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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    "What is he?" my wife asked. "A servant? A butler? Do yachts have butlers? I feel like if anyplace should have butlers, yachts should have butlers." 
 
    I stared where she stared. The man was tall and skinny, black pants and white shirt and coat with tails. He held a tray low so others, like Harley and me, could pluck a champagne flute. We already had ours. 
 
    "Steward, maybe?" I said.  
 
    "Steward," Harley repeated. "Probably correct but not a pleasant word, Jay. It just flops out of the mouth: steward. So functional. Blech." 
 
    We floated on the sun drenched Adriatic Sea, about to drop anchor off the coast of Croatia, a stone's throw from the island of Cres. My boss, Gordon Luna, stood triumphantly at the bow. He was celebrating the acquisition of a large pharmaceutical company to his portfolio of businesses and had treated all his home office employees to a surprise vacation. Last time he did this, inviting us all to a massive tent at Burning Man, a few employees declined and found themselves unemployed and blacklisted. Everyone was here this time.  
 
    "Mali Bok," Gordon said with a grand, sweeping wave of his hand. 
 
    He slapped a chrome lever and the anchor plunged into the sea.  
 
    Why he so loved this hidden, pea-sand beach was plain. One narrow trail meandered along the steep and dangerous island cliffs, allowing only the brave and athletic to reach the beach. There was a smattering of people sunbathing and all were sexy, and, in European style, wearing the smallest swimsuits allowed by law.  
 
    The isolated beach had high granite bluffs on each side and clear turquoise waters. Sea birds soared and dolphins jumped. Bright colorful coral and fishes abounded. Paradise, if you overlooked Gordon's open robe flapping in the breeze. He's smart, wealthy, and hung, and loves to flaunt all three. We all put up with his inappropriate and eccentric behaviors in this age of political correctness because he pays well, and by pays well I mean really well. Many times I've waved goodbye to my outraged sense of pride as he's handed me a nice fat bonus.  
 
    He's lost multiple lawsuits and paid large out-of-court settlements, and he's getting worse in his behaviors instead of better, but he calls it the cost of being his true self. When you're swimming in an ocean of cash, fines are just a fee you pay to do what you want. He knows his behavior is wildly improper, but he just does not care. If you are offended, there's the door. You are free to leave. 
 
    Few of us do. He buys our souls with cash. Someday I'll have had enough and storm out indignant, kicking myself for tolerating his shit for so long, but not today. Today, Harley and I soaked up Mediterranean sunlight atop a super yacht, sipped expensive champagne, and watched my boss's big cock flap in the breeze. 
 
    "Teo!" Gordon shouted to Teo Graham, my friend and colleague. "You and Wendy get up here! You've got to see this view!" 
 
    Teo rose from his towel slowly, reluctant for Gordon's attention. Wendy rose much too fast, large breasts wobbling beneath her loose bikini top. She found Gordon's attention exciting. The man was mercurial, spontaneous, and capricious, all traits Wendy found exhilarating. Her strong legs carried her quickly to Gordon's side. She brushed her short red hair from her face and stole a glance at the man's naked cock before raising her eyes to see the fantastic view. She smiled broadly, sliding under Gordon's arm.  
 
    Teo shuffled his feet, arriving moments later.  
 
    Teo wore his robe open like Gordon because Gordon had requested it. He'd declared they were pals. We knew the real reason was to place Teo's smaller dick next to Gordon's large one, contrasting the difference publicly. Gordon slipped an arm around Teo's shoulders and pulled them close for a hug. 
 
    "I love this place!" Gordon announced. 
 
    Lately, Gordon had focused his attention on Teo and Wendy, and that has allowed the rest of us to relax a bit. Gordon always spotlights one couple and they become his best friends for a time, until he tires of them and moves to the next couple. 
 
    "Do you think Gordon has fucked Wendy?" Harley murmured, studying the three standing at the bow. "They are so comfortable with touching." 
 
    I examined the group. Personal space between them had dwindled to nothing but some barriers remained, especially from Teo. He seemed stiff and tense, like he bristled at Gordon's arm around him.  
 
    "Not yet," I said. "But they seem to be headed that way. They are closer than a few days ago. Something changed." 
 
    The three talked, Gordon pointing out various points of interest around the island. Wendy asked a lot of questions. Harley and I watched and took notes. 
 
    "Wendy seems happy with the change," Harley said, after a minute. 
 
    She did indeed. Wendy smiled and laughed easily compared to Teo's sullen face. Wendy stayed close to Gordon, remaining under the protection of his arm as they left the bow to board a longboat. Gordon maintained physical contact with Wendy always, whether an arm around her shoulder or just holding her hand. Wendy did nothing to avoid his touch. Teo looked distressed.  
 
    "Disturbing," Harley said. "Gordon constantly pushes the envelope. He intentionally violates boundaries because he can always buy his way out. How much money do you think Gordon would give Teo to fuck Wendy?" 
 
    "I got three grand after he insulted me at the Christmas party," I said. "I'm sure Teo would get a lot more than that." 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up. She looked from me to Gordon back to me. 
 
    "You know," she said. "Gordon's not a bad-looking guy." 
 
    "Shut the fuck up," I replied. "Smart ass." 
 
    We both laughed. Gordon and Teo tied their robes and stepped into the long boat, then turned to help Wendy down. It seemed obvious Gordon and Wendy were perfectly comfortable with whatever had happened, but Teo looked a bit put-out. I suppose being forced to walk around and display your small penis to your coworkers might spoil your mood though.  
 
