as “a horny fucker.”

		We gathered our things and walked from the restaurant. The suite level was just one below the restaurant, so we had a short elevator ride. The car lurched to a stop after one floor, and the door slid open. We all stepped out, and Stavros motioned us toward his room. He slid his key into an incredibly tall and wide door which swung open. The suite that became visible was nothing less than palatial. Enormous and well-decorated, it clearly had several rooms and was immaculately furnished.

		“Welcome to the Presidential Suite,” Stavros announced.

		“Although, I am informed that your President has yet to visit Las Vegas since this hotel was constructed. So I suppose that I am something of a guinea pig.”

		“Must be rough,” I quipped.

		“A drink perhaps?” Stavros said charmingly. “Single malt Scotch?”

		He paused imperceptibly, and clearly not used to being disagreed with, he poured three tumblers with a small amount of Scotch, neat, in each one of them. He came to us and offered us our glasses.

		“To new friends!” he toasted, raising his glass.

		“To new friends,” Bella parroted, with my voice barely audible, joining in as well.

		We raised our glasses, with Bella tentatively sipping her Scotch. I took a middling sized sip. Stavros tossed his back in one big gulp.

		“Anyway, Michael,” Stavros went on after a short pause.

		“Bella discussed an interesting business proposition with me last night, and I agreed to give it a try.”

		“A business proposition?” I asked in surprise. What kind of business could my wife be wanting to do with this guy?

		“Yes, we talked at length about your unfortunate situation, and she felt that there was something that I could do that might help you to realize the error of your ways,” Stavros was beginning to grin. It was a grin that I found unsettling.

		“What’s that?” I asked suspiciously.

		“Well, she suggested that perhaps if you were to watch your wife receiving pleasure from another man,” he went on. “Say, me, for example.”

		“That it might cure you of your itch to stray from your marriage.”

		I realized that I was being set up to watch Bella and Stavros fucking. I went red with anger. I felt like steam was about to shoot out of my ears.

		“Now just a goddamned minute you son of a bitch!” I stabbed my index finger up into his face.

		Stavros just grinned and looked over his shoulder and said one word.

		“Ivan!”

		From the other end of the room, his flat-faced goon of a bodyguard came in.

		“See to it that Michael does not interfere with the evening’s events,” his voice was commanding, but equally charming for my benefit.

		“And if he does,” he paused.

		“Break one of his legs,” he let out a laugh. “I don’t care which.”

		With that, Ivan grabbed me in his meaty arms, shoved me into a chair and begin fastening Zip-ties to my wrists.
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		Chapter Seven

		 

		Moments later, I was securely fastened to a straight-backed chair. I couldn’t have moved if I wanted to.

		“Ivan, place him right at the foot of the bed,” Stavros told the goon. “And then you may go.” Ivan nodded in agreement.

		None to gently, he lifted the chair, with me in it, and dropped it just past the foot of the bed. I was being given a ringside seat to be wife being taken again by this mysterious stranger.

		“Thank you, Ivan,” Stavros said. “That will be all for now. Please wait in the next room in case you are needed with Michael.”

		Without a word, the goon departed. Stavros peeled off his jacket, and worked down his necktie, pulling it off and tossing it into a chair in the corner. He unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it away to expose a broad, muscular chest, matted with thick black hair.

		“Last night, I made a mistake and thought your wife was a whore,” Stavros said, facing me.

		“I begged her forgiveness.”

		I stared mutely at him, held helplessly in place by a score of zip-ties.

		“She suggested something that I could do to help,” he added.

		I had a sick feeling where this was going.

		“She mentioned that she was forced to watch a video of you having sex with this little blonde personal trainer of yours,” he went on. “And I can only tell you that I feel that she found it highly disturbing.”

		“So Bella offered me a business proposition. And after all, I am a businessman, and a very good one at that.”

		“What proposition?”

		“Well, last night I paid her,” Stavros said. “Tonight, she’s paying me.”

		Stavros lowered his face until he was just millimeters from my face. I could smell the Scotch on his breath.

		“She’s paying me to show you how she likes to be satisfied.”

		I gulped nervously. I didn’t like what was about to happen.

		“Wait!” I blurted out, hoping to reason with him.

		“Ivan!” Stavros yelled.

		The door opened. Ivan stepped through. He was holding a short wooden club. Swinging it lightly, he slapped it menacingly into the palm of his other hand. It was just the perfect length and weight to break a bone with an easy swing.

		“We don’t need to involve Ivan do we?” Stavros asked. His voice dripped with sarcasm.

		I gulped. My throat, made dry from the Scotch and my fear, pumped up and down as I attempted to maintain my composure.

		“No!” I managed to croak out, despite my intense fear that was about to make me piss my pants.

		“That’ll be all, Ivan,” Stavros commanded. Ivan left the room, closing the door behind him.

		“That’s good, Michael,” he went on. “Now shall we get to the business at hand?”

		At that, Stavros unbuckled his belt. He deftly worked the clasp on his pants. He slid his pants down, revealing two things. First, he wasn’t wearing underwear,

		Second, his cock, described by Bella and “the biggest she had ever seen” hung flaccid between his legs. It appeared to be about nine inches long when limp, and was uncircumcised.

		He grasped it in his hand and lifted the head to where I could see the one naked eye at its tip.

		“You’ll get to see how your wife begs to get this,” he told me in a whisper.

		On the other side of the room, Bella laughed.
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		Chapter Eight

		 

		“Bella, I am so sorry that I neglected to tell you how ravishing you look in that dress,” Stavros, stark naked now, turned toward my wickedly grinning wife.

		“I hope that you can find a way to forgive me.”

		“I’m sure we can think of something,” Bella smiled, while quickly glancing my way. “And thanks for the dress, by the way. I just love it.”

		Stavros stepped over to Bella. One arm circled around her. With his other, he reached behind her and found the pull for the zipper and slowly slid it down.

		“But I do think you look even better out of it, if my memory serves me well,” Stavros told her in a husky whisper.

		“Don’t!” I croaked helplessly, struggling against the zip-ties.

		Stavros wheeled and faced me, his hardening cock hanging in front of him, clearly beginning to show the arousal he was feeling.

		“Michael, not another word,” he commanded in an easy voice. “Or I will be forced to have Ivan stuff something in your mouth to gag you.”

		“After which, he will break one of your legs,” he added with a menace in his voice. “Now please be quiet, and learn how your wife likes to be satisfied.”

		Faced with Stavros’ threats, and the goon waiting in the next room, I decided my only choice was to shut up if I wanted to spend the next few months off of crutches.

		Stavros turned back to Bella and slid the dress down her body. It fell to the floor in a heap. She was wearing nothing underneath it. She stood before the massive Stavros completely naked. His cock continued to swell at the sight of her.

		He pulled her into his arms and bent down to meet her mouth in a fierce, crushing kiss. I could see their throats undulating, showing that the kiss was deep, passionate, and open-mouthed. Their tongues were clearly probing deep into each other’s mouths.

		After a long kiss, Stavros wrapped his arms around Bella and easily lifted her tiny frame, carrying her the short distance to the bed. He set her down on the bed, and then knelt, almost reverently before her. He gently parted her legs and I could see his gaze shift to the smoothly shaven spot between her legs. His head slowly lowered.

		Bella gasped and threw her head back.

		“You are very wet, my dear,” Stavros said, his voice muffled somewhat by her thighs.

		“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she told him, her voice betraying the passion she clearly felt. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me again.”

		“In good time.” Stavros’ voice lowered to a hushed whisper.

		As he dug his face into her pussy, her breathing came harder and harder. Appearing to nearly collapse, she dropped back onto the bed on her elbows, holding herself propped up that way as Stavros went down on her.

		Within just a few minutes, he had her gasping for breath as her orgasm clearly built inside of her. But Bella seemed to have other ideas.

		“Hurry!” she gasped, pulling his head away from her crotch. “Stand up!”

		Stavros stood. His thick member hung in front of him, nearly fully aroused. The size of it astounded me. How she had accommodated him the night before was amazing. At her size, it seemed that it would have impaled her, even hurt her. But here she was, just as he predicted, practically begging for it.

		Bella practically dived onto his cock, grasping it and shoving as much of it as she could into her mouth. I heard a gagging noise come from her as the tip of his monstrous cock hit the back of her throat. She backed off, and took slightly less of it inside her, bobbing her head energetically back and forth as she fellated him.

		“Just Yes or No, Michael,” Stavros turned his head to face me. “Has she ever sucked your cock like this?”

		“No.”

		“As I suspected.” He turned back toward Bella, and threw his head back, enjoying the pleasure she was giving him.

		As Bella furiously sucked his cock, he grew fully erect and ready for my wife. She was obviously ready for him too.

		“Hurry, baby!” she disengaged from his cock and began to plead. “I want you inside me again.”

		“Get on your back in the middle of the bed,” he commanded her. “So that Michael will get the best view.”

		She immediately complied, scooting onto the bed. He climbed on after her, positioning himself between her knees. He parted her legs and knelt before her. I could see that he had taken the length of his shaft in his hand, and pressed just the tip against her wet, eager slit. He began to rub it up and down her wetness. She squirmed underneath him.

		I squirmed in my seat, but dared not say a word. Stavros was about to enter her bareback, forsaking a protective condom. Bella hadn’t been on birth control, that I was aware of, in quite some time.

		“Hurry, baby!” she begged. “Put it inside of me.”

		He continued to rub the head of his cock up and down her wet lips, taking special care to rub it in a circle at the top of her pussy, working the swollen head of his cock around her sensitive bud.

		“How do you think your husband feels,” he asked her in a throaty whisper. “Hearing you beg for my cock?”

		“I don’t give a shit!” she practically screamed. “Just fuck me!”

		I watched horrified as Stavros worked his cock down her slit one more time, but this time, settling his bareback cock at the moist entrance of my wife’s pussy. I saw her tissues give way as the swollen head penetrated the very entrance of her pussy. She gave a shudder as he began to slide inside of her.

		Then, I was stunned as he pivoted his hips, and a good deal of the length of his cock slid easily into her pussy.

		“Oh fuck!” Bella screamed, her body tensing underneath him. Stavros said nothing. He simply withdrew his cock and plunged in again further. Stroke by stroke, he slowly and gently worked his massive cock into her until his huge balls pressed against her lips. Amazingly, my petite wife had accommodated this monster as I watched helplessly.

		Stavros had barely gotten worked up to a decent pace when I heard Bella cry out.

		“Shit, baby!” Her voice came in heaves, as her breath failed her. “I’m cumming!”

		I was flabbergasted. I had often struggled to bring her to orgasm. I had even failed a few times. Sometimes, she just wasn’t in the mood, or something else was on her mind. But watching her entering an orgasm within just a minute or two with Stavros was humiliating for me.

		Propped up on his arms above her, he began to plunge into her in hard, long strokes. Each time he withdrew, he came out nearly to the tip, and I could see my wife’s lubricating fluids covering his cock. Each time, I watched in horrified amazement as his thick column of meat slid back into her. At each stroke into her body, she let out a sharp cry. Whether it was pain, or pleasure, or a combination of both, I didn’t know.

		Underneath him, Bella tensed and arched her back. Her breath was coming in ragged heaves, and she was crying out loud each time Stavros plunged his cock into her. She was clearly being taken for a ride, cumming hard on his massive dick.

		“You like that, don’t you, Bella?” he asked her, his voice a whisper close to her ear.

		“Yeah!” she barely managed to croak through the force of her orgasm.

		“You want more?” He asked.

		“Oh God Yes!”

		By this time, Stavros’ hips were undulating at an almost furious pace, driving his cock deep in and out of Bella’s pussy. I was wide-eyed in amazement at the seeming ease with which this man had driven my wife to the furious and continuous orgasm she was having.

		From my vantage point, I could see his huge balls, slapping into Bella’s wet and excited lips. I could actually hear the wet, audible slap as his firm nuts hit her drippingand eager flesh. In a strong and steady rhythm, he pounded away at Bella as she quivered helplessly underneath him.

		“You like that cock, baby?” he asked her, again in a stage whisper intended for me to hear.

		“Yeah!” she groaned back through her continuing orgasm.

		“You ready for me to cum inside that pussy of yours again?” he asked.

		“Hell Yes! Give it to me!”

		Like an excited rutting bull, Stavros plunged even harder into Bella’s body. I was stunned at the ferocity with which he took her. He began to groan with obvious excitement as his orgasm welled. Bella began to buck and writhe underneath him as he neared his climax.

		With Stavros moaning as his cock prepared to explode, I saw Bella lift her legs high, wrapping them around Stavros’ torso as he plunged deep inside of her. She gasped as he obviously struck even deeper into her body.

		Then with a roar that astounded me with its volume, Stavros threw his head back and cried out as his orgasm ripped through him. With one savage thrust, he plunged himself deep inside of Bella, planting his thick cock fully inside of her body.

		“Shit!” he cried out.

		Bella’s eye’s went wide. Stavros’ seed was quite obviously filling her unprotected pussy as I watched in stupefied horror. It only caused the fury of her orgasm to build even further. Underneath Stavros, she writhed in pleasure as he filled her pussy with his hot seed.

		Heaving for breath, the two lovers finally stopped and gathered their breath. From my vantage point, I could see Stavros’ cock buried fully inside of Bella.

		“God, I love feeling you cum inside of me!” I heard Bella exclaim.

		With that, Stavros slowly withdrew his cock, just a bit at a time. When the head of his softening cock slid out of her, a thick stream of his white semen gushed from her pussy.

		I choked down the urge to vomit as I saw his seed flowing out of her unprotected pussy.

		Stavros turned to me. His cock hung, semi-rigid, down in front of him. It still glistened with Bella’s juices, and a rivulet of semen dripped from the end of his uncircumcised shaft.

		“Now that my friend,” he told me imperiously, “Is how you satisfy a woman!”

		I simply stared at him mutely, in fear that anything I said would cause him to order Ivan to come in and break one or both of my legs.

		“And as soon as she gets me hard again,” he told me with a laugh, “I will give you lesson number two!”

		I knew that it was going to be a long night.
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		Chapter Nine

		 

		After a long while, I actually fell asleep in my bindings. Stavros eventually, late into the night, tired and quit fucking my wife. He simply left me there, hanging in the zip-ties that held me to the chair. I awoke the next morning. My neck ached from having slept sitting up with my head hanging down.

