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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.
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		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
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		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
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