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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.
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		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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