		I awoke to the sight of Ivan standing in front of me. With a click, I saw a switchblade knife flick open. I almost pissed myself in fear as he moved toward me, but then realized he was cutting through the zip-ties that he had expertly bound me with.

		As the fear for my life subsided, I finally detected the sounds of the shower running in the next room. Over the sound of the water, I detected a woman’s cries. Cries of pleasure, like I had been treated to the night before for hours on end.

		It was Bella. In the shower with Stavros.

		As the last of the zip-ties were cut loose, Ivan simply jerked his head in the direction of the bathroom, indicating that I should go that way.

		I got up, stiff and sore from a night of being confined. I rubbed my wrists, where the zip-ties had nearly cut off my circulation. I staggered to the door. Inside the bathroom of the Presidential suite, I could see Bella through the fogged up glass. She was bent over nearly double. Stavros was behind her, driving his ample cock deep into her body again.

		I had lost count of the number of times he had fucked her the night before. The whole night was a blur. A blur that wanted to forget about.

		Just as I thought that, I heard the familiar sound of Stavros crying out as he emptied himself inside of my wife again.

		Feeling helpless, I just turned and went back to my chair and waited for them to come out of the shower. After a long several minutes, they did so.

		Bella looked at me slyly as she headed for the side of the bed. She gave me a satisfied grin and then picked her dress up off of the floor. She easily slid into it and then walked over to me.

		“Zip me up, please.”

		I complied.

		Stavros came out of the bathroom, a towel clasped around his waist.

		“Well, I think perhaps Michael has learned his lesson now,” Stavros said, addressing Bella.

		“Maybe.” Bella was clearly enjoying the moment.

		Bella crossed the short distance to Stavros. She leaned up on her tip toes and gave him a chaste kiss on the lips.

		“Thanks, baby!” She told him. “It was great!”

		“As always!” She added.

		“Bella, darling,” he stopped her.

		“We had a business deal,” he told her bluntly. “I believe you still owe me for my services?”

		“Oh, yeah!” she said, grinning even broader.

		She turned and found her purse. She worked the clasp and opened it. She took out her designer wallet and opened it and fished out a bill.

		I was stunned when she handed it to him.

		I clearly saw the picture of George Washington the face of the bill. She was giving him a one dollar bill.

		Stavros extended his hand to Bella.

		“It’s been a pleasure doing business with you, madam!” He said, his accent making his exaggeration even more mocking.

		Bella, grinning from ear to ear, turned back to me.

		“I’m going back to our room,” she told me. “You can come if you want.”

		I looked at Stavros. He was looking at me with a smug smile. I was humiliated utterly. I turned away to avoid further embarrassment.

		I turned to follow my wife out, just in time to see her ass, clad in the designer dress provided for her by this mysterious stranger, swish seductively out the door.

		 

		The End

		 

		


		Special Sneak Preview of

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire 2:

		Taken to Paradise

		( Coming Soon)

		By Natalia Darque

		 

		I heard a knock at the door just after I got home after 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 obvious 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 was 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 in 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 used by his company to set up, initiate and receive requests for video teleconferences. It all looked pretty straight forward. 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 straight forward,” 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 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 eyes in start contrast to his swarthy skin.

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

		 

		End of Excerpt

		 

		


		Excerpt from

		Forced to Watch: Cuckolded by my Boss

		By Natalia Darque

		 

		As I drove home that evening I decided that a celebration would be in order. I made reservations at Lexi’s favorite restaurant, which was a really romantic Italian place. After changing when I got to the house, I drove Lexi to dinner. Scarcely a word passed between us, which I was happy about. It would make the surprise of my raise and promotion that much better, and would also allow me to spring Nick’s unusual request on her.

		At the restaurant, we were ushered to our table. As usual, I saw heads craning to get a look at Lexi. She was gorgeous, this time in a casual outfit that featured blue jeans which looked like they had been painted on her delectable ass.

		I sprang my surprise right after the first glass of wine was poured.

		“A toast,” I offered, raising my glass. She raised hers too and they lightly clinked together.

		“A toast to what?” She was smiling at me with that gorgeous smile of hers.

		“To my promotion and pay raise,” I told her quietly.

		“What?” She asked, in stunned disbelief.

		Then it all poured out. How Nick had called me and told me about the impending layoff, and then offered to keep me on his team and promote me to the next higher level working directly under him.

		“Honey, that’s fantastic!” Lexi beamed. She stood up a little bit in her seat and managed to lean forward just enough to gave me a kiss in front of God and everybody. The kiss wasn’t chaste either. It lingered just long enough for everyone to knew she wasn’t my gorgeous little sister or something. In my head, I could imagine every man in the room green with envy.

		“Yeah, I feel really lucky,” I blurted out. “I feel like I really dodged a bullet today.”

		“Well, yeah,” she said, with just hint of smartass in her tone of voice. “You could be at home filing for unemployment right now.”

		I cut a piece of bread and buttered it, and began hungrily stuffing it into my mouth.

		“Nick seems like a really nice guy,” she told me. “I’m glad you’re going to working for him. He seems like he would be a great boss.”

		I swallowed. The bread moved down my gullet, hitting my stomach like a cannonball. She had opened up the perfect door for me to throw Nick’s invitation through.

		“Nick did have a somewhat unusual request today,” I blurted out, my Adams apple bobbing up and down nervously.

		“Oh?”

		“Yeah,” I laughed. “He wants to take you on a date that isn’t really a date.”

		“What?” the surprise could be heard clearly in her voice.

		I explained about him getting this award, and about him not having anyone to take. And that he just wanted an uncomplicated situation, and somebody pretty to show off when he got his big recognition.

		“He just wants to go as friends,” I reassured her. “He promised no funny business, and said he didn’t want anything weird to happen.”

		Lexi continued to just stare at me in surprise.

		“Baby, does this have anything to do with your promotion and raise?” She asked.

		“Oh, no!” I protested. “Not at all.”

		I carefully omitted that both subjects came up in the same fifteen-minute meeting.

		“He just said he wanted, and I quote, ‘some arm candy.’” I told her. “He did also say that you’re ‘as hot as they come.’”

		“He said that?” Lexi asked in surprise.

		“Word for word,” I made the sign of the cross piously to indicate that I was telling the truth. She didn’t buy it. I hadn’t been inside a church since our wedding day.

		“Are you comfortable with this Jim?” she asked seriously.

		“Well, I guess so,” I reasoned. “I certainly trust you. And I think Nick is on the level about this just being two friends going to a rubber chicken awards banquet together.”

		“Well…” Lexi paused and looked down, clearly gathering her thoughts.

		“I guess so, if you’re cool with it,” she said softly.

		“All right, I’ll tell him tomorrow that you’ll do it,”

		“Actually, it sounds like it might be fun,” she said. “I just wish you could go too.”

		“Well, two’s company, baby. Three’s a crowd.”

		“Yeah, it would be pretty awkward with you there, I guess,” she laughed.

		We ate silently for a few minutes.

		“Jim?” she asked, looking up at me from her plate.

		“What if he does make a pass at me?” She asked. “Will I get you fired if I slap him?”

		I looked at her. She was grinning mischievously.

		“Probably so,” I decided to play her game. “So don’t slap him.”

		I chuckled, and then she took a couple more dainty little bites.

		“You know, he is one of the best-looking men I’ve ever seen,” she told me. “I’m surprised you don’t feel threatened by this.”

		I continued to eat slowly, just watching Lexi intently.

		“What will happen if I make a pass at him?” she asked with a sly grin. “Will you get fired?”

		“Shit, I doubt it,” I shot back like a smartass. “I might get another pay raise.”

		Lexi gave me a devilish grin.

		“I’ll keep that in mind.”

		 

		End of Excerpt
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		Chapter One

		 

		Life returned to a semblance of normal when we returned from Vegas. At first, I thought that our trip had been the cathartic experience that Bella needed to get past my stupid mistake of being unfaithful to her.

		About a week after we returned, I was even allowed back into our marital bed, and made love to my wife for the first time in months. But for me that experience was most unsatisfying. While in Vegas, my wife had met a mysterious stranger at a roulette table. He had turned out to be a wealthy Greek man named Stavros, who had made the mistake of thinking that Bella was one of the hookers that hung around the tables being played by the “whales,” or high rollers.

		He had propositioned her, offering to pay for her services. Seeking to get revenge for my infidelity, she had accepted and bluntly informed me that she was accompanying Stavros to his room. They had worked out a price for both a single hour, and for the entire night. As that long night wore on, it became clear that Stavros had opted for the “entire night” option. Bella practically crawled back to our room early the next morning.

		Rising early that afternoon, I was then informed that Stavros had asked to see her again that evening and that she had accepted. But it was a dinner invitation for both of us, which puzzled me.

		At dinner that evening, I could almost see what Bella saw in Stavros. He was huge, handsome and extremely charming. His first act towards me, upon my arrival at the dinner, was a seemingly humble apology for mistaking my wife for a hooker the night before. I seemed to have no recourse but to accept his apology.

		After dinner, we retired to his room, ostensibly for a nightcap. However, I soon learned that the entire night had been elaborately staged by Stavros and Bella to gain her a measure of revenge for my infidelity. Courtesy of Stavros’ bodyguard, a massive Ukrainian named Ivan, I found myself zip-tied to a chair and was given a show of Stavros’ ability to sexually satisfy my now insatiable wife.

		I watched, in stupefied horror, as the insatiable Greek pummeled my wife for hours with his huge uncircumcised cock. I finally fell asleep during one of the brief intervals between his ravagings of Bella. I awoke, hanging in a chair, suspended by zip-ties that had been expertly emplaced by Ivan. He flicked open a switchblade knife, cut the zip ties, and motioned me to the bathroom from which I heard Bella’s cries of ecstasy coming. I was treated to one final show of Stavros satisfying my wife with his huge cock, and emptying his balls inside of her.

		Then in a scene I will remember to my dying day, she had concluded the evening by giving him a one dollar bill for his services. I learned, to my horror, that she had contracted with Stavros to humiliate me, by expertly fucking her before my eyes, in exchange for a paltry and symbolic payment. I was utterly humiliated.

		When I was finally allowed back into our marital bed, I was initially overjoyed that Bella and I may have gotten past my stupid mistake. But I found her cold and distant in bed. As I thrust myself into her, I noticed that she kept her eyes closed. It was unusual to say the least. In the heyday of our marriage, she talked to me, called my name, and urged me on during sex. That was no more.

		She had allowed me back into our bed, but had lain virtually silent as I satisfied myself. Despite her lack of ardor, my long denial had made it relatively easy for me to achieve my own orgasm. I just couldn’t provide her one.

		I could only hope for the best.

		But I was again crushingly denied when a couple of weeks after our return from Vegas, I awoke to the sight of Bella dragging a large suitcase from our closet.

		“What’s going on, babe?” I asked sleepily.

		“I’m going to Greece for a couple of weeks,” she informed me bluntly.

		“Greece?” I asked, receiving a silent nod in response.

		“Stavros?” I then asked, and wished that I hadn’t.

		“Yeah,” she told me. “He has a private jet picking me up at the Executive Airport at 9 am.”

		I was flabbergasted. I had thought that Stavros had been a one-time fling to get back at me. Now, he was calling for my wife halfway around the world, and even providing a jet to get her there. And furthermore, she was willingly complying with his wishes.

		“Can you drop me off?” she asked with a smile.

		I paused.

		I didn’t want to lose her. Hell, I couldn’t afford to lose her. She had brought most of our money into the marriage, and I lived a life of comparative luxury because of her. If I went on my own, I was going to take a beating in terms of lifestyle and finances.

		I didn’t see much of a choice.

		“Sure, babe,” I finally uttered. “When will you be back?”

		Bella turned away from her packing and looked at me directly.

		“I don’t know.”

		A little while later, I drove her to the Executive Airport where I was swiftly ushered through a security gate, and drove our car up to the side of a sleek, polished and gleaming Gulfstream 5 jet. An attendant, clearly waiting for her, took her bags, ushered her up the steps, and closed the door behind them.

		I noticed with some trepidation that she didn’t even look back as she boarded the jet. I didn’t get so much as a wave goodbye.

		Seconds later, the jet began to taxi across the tarmac to the runway and a few minutes later, I watched it soar into the air and disappear from view.
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		Chapter Two

		 

		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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		Chapter Three

		 

		What shocked me the most about what I watched next was how Bella acted. In our marriage, our sex life had disintegrated to the point where it took quite a bit of effort on my part to get her interested in the physical part of our relationship. Often, I would spend an extended period of time in bed rubbing her back, massaging her, rubbing her body, and anything else I could think of to get her interested. Sometimes it worked, and sometimes it didn’t.

		But with Stavros, I watched my wife acting like a complete nymphomaniac. With both of them nude, she didn’t need a lot of foreplay to get going. Stavros stood before her, with his semi-erect uncircumcised cock hanging in front of him. Bella didn’t waste any time. She dropped to her knees and took his monstrous dark-complected member into her mouth. He responded by looking at the camera with a satisfied grin.

		I watched in amazement as Bella, displayed for me to easily watch on the huge 80-inch flatscreen, sucked Stavros’ cock like she was possessed. Her head bobbed furiously back and forth, sliding his ample length in and out. Her lips were soon covered with a glistening froth of her saliva caused by her frantic sucking. Soon, her entire chin was wet and drool-covered, but she gamely worked on his rapidly hardening cock.

		Within just a minute or two, it was apparent that Stavros’ testosterone-filled balls had taken control. He was hard as a rock, and ready to take my wife. Furthermore, she was ready to be taken by him.

		“Hurry, get in the bed!” she called out as she disengaged from his cock, wiping the drool from her chin with the back of her hand as she stood up.

		“I want you!” her voice had a sense of urgency. “Now!”

		Stavros shot a smug grin at the camera and then did as he was told. He climbed onto the bed, with Bella in hot pursuit. She pushed Stavros onto his back and straddled him. I watched as she raised herself onto her knees over him and reached below to hold his cock upright and place it into position.

		Her movements were fast and jerky, betraying her haste to bed Stavros again. As soon as she got him into position to penetrate her, she dropped her weight down onto his cock. As he slid into her body, her head threw back and she let out a sharp gasp.

		“Ah!” her voice came out in a hissing sound. Then she raised herself up again and dropped on him once more. She appeared to have taken his entire length on that hard second stroke.