    "They are headed for the beach," Harley said. "Should we join them? I think I'd like to feel solid earth under my feet. Five days of rolling deck is a lot." 
 
    We grabbed our towels and joined the others headed for the longboat. 
 
    "Blowjob," Harley murmured, keeping her eyes on Wendy. "I bet she sucked Gordon's dick, and I bet Teo saw her do it. That explains their changes." 
 
    I studied our subjects again. 
 
    "I think you're right," I said.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    "Everybody get naked," Gordon insisted. "We're all adults." 
 
    "This isn't a nude beach," Teo complained. "We'll get in trouble." 
 
    We ignored Teo. Poor guy. Gordon said get naked so that's what was going to happen. We dropped towels and blankets on the pebbly sand and took positions facing the aquamarine water. The view was fantastic. Teo spread a blanket for himself and Wendy but Gordon joined them, landing between the married couple, long cock flopping as he tossed his robe aside. Teo glanced around nervously, no doubt wondering what his coworkers thought of him and all the transgressions he allowed. I wondered if he was in debt and needed this job more than the rest of us.  
 
    Harley and I sat several feet behind them and to the side. We still wore our swimsuits but that was about to change, I saw it on the faces around me. I'm always uncomfortable with my colleagues seeing Harley naked but I knew from experience that feeling would quickly pass. I'd swallowed my pride so many times over the years with this company it went down easy now. I took comfort knowing Teo had it worse. He was our lightning rod, drawing Gordon's attention.  
 
    I untied my shorts, took a deep breath, and slid them down. I have a nice dick, slightly bigger than average, so my embarrassment was minimal. Harley plucked a string at her neck and dropped her top. Her tits are big, like cantaloupe big, and hang a bit, which bothers her, but men love them so she reassures herself with that. I knew if we refused we'd draw Gordon's ire and we'd avoided that so far. With luck, we might go the whole trip and never speak to him. I'd been with the company for years and Gordon had never turned his attention on us. Harley plucked another string and her bottoms hit the towel. I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    "You shaved," I said. 
 
    "No," she replied. "I waxed. See? No red bumps." 
 
    She lifted the skin of her mons with a palm, showing me her smooth, bald labia. 
 
    "I knew this trip would involve lots of time spent in swimsuits and I wanted no pubic hair disasters. I did not plan on nude beaches but now I'm glad I took care of it."  
 
    "Show me again," I said, casually. 
 
    She fell for it, pulling her pussy up for my examination. Then she realized my true motives. 
 
    "You're a naughty man, Jay," she said, spying my wicked gaze. 
 
    "You're a walking dessert," I said. "That dish looks delicious." 
 
    She smirked and then lifted her labia another quarter inch, fingers spreading, showing me her inner pink.  
 
    "You should have a taste," she said. 
 
    Blood flowed to my dick. The shaft stretched towards the sand. She giggled. 
 
    "You should see your face," she teased. 
 
    "Please don't make me hard in public," I said. "I work with these people." 
 
    "Then look away, bad boy." 
 
    She pretended to slap me in slow motion and I pretended to get slapped in slow motion. My head turned and my gaze landed on Gordon sitting between Wendy and Teo. All three were naked now, basking and chatting, but the warm sun had added some size to my boss. His cock rested on the blanket like a snake. Poor Wendy couldn't stop herself from looking and Gordon loved that. They may not have fucked, yet, but they sure were headed that way, and fast. Poor Teo looked anguished. 
 
    "Gordon has the biggest nut sack of any man I've ever seen," Harley said.  
 
    I followed her stare to Gordon's scrotum before I could stop myself. He spoke with Wendy now, leaning on an elbow and twisting his body towards her. Harley was right. That skin pouch was like a softball, a grapefruit. The testicles were like twin hardboiled eggs through the thin skin.  
 
    "Kind of gross," Harley stated. "But also kind of sexy in a hyper-masculine way. Baby Caligula needs to trim some body hair, though." 
 
    His cock was a truncheon pointed at the blanket, weighed down by the heavy helmet head. I don't know why I took so much time to look at his dick when naked Wendy was right there, and she's a babe, but I did. With internet porn, my wife, and Netflix, I see boobs all the time. A dick hanging in front of you, especially when it's attached to your boss, is a bit of a unicorn and demands attention. 
 
    "You're staring," Harley teased. 
 
    "It's just hanging there," I insisted. 
 
    "I know, right? It's like: Hello, I am dick. What's your name? I'm staring at it too. So is Wendy. So is Teo. That thing should have its own zip code." 
 
    I forced myself to look away. My eyes landed on Harley's bald pussy. I looked away from that too, studying the pebbled sand. I heard a speed boat and looked up, watching a police vessel pull up to the beach. Several cops got out, shouting and waving for us to put clothes on again. Gordon stood and, unashamedly naked, approached the cops with dick swinging. The nerve of the man astounds me.  
 
    A Croatian conversation followed, Gordon tapping into one of the seven languages he speaks, complete with raised voices and wild gesticulations, everyone speaking as much with their hands as their mouths. One of the Croatian cops smacked Gordon's naked dick to make a point and everybody laughed, breaking the tension. Gordon laughed too but then turned serious, lowering his voice.  
 
    Soon he had the cops nodding in agreement. One cop withdrew a cell phone and entered something Gordon said. They waited a minute and then the same cop checked his phone. Now everyone smiled. Handshakes all around ended the encounter. The cops returned to their speed boat and shoved off, cheerful, waving goodbye. 
 
    "Unreal," Harley said. "He talked them out of arresting him. No, more than that, he talked them out of us putting clothes on. Look around. He single-handedly created a nude beach out of thin air." 
 
