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		Chapter One

		 

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

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

		Me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		 

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

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

		That wasn’t a good sign.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“Have fun?” I asked hopefully.

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

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

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

		“Well, it’s time,” she told me.

		“What do you mean?”

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

		“Stavros?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“No,” she answered. “I didn’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“I’m not sure,” she said.

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

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

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

		 

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“But he didn’t hurt you?” I asked.

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

		My heart sank again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“You’re kidding, right?”

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

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

		Then she rolled over and almost instantly fell asleep.

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

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

		 

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

		She took it, and first opened the attached card.

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

		“What does it say?”

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

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

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

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

		“Zip me up, please,” she commanded.

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

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

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

		Stavros stood as we entered.

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

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

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

		After we sat, Stavros looked at me directly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		Stavros turned back to look at his goon.

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

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

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

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

		I saw the sly smile on her face.

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

		 

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

		“My treat of course,” he added.

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

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

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

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

		“Welcome to the Presidential Suite,” Stavros announced.

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

		“Must be rough,” I quipped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“What’s that?” I asked suspiciously.

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

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

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

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

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

		“Ivan!”

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

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

		“And if he does,” he paused.

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

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

		 

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“I begged her forgiveness.”

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

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

		I had a sick feeling where this was going.

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

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

		“What proposition?”

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

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

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

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

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

		“Ivan!” Stavros yelled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		Bella gasped and threw her head back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“You want more?” He asked.

		“Oh God Yes!”

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

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

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

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

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

		“Hell Yes! Give it to me!”

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

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

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

		“Shit!” he cried out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		 

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

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

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

		It was Bella. In the shower with Stavros.

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“Zip me up, please.”

		I complied.

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

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

		“Maybe.” Bella was clearly enjoying the moment.

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

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

		“As always!” She added.

		“Bella, darling,” he stopped her.

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

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

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

		I was stunned when she handed it to him.

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

		Stavros extended his hand to Bella.

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

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

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

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

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

		 

		The End

		 

		


		Special Sneak Preview of

		Cuckolded by the Billionaire 2:

		Taken to Paradise

		( Coming Soon)

		By Natalia Darque

		 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“Hello Michael,” she said pleasantly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		My worst fears were realized.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		 

		End of Excerpt

		 

		


		Excerpt from

		Forced to Watch: Cuckolded by my Boss

		By Natalia Darque

		 

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“What?” She asked, in stunned disbelief.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“Oh?”

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

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

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

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

		Lexi continued to just stare at me in surprise.

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

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

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

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

		“He said that?” Lexi asked in surprise.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		We ate silently for a few minutes.

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

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

		I looked at her. She was grinning mischievously.

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

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

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

		I continued to eat slowly, just watching Lexi intently.

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

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

		Lexi gave me a devilish grin.

		“I’ll keep that in mind.”

		 

		End of Excerpt
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