		“Fuck!” Bella cried out, her voice high-pitched and shrill. “I’ve dreamed about your cock ever since the last time!”

		I knew then why her performance had been so lackadaisical during that one time in the intervening weeks that she had agreed to sleep with me.

		I just didn’t measure up to Stavros.

		Humiliated, I watched as Bella proceeded to fuck Stavros like a woman possessed by a demon from the lowest levels of hell. She heaved her body up and down on his thick, Greek cock, driving him deep into her. Stavros simply lay underneath her and enjoyed the show and the view, and kneading her breasts with his huge hands and rolling her hardened nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.

		It took all of about one minute of furious fucking before Bella achieved what appeared to be an earth-shattering orgasm. Her head was thrown back, her back arched, and she let out a blood-curdling scream as the fury of her passion ripped through her body. Stavros expertly accentuated her orgasm by thrusting up from beneath her as her own thrusts subsided due to her fiery climax.

		I squirmed in my chair, watching my wife cum over and over on the cock of this Greek monster. After an orgasm of what seemed like biblical proportions, she finally collapsed in a heap on top of Stavros. The contrast of her tiny, petite body lying, heaving for air, on top of his massive frame was stark. Her lily white skin also contrasted with his swarthy Mediterranean skin. Nowhere was that contrast more obvious than in the junction of her legs, where his huge cock was buried, balls-deep inside of her eager pussy.

		“That felt good, Omorfos?” I heard him ask.

		“Oh my god!” Bella’s breath was still coming fast and hard.

		“You want some more then?” He asked, his tone of voice indicating that he didn’t expect no for an answer.

		“Oh god, yes!” She gasped.

		Without another word, Stavros mounted Bella. As I watched in the amazing splendor of the best television set money could buy, I saw him put Bella’s legs over his shoulders. Greedily, though still breathing hard from her first orgasm, Bella reached between their bodies and guided his cock into position. He entered her with one swift, sure stroke. He buried himself in her to the hilt, his huge balls slapping into her flesh at the end of the stroke. Then he pulled back out quickly, and lunged forward again.

		Bella began cumming again at the end of his second stroke. I watched mesmerized as he took control of my wife, and spent much of the next half hour driving his flesh relentlessly into her. She came non-stop for what seemed like the entire time.

		Finally, I watched as he began to hammer her with harder, but slower strokes, deliberately sinking himself to the hilt with each blow. Then I heard the sound I remembered so well from Vegas. Stavros throw his head back and let out a bellowing roar as his orgasm hit him. He buried his cock deep into Bella and held it there as his nuts spewed his seed down the length of his shaft and into my wife’s belly. Bella gasped in ecstasy at the feeling of his filling her pussy.

		Ignoring me, Stavros and Bella lay entwined on the bed for quite some time. They were whispering to each other, but the microphones didn’t pick up the sounds of what they were saying. Finally, Stavros withdrew his cock from Bella. He rose up on the bed onto his knees. His still half-hard cock hung to his front, glistening with her juices, and dripping semen from the ample load that he had filled Bella with. Then he turned, climbed off the bed and came toward the camera.

		Within seconds, his face filled the camera.

		“I won’t make you watch the rest of the reunion, Michael,” Stavros said to the camera.

		I said nothing. I knew he could see me in the camera, so I tried to keep an even look on my face and not betray my emotions.

		“I expect this may take quite some time, and I know you have to get to work in the morning,” he told me.

		“But we’ll see you here tomorrow night at the same time,” his voice indicated it wasn’t a request. It was an expectation. A command.

		“OK,” I barely managed to croak out.

		“Good night, then,” Stavros said.

		“Good night, Michael!” I heard Bella’s voice come from the background. She was laughing.

		Then the connection to the videoconference system went dead right as I saw Stavros turn. His bare muscular ass showed as he walked back to the bed on which my wife lay waiting for their second round to begin.
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		Chapter Four

		 

		For the next week, that was how my life went. I went to work everyday and busted my ass, then came home. Within about 30 minutes or so of arriving home, I would get the call to initiate the videoconference with Bella and Stavros. Stavros would then proceed to fuck my wife in every position imaginable until he made her scream and squeal in delight. Then he would unload his seed into her pussy, and end the videoconference.

		Some nights, they tormented me longer than others. One night, he went at Bella for over three hours before terminating the call. Other nights, it was fairly brief. I never knew what to expect and figured that his never keeping the same routine was part of his plan to keep me off balance by never knowing what to expect.

		After a week, I was pretty much brain-fried. My wife was in Greece, experiencing sex with this mysterious, and obviously wealthy Greek. I was watching their performance every night, at his demand, and going into a fitful and disturbed sleep every night. My performance at work quickly became lackadaisical. By the end of the week, I was pretty much going through the motions.

		Then seven days after I dropped Bella at the airport, I got another shock when I got a call at the end of the day to report to my boss’s office. This rarely happened, and usually when it did, it wasn’t a big deal. That day was a big deal.

		“Michael, I don’t know quite how to say this, so I’m just going to say it,” he said after motioning me into a chair.

		“But we’re going to have to let you go.”

		My mind swam. I had no idea this was coming.

		“Phil, look,” I gamely tried to explain. “I know I haven’t been doing that great this week, but…”

		“Mike,” he held up a hand, face-palming me. “It isn’t that.”

		I could only look at him in disbelief.

		“Look,” he explained. “Just between you, me and a fencepost, I don’t know what the hell is going on here.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked.

		“I got a call from the Chairman of the Board ordering me to terminate you,” he told me. “I asked for a reason, and they declined to provide one.”

		“So I’m just the bearer of bad news, I’m afraid.”

		“OK, then,” I tried to recover my wits. “How about severance pay?”

		“I’m authorized to give you two weeks,” he told me. “That’s it.”

		I’m sure my jaw just about hit the floor. My wife was in Greece fucking Stavros, and I had just gotten kicked to the curb with a two-week paycheck to tide things over. My life had just gone completely into the dumper.

		“Mike, you got a really shitty deal,” Phil said. “I’m really sorry.”

		I saw red at that point. I couldn’t believe that seven years of hard work would be tossed away so unceremoniously, and without reason.

		“Phil, will you do me a favor?” I asked him sincerely.

		“Sure buddy, anything,” he answered. “You know that.”

		“Next time you see the Chairman of the Board,” I told him. “Will you tell him to go fuck himself for me?”

		Phil threw his head back and laughed.

		“Well, I said anything,” he chuckled. “But instead, how about anything but that?”

		Phil had always been a good guy. I could tell that this was over his head. I just didn’t know how far over his head. I stuck out my hand for a shake.

		“And if you need a reference,” he told me. “Have them call me directly.”

		“I’ll make you sound like Jesus who can walk on water.”

		“Thanks Phil,” I answered, my voice choking with emotion. Then I walked out of the office that had been my home away from home for seven years, trying to figure out what the fuck had just happened to me.
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		Chapter Five

		 

		The last thing on the fucking planet I needed that night was to watch Stavros fuck my wife again. But I figured I was going to have to sit through that again if I wanted any chance to save my marriage. I still held out a hope that Stavros would tire of Bella, or maybe that Bella would tire of the excitement and she would come back. I wasn’t ready to give it the heave-ho yet.

		I had no sooner walked through the door than the phone rang. Guessing who it was, I snapped a surly “Hello” into the phone.

		“Please initiate the teleconference system for a call from your wife,” the hollow-sounding voice told me.

		“Great!” I thought to myself. “I get canned, and then I get to watch my wife getting fucked by another guy! Can this day possibly get any shittier?”

		I entered the username and password on the software the conference setup initiated. The first face I saw on the screen was the triumphant face of Stavros.

		“Michael!” He exclaimed happily. “It is good to see you, my friend!”

		“Stavros, can I speak to my wife, please?” I said snappily. I really wasn’t in the mood for his shit.

		“Certainly!” Stavros stepped aside, and a nude Bella came walking toward the camera and sat down in front of it.

		“Is something wrong, Michael?” She asked. “You seem upset.”

		My mind raced. Upset that I had lost my job? Upset that my wife was in Greece getting boned by Stavros? What did I have to be upset about? I had to resist my sarcastic urges.

		“Bella, I got fired today,” I just blurted it out, hoping to get it over with.

		“Seriously?” She asked. “Why?”

		“Phil couldn’t, or wouldn’t say,” I explained. “He just said that it came down from the Chairman of the Board and no reason was given.”

		“Hey, but the good news is that they gave me two weeks severance pay!” My voice was sarcastically bright.

		“Well, you got that going for you, I guess,” Bella answered with a chuckle.

		“Don’t worry, Michael,” she said sympathetically. “Something will turn up. You’re very capable.”

		I was kind of shocked at her sympathetic reaction. It wasn’t what I expected from a woman who was halfway around the world letting this wealthy Greek lay pipe into her every day to get back at me for my adultery.

		“Michael, forgive me for interrupting,” I heard Stavros’ voice off-camera. “Perhaps I can help.”

		“I don’t think so, Stavros,” I said bluntly.

		“Please, let me explain,” Stavros and Bella switched places and his face came in front of the camera. Thankfully, it was a closeup, so I didn’t have to see his huge cock which had probably just been buried in my wife.

		“Bella has told me much about your background,” he went on. “Such as your military experience. Perhaps we might have a place for you with my company if you would consider it.”

		I was torn. I had just been kicked to the curb with two weeks pay. I was a month or two from being homeless if Bella didn’t come back and make her inherited money available. And the guy who had enjoyed my wife while taunting me on camera was holding out the carrot-on-a-stick of a job opportunity.

		I thought for a just a few seconds and took the bait. I would at least listen.

		“All right,” I told Stavros. “I’m listening.”

		“I detest discussing business over the phone. Can you come visit me and we can discuss an opportunity with my company?

		“Sure,” I took a chance and answered. “Tell me where, and I’ll book a flight.”

		“No need for that my friend,” he answered smoothly. “Just go to the airport where you dropped off Bella. Be there at eight AM and I will have my jet pick you up.”

		I was flabbergasted and confused.

		I was going to be picked up by the corporate jet of the man who was fucking my wife six ways from Sunday, each and everyday of the week while I watched from halfway around the globe. Now he was offering to send a private jet to pick me up and take me to them.

		I wasn’t sure that I wanted to go.

		But the stark reality of only two weeks of pay remaining in my old job hit me hard. I made my choice.

		“OK, sounds good,” I told him.

		“Good night, friend,” he answered in delight, clapping his hands. “We will see you tomorrow.”

		Then the line went abruptly dead. I turned and went upstairs to pack for the trip.

		


	OceanofPDF.com




		Chapter Six

		 

		The next day seemed nearly surreal. I drove myself to the Executive Airport and realized as I got there that I hadn’t considered what would happen to my car in the intervening days.

		“Is there someplace I can park my car where it won’t get towed?” I asked the concierge-looking dude at the bottom of the ramp.

		“Yes, sir,” he answered in a dull, bored-sounding voice. “You can park inside the hanger until you return.”

		Without any further ado, I pulled the car into the hanger and parked and locked it. I grabbed my bag and ran to the jet. It seemed shocking that a Gulfstream 5 was waiting for me. But it was.

		I got on board, dragging my bag up the steps. Unlike the red-carpet treatment I had seen Bella get, I was pretty much on my own. Inside the cabin, the concierge was seated in one of the chairs. He sniffed disdainfully as I entered the plane.

		“Pick a seat,” he told me, his voice an effeminate lisp. “We have plenty.”

		I had barely gotten on board than I realized that the co-pilot had left the cockpit and gone back to secure the door. Seconds later the plane began to roll down the tarmac.

		“You guys don’t screw around, do you?” I asked with a laugh.

		The concierge pulled a set of black sleeping blinders over his eyes, and heaved an exasperated sigh.

		“If you get hungry or thirsty, there is plenty of stuff in the galley,” he sniffed at me. He made it clear I was on my own. So much for the three people waiting on Bella. I ended up with one over-bearing, clearly homosexual English butler type who didn’t give a shit about me.

		“Just fucking peachy,” I thought to myself.

		Pissed off just a bit, I went to the refrigerator of the galley and found a bottle of champagne. I was just hacked off enough to decide that it was a single serving container. I noisily popped the cork and took it back to my seat and sat down. I hadn’t bothered to get a glass.

		The “butler” looked up at me, lifting his night shades long enough to stare down his nose at me. He saw me drinking champagne from the neck of the bottle. He sniffed disdainfully, and pulled the shades back over his eyes and tried to go to sleep. I’m sure that my uncouth image scarred him for life and kept him from sleeping.

		Oddly enough, that was my intent.

		However, the bottle of champagne that I downed like a 40 oz bottle of cheap-ass ghetto beer went down well, and I soon reclined the seat of the Gulfstream and settled into a peaceful slumber. I knew that I wasn’t going to be awakened for a videoconference or other such call from Bella or Stavros, and I slept the first good night’s sleep I had had in weeks, lulled into a near coma by a bottle of champagne consumed sans glass.

		Some time later, I awoke to a sudden jolt of the aircraft. I shook the cobwebs out, trying to clear my head. The concierge appeared before me, strapping himself back into to his seat after having been up and moving around.

		“What’s going on?” I asked groggily.

		“We’re going through the Straits of Gibraltar,” he announced in a bored tone of voice. “It’s usually rough here.”

		I glanced out the window and saw white caps just outside of the window. We were just above the waves of the ocean.

		“We’re gonna crash!” I cried out in alarm.

		“Nonsense!” the concierge sniffed. “We do this on every flight.

		“It just gets a bit bumpy is all,” he added calmly as he buckled himself into his seat.

		“I’ve never been on a flight so low!” I cried out, trying to make my voice heard over the screaming engines.

		“You’ve never been on a plane trying to avoid radar, have you?” His face twisted into an amused sneer.

		Then I really began to wonder what I had gotten myself into.
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		Chapter Seven

		 

		We had been in the air for over 15 hours when the concierge came by and looked down at me. I had just woken up after having fallen asleep again after the harrowing ride through the Straits of Gibraltar.

		“We are preparing to land,” he parroted like a commercial flight attendant. “Make sure your seat belt is fastened, and your tray table is in the upright and fastened position.

		There wasn’t a table on the seat in front of me. There was a table bolted to the floor. The irony wasn’t lost on me.