    A few women on the beach had watched the exchange and realized what happened. Several removed bikini tops to sunbathe topless. 
 
    "Wow," I said.  
 
    "I wonder what he said? What a salesman." 
 
    "I'm sure he bribed them," I said. "He trots the globe. Everyone knows who he is, everyone knows his name." 
 
    Gordon waved at a few fellow tourists and returned to Teo's blanket. He dropped between them again, plucking a bottle of sunscreen from Wendy's bag and tossing it to Teo. Gordon settled in, lacing fingers behind his head and instructing Teo to spread some lotion. He closed his eyes, smug. Wendy scooted closer and offered both palms. Teo hesitated then squeezed the bottle, adding dollops to his wife's open hands. He took some goop too.  
 
    Gordon began speaking, Teo and Wendy began applying the lotion. Apparently, Gordon gave directions about who should do what because when Wendy reached for the man's hefty cock, Gordon said something to steer her away, directing Teo to coat the hefty sausage member.  
 
    This was pure domination and control. Gordon told Wendy to take care of legs and chest. Teo gently cupped Gordon's big balls and tenderly stroked the shaft, spreading a thin and even film of the clear lotion. Harley and I watched in awe. We were embarrassed for Teo but transfixed on his predicament.  
 
    "That could be you," Harley said. "We've been lucky." 
 
    Once every inch of Gordon's body was protected from the sun, Wendy and Teo took turns on each other while Gordon did nothing. I thought he might use the excuse to get some feels on Wendy but Gordon was too cool for that. He didn't need an excuse. If he decided to put his hands on Wendy, he'd do it boldly. 
 
    Everyone from our office watched poor Teo. I felt bad for the guy but grateful it was him and not me. I don't know what I'd do if Gordon ever turned that kind of attention toward me and Harley. Quit? Probably. But, good lord, the man paid well. I'd hate to lose the money I had pouring in. Harley would cry. We were having a blast spending my salary and traveling the world several times a year at Gordon's treat.  
 
    "What if it was?" I asked, turning my attention to my wife. 
 
    Harley knew exactly what I meant. 
 
    "That's a difficult question," she said. "I hate admitting money matters that much but I think it does. Are we shallow? Are we sellouts? Would we trade our dignity and self-respect for money? I want to say no, of course not, never." 
 
    I nodded in agreement. 
 
    "But how much would it suck to give all this up?" she continued. "We're sailing the Adriatic on a superyacht for Christ's sake. In the last five years we've been to Paris, Milan, Cairo, Rio, and many, many more. We've partied with movie stars and rock stars and senators. We've attended Carnival, enjoyed fashion shows around the world. We both drive Bentleys and I don't even have a job. We are going everywhere and doing everything. Would rubbing sunscreen on some dude's dick truly be all that bad?" 
 
    I assumed her question was rhetorical so I said nothing. 
 
    "I'll do it if you don't want to," she said. "He's got a nice dick." 
 
    I laughed and then we laughed together. We checked on Teo and Wendy again. Gordon now sat upright, arms extended behind him, legs straight ahead, dick resting comfortably on the blanket between them. Wendy moved to lay her head on Gordon thigh, inches from his slumbering python. Gordon softly stroked her hair. Teo must be dying. Gordon and Wendy talked casually, both diligently ignoring her proximity to his soft cock. Locks of red hair dangled, tickling the shaft.  
 
    "I bet if Gordon told Teo to suck it," Harley said. "Teo would." 
 
    "Yeah," I agreed. "He wouldn't like it but he'd do it." 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The women looked fabulous. We'd sailed from Mali Bok to arrive at Pula this morning. Gordon would receive an award for a huge donation he made to the city orphanage, but I knew he'd only done it to procure coal mining rights on the Slovenian border. I'd worked on that deal with a handful of others. Gordon would make a fortune. Profit comes easier when there are no environmental or worker regulations. 
 
    The awards ceremony was at the Temple of Augustus and the event had the men in tuxedos and the women in formal gowns. Gordon had personally approved each dress, rejecting anything he considered too prudish, and the ladies from our group showed plenty of cleavage and leg. Harley looked as hot as fire, wrapped in a clingy white number that displayed every curve. She'd skipped a bra and panties because the fabric was too tight and too thin. The slit up her leg rose to a hipbone. If she planted a foot and turned her torso, she'd flash bald pussy. She's tested the dress in the mirror back in our cabin to learn what not to do. 
 
    "I'd like to avoid showing the mayor my pussy," she'd said. 
 
    Wendy and Teo had the night off from Gordon's spotlight. After dinner, Gordon had turned his attention to Howard and Monique, the newlyweds, fresh out of college and in way over their heads. Monique was olive skinned and green eyed, with round tits and ass, and should have been a model instead of an administrative assistant for Gordon, but when he offered her the job, she jumped at it. She worked with her husband and made great money. Now she wore a slinky silk backless number that put her long legs and cleavage on display because Gordon had hand-picked it for her. She was stiff and uncomfortable showing so much skin in front of strangers but she was stunning. Back in the States she'd be too young to drink but at this event she walked around with a tall glass of champagne. She loved the attention her dress brought even as it made her squirm.  
 
    "You want her?" Harley asked, sliding up to my elbow and following my gaze. 
 
    "No, darling," I replied, smoothly. "I'm a one-woman man." 
 
    "Bullshit, but thanks. I know you do. Every man here does. Hell, I want to fuck her and I don't even have a dick. That girl is pure honey. Look at that hot young body. Oh, wait, I don't need to tell you to do that, you already are." 
 
    "Was I staring?" I asked. 
 