		I looked out the window, and saw an incredible span of aqua blue sea as far as the eye could see. In the center of my window, as the airplane banked to the left, I saw a small island below. In the center of the island, I saw a runway that the pilot was clearly about to line up on.

		Across the runway, about every 100 yards, was a large black pickup truck. Someone wanted the runway to be unusable for aircraft. Then, as I continued watching, I saw one of the trucks lurch forward and pull to a stop in the grass at the edge of the runway. Seconds later, another truck moved off the runway.

		The plane banked again to the left, and my view of the runway disappeared from the window as the Gulfstream lined up on final approach. I could only hope that the runway was cleared by the time we got there.

		Moments later, the wheels of the Gulfstream screeched as the plane touched down. I heard the whine of the reverse thrusters, and the plane decelerated rapidly. Soon, the plane turned off the runway, and taxied straight into a hanger, coming to stop just inside the building. I looked out the window and saw Stavros standing outside, with his arm around my wife. One step behind and to his right was Ivan, the flat-faced Russian goon who had zip-tied me to a chair that night in Las Vegas when I was forced to watch Stavros and Bella together.

		The crew went about getting the door opened, and the stairs deployed as I gathered my bag and headed to the front of the plane.

		“I hope you enjoyed your flight, Mr. Marchant,” the snooty concierge sniffed.

		“It was fine, thanks,” I responded nonchalantly. I figured this was a bad time to tell him that I thought he was an asshole.

		I went down the ladder and walked toward Stavros and Bella. I went first to Bella, and kissed her gently on the cheek.

		“Good to see you, baby,” I told her.

		“It’s good to see you too, Michael,” she responded in a soft voice.

		“Michael!” Stavros made up for Bella’s softness with his own booming voice.

		“Welcome to my island!” He boomed.

		“Thanks,” I replied not really knowing how to respond to someone telling me that he owned an entire island.

		“Let’s go to the house and get you some food and something to drink,” he said casually. “You must be tired. When you have rested, we can discuss business.”

		Having slammed a bottle of champagne, drinking it from the neck to the chagrin of his snooty airplane asshole, I was actually pretty well rested, having slept much of the 15-hour flight. Except for the under-the-radar run past the Straits of Gibraltar, of course.

		“I slept most of the way here, actually,” I told him. “I’m not tired.”

		“Well then,” Stavros said, turning on the charm. “We can go to the house and discuss business.”

		“All right, then.”

		With that, I piled into the black Cadillac Escalade that Stavros used to transport himself around “his island”, which appeared to be no more than a few miles in length.
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		Chapter Eight

		 

		We drove a short distance to an enormous mansion that sat on the highest point of the island. From the house, several different structures could be seen, including the aircraft hanger we had just left. There was also a large metal building that looked like a warehouse, and several igloo-shaped concrete buildings that looked like the ammunition storage buildings that dotted the army post I had been stationed at several years before.

		Once at the mansion, everyone wordlessly piled out of the Escalade and walked the short distance to the house. Stavros motioned me inside, and once in the house, walked toward what appeared to be a study. I followed him into a room outfitted as an office. Books lined every wall. From my vantage point, I could see that they were in a multitude of languages. Many of the English titles that I could read were books on military matters, from historical works to books about arms and weapons.

		Stavros took a seat behind the desk, and motioned for me to sit in the chair across from him. Without being beckoned, Bella sat in the chair next to me. She had amused smile on her face.

		“Michael, that was bad news about your job,” Stavros began. “But perhaps it has opened up a new opportunity for you.”

		“Bella told me about your military experience, and you have certain skills that I would find useful here.”

		I was confused. I had served as an Army officer after I got out of college. It was a little short of six years before I decided that the money was better in the civilian sector. I had served in a number of staff assignments before leaving the service as a Captain. I had never served in combat. I had never had a prospective employer find anything about my service remarkable enough to do anything other than thank me for being a veteran. It wasn’t like I was the guy that had shot Bin Laden or anything.

		“Hang on, Stavros,” I stopped him, even holding up my hand like a traffic cop. “Why don’t you start with what exactly it is that you do for a living.”

		“Oh, I have my fingers in a number of pies,” Stavros told me. “Shipping, transportation, that sort of thing.”

		“But what I need your help with is one of my ventures that I don’t talk much about,” he smirked. “But it’s very lucrative.”

		“What’s that?” He clearly had my interest now.

		“Have you ever heard of a company called Executive Changes?” he asked.

		“Nope.”

		“Don’t worry,” Stavros told me. “Most people haven’t. And you certainly won’t find a company website on the internet.”

		“Our customers know how to find us,” he grinned.

		“Go on,” I didn’t know where this was headed.

		“Well, Executive Changes could use a man like you to help with planning some of our ventures,” Stavros said. “A man with experience on a military planning staff can always be found useful.”

		“Doing what?”

		“Planning our operations,” he said simply.

		“What kind of operations?” I was growing tired of the cat-and-mouse with Stavros. I felt like I was dragging the facts out of him one at a time, like a dentist pulling teeth.

		“Assisting regimes in some cases,” Stavros told me. “Like helping to put down rebellions, for example.”

		“Or helping to change regimes in other cases,” he went on. “There are so many governments out there, especially in Africa, that lack…”

		He paused and then continued with a grin.

		“How do you Americans say it?” Another pause.

		“Adult supervision.”

		I sat mute. He was talking about mercenaries. Guns for hire to fight in the brushfire wars that plagued Africa and other parts of the world.

		“No thanks,” I told Stavros. “I got out of the Army because I wasn’t really interested in dying for my country. I’m damned sure not interested in dying for your company.”

		“Michael, I assure you, that your duties would be more like the staff officer you used to be,” Stavros said reassuringly. “You would be very valuable to me helping to handle the many details that these operations involve.”

		I thought for a minute.

		“OK, I’m listening.”

		Stavros took out a notepad and wrote a number on it. He turned it around and slid it across the table to me.

		“This is the salary that I am prepared to pay a man with your skills.”

		I looked at the number he had written. In dollars, it was about three times what I had been making at my job in Dallas.

		“That’s in Euros, of course,” Stavros added.

		My mind whirled. In Euros, at the present exchange, it was even more than I had originally thought he was offering. It was a sum of money nearly too good to be true.

		“But what about my things in Dallas?” I asked. “The house, the cars?”

		“I spoke with Bella about that to get an idea of what we were looking at. I am prepared to pay you handsomely for everything. I have people that can take care of the liquidation of your American holdings. Your personal goods will be brought here. What we can’t bring, like your house will be sold.”

		“You make it sound pretty easy,” I told him.

		“It wouldn’t be my first time,” Stavros said easy/easily. He wrote another number on his notepad and slid it back across the table to me.

		“This was the number that I had in mind,” he said with an amused smile. “In Euros of course.”

		I glanced down. Even adding the value of the cars onto the house, it was a generous offer. I couldn’t have sold the house for the amount that he proposed unless it had involved a miracle of some sort.

		“So it’s just that simple?” I asked. “Drop everything and move here, and help you with these…”

		I struggled to think of the best word to use to describe his mercenary actions.

		“Operations?” I finally managed to blurt out.

		“Yes, Michael,” Stavros said. “It really is that simple.”

		He motioned out the window.

		“And just think, you and Bella can live with me here in this horrible place,” he said with a laugh.

		Out the window, the clear blue sky lit up the Aegean Sea, leaving the water a shocking aqua color that was so beautiful it nearly took my breath away.

		“Can I sleep on it?” I asked.

		“Certainly Michael,” Stavros said reasonably. “We don’t have anything going on that is pressing at the moment, so I can certainly give you time to consider your options.”

		“In the meantime,” he continued, “You can stay in my guest house. I think you will find everything there that you could possibly need.”

		Then Stavros reached out and pushed an intercom button.

		“Send in the new personal trainer, please,” he told whoever was on the other end.

		Behind me, I heard the door of the study open and then close.

		“Michael, there is another guest staying in the guest house,” Stavros explained. “So I wanted to introduce you, so that there wouldn’t be any awkward moments.”

		Stavros’s hand motioned to the person who had just entered the room. I turned and looked in the direction, and nearly lost whatever contents I had in my stomach.

		At the side of the room stood a tiny, petite and muscular little blonde. She was young and beautiful, and had a smile that could melt butter like a microwave.

		It was Wendy. The personal trainer that Bella had caught me fucking. The very woman that had caused Bella to go to bed with Stavros out of revenge.

		The look on Wendy’s face probably matched mine. One of utter shock and disbelief.

		My eyes shot over to Bella, expecting to see fury.

		What I saw was an amused smile.

		I glanced back to the desk. Stavros sat behind it grinning. His fingertips were pressed against each other, and his hands slowly pumped. It looked like a spider doing pushups on a mirror.

		He let out a small chuckle.

		“Wendy has just joined my staff, as of a week ago,” he explained. “I explained that you would be sharing the guest house with her.”

		“I have instructed her to take care of any needs that you might have, and to make your stay here pleasant.”

		“And if you wish to work out, I think you will find her training skills to be…”

		Another of Stavros’ long pauses.

		“Formidable.” He let out another chuckle.
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		Chapter Nine

		 

		“Jesus, Michael!” Wendy cried underneath me. “Give me that cock!”

		Jet-lagged and unable to sleep, I was in Stavros’ guest house, long after dark finally came. Wendy had explained that she had been told to look after the needs of her new boss’s guest.

		As she put it, Stavros had sternly told her, “And I mean every need he might have.”

		She took his instructions literally.

		We were both stunned to see each other, but it didn’t take a rocket scientist to realize that we had gotten the green light by Stavros and Bella to continue the affair that had torpedoed my marriage.

		Humiliated, and pissed off beyond belief, it didn’t take me long to hit the gas when I got the green light. Within moments of being dropped at the guest house, I had Wendy in my arms, feeling the familiar feel of her ardent kisses and the firm feeling of her young, rock hard body in my arms.

		About five minutes after getting to the guest house, I felt my cock slide inside of her eager, willing flesh.

		Now, she was writhing underneath me as I gave it to her the way she liked it best. She was naturally submissive in bed, a stark contrast from her mouthy, pushy style as a personal trainer. In bed, she liked it when I took charge and gave it to her.

		I felt the twinges of my orgasm building as I hammered away at her tiny, little lithe body. It would be my third orgasm of the evening, and it was still early. Underneath me she writhed and moaned. I never tried to count Wendy’s orgasms. I couldn’t tell when one stopped and another one started. She was a sexual machine, and clearly enjoyed being in bed with me.

		While her personality and apparent willingness had tempted me to stray from Bella, it was her fiery performance in bed that had led me to foolishly continue our affair and end up getting caught.

		Now, I was on a paradise-like Greek island in the Aegean, surrounding by the most fantastic blue sea I had ever seen, and pounding my cock into the mistress I had been forced to give up by my scorned wife. In the main house, my wife was probably taking the long, hard cock of the Greek lover who had hired my mistress (not coincidentally, I’m sure) as his new personal trainer.

		Somehow able to concentrate on Wendy as my mind whirled, my cock exploded in orgasm inside of her. She arched her back and twitched in pleasure as my cock heaved inside of her and filled her with my hot semen.

		Heaving for breath, I rolled off of Wendy, my cock softening already as it slid out of her pussy. I fell onto the bed next to her.

		“Jesus!” I groaned. “Just like old times, huh?”

		“Yeah!” I heard her panting next to me.

		“Wendy?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Do you have any idea what the fuck is going on here?” I asked, trying to sound serious.

		“Not a clue,” she told me. “But whatever it is…”

		She paused and looked at me. Always horny and insatiable, her hand dropped to my cock, which was still semi-hard and wet with her lubricating juices.

		“I like it.”

		Her mouth crushed into mine. Our tongues met for a brief second. I felt my body respond instinctively to a good-looking woman. I felt my flesh hardening again.

		“I like it a lot!” She finished her sentence after letting our lips break contact.

		“And I want some more.”

		Until just an hour or so before the sun finally peaked over the eastern Aegean sky, that’s exactly what Wendy got.

		 

		The End

		 

		


		Excerpt from Cuckolded by the Billionaire 3: The Billionaire’s Baby (Coming Soon)

		 

		As Stavros had predicted, the resistance at the warlord’s camp crumbled quickly. He had told me that African soldiers generally didn’t shoot well, since they never fired live ammunition until they were in combat for the first time, or they were shooting it off into the air to celebrate something.

		He was right. Ivan and his Spetznaz buddies swept into Ifenyi’s camp like a proverbial plague of locusts, killing everyone they encountered. In a matter of a few pre-dawn moments, it was over. Ifenyi’s “Army of God” was essentially out of business.

		I drove the Land Rover down a rutted road toward the village. I drove at a pace that seemed to just slow enough to keep from snapping my spine from the deep ruts, yet fast enough to show a sense of urgency.

		“Faster, Michael,” Stavros said from the passenger seat. “We have business to attend to.” Despite my own personal discomfort, I decided that Stavros was calling the shots. I pushed down hard on the accelerator. The Land Rover surged forward, and began hitting ruts and potholes at an alarming pace that seemed that the vehicle would shake itself apart.

		After just a few minutes, flames appeared on the horizon in my night vision goggles. I pulled the goggles off as we approached, knowing that the bright light would ruin the equipment. After just a few hundred yards, I didn’t need them anymore. The burning village, along with the crop fields around it, all furiously ablaze, had turned night into day.

		I pulled the Land Rover into the center of the village and skidded it to a stop. Instantly, Stavros clambered out the passenger side of the car.

		“Where is he?” I heard Stavros ask. He was talking to his flat-faced goon Ivan.

		Ivan indicated with a jerk of his head a small mud hut with a thatched roof about ten feet away.

		I was shocked when Stavros looked my way.

		“Michael, come with me,” he brusquely ordered. I had learned quite some time ago that when Stavros ordered something, you just said “Yes, sir.” It was a lot easier that way.

		I entered the hut behind him. When I got inside and my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw our target. Ifenyi.

		This piece of shit warlord, who had been kidnapping kids to serve as his soldiers, and girls to serve as his whores, was defenseless. He had what looked like a large-caliber bullet wound in the upper leg. Despite his hasty attempts at bandaging his wound, he was bleeding profusely onto the dirt floor of the African hut.

		“Stavros!” Ifenyi said, almost excitedly, seeming to think in his delirium that my boss was here to rescue him. Little did he know that Stavros came only for the privilege of witnessing his execution.

		“Ifenyi!” Stavros said, in an even and almost menacing tone of voice. “I believe I told you what happened to people that don’t pay their bills owed to me.”

		He reached down, and grabbed Ifenyi’s chin, clasping it into his powerful hand and turned it up to force Ifenyi to look at him eye to eye.

		“Stavros, I’m sorry,” he begged pitifully. “I have the money! I’ll send my men to get it!”

		Stavros thrust his face down into Ifenyi’s face and pulled him close until their lips seemed millimeters apart.

		“Your men are all dead!”

		Ifenyi gasped in surprise. He gasped again when Stavros pulled his Heckler & Kock 9mm from his holster and jacked the action, putting a round into the chamber.

		But then it was my turn from a surprise.

		Stavros pushed the ejector switch that ejected the magazine from the pistol, leaving it with one round in the chamber. He turned in my direction and extended the pistol, and its one bullet, to me.

		“Finish him,” he ordered me flatly.

		I hesitated. I hadn’t signed on with Stavros to commit murder. I wanted only to preserve my marriage. Now everything had been cranked up several notches.

		“Take the pistol and finish him,” he told me bluntly.

		I looked up and found his intent gaze. His eyes were fixed on me, black and evil.

		“Finish him, or I’ll call Ivan in here to do it,” he told me. “Then I’ll have him finish you too.”

		“And you and Ifenyi can rest together for eternity together, with the buzzards eating your flesh.”

		In retrospect, I probably only thought about it for something like one second. But that second passed like an eternity. I weighed every option, every possibility, and every contingency.

		I was fucked, and I knew it.

		I aimed the pistol at Ifenyi’s forehead and began squeezing the trigger nice and slow, like I had been trained in the military

		“No!”

		His shout was the last thing I remember hearing before the gun exploded in my hand. Ifenyi’s head exploded in a crimson mist as the bullet exited the back of his head onto the floor of the African hut. His legs twitched a couple of times, and a long, red river of blood pooled out of his head onto the dirt floor.

		Stunned by what I had just done, I looked up at Stavros. He was smiling at with an amused grin.

		“Look on the bright side Michael,” he told me casually.

		“The world is now a better place now that that piece of human shit is gone from the earth.”

		I could only stare back in stunned silence, shocked at my willingness to take another human’s life.

		“We will go home now,” Stavros pontificated. “And you will sleep well tonight.”

		I followed Stavros from the mud hut, the night sky ablaze with the flames from burning crop fields as we clambered back into the Land Rover for the ride back to the airport.

		 

		End of Excerpt
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		Chapter One

		 

		“How soon can you get out to the airfield?” I heard Stavros’ voice in my push to talk system. It was our primary system of communicating on the island since cell service was pretty much impossible. We used our cells only when we were off the island for the most part. Stavros also had told me that the push-to-talk systems were very sophisticated and nearly impossible to decrypt, so our communications were very secure.

		“How long to I need to pack for?” I asked.

		“You don’t,” he answered. “It’s just a quick hop to Nigeria and back to close a deal.” I tried to wrap my head around the concept of a “quick hop” halfway across Africa and back, but failed miserably to grasp the idea.

		“I’m ready now then,” I told him. I’ll be right there.”

		“I’m going to Nigeria with Stavros,” I said, turning to Wendy. She was ostensibly Stavros’ personal trainer, and her presence on the island when I got there was a mystery. I had been having a torrid affair with her in Dallas when my wife Bella caught me by using a private investigator.

		My affair had been the reason I had taken my wife to Las Vegas to try to patch up our tattered marriage. There, at a roulette table, she had met Stavros, who had mistaken her for a high-class call girl. While she clearly wasn’t, she elected to play along with Stavros in an attempt to exact a measure of revenge against me for my infidelity.

		Two weeks after that Stavros summoned her to his private island, and shortly after that, I was called into work where I was summarily canned without an excuse. It was simply explained that the Board of Directors had dictated that I was to be let go. My boss was sympathetic and flatly told me it was the craziest thing he had ever seen, but his hands were tied. I was then shown the door.

		Not long after, I broke the news to Bella about my newfound unemployment, and Stavros offered to fly me to Greece to discuss a position with his company. He was attracted to my experience as a military planning officer, even though I had never heard a shot fired in anger. After a flight to his island that was unorthodox at best, featuring a nap-of-the earth, wave-skimming passage through the Straits of Gibraltar to avoid radar, I arrived to the sight of a series of trucks parked along the runway being hastily moved to make way for his aircraft, before finally landing on his island.Very quickly, I was given a cursory interview and hired for a sum of money that was over triple what I was being paid in Dallas. Bella and I were also paid more than double the market value for our house in a sweet deal to remove the last of my resistance to the idea. I was offered use of the guest house, and introduced to his personal trainer, who was also my former mistress. The amused smile on Bella’s face when I came face to face with Wendy spoke volumes.

		She clearly knew what was going on, even if I didn’t.

		In the days that passed after my hiring, I learned a lot about his operation. At least those parts of it that he wished to share with me. I also learned a lot about why certain things were done on the island.

		For example, the trucks were kept parked every 100 yards on the runway to prevent a military force, especially from the Greek government, from landing on the island in anything other than helicopters or V/STOL aircraft. While he kept key Greek government officials well-lubricated with bribes and kept them off his ass that way primarily. He felt he could never be too careful.

		While the trucks kept fixed wing aircraft off his runway except with his permission, two batteries of SA-8 Soviet surface-to-air missiles, manned 24 hours a day by former Russian military personnel kept away everyone else.

		He also confided in me that he had more than the usual amount of enemies, which is why he went to great lengths to keep his travel arrangements a secret, and to periodically arrange to “get lost” when he did travel, by doing things like flying just over the wavetops for a hundred miles or so like we did on my flight out to his island.

		Stavros’ business empire spanned both legitimate and illegitimate operations. Chief among his legitimate operations was an extensive line of shipping vessels, both cargo container vessels and oil tankers. He also had an airline of transport aircraft, including a number of former Soviet aircraft that carried massive amounts of cargo.

		But Stavros also delved into the quasi-legal, illegal, and unethical as well. A large warehouse on the island was the center of a stash of arms that he dealt to many countries in legal sales, but also to armed rebels and factions in highly illegal operations. Stavros’s aircraft and ships made transportation of his arms quite a simple matter.

		But the crown of his highly questionable activities was the group of about 50 former Soviet Special Forces, or Spetznaz troopers that he maintained as the main force of an outfit he named “Executive Decisions.“ They were simply a highly trained outfit capable of both assisting governments in troublesome military situations, and also in bringing about regime changes at other times. Again, Stavros’ fleet of airplanes and ships made deploying this force to anywhere in the world quite simple.

		The symbiotic nature of his legal and illegal operations clearly made him a force to be reckoned with.

		So on this particular afternoon, I left Wendy in the guesthouse and drove our little Fiat convertible that had been provided for our use the short distance over to the airfield. I arrived as Stavros’ Spetznaz troopers began pulling the pickup trucks off of the runway. The ramp was down on the Gulfstream which had its engines running up doing a pre-flight inspection.

		I jumped out of the car and climbed aboard. Stavros was waiting inside. He picked up a telephone next to him and brought it to his mouth.

		“Let’s go,” he ordered brusquely.

		The door was pulled closed and about one minute later the jet began to taxi.

		Calm as a cucumber, Stavros was asleep in his chair before we had reached cruising altitude, leaving me in the dark about what we were up to.
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		Chapter Two

		 

		Stavros never did bother to brief me on what was going on. When the Gulfstream landed in Lagos, Nigeria, it was met by a “follow me truck” and escorted to a large hanger where it was pulled inside. The plane’s staircase went down, and we were escorted into a black stretch limo that whisked us away.

		“Where are we going?” I finally worked up the nerve to ask.

		“To meet with the Nigerian Oil Minister,” he said simply. Not another word passed as we traveled through the crowded and dilapidated streets of the African capital city. We finally pulled into the circular driveway in front of a office building in downtown Lagos. When the car screeched to a halt, Stavros quickly opened his door to climb out, eschewing the doormen at the building who might have otherwise gotten the door for him. I followed his lead, and scurried behind him as he entered the building.

		Inside, he was led through a series of doors and corridors until we finally were shown into the palatial office of the man I gathered to be the subject of our meeting.

		“Mr. Stavros!” The African man, whose skin was dark as pitch, said as he stood up behind his desk. “Good to see you, my friend.”

		“Jonathan!” Stavros replied, closing the distance between the two, and charmingly taking his extended hand. “It has been too long.”

		“Indeed.” Jonathan , gesturing for us to sit down.

		“Jonathan, this is Michael Marchant,” Stavros waved his head in my direction. “He works for me. He’ll be handling all the details from here on out.”

		“Michael!” Jonathan held out his dark hand for me to shake. I took it, and felt him enthusiastically shake it. “Any friend of Mr. Stavros is a friend of mine.”

		I was struggling to take it all in. I’d just been appointed as the “go-to guy” of something, and I didn’t even know what. I’d been introduced to a cabinet level official who was clearly kissing Stravros’ ass, and would probably kiss mine if I asked nicely. And to cap it all off, Stavros hadn’t told me jack shit yet.

		“What the fuck?” I thought to myself, glad that I was able to express my opinions silently without my lips moving.

		“Let’s get down to business, shall we?” Stavros said, somewhat impatiently.

		“Jonathan, I received your message regarding the problem you need help with, and I think that we can help you with that,” he went on. “In exchange, of course, for the shipping contract that I had initially inquired about.”

		“That is the most excellent news, Mr. Stavros!” Jonathan shot back gleefully. “I know that the President will be most happy to hear of your willingness to assist us!”

		My head was going back and forth like a front-row spectator at Wimbledon as the two bantered back and forth. The fact that I had zero idea what they were discussing made me wonder not only what the fuck was going on, but what the hell my role in it was.

		As the meeting concluded, Jonathan brought up that there were some conditions that the new President was insisting on.

		“Our forces cannot get involved if you get into trouble,” Jonathan told him.

		“The usual,” Stavros intoned in a bored tone of voice. “Anything else?”

		“Yes,” Jonathan paused. “You can’t use our airspace. The President wishes to maintain plausible deniability.”

		Stavros took his turn to pause. Then he spoke in an even voice.

		“We’ll take a look at it, but I think we can figure out something that will work that will satisfy that requirement.”

		At this point, I was just half-guessing that “we” meant that I would be figuring a solution to a very complex situation.

		


	OceanofPDF.com




		Chapter Three

		 

		As soon as we boarded the plane, Stavros gave me my marching orders.

		The mission had been to gain a lucrative contract for Stavros’ tanker ships to gain a lion’s share of the hauling contracts for Nigeria’s ample supplies of crude oil. Stavros had submitted a bid that would make him a rich man, and then went about sweetening the pot to make sure that his bid was accepted.

		He had laid out the usual amount of bribes that were expected in African countries. If you didn’t come with lots of American $100 bills, you couldn’t expect to get very far in dealing with African government officials. Stavros usually had a briefcase full.

		“Michael, the first thing to learn about dealing with these Africans,” he told me philosophically, “ is that most of them would sell their virgin sister for a couple of American $100 bills.” He chuckled at his wit.

		“I played the game, and put in for a government contract to haul their oil,” he went on. “They came back to me, because they know of my other…”

		Stavros paused. “Activities,” he concluded.

		I said nothing, not wanting to interrupt him while he finally told me what the fuck was going on.

		“There was a separatist movement in Biafra in the late 1960’s that caused Nigeria a great deal of embarrassment. So you can imagine their chagrin when they found out that a grandson of one of the men who died in that movement has managed to get a small army together to again try to get independence for Biafra.”

		“I’ve never even heard about this,” I told him.

		“Most people haven’t,” he answered. “Biafra’s a shithole.”

		“How did you find out about it?” I asked.

		“I sold the rebels arms,” he said, taking out a Cuban cigar from a humidor and beginning to trim the end in preparation for lighting it.

		I laughed out loud. Stavros looked at me in surprise.

		“You sold these rebels arms, and now you’re going to sell them out for an oil contract?” I asked in half amusement.

		“Now Michael,” Stavros paused strategically. “This is not an emotional issue. This is business.”

		“Ifenyi, the leader of this cult,” he went on, “never bothered to pay me for the arms shipment.”

		“And even if he had, the oil contract is for billions. The arms deal was for mere thousands.” He looked at me, not breaking eye contact as he flipped the lever of a gold-plated cigarette lighter and lit up his high-dollar Cuban stogie.

		“So what’s the mission?” I finally asked, cutting to the chase in the hopes of finally figuring out what my role in this was.

		“Easy, Michael!” Stavros expelled a thick stream of sweet-smelling cigar smoke into the narrow cylindrical cabin of the Gulfstream.

		“Ifenyi’s ‘Army of God’ is a bunch of fucking amateurs,” he laughed. “They’re still in the same camp that they were nine months ago when I flew in a load of AK-47’s and land mines to them.”

		“They haven’t moved. They’re just a few miles from the border with Cameroon.” He grinned at me.

		“I have a number of really good contacts in Cameroon.”

		“How do you know they’re still in the same camp?” I asked seriously. I was falling back into my old training of evaluating intelligence sources and rating their reliability.

		“Two days ago, a US satellite photo showed active cooking fires in the camp,” he told me.

		“How did you get that shit?” I asked in surprise. I remembered how tough the security requirements on satellite info were when I was on active duty. I was constantly asked to sign documents about my clearance threatening me with jail and everything up to and including getting stood against a wall and shot.

		“I have a Greek officer on my payroll,” he told me simply. “He works at the NATO headquarters in Brussels. He has the access we need.”

		I began to realize that the ability to get things done in the world was directly proportional to the balance in your checking account. Stavros obviously had a formidable balance.

		“When we get home Michael,” Stavros instructed, “I want you to get with Ivan and work up a plan. I want this camp destroyed, and this rebel faction taken out. No mercy.”

		“The closer they are to destroyed, the more lucrative that contract will be, and the happier a very important government will be with us.”

		And with that Stavros reclined back in his chair and shut his eyes, just as the plane went into a steep dive designed to get back down onto the wavetop levels and skim through the Straits of Gibraltar under the radar.
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		Chapter Four

		 

		I got back to the island, and immersed myself in planning the mission. I rounded up maps and country studies, and every internet document I could gather about Ifenyi and the “Army of God.” I was shocked by what I learned.