    "Like a wolf. Howard doesn't know if he should feel pride or worry." 
 
    "Worry. She's got herself on Gordon's radar." 
 
    "Poor girl. Aren't she and Howard high school sweethearts? I doubt she's been with another man. Gordon would ruin her." 
 
    I ran my eyes over Monique's hard young body, picturing Gordon using that big cock of his to fuck her senseless. I imagined Gordon making her suck his fat cock. I glanced sideways at Harley and saw she had the same look in her eye. 
 
    "Are you fantasizing about Gordon fucking her?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes," she rasped. 
 
    "Me too. Jesus, when did we turn so dark and dirty minded? They're newlyweds. We should be protecting them from him." 
 
    "Not my job," she chuckled. "Let's mingle." 
 
    We hooked arms and entered the crowd, sailing from one gathering of colleagues to the next. We introduced ourselves to dignitaries and captains of industry, politicians and scholars. As we floated around the vast stone hall, we kept one eye on Gordon and Monique. He'd taken her as his date, Howard trailing one step behind. Gordon showed her off, dangling her like a prize. Monique was shy and hesitant at first but warmed to her new role, thrilled by the attention from so many rich and powerful men. She even flirting a bit with some.  
 
    Eventually we all took our seats and the program began. Gordon went last, accepted his award with much fanfare and cheering. He tried to act humbled. Bradley, Gordon's personal gopher and boy Friday, approached us late in the evening. 
 
    "After party will be at Castle Kaštel," he murmured. "Select couples. Invitation only. Tell no one. Bring only yourselves." 
 
    I nodded. We wandered the award ceremony a while longer and then, as I saw the crowd start to thin, took a side exit to search for the castle. We stepped outside and glanced around to get our bearings. 
 
    "It that it?" Harley asked, pointing. 
 
    A massive stone structure sat on the hill behind us, a single minaret reaching for the night sky.  
 
    "Yup." 
 
    We held hands and circled around. The place was a maze of high walls and tunnels but eventually we emerged into a courtyard filled with people from the ceremony meandering about, talking, drinking, laughing. I saw an acquaintance from my office, Tony, and we aimed for him, chatting about the trip so far until Gordon, Monique, and Howard sauntered by. 
 
    "Sucks to be Howard," Tony said, after they'd passed.  
 
    "Delightful to be Monique," Harley chimed in. 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    "Seriously," Harley continued. "When a man like Gordon notices you and pays you attention, it feels amazing. I had a crush on Lenny Kravitz and he singled me out at his concert and invited me on stage. I thought I'd died and gone to Heaven. He brought me backstage and let me hang out and then kissed me good night when it was time to leave. Totally changed my life." 
 
    I already knew the Kravitz story but it was fun to watch Tony's face. 
 
    "Trust me," Harley said. "Monique is loving this." 
 
    We all turned to watch. Gordon was drawn into a conversation with some men and Monique was right there at his side. Gordon slipped an affectionate arm around her shoulders. Howard scowled. The weight of Gordon's arm around her neck made the straps of her dress bow out and the fabric lifted away, exposing a full breast and nipple. She was unaware. I looked at Harley. She was staring. After a long moment, she turned to me, grinning. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck that girl," my wife said. "She's gorgeous." 
 
    Harley has never said anything like that but I wasn't about to talk her out of her feelings. I just wanted to be there when it happened. 
 
    "If you do," I said, seriously. "I get to watch." 
 
    She stuck a hand out. 
 
    "Deal." 
 
    I shook. Tony looked at her and then me and then her again. 
 
    "You guys are crazy," he said. 
 
    The next hour was the Howard In Hell Show. Gordon kept a tight grip on Monique, parading her around, showing her off. She ate it up, unaware it all came with a price tag. Howard stayed close, trying to catch some of her shine. 
 
    Finally, the night wore down and we headed back to the yacht. On the longboat ride out, Gordon invited a few of us to his cabin for a drink. Harley and I looked at each other. It was late, almost three, but no way would we miss it. Also, Gordon's cabin had a hot tub and with any luck, we'd use it. My feet hurt from the tuxedo shoes.  
 
    Gordon held the door open and waved our small group inside. 
 
    "Everybody get naked," he announced, as he so often does. "Let's float." 
 
    Harley was expecting it and slipped her straps off her shoulders at once. Her dress hit the floor but her eyes went to Monique. The rest of us hesitated just enough to display some false modesty. We'd done this a hundred times. I noticed Teo and Wendy were part of our small gathering so Gordon had stacked the deck in his favor, in case things went sideways with Monique. Clothing hit the floor all around us. I scanned the other guys because that's what men do and was pleased to see I ranked well in the size department. Poor Howard. Of course, all of us paled compared to Gordon. 
 
    My boss started the jets in the tub and then shed his tux, fuzzy body exposed and long tube of man-meat swinging. Monique gawked. I guessed Howard had kept her away from Gordon in the short time she'd been with the company so she had no idea what a nut he was. Even on the yacht with his booming voice and wide open robe Howard had kept her mostly below deck and out of sight.  
 
    She was utterly unprepared for the hurricane named Gordon.  
 
    Monique undressed too, unsure of herself but unwilling to be the only clothed person in the room. Like Harley, my eyes ate the girl alive. 
 
    The tub seated eight but there were ten of us. 
 
    "Wendy on Teo's lap," Gordon said. "Monique on mine." 
 
    Howard thought about protesting for at least three full seconds. Monique looked to her husband for what to do. Howard said nothing as we all climbed in, sexy Monique settling into place, sidesaddle, across Gordon's upper thighs. Harley and I shared a knowing stare: Gordon's cock was directly beneath the girl's young juicy cunt. If her butt sat low enough, her sweet cunt might actually touch him.  
 