		Ifenyi was one of many two-bit African warlords waging guerrilla wars in the Dark Continent. He was notoriousfor raiding villages and kidnapping the children. As young as eight years old, the boys were put into line carrying AK-47’s provided by Stavros. The girls were forced into sexual slavery to satisfy the sexual whims of his warriors. He was truly a reprehensible piece of shit that most assessments had pegged as a completely insane egomaniacal asshole.

		I called Ivan on my push-to-talk, and he showed up a few minutes later at the guest house where I was planning the operation. I laid out the situation on the map, showing the border locations, and the requirement that we not use Nigerian airspace to conduct the operation.

		“That’s easy,” Ivan grunted. “HALO.”

		“Yeah, we HALO jump from Cameroon airspace,” he went on. “From cruising altitude, we can cover a lot of miles, and cross into Nigeria before we pull our chutes.”

		The term HALO came back to me from my days in the military. It meant “High-Altitude, Low-Opening.” Basically, you jump from 30-plus thousand feet wearing oxygen equipment, and freefall until you get to the right chute-opening height, usually around 1,500 feet. It sounds pretty harrowing, but the special operaters I knew that had done one made it sound like a piece of cake.

		With that piece of information, I formulated my plan. The next morning we briefed Stavros on what we had in mind.

		Just as if I was briefing an Army general as I had done before, I laid out the plan that Ivan and I had formulated.

		“Sir, we will fly a transport plane with the Executive Decision’s Team along this route,” I showed the route with a big red arrow on a Powerpoint presentation.

		“I recommend going nap-of-earth at these two segments,” I pointed out a stretch in the Straits of Gibraltar, and then a second stretch as the aircraft crossed the coast of Cameroon. At that point, it would zoom climb to cruising altitude and dump the Spetznaz team.

		“Go on,” Stavros said.

		“Sir, the Spetznaz team will land in this clearing about three miles from the village, and then proceed overland to the target location. We believe we can achieve the full element of surprise this way.”

		“Surprise is always good,” Stavros said with a laugh. “Continue.”

		“Sir, the Assault Team will hit the village and eliminate any resistance. Our estimate is that this will not take long if we achieve surprise.”

		“I agree,” Stavros said. “I don’t expect this rabble to put up much of a fight.”

		“And certainly not one that Ivan and his men can’t handle quite admirably.”

		He paused, and I saw my opportunity to continue.

		“At this point, sir, we will infiltrate a land column to travel from the Cameroon border to the target village. We will bribe the border guards on both sides of the border. If that fails, we will subdue them with non-lethal force and proceed to the extraction site.”

		“Who will command this land column?” Stavros asked.

		“Me,” I answered.

		 

		“I’ll ride along with you if you don’t mind, Michael,” Stavros said with a thin smile.

		“Of course not, sir,” I told him. “But you don’t need to risk…” I started to say.

		“Risk?” He chuckled.

		“Have you ever seen an African with an AK-47?” He asked.

		“No sir.”

		“Trust me,” He went on. “If they ever hit anything, it’s just sheer luck.”

		We all got a laugh out of that. We went on to discuss the plan, and talk about contingencies and other such planning factors. In the end, Stavros rubber stamped the plan that Ivan and I had worked out.

		Finally, the meeting ended. Stavros stood up.

		“I’m glad you’re with us, Michael,” he told me. “This was very good work.”

		“Thank you, sir,” I answered.

		“But I couldn’t have done it without Ivan,” I told him. The last thing I wanted was Ivan getting pissed for stealing his glory and ripping off my head and shitting down my throat.

		“Then congratulations are due to both of you,” he said. “It’s a good plan, and I am confident it will succeed.”

		Stavros turned and left the room. He was probably going back to the main house to give my wife another good hard fucking.

		Ivan gave me a knowing smile, and gave me a half-hearted slap on the arm. Then he turned and left.

		I went back to my bedroom where Wendy was waiting for me.

		“How did it go?” She asked in a conspiratorial whisper. She sat up in bed, showing me that she was fully nude and waiting for me.

		“It went great,” I told her evenly, my voice not betraying the numerous emotions welling up in my brain. Fear at my first time in combat, pride in a job well done, or my continued trepidation of Stavros’ hold over my wife.

		“When do you leave?” Wendy asked.

		“Tomorrow,” I answered. “Just before sunset our time.”

		“Then come to bed,” Wendy said with a sweet smile. “We don’t have any time to waste.”
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		Chapter Five

		 

		As Stavros had predicted, the resistance at the warlord’s camp crumbled quickly. He had told me that African soldiers generally didn’t shoot well, since they never fired live ammunition until they were in combat for the first time, or they were shooting it off into the air to celebrate something.

		He was right. Ivan and his Spetznaz buddies swept into Ifenyi’s camp like a proverbial plague of locusts, killing everyone they encountered. In a matter of a few pre-dawn moments, it was over. Ifenyi’s “Army of God” was essentially out of business.

		The border crossing from Cameroon was also uneventful. I had a Spetznaz operative in place at the border. He had been given “Plan A” which was a liberal stack of $100 bills. His “Plan B” was a H&K MP5 sub-machine gun equipped with a silencer. Fortunately, “Plan A” worked well with the Africans that Stavros told me would sell their sisters for a few $100 bills.

		I drove the Land Rover down a rutted road toward the village, with the Mercedes lorries following along behind me. I drove at a pace that seemed to be just slow enough to keep from snapping my spine from the deep ruts, yet fast enough to show a sense of urgency.

		“Faster, Michael,” Stavros said from the passenger seat. “We have business to attend to.” Despite my own personal discomfort, I decided that Stavros was calling the shots. I pushed down hard on the accelerator. The Land Rover surged forward, and began hitting ruts and potholes at an alarming pace that made it seem like the vehicle would shake itself apart.

		After just a few minutes, flames appeared on the horizon in my night vision goggles. I pulled the goggles off as we approached, knowing that the bright light would ruin the equipment. After just a few hundred yards, I didn’t need them anymore. The burning village, along with the crop fields around it, all furiously ablaze, had turned night into day.

		I pulled the Land Rover into the center of the village and skidded it to a stop. Instantly, Stavros clambered out the passenger side of the car.

		“Where is he?” I heard Stavros ask. He was talking to his flat-faced goon Ivan.

		Ivan indicated with a jerk of his head a small mud hut with a thatched roof about ten feet away.

		I was shocked when Stavros looked my way.

		“Michael, come with me,” he brusquely ordered. I had learned quite some time ago that when Stavros ordered something, you just said “Yes, sir.” It was a lot easier that way.

		I entered the hut behind him. When I got inside and my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw our target. Ifenyi.

		This piece of shit warlord, who had been kidnapping kids to serve as his soldiers, and girls to serve as his whores, was defenseless. He had what looked like a large-caliber bullet wound in the upper leg. Despite his hasty attempts at bandaging his wound, he was bleeding profusely onto the dirt floor of the African hut.

		“Stavros!” Ifenyi said, almost excitedly, seeming to think in his delirium that my boss was here to rescue him. Little did he know that Stavros came only for the privilege of witnessing his execution.

		“Ifenyi!” Stavros said, in an even and almost menacing tone of voice. “I believe I told you what happened to people that don’t pay their bills owed to me.”

		He reached down, and grabbed Ifenyi’s chin, clasping it into his powerful hand and turned it up to force Ifenyi to look at him eye to eye.

		“Stavros, I’m sorry,” he begged pitifully. “I have the money! I’ll send my men to get it!”

		Stavros thrust his face down into Ifenyi’s face and pulled him close until their lips seemed millimeters apart.

		“Your men are all dead!”

		Ifenyi gasped in surprise. He gasped again when Stavros pulled his Sig-Sauer 9mm from his holster and jacked the action, putting a round into the chamber.

		But then it was my turn for a surprise.

		Stavros pushed the ejector switch that ejected the magazine from the pistol, leaving it with one round in the chamber. He turned in my direction and extended the pistol, and its one bullet, to me.

		“Finish him,” he ordered me flatly.

		I hesitated. I hadn’t signed on with Stavros to commit murder. I wanted only to preserve my marriage. Now everything had been cranked up several notches.

		“Take the pistol and finish him,” he told me bluntly.

		I looked up and found his intent gaze. His eyes were fixed on me, black and evil.

		“Finish him, or I’ll call Ivan in here to do it,” he told me. “Then I’ll have him finish you too.”

		“And you and Ifenyi can rest together for eternity together, with the buzzards eating your flesh.”

		In retrospect, I probably only thought about it for something like one second. But that second passed like an eternity. I weighed every option, every possibility, and every contingency.

		I was fucked, and I knew it.

		I aimed the pistol at Ifenyi’s forehead and began squeezing the trigger nice and slow, like I had been trained in the military

		“No!” the now cowering black warlord screamed.

		His shout was the last thing I remember hearing before the gun jerked in my hand. Ifenyi’s head exploded in a crimson mist as the bullet exited the back of his head onto the floor of the African hut. His legs twitched a couple of times, and a long, red river of blood pooled out of his head onto the dirt floor.

		Stunned by what I had just done, I looked up at Stavros. He was smiling at with an amused grin.

		“Look on the bright side Michael,” he told me casually.

		“The world is a better place now that that piece of human excrement is gone from the earth.”

		I could only stare back in stunned silence, shocked at my willingness to take another human’s life.

		“We will go home now,” Stavros pontificated. “And you can sleep well tonight having rid the world of that filth.”

		I followed Stavros from the mud hut, the night sky ablaze with the flames from burning crop fields as he clambered into the Land Rover for the ride back to the airport.

		I gave the windup signal with a hand over my head and Ivan and his Spetznaz troopers piled into our vehicles. Seconds later we were bouncing back down the open road toward the open border crossing into Cameroon.

		We uneventfully crossed back into Cameroon past our bribed border guards and made it to the airport, where one of Stavros’ transport jets was waiting. We had to do without the luxury of the Gulfstream and it’s staff, but it wasn’t a hard burden to bear. Stavros had even arranged for an iced-down case of champagne. On the way home, the Spetznaz troopers celebrated with Champagne toasts in Russian, followed by shots of vodka.

		Stavros watched on in amusement before falling asleep. After a couple of glasses of champagne, I was right behind him, waking only as the wheels chirped when they hit the runway on his private island in the Aegean.

		Despite his nonchalance over taking Ifenyi’s life, I didn’t sleep much that night. Every time my eyes closed, I saw the image of his head being hammered apart by the 9mm round I had fired into his forehead.

		I also knew that Stavros’ lucrative oil contract had come at the price of the extermination of Ifenyi’s “Army of God,” and that most of his “warriors” were little boys, some as young as eight years old. The thought of so many people cut down in their youth by the soldiers whose violent operation I had planned was almost too much to bear.

		I awoke the next morning, tired and exhausted.
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		Chapter Six

		 

		Over a month passed since the mission that had exterminated the Nigerian rebels. Stavros kept me somewhat busy planning trips of his air transports, mostly with legitimate cargoes, but we also delivered a few shipments of arms into Africa. We also routed every tanker we had that was unloaded to Nigeria to begin transporting the copious amounts of oil flowing out of the offshore wells there.

		Then one day, he called me to his office. I left Wendy in bed and walked over to the main house. I let myself in, deciding I really didn’t like to deal with Stavros’ butler, who was a snooty son-of-a-bitch that I intensely disliked. I made my way to his office and found him in his huge, luxurious leather office chair behind his desk. Bella was standing just behind and to his right.

		“Good morning, Michael,” Stavros said. Bella just smiled.

		“Good morning, Sir,” I replied. I took a seat as he motioned for me to sit.

		“Michael, we got the first payment from the Nigerians for that oil contract,” Stavros told me. “I wanted to share the good news.”

		“And I wanted to share some of our bounty with you.”

		With that, he slid a notepad across the table and turned it toward me. On it was written a number. It had an astonishing number of zeroes. Below it was a 15-digit number that made no sense to me. And below that was the name “James Hill.”

		“What is this?” I asked.

		“The first number is the amount that I have deposited into a Swiss Bank Account,” he told me. “In Euros.” My eyes widened. In dollars, at the current exchange rate, it was well over a million dollars.

		“The second number is the account number,” he went on.

		“Who is James Hill?” I asked.

		“You,” Stavros’ face broke into a toothy smile.

		“Me?” I asked. “Why?”

		“Because Michael, in our line of work, sometimes it helps to make certain funds untraceable,” he explained. “Especially those that can be linked to a famous murder.”

		I didn’t say anything. While I was conflicted about the deaths caused in our operation, I wasn’t particularly plagued with guilt over Ifenyi. He was, after all, a boy-killing, little girl-raping bastard that needed killing. I resented Stavros for forcing me to be the triggerman, but that was about the extent of my turmoil. I didn’t consider myself a murderer at all. I felt like it was more a death caused in combat, in an honorable cause.

		“You probably heard the news, but Ifenyi’s death has hit the world news. And the reaction isn’t all favorable.”

		“Oh?”

		“The Nigerians are protesting that their sovereignty has been violated by some as yet unknown nation, which is all just a smokescreen to cover their involvement.”

		“We haven’t been linked as of yet, but the fake identity is just a way to protect you if your involvement becomes known.”

		He slid a safety deposit box key over to me. I picked it up. On it was the name of the bank, and the box number.

		“That box is in your real name. Inside the box is a complete set of documents you will need to establish yourself as James Hill. Then you will be able to access the funds in that account.

		“I see,” I was stunned by the turn of events and all the crazy cloak and dagger shit, but was comforted by the fact that I had suddenly just become a millionaire.

		“Is that all, sir?” I asked.

		“No,” He said. Bella’s smile grew slightly I noticed.

		“There is another service that I need you to provide for me.”

		“What’s that?” I asked after a long pause. After dealing with Stavros for some time now, I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the answer.

		It was Bella’s turn to take charge of the conversation.

		“I want to have a baby, Michael,” she told me flatly.

		I was floored. Obviously, the question was who was going to be the father, since Stavros had kept her cloistered in his bedroom for a month straight. I was unsure whether to ask the question that I didn’t want to hear the truthful answer to.

		In the end, Bella answered it before I had to ask.

		“Stavros wants to have a child, and I want to be the mother,” she told me, her smile evaporating from her face as she leveled her demand.

		I paused. I didn’t know what to do. After a long pause, I decided I had been kicked to the curb in lieu of Stavros, and my services were no longer required. I stood up, with as much dignity as I could muster.