    My dick started to rise under the steaming water. Howard was sullen. Monique squirmed a bit, adjusting to her wildly inappropriate seat. Her nipples were right at the waterline and her nipples hardened in response to the hot water and cool air. 
 
     Gordon started talking about the big plans he had for the company but it was just background noise. All my attention was on that hot young thing on his lap. I checked on Harley and discovered my wife wore a strange expression. Fully ten seconds passed before I realized she carefully and discreetly masturbated underwater. That was the last straw. I was receiving stimulation from too many sources.  
 
    My dick turned to stone beneath the tiny waves. 
 
    Monique's expression slowly changed. First she was anxious, then relaxed as she accepted the strangeness of sitting on Gordon's lap, then confused, feeling something moving from below.  
 
    Then she showed concern. 
 
    Then she expressed worry. 
 
    Then she became alarmed.  
 
    She turned to husband Howard, eyes pleading, wanting to avoid a scene, trying to play along, trying to be a good sport. Gordon was cock-teasing her under the surface. 
 
    Then she softly gasped.  
 
    She'd terribly miscalculated. Her eyelids drooped briefly and the air left her lungs in a long exhale.  
 
    Then her jaw turned slack, her shoulders sagged, and her eyes closed. 
 
    Gordon was guiding his hard cock into her pussy. I knew it. I knew it. Howard was too busy feeling sorry for himself, staring at the churning waters, so he missed the signs. Gordon sank deep. I saw it on her face. Monique was filled with cock and Howard had no idea. 
 
    Harley knew and I knew. Others around the tub must know too. Judging by her expression, my wife was about to jump out of the tub and drag me back to our cabin to put my erection to use. I hoped she would and I hoped she wouldn't. I wanted to fuck but also I was dying to see what would happen next. Monique balanced herself with a hand on Howard's shoulder, touching her man while another was inside her. Monique opened her mouth to speak, to squeak something to her husband, to confess, or beg for help. She said nothing. Her shoulders rose almost imperceptibly and then settled again as Gordon guided her up and then down. My boss impressed me with his ability to maintain the boring business façade while fucking a married employee within reach of her husband.  
 
    Harley brought a hand from beneath the surface and slipped a finger into my mouth. There was no denying the wet pussy flavor. She finger-banged herself underwater, covertly masturbating as women can. I was desperate to jack off as I watched but my entire arm would move. Everyone would know. I sucked my wife's finger clean. Her eyes told me how badly she wanted sex.  
 
    Teo made a comment about Gordon's business plans and I swung my attention that way. Wendy sat on his lap but he wasn't fucking her like Gordon fucked Monique. The good husband never considered the thought. No matter. Wendy had her attention fully on the hot young thing across the tub from her. She'd figured out what was going on even if her husband hadn't and sat transfixed, imagining Gordon's big cock and what Monique must be experiencing.  
 
    That gave me the answer to the question Harley and I had so recently asked: no, Gordon had not yet fucked Wendy. A glint of envy in her eyes made me think she regretted that fact. That mystery was solved. Looking at her now I suspected she'd soon maneuver Gordon between her legs, with or without her husband's knowledge.  
 
    I returned my attention to Gordon and Monique. My boss seemed to draw extra pleasure from his secret act. He was thrilled flying under Howard's radar. I would have thought rubbing it in the husband's face would be more exciting but maybe this time that wasn't his thing, not when he can laugh at the man behind his back. He'd keep it secret and enjoy the pleasure of clandestine meetings with the man's wife.  
 
    Monique's brown nipples were eraser tips. Gordon was buried so deep he'd given her goose bumps down her arms and all over her tits. Her forehead knotted and I suspected she clenched her pussy around that thick shaft like a vise, clamping him the way Harley clamps her pussy around me when she's ready to orgasm.  
 
    Was Monique going to climax? That seemed unlikely. She was around a group of people she barely knew and her husband sat only a few feet away. Women need an intimate setting before they can orgasm. There was no way would she get there under these conditions, was there?   
 
    I had my answer a heartbeat later. The sweet young girl rolled her full lips over her teeth and furrowed her brow. She was struggling, struggling to sit still and take what was being done to her and struggling to remain silent while doing so. She mostly succeeded at both, leaving her sulking husband unaware but releasing a faint whimper that tugged at my heart. Her cheeks flushed, a rosy hue beneath her olive skin, and then spread down her neck to fan across her tits. She squeezed Howard's shoulder but he assumed for the wrong reasons. She wasn't trying to reassure him; she was trying to remain seated on the big cock stuffing her cunt. Howard patted her hand and continued looking down, dejected, utterly ignorant that Monique was cumming on Gordon.  
 
    His ignorance made my dick surge harder. All of this going on right in front of him but somehow still behind his back made it feel like we were all in on it, like we were all getting away with something. He looked so stupid sitting there, unaware, feeling sorry for himself because his boss was flirting with his wife, oblivious to the fact things had escalated and now his boss was inside his wife. He deserved to have his wife taken from him for being so unaware. 
 
    None of that was fair, but that's what I felt, and it made me wildly horny. I couldn't wait to get Harley back to our cabin.  
 
    Monique slowly regained her composure, glancing around to see who had noticed her orgasm. We all played it cool. Harley gave her the sweetest smile, letting Monique know she knew but that everything was okay, we didn't judge.  
 
    I wondered if they were finished. If they stopped now they'd get away with it. If he shot her full of semen their infidelity might be discovered hours from now.  
 
    Gordon tried to ease Monique to the side but she refused to go, rebalancing herself and keeping Gordon buried deep. Innocent little Monique subtly worked her hips, milking Gordon beneath the surface, sliding her pussy up and down his hard dick. They pretended to merely sit and talk with us but several knew the truth. Minutes later Gordon turned away as if to cough, pleasure dancing across his face. Monique had coaxed the man's load into herself. I was ready to burst. My balls ached. That illicit exchange was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen.  
 
    At last the conversation began to die. We were all exhausted after a long and draining day. Gordon announced it was time for bed and Monique rose slowly, like she was extricating a pillar of male meat from her guts, and then leaned on Howard, giving her husband a sweet little kiss. Gordon looked the other way, rising from the hot water, long limp cock dragging between his legs. Harley and I grabbed towels and dried off, my wife leaning close. 
 
    "You better fuck the shit out of me," she whispered. "Like the minute we get to our cabin. Have you ever seen anything as hot as that?" 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    "No," I admitted, keeping my voice low. "I'm already half hard." 
 
    My dick was plump and spongy, refusing to deflate. The same affliction struck every man there except Howard. Even Teo, who had almost shared a similar fate, sported a semi. I used the towel more than I needed, rubbing my dick in front of the group while pretending to dry. Nobody cared. They were all doing similar things with their partners. Gordon's seduction game had flipped the switch for us all.  
 
    We dressed, and then the group parted ways fast, everyone eager to get back to their cabins and fuck until dawn. Monique took Howard's hand and led him from the room. He'd get a blowjob but I was sure Monique would keep him away from her pussy.  
 
    Gordon looked smug as shit.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    "Howard was right there," I said. "How can a husband be so unaware of his wife? I'm sure he thought he could trust her but she was naked on another man's lap. I'd watch you like a hawk in that situation." 
 
    "I think his mind worked against him," Harley said, yanking the sheets away from my erection and wrapping her fingers. "Denial is powerful. Subconsciously Howard wanted to avoid his unpleasant reality. He felt powerless. Rather than face the ugly truth, Howard turned inward." 
 
    "I guess you're right," I said. "It sure made the moment sexier though and I don't fully understand why. I've never been so turned on " 
 
    "How did she stay so composed? That's what I want to know. There's a big difference between when you put your finger in me and when you put your dick. You saw Howard's penis. He's got nothing special. Gordon is thick. How did Monique stay so quiet and poised?" 
 
    "Did you just compare my dick to Gordon's?" 
 
    "No," Harley laughed. "I compared your dick to a finger."  
 
    She laughed again, playfully.  
 
    "You know I love your dick, Jay, but come on: the man has a cannon. It was intense. That's why she came so easily. I'm sure he felt incredible." 
 
    We'd returned to our cabin and quickly stripped. I sat on our bed with my back against the wall, Harley lying between my legs. She held me at the root, studying my dick like they were meeting for the first time, comparing me to Gordon.  
 
    Harley kissed the tip of my penis. She can fantasize about Gordon's dick if she wants. I fantasize about Wendy and Monique. My wife pressed her lips down and over the head, spreading to engulf the crown. She usually begins a deep stroke, sliding her lips all the way to my pubic hair, but this time she just held the head in her mouth, caressing all around the ridge with her tongue. I sent blood surging, making the head expand. She moaned softly, sucking gently. I'd expected hard animal sex after what we witnessed yet here we were moving slow and tender. I reached under and cupped her breast. I nudged her hand away from my dick and took over, circling the base and flexing, expanding the head farther. I squeezed, cutting off blood flow and causing the head to flare even bigger. Harley moaned, struggling now with the fat cock filling her mouth. Her lips stretched wide to handle my girth. She groaned deeply, struggling with my larger than usual head and unyielding shaft. I was rock hard. 
 
    "You can fuck Monique," I murmured, adding fuel to the fire. "I don't even need to be there. If you get the chance, take it. Devour that sweet little kitten." 
 
    A moment later, the animal sex I'd expected arrived. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Over the next few days Gordon sailed the yacht up the Adriatic and into Venice. We docked at Tronchetto, just outside the Basilica of Saint Maria. Gordon knew some high-ranking church member that wanted a meeting. We were free to wander the city all day with plans to meet for dinner that night.  
 
    Harley and I went full tourist mode, gawking, snapping pictures and posting to our Instagram, eating and drinking almost constantly. We laughed and had fun. Venice is not such a big place but we saw no sign of the others until much later when we stumbled across Wendy and Teo having an argument. Gordon waited to the side and gave us a little wave. We decided to steer clear of all that.  
 
    We continued our wonderful day but soon Harley said she wanted to shop alone for a while, which usually means she wants to surprise me with a new dress, so we kissed and I took off, exploring the beautiful place on my own. Hours later she sent a text and we met up again. 
 
    We returned to the yacht after sunset to change for dinner. I'd Googled the place and the attire was casual so that’s how we dressed. I wore jeans and a dress shirt untucked and Harley wore a billowy new white dress and sandals.  
 
    The food was delicious and everyone had a great time, even Teo and Wendy who had patched things up. We finished eating and then the group walked down the street to the Beast Club, a hole-in-the-wall place that was trying hard to be a swanky New York nightclub. The music was from the nineties but the house beer was good. We all danced and laughed and drank and felt like Masters of the Universe. 
 
    I noticed Gordon keeping an eye on Harley. 
 