		“OK, then,” I announced solemnly. “I’ll go pack my things.”

		“Wait!” Stavros said genially. “You misunderstand! Please don’t go!”

		I stared at him in disbelief. This Greek dude was telling me flat-out that he was going to impregnate my wife and now was asking for my understanding. He had billions, a private island, a private army, and enough weaponry to keep the wolves at bay. What did he need me for?

		“I don’t get this.” I told him. “You don’t need me.”

		Stavros threw back his head and laughed. Then, he stood up at his desk and extended his hand to me. I hesitated a bit, but quickly decided that pissing him off by refusing his proffered hand was a really bad idea. I put my hand out. He grabbed it in a nearly crushing grip.

		“Oh my friend, you don’t understand” he said flatly. “We need you badly.”

		He motioned for me to take my seat again. When I did, he took his former place in his luxurious office chair.

		“Michael,” he told me. “I am not the marrying type.”

		I stared at him in stunned disbelief, not sure where he was going with this.

		“So I can’t be the fatherly type, either.”

		“And?” I asked, somewhat arrogantly. “How does that matter to me?”

		“Michael,” he explained evenly, as if he was talking to a simple child.

		“Every man wants to carry on his family. I am no exception. But I have made many enemies along the way.”

		“Any woman associated with me is a target.” I thought about Bella, and the torment I would feel if anything happened to her.

		“And any child of mine would be an even bigger target,” he went on. “Kidnappings, murders, extortions. These are the things that those of us with riches must consider.”

		“OK?” I said, but phrasing in in the form of question, still not sure where this involved me.

		“Michael, I want you to be the father of my baby,” Stavros said. His face spread into a broad grin.

		“Excuse me?” I asked. My amazement could not have been greater.

		“Surely you see, my friend,” he went on. “If my child were simply the son or daughter of one of my minions, they would not be so vulnerable.”

		“Oh great!” I thought to myself. A month ago, I was a highly sought after military planning officer. Now I was a minion.

		“But Sir,” I butted in. “I haven’t slept with Bella since just after we got back from Vegas.”

		“How could I be the father?”

		“Oh my good friend!” Stavros stood up behind his desk. He reached out enthusiastically with his huge paws and grabbed my face in both hands and pulled for forward. He planted two great, wet kisses on each cheek, Greek style, and then threw his head back and let out a great laugh.

		“I did not mean to confuse you!” he said, his voice almost apologetic.

		“I simply need you to be on the papers, and assume the public figure as my child’s father!” he explained it very nonchalantly.

		Then he paused briefly, and concluded, telling me what I had feared he was eventually going to get around to.

		“I am quite capable of handling things,” he paused again.

		“Uh… biologically.”

		His mouth spread into even a larger grin. Bella standing next to him seemed to revel in my humiliation. Her smile was so broad I was afraid her head would split.

		“Shall we my dear?” Stavros held out his hand ostentatiously for Bella.

		“Certainly,” she responded. “I can’t wait.”

		Stavros led Bella away toward his Master Suite at the corner of the house overlooking the white sand beaches of the Aegean.

		Just before he disappeared into the doorway, he looked back over his shoulders.

		“Michael?” He asked.

		“Yes, sir?”

		“Why don’t you come watch your child be conceived?” His face was screwed into a smug smear.

		“My personal physician tells me that she is ovulating and ready for me today.”

		I worked up the nerve and asked the obvious question.

		“And what if I said I just wanted to quit now, instead?”

		Bella pulled her dress off over her head and disappeared into the bedroom. Stavros turned my way. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt and pulled the garment away from his massive, hairy torso.

		“Well, Michael,” he told me flatly. “You are free to go at anytime, of course.”

		“I think that’s what I’ll do,” I told him. I was done with Bella at this point. I knew I didn’t have any chance of holding onto her with this Greek billionaire.

		“But before you go, think of this,” he held up one index finger, while the other hand deftly unbuttoned the fly of his pants, in preparation to ravaging my wife.

		“Interpol may be able to find you in say, Dallas, Texas,” he sneered. “And one single tip that you were responsible for Ifenyi’s death would be all it takes to get them onto you. Wherever you are.”

		“But here, on this island,” he went on. “Protected by my Spetznaz men, and two batteries of SA-8’s, you might be able to stay out of spending the rest of your life in a hellhole of an African prison.”

		“And I did arrange, at great expense, I might add,” he went on, “to bring your mistress her for your amusement.”

		I was pretty much convinced that Wendy’s presence was no coincidence. Stavros’ admission made it clear that he and Bella had brought her here to salve my bruised ego.

		I stared at him in disbelief. I weighed my options and quickly concluded that it in this deadly game of cards, that Stavros was “All In.” And I didn’t even have so much as a pair in my hand.

		He would rat me out to Interpol, and without his protection, I was royally fucked. I would be taken to Nigeria and tortured, beaten, butt-fucked and God knows what else until they finally just “allowed” me to die.

		“All right,” I said simply.

		“All right, what?” he sneered.

		“All right, sir,” my eyes cast to the floor in my humiliation.

		“Good!” he clapped his hands enthusiastically.

		“Then come and watch me produce our child!” He laughed again, while kicking off his trousers from around his ankles, and, with his huge uncircumcised cock hanging almost fully erect in front of him, he turned and went through the doorway that my wife had just entered.

		I was just a few steps behind him.
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		Chapter Seven

		 

		I never really figured out whether Bella was so turned on with Stavros all the time, or just when she punished me by making me watch her with him. What I did figure out was that whenever I was there, she was basically a nymphomaniac bitch in heat.

		Stavros didn’t mess around with any foreplay unless it was for his benefit. He was more like a rutting bull. This time was no different. He lacked just a little bit of being fully erect and ready to go. So he took one massive paw and put it on Bella’s head, giving her the cue to get on her knees and suck his huge cock. She did so with her usual gusto.

		I watched as she fellated him vigorously, just like he liked it. He watched her intently as she bobbed back and forth, taking a long section of his cock inside her mouth. Long rivulets of her slobber hung down in silky strings, swaying back and forth as she furiously sucked his cock. The erotic sight had the same effect on me as it did on Stavros. I felt my cock hardening in my pants as his huge cock grew fully erect, ready to spread his seed into my fertile wife.

		Horny and erect, he reached down and disengaged Bella’s mouth from his cock. Frantically, she wiped the strings of slobber from her mouth with the back of her hand as he guided her to her feet. He took her waist in his huge powerful hands and easily lifted her up. He rearranged himself until he had her wrapped around him, with one hand holding her up by the ass, while his other hand was guiding his cock into her waiting pussy. Her arms were circled around his neck, and her legs were clasped tightly around his waist.

		I saw his uncut cock slide into her well-lubricated and excited pussy. From the clear appearance of the juices lubricating his cock, I knew that his doctor had been right. Bella was at the peak of her fertility, and vulnerable to pregnancy at this time.

		Stavros easily lifted her petite frame up and down a couple of times on his cock. Each time it slid deeper until he finally was inside of her balls deep. His huge balls, which I noticed he kept shaven, were pressed against her wringing wet pussy lips.

		“Shit, baby!” Bella moaned in delight. “You are so deep inside me!”

		Stavros said nothing, but his face screwed up in a way that showed his delight in the feeling of my wife sheathing his huge cock. He easily slid her tiny body up and down, lifting her nearly off of his member and then dropping her back down on it, letting gravity shove his babymaker deep into her womb.

		Bella, delighted at Stavros being inside of her, and the idea of me standing nearby watching her get bred, made her begin to come faster than I had ever seen.

		“I’m cumming, baby!” I heard her voice, a hoarse whisper that barely crossed the distance between us.

		“That’s it, Bella!” he cooed back, soothingly. “Come all over that cock! Get it good and wet for me.”

		As Stavros lifted her up and down, slamming her hard on his cock with each stroke, Bella convulsed and twitched as her orgasm hit her with an amazing fury.

		Stavros hammered her hard several more times as her passion flowed out of her. She whimpered and seemed to nearly cry as her orgasm welled over her. I had never seen her come this hard before. Certainly not with me, and not even during the times I had seen her with Stavros. She looked like she was nearly in a coma from the fury of her climax.

		Finally, with her heaving for breath, he walked deliberately to the bed, with her still impaled, held in place by his pillar of swarthy meat. He slowly, and easily lowered her to the bed and slid into place between her legs. He held himself about her on his muscular arms, with her legs pushed high and held in place, nearly touching her breasts. He lunged his hips forward and drove deep inside her again. She let out a soft gasp as he drove deep into .

		Then Stavros began to piston his hips. From my vantage point, I could see his huge cock sliding in and out of Bella’s dripping wet pussy. His huge, seed-filled balls slapped audibly into her labia with each stroke. The sound of their loins slapping together set up a steady, staccato rhythm that filled the room.

		“Are you hard, Michael?” I heard Stavros ask as he furiously pounded Bella. His breath showed only the slightest sound of exertion.

		“Yes, sir,” I barely croaked out.

		“Then take your pants off,” he told me. It was clearly not a suggestion. It was an order.

		“And stroke it,” he added. “I want Bella to see you do it.”

		I was humiliated, but also horny beyond belief as Stavros pounded my wife, who began screaming out loud in another furious orgasm. She made only unintelligible sounds as she thrashed and writhed underneath as he expertly applied his cock to her.

		I unbuttoned my pants and let them slide to the floor. I sank into a chair behind me, and my hand seemed to be magnetically attracted to my cock and then began to stroke it.

		“Are you ready to get my baby in your belly?” Stavros’ voice was a low growl near Bella’s ear.

		“Yeah!” She managed to groan through her continuing orgasm. “Fill that pussy up!”

		With a titanic roar, he did just that. With his head thrown back, and his eyes clamped tightly shut, he thrust deep into Bella’s fertile womb and groaned as his cock pulsed, shooting stream after stream of his semen into her.

		From my point of view, I could see his loins, and his balls, which were pressed hard against Bella’s pussy. His balls seemed to convulse, and his scrotum tightened to a point where it seemed it would force them back up into his body. I knew that he was emptying himself inside her.

		I wasn’t far behind. Seconds later, I sprayed my impotent load onto the tile floor of Stavros’ bedroom, attempting to stifle my groans to avoid more humiliation.

		For several long seconds, the room was silent expect for the heavy breathing of three people recovering from their orgasms. Bella was the first to speak.

		“Congratulations, Daddy!” she giggled.

		I couldn’t tell if she was talking to me or Stavros. From her giggle, I guessed she was talking to me.

		“That will be all, Michael,” Stavros said, not even looking my way.

		“Leave us,” he commanded.

		I did as he commanded. I quickly tugged my pants back on and scampered over to the guest house. I found Wendy waiting for me. She was wearing a negligee and was clearly ready for me.

		Like Stavros, I didn’t waste much time on foreplay. I left Wendy, a couple of hours later, sleeping like a baby.

		But I had too much on my mind. I laid awake all night thinking about the bizarre twists that my life had taken.
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		Chapter Eight

		 

		Three months later, I was in Zurich, Switzerland. I was walking down one of the most scenic European streets I had ever seen. All around us, people sat outside in the various restaurants and coffee shops, taking in the easy way of Swiss life.

		My hand was intertwined with Bella’s. Beside me, she smiled glowingly. I glanced down, and saw the small bump in her abdomen. Stavros’ baby grew inside her. She was just starting to show, but was at the point where it was only evident to those of us that knew she was carrying his bastard.

		Stavros had set up the flight to Zurich. He had given me a specific job to do. I was to establish my new identification as his baby’s father. Bella had come along to make sure that I did as Stavros had bid.

		After walking the several blocks through the downtown banking district, we finally came to the address on the safety deposit box key. I glanced down at the key, and verified that the address and the name of the bank matched. I entered the revolving glass door. Bella came in just behind me.

		I approached the receptionist and showed her my key. Without a word, she motioned toward a barred gate on the side. The bars were open, so I was able to easily walk inside.

		“Willkommen!” the woman behind the desk said.

		“I’m sorry,” I answered. “Do you speak English?”

		“Certainly,” she sniffed.

		“Good!” I heaved a probably obvious sigh of relief. “I would like to access my safety deposit box.”

		I showed her the key. Her attitude changed.

		“Oh, certainly!” she went from snooty to accommodating in just a couple of seconds. She motioned me toward a locked and barred gate. With a turn of her key, she opened the door for me.

		Inside was an austere room, with just a stainless steel table inside.

		“Just turn your key in this lock,” she motioned to a hole next to an aperture in the wall, “and your box will be retrieved and placed here for you.”

		“Thank you.”

		“Please don’t hesitate to call if you need help.”

		With that, the Swiss woman left the room, leaving only Bella and I inside. With a slightly trembling hand, I inserted the key and turned the lock. There was a click and I heard a mechanism grind to life behind the closed steel door. After what seemed like an eternity, I heard the mechanism lurch to a stop, and the steel door slid up and open.

		On the concrete pad of the aperture, sat a black-painted steel box. I reached across and grabbed it and slid it toward me.

		I looked over at Bella. She was grinning, with a thin smile on her face. I guessed immediately that the contents of this box weren’t as much of a surprise to her as they were for me.

		I opened the box slowly, as if a poisonous snake was inside waiting to strike.

		When the contents of the box came into view, the first thing that I saw was the handgun. It was the same model of Sig-Sauer handgun I had used to execute Ifenyi. For all I knew, it was the very same gun.

		Stavros was definitely sending me a message.

		I looked through the other contents. There were bundles of currency. US Dollars, British Pounds, Euros, and some other currency in Arabic that I didn’t even recognize.

		Next to that were three stacks of identity documents. Each one had a post-it note on it with a name. I saw one of the stacks had the name “James Hill” on it. That was what I was here to retrieve.

		I took the stack of documents and thumbed through them. There was a U.S. Passport. It had my picture in it. But it also had a bewildering array of Visa stamps, indicating that I was quite the world traveler. The funny thing was that I had never even set foot in any of these countries. Whoever Stavros had do his documents was damned good.

		I took the set of documents I was told to retrieve and slipped them into my coat pocket. I closed the box and set it back into the aperture and removed my safety deposit box key. The aperture slowly slid closed and I heard the mechanism grind into action behind it.

		I was able to leave the room easily by pushing the door open from the inside.

		“Is there anything else I can do for you?” the Swiss lady asked pleasantly.