    The night wore on with more dancing and drinking. We sang songs together. Harley slipped away to order more drinks at the bar and Gordon followed, leaning close and chatting her up. I took a big gulp of beer. Dread began nibbling at my toes. Had our number finally come up? I tried to act indifferent but couldn't stop glancing at my wife and Gordon being pals. Harley laughed at all his jokes. 
 
    I tried to keep an eye on them but others dragged me into conversation or insisted I join them dancing. Worse, I'd had a lot of beer. Nature called. I resisted as long as I could but somethings cannot be denied. I hated to leave Harley unguarded but had to. I excused myself, keeping an eye on my wife until a wall intervened. 
 
    On the trip back from the bathroom, I turned a corner and saw Harley perched on Gordon's lap. Her billowy dress was spread across his thighs like the little blanket of fake snow under the Christmas tree, hiding everything underneath.  
 
    I froze mid-step. My heart leapt into my mouth. Gordon's lap, as Monique will attest, is a dangerous place. Panicked, I locked eyes with Harley, searching for any sign to tell me what was happening under her frilly dress. The line at the bathroom had delayed me. I'd been gone a long excruciating time. Was this a repeat of the hot tub? Harley looked stunning tonight. Had we finally caught the predator's eye? We'd avoided it for so long. Was this the moment, at long last, our number was called? 
 
    A heat bomb detonated inside my chest. Was it my turn to see how it felt to have Gordon take your woman? Right in front of me. Right in front of my friends and coworkers. My hands tingled. My feet went cold. Harley looked guilty as fuck, big brown eyes staring back at me, begging forgiveness. But because she sat on his lap or for something more? It would be so like him to secretly fuck her in public.  
 
    Gordon lifted his hips, almost imperceptibly in the darkness, and my wife's entire body sagged for an instant. She caught herself but I'd seen it. Something had reached far up inside her and touched a deep and sensitive place. A wave of pleasure had crippled her before she regained her composure. 
 
    Oooooh nooooo! 
 
    I had my answer! Harley was stuffed with Gordon cock!  
 
    The horrible, terrible, dreadful moment we'd been avoiding had at last arrived. She saw me reach my conclusion and the look in her eyes shifted from guilt to regret. Regret, but she made no move to pull herself off the man. In fact, she looked entrenched, willingly perched right where she wanted to be. Apologetic for any hurt feelings I might have but disinclined to leave her hard cock throne.  
 
    Gordon rested a casual hand on her waist and lifted his hips again, holding her pelvis down while his spear burrowed into her depths. Harley's eyes softened, her lips parted in a gasp, a gasp lost to the loud pulsating music and flashing strobes.  
 
    My boss fucked my wife in front of me. Right in front of us all. 
 
    I sent my eyes around our group, wondering who else was aware of my plight. Most of my colleagues were oblivious: drinking, dancing, and having fun. Teo studied us but Wendy watched the dance floor, unaware for now. Carl, from Acquisitions, sipped his martini and stared. Brandon from accounting stared too. Howard and Monique watched my wife and Gordon intensely, Monique riveted to Harley but Howard always glancing at me, gauging my reaction.  
 
    I am the most outspoken of us. I am the most tenacious fighter at work. If any man from the company was going to explode on Gordon for his lewd, chaotic, and inappropriate behavior, it would be me. Howard watched and waited. 
 
    Harley rocked her hips back and forth a quarter inch. She made no effort to escape because she had no desire to escape. I was suddenly shaken by the possibility this had been her idea. She'd waited for me to leave and then, playful and flirty, maybe even pretending to be drunk, dropped onto his lap.  
 
    There was a way to find out. 
 
    I approached my wife, extended a hand, played dumb, as if she did nothing more than sit innocently on his lap.  
 
    "Give me your purse," I said. 
 
    "Why?" she rasped. 
 
    I held her eyes and waited. If this had been his idea, if he'd grabbed her in passing, then one of them would have needed to reach under her dress and pull her panties aside. If this had been her idea, then my thoughtful and proactive wife would have removed her panties in advance, stuffing them into her purse. 
 
    "Give me your purse," I said again. 
 
    She was too full of mind-numbing cock to follow my reasoning, so she slipped her small purse off a shoulder and handed it over. I took it and at the last instant her mind engaged, realizing what I'd learn. She reached to take it back but missed. I casually opened the handbag and nudged her frilly white panties aside, withdrawing a stick of gum. Heart pounding, I snapped it shut and handed it back. 
 
    So. Her idea. 
 
    Gordon took this moment to force his cock a bit deeper, holding her in place and flexing his hips. Harley's eyes turned vacant as she tumbled inward, feeling that thick spear fill and stretch her. A tap on my shoulder made me turn. 
 
    "Want to dance?" 
 
    Young Monique stood before me, radiant with her flimsy, revealing dress and hot young body. Why she'd come to distract me I did not know. Was this a sisterhood moment? She knew exactly what Harley experienced seated on the man. Was she graciously allowing my wife to continue? Was she a disciple of Gordon, helping to clear the path for whatever woman the man desired? Her face was still pure innocence but her eyes held secrets. The moment for action had arrived. I either shoved Harley off Gordon or accepted Monique's invitation to dance.  
 
    "Yes," I said, my heart jumping around beneath my ribs. "I'd love to." 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me away, turning my head by the chin when I cast a look back. The crowd closed around us. I'd walked away and left my wife impaled on Gordon. I could barely breathe. 
 
    "Forget about them," she purred. "Look at me." 
 
    She stopped amid the swirling people, raising her arms and tilting her hips. Her diaphanous dress was sheer each time a strobe hit it and I saw flashes of the stunning body beneath.  
 
    "Howard has learned to accept it," she said. "You will too." 
 