		“Yes, I have an account here,” I told her. “I’d like to check the balance.”

		“Of course,” she answered. I’ll need the account number and some form of identification.

		I gave her the account number from memory. She entered it into the computer. Then I reached into my coat pocket and took out the James Hill passport and handed it to her. She looked at the photo and then up and me.

		Without a second thought, she wrote a number down on a notepad with the bank’s letterhead at the top. Then she handed it to me.

		I looked at the number. It was far more than I expected. Stavros had told me how much he had paid me along the way, and how much he had deposited in the account for me. This amount was far more than that. Not to mention the huge supply of untraceable cash in the safety deposit box. I handed the notepad to Bella

		“Thank you,” I managed to say to the Swiss lady.

		“You’re welcome,” she said pleasantly. “Will there be anything else I can do for you, Mister Hill?”

		“No, thank you.”

		I glanced over at Bella, she was holding the notepad down at her side. A broad smile was on her face. One hand was held protectively over her barely swollen belly.

		Seconds later, we walked hand in hand out of the bank as Mr. and Mrs. James Hill.

		 

		The End
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		Chapter One

		 

		I looked over at Lexi as she walked into the front door of the hotel. She looked fantastic as usual. Her long blonde hair bounced as she walked. The simple black silk dress that she wore clung to her body leaving little to the imagination. It showed off every curve of her ripe figure, and was cut low enough to show her ample cleavage. She looked over and smiled as she saw me watching her. Her blue eyes twinkled.

		“This will be fun,” I told her smiling back. “Our company Christmas parties are always good.”

		“So you’ve told me.” She was positively beaming. “I’m really looking forward to it.”

		I felt like the luckiest man in the world. At 23, Lexi was twelve years younger than me. We met at a conference a year before and fell in love. Four months later, she married me. I still felt like the frog that had been kissed by the beautiful princess. I had never really considered myself that great in the looks department. Not ugly or anything. Just plain.

		Lexi was anything but plain. She was dazzling. As we went through the doors of the hotel, I again felt like the luckiest man in the world.

		Inside, I led her hand-in-hand to the room where the Xmas party was being held. I saw heads turn as we entered. It felt like every pair of eyes turned our way. Well, more like Lexi’s way. I saw a few pair of male heads move closer to each other, whispering while still looking in Lexi’s direction, and saw guys making quiet comments to their female companions.

		“Get a load of his wife!” I could just imagine them saying.

		We made our way through the room slowly. As a team leader in the sales department of my company, I knew how to work a room. I greeted everyone I knew, always making a point of introducing Lexi.

		“This is my wife Lexi,” I said over and over. I loved saying that.

		“My wife Lexi,” It certainly had a pleasant ring to it. I was strutting like a peacock with the most beautiful woman in the room hanging on my arm and I was loving it!

		About halfway through the room, I saw Dominick Porter, my boss.

		Dominick was a tall, athletically built black man. He was just about the same age as I am, and a confirmed bachelor. In all the years that we had worked together, I don’t ever recall having seen him with a woman.

		Dominick, or Nick as everyone called him, was one of those people that didn’t get passed up with the good looks wagon. He was a former college athlete, who had a pretty stellar career at his university. He went to school on a full-ride scholarship in football and track. He had played wide receiver for his team until he suffered a career ending injury that was probably the only thing that had kept him out of the NFL. He was also a sprinter who had just narrowly missed the cut for the U.S. Olympic team.

		Nick was a real people-person. He was quick with a good story, and had a million of them. The best word to describe him was charismatic. He served as the Vice-President for Marketing for our company, and was the leader of all of the sales teams, like the one that I ran.

		“Good Evening Nick,” I greeted him.

		“Hey Jim,”

		I clearly saw that Nick wasn’t even making eye contact. He was looking directly at Lexi. Then he made eye contact with me.

		“You said you had a good-looking, young wife,” he turned back and smiled at Lexi. His gleaming white teeth stood out in sharp contrast to his ebony skin. “And you weren’t lying.”

		“All right,” I said jokingly. “Cool it, Romeo!”

		“Nick, this is Lexi,” I said, making the introductions. “Lexi, this is our Vice-President of Marketing, Dominick Porter. Everyone calls him Nick.”

		Nick extended his big black hand and took Lexi’s much smaller white one in his. He bowed slightly and kissed the back of her hand. I saw Lexi blush in surprise.

		“It is a real pleasure to meet you, Lexi,” Nick’s voice was low and resonant. “Jim brags about you all the time.”

		Lexi beamed at Nick’s comments.

		“As would I if you were my wife.”

		“It’s very nice to meet you, Nick,” Lexi responded. She was grinning broadly.

		It was only later that I realized just how dramatically that single moment had already begun to change my life forever.
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		Chapter Two

		 

		The Christmas Party was fairly typical of our company’s social events. I usually referred them jokingly as a drunken debauchery. To be fair, it wasn’t that bad, but they were usually good enough that I never bothered to drive home. I always got a room at the hotel, simply because I knew damned good and well that I would be in no shape to be on the road.

		Once the company rah-rah speeches were delivered the party broke up into several different activities. We found ourselves in a room with a karaoke machine. The company President, who by that time was three sheets to the wind, turned into a microphone hog, dominating the whole affair. But due to his drunkenness, he also proved to be hilarious.

		Then the DJ called for the next singer.

		“And next up is the lovely Lexi!” I heard him call. I looked in shocked disbelief as my wife got up and went to the front of the room and took the mike from our hammered President. Then the music started.

		I knew Lexi had a decent voice, but I had never heard her sing anywhere other than in the shower. So I wasn’t sure exactly what to expect.

		I recognized the song as “Our Song” by Taylor Swift. And I quickly realized that Lexi could not only sing, but she could perform. As she belted out the song, she strutted back and forth and moved in a way that had me stirring at the sight of her.

		It was almost surreal hearing a Taylor Swift song being sung well, by a woman that was even hotter than Swift herself.

		The song ended, and the room erupted in applause. Lexi took a couple of enthusiastic bows and came at a semi-run back to the table. She ran straight to me and encased me in a tight hug.

		“Honey, that was amazing!” I barely managed to stutter.

		“That was fun!” she said, giggling.

		Then I saw Rick walk up.

		“Great job,” he said. There was clearly admiration in his voice. He sat down at our table, next to Lexi.

		Before long the karaoke wound down, and the next activity turned to dancing. I made the mistake of getting roped into a business conversation with one of the other sales teams leaders. Beside me, I kept getting glimpses of Nick talking to Lexi. I was engrossed in my conversation, when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned, and saw it was Lexi.

		“I’m going to go dance with Nick, OK honey?”

		“Sure thing, babe,” I answered.

		“You don’t mind, do you?” Nick asked.

		“No go right ahead, man,” I said, not even thinking of saying no.

		“Thanks,” Nick told me. He took Lexi by the hand and led her to the dance floor. The song was a loud, thumping hip-hop song, and they swung into a , sexy dance the second they hit the floor.

		As I watched Nick, I thought of that old expression about how white men can’t dance. Watching his smooth moves, I realized that it was at least true in my case. I also noticed that the term clearly didn’t apply to white women.

		Lexi looked fantastic. She danced well. She looked amazing in her black dress, her moves making her curves even more seductive and enticing. Soon, it seemed like every head in the room was watching Lexi’s dancing.

		Watching Lexi dancing with my boss, that is! And they looked good together I thought.

		Lexi and Nick stayed on the dance floor for several songs. Finally, a slow song came on and they left the floor. She ran back to me and held out her hand.

		“Dance with me?”

		“Sure,” I stammered.

		I stood up and took her hand. She led me to the dance floor, then turned around and put her arms around my neck. I circled mine around her narrow waist, feeling the heat generated from her dancing with Nick through the thin fabric of her dress.

		“I’ve had a really good time,” I heard her say, as she pressed her face against my neck.

		“Well you seem to be the belle of the ball,” I quipped. “I’m glad I get to take you home tonight.”

		“Nick is really sweet,” she told me. “You’re lucky to have him as a boss.”

		Then she moved her face until her mouth was millimeters from my ear.

		“I can’t wait for you to take me to our room,” her breath hissed in my ear. “I’m really horny.”

		After that, I couldn’t wait to get out there. The song ended, we quickly said our goodbyes, and finally hit the elevator to return to our room. As soon as the door closed, she was tearing at my clothes. I did likewise to hers, and we barely made it to the bed before my 23 year-old wife was all over me.

		She wanted to fuck for hours that night. Which is pretty much what happened. Finally, screwed into submission, I fell asleep sometime in the wee hours of the morning.

		But later, I remembered something that I only realized the significance of with the benefit of hindsight. In the entire year of our marriage, during a very active sex life, I always remembered seeing her looking at me with her eyes open whenever we made love.

		I realized only after the fact, that on that night, I never saw her with her eyes open during any of our many lovemaking sessions. I wonder now if she was fantasizing about someone else while she begged me to fuck her over and over.

		And I’m pretty sure that I now know the answer.

		 

		End of Excerpt

		 

		


		Other Titles by Natalia Darque

		 

		The Breeding Series

		 

		Seduced by Mom and Daughter

		Breeding My Best Friend’s Daughter

		Breeding My Irish Nanny

		Breeding The Surrogate

		Breeding My Stepmom

		Blackmailed And Bred By Her Boss

		Breeding The Exchange Student

		Breeding the Curvy Girl Next Door

		Breeding the Billionaire

		Breeding My Boss’s Wife

		Breeding My Asian Babysitter

		Bred By My Black Neighbor

		Bred By My Brother’s Best Friend

		The Breeding Bundle, Vol. I

		The Breeding Bundle, Vol. II

		The Breeding Bundle, Vol. III

		The Breeding Bundle, Vol. IV

		 

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire Series

		 

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire: The Accidental Hooker

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire: Taken to Paradise

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire: The Billionaire’s Baby

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire: The Complete Bundle (Volumes 1-3)

		 

		Forced To Watch Series

		 

		Forced To Watch: The Breeding of My Wife

		Forced To Watch 2: The Return of the Breeder

		Forced to Watch: The Scorned Wife’s Revenge

		Forced To Watch: Cuckolded By My Boss

		Forced to Watch: Cuckolded by my Boss 2: My Boss and his Friend

		Forced to Watch: Cuckolded by my Boss 3: Blackout in Vegas

		Forced to Watch: Cuckolded by my Boss: The Complete Bundle

		Forced To Watch: A Stranger Breeding My Wife

		 

		The Black Cock Diaries:

		The Adventures of a Sailor in Uncle Sam’s Service

		 

		The Neglected Wife

		The Lonely Wife

		 

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl Series

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl: Interracial Delight

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl: Drake’s Double Delight

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl: Breaking in a Virgin

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl: Spring Break Gangbang

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl: The Omega Train

		Confessions of a Sorority Girl: The Complete Anthology

		 

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up Series

		 

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: Weekend at the Spa

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: The Sperm Donor

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: Night on the Town

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: Bred by the Cops

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: Rent Money Slut

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: Bred in Paradise

		Cheating Housewives Knocked Up: The Anthology (Chapters 1-5)

		 

		Cougar on the Prowl Series (The Gabi Long Diaries)

		 

		Looking For A Few Good Men: Cougar On The Prowl

		Seducing My Son’s Best Friend: Cougar On The Prowl 2

		Dominated By The Cable Guy: Cougar On The Prowl 3

		Cougar On The Prowl: The Bundle

		 

		Creampied Hotties Series

		 

		Creampied Hotties: My Sister’s Best Friend

		Creampied Hotties 2: My Sister’s Hot Friend

		Creampied Hotties 3: Identical Twin Surprise

		Creampied Hotties 4: While my Family Sleeps

		Creampied Hotties 5: Pastor Wright’s Wife

		 

		The Annie MacNabb Chronicles (Adventures Of A Teenage Slut)

		 

		Family Reunion Gangbang: The Annie MacNabb Chronicles

		Prom Night Gangbang: The Annie MacNabb Chronicles

		 

		Historical Erotica Series

		 

		Breeding the Queen: Sex Slaves of the Amazons

		The Crusader’s Concubine

		Fire in the Shenandoah

		The Historical Erotica Bundle (All three titles above for one purchase)

		 

		Other Works by Natalia Darque

		 

		Confessions of a Porn Star: The Waitress

		The Tantric Massage

		Maid For the Billionaire

		 

		Übersetzungen ins Deutsche

		 

		Die Schwängerung der Tochter meines besten Freundes

		Tatenloses Zusehen: Der fremde Schwängerer meiner Frau

		Tatenloses Zusehen 2: Die Rückkehr des Schwängerers (Eine Geschichte von Hautfarbe, Schwängerung, Untreue, Demütigung and Laktation)

		Tatenloses Zusehen: Die Schwängerung meiner Frau (Eine Geschichte von Hautfarbe, Schwängerung, Untreue, Demütigung und Erpressung)

		Verführt, von Mutter und Tochter

		 

		Tradotti in italiano

		 

		Educando La Figlia Del Mio Migliore Amico

		Obbligato A Guardare: Uno Sconosciuto Che Educa Mia Moglie

		Educando Mamma e Figlia

		 

		Obbligato a Guardare: Cornuto per via del mio Capo

		 

		Traducido al español

		Criando a la hija de mi mejor amigo

		 

		Testigo forzoso: cornudo por culpa de mi jefe

		 

		Follow News About Natalia Darque by:

		Twitter @nataliadarque

		Or see her Blog at darqueofnight.blogspot.com

		 

		She welcomes your feedback at:

		darqueofnight@gmail.com

		


	OceanofPDF.com

cover.jpeg
ILD BY

NATALIA DARQUE





2/OEBPS/Images/image-4ZVOIMBS.jpg
@UCKOLDED BY

TREBE EI‘](LIONAIRE 2

NATALIA
DARQUE





1/OEBPS/Images/image-98VUHDAW.jpg
ILD BY

NATALIA DARQUE





2/OEBPS/Images/image-Z5OWF7IO.jpg
NATALIA |
DARQUE





3/OEBPS/Images/image-E9TDCOPQ.jpg
NATALIA
DARQUE





1/OEBPS/Images/image-BRXCNS67.jpg
]L]ID) BY
15118 0

NATALIA DARQUE





3/OEBPS/Images/image-SRQ5HIZT.jpg
NATALIA
DARQUE