    "Accept what?" 
 
    She smiled bashfully.  
 
    "Gordon," she said. "Sometimes taking what he wants." 
 
    I tried to look over the tops of heads to see what Harley and Gordon did now. Monique tugged me away, farther onto the dance floor. She pressed her body to mine and I admit she succeeded in distracting me. God she's hot. 
 
    "Put your arms around me," she said, lifting at my wrists. 
 
    I did. Her body was warm and firm and womanly and demanded my attention. I tightened my hold. 
 
    "There are a few of us," she continued, ignoring the pounding beat. "A small, select group of special couples. Now there's you and Harley, too." 
 
    "Is Gordon fucking Harley?" I blurted, needing the truth spelled out for me. 
 
    "Yes," Monique stated. "You saw Harley's face. You know your wife and you know that look. You want to hear it from me? Okay." She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. "Yes, Jay, Gordon is fucking your woman." 
 
    "I need to go stop them," I said. 
 
    "No, that won't work. She'll only circle around and find him again, some other time and place. She might even do something behind your back. Why do you think she did this here and now, in such a public way? She wanted you to know. She needed their indiscretions out in the open. They'd had several close encounters and she hated hiding them from you. This way you know." 
 
    "Close encounters? What the fuck does that mean?" 
 
    Monique smiled again. 
 
    "Gordon loves pulling the wool over husbands' eyes. It's a game. He amuses himself. We wives feel a little differently about that. We love our husbands. Harley has secretly met Gordon a few times but she grew tired of the deception." 
 
    My mouth was dry. She spent a big chunk of the day shopping without me. I flashed back to other times we were apart, back home and on this trip. 
 
    "What happened?" I asked. 
 
    Monique shrugged a little. 
 
    "Some kissing. Some touching. Maybe a little more than that." 
 
    My heart was ready to burst. 
 
    "Harley would never do that to me." 
 
    "No, Jay. She would. She did. Wives are faced with a difficult choice. Gordon is impossible to resist. We all cave, eventually. Even Harley." 
 
    "Let's go back," I said. "I need to talk to her." 
 
    Monique held me tight. 
 
    "Leave them alone," she said. "You aren't ready. You're still too afraid. Give it time and you'll understand. Howard wrestled for days before he finally came around. It's better this way. Let the truth rest in your mind and you'll discover you can accept it. Anger is merely fear. I've learned so much recently. Gordon is wise. This way is better."  
 
    My world was spinning. Gordon was fucking Harley. Right now. He was inside her at that very moment. Why was I out here on the dance floor with Monique? Why wasn't I throwing punches, defending what's mine?  
 
    I studied Monique's exquisite face. When the fuck did she become so worldly? She'd every minute with Gordon these last days. Had he indoctrinated her? Had he radicalized this precious young saint? Or was she never the angel we believed her to be? No, naivety like that cannot be faked. Gordon had opened her eyes and she'd proved a quick study. She'd go far in this company.   
 
    Her eyes held laughter: some mocking, some pure joy. She felt a kinship with Harley, a bond of shared experience. My mind leapt back to what I'd seen. 
 
    Harley was fucking Gordon. 
 
    Bang! The truth hit me hard. I ran what I'd seen through my mind again: the look in her eyes, the rocking of her hips, the panties in her purse. Harley had made this happen. Anger directed at Gordon was wasted. My wife had maneuvered herself onto his hard cock because that's what she wanted. Would I rage at her for feeling that way? 
 
    "Fuck!" I shouted. 
 
    Monique laid a gentle hand against my face. Holy shit she was gorgeous. 
 
    "It all gets easier with repetition," she said. "Howard has made such strides. Yesterday he sucked Gordon's dick to get him hard and wet for fucking me, and then guided him in. I was staggered. Such a loving husband. Once Gordon was inside, Howard ate my pussy and licked Gordon's balls while we fucked. I've never orgasmed so hard. There is a whole new world awaiting you, Jay." 
 
    "I am never sucking Gordon's dick," I stated. 
 
    "Maybe. Howard said the same thing, at first." 
 
    "Never," I insisted. 
 
    She hugged me. The crowd had shifted around us and through a gap I saw Harley still seated on Gordon's lap. His cock was inside her right now, under that goddamn dress.  
 
    His cock was in her bare pussy right now. 
 
    Monique saw where I was looking and cupped the front of my pants, curling her fingers around my dick through the material. Her hand felt fantastic. Blood rushed to the scene. Monique held my dick. 
 
    "It's sexy," she purred, watching with me. "Look at your pretty wife. Look at the desire in her eyes, the flush to her face. Look what Gordon does to her. You should be happy for her pleasure, not angry over a loss that isn't real." 
 
    Fucking shut up.  
 
    She had a point though. I hated that she did, but she had a point. I watched Harley through the sea of people, in the dark, with flashing lights and pounding music. I saw her grind her pussy hard on this man, all hidden from an unsuspecting crowd beneath a fancy dress. Easily the most intense moment of my life. Monique's arm tightened around me. Her hand gripped my dick harder. 
 
    "He's going to cum in her," she rasped, barely loud enough over the music. "You will never understand what that means to a woman." 
 
    Harley rocked her hips faster. She showed signs of climax and Gordon's face was tense. Harley fought for control, fought to maintain her calm exterior. Finally, her head dropped and her hair fell forward. Her legs quaked. Gordon sucked a bushel of air and held it, clenching his jaw, arms trembling. He'd held off until Harley got there but now that she was cumming he released his flood. 
 
    "So beautiful!" Monique hissed. "Look at Harley! So hot!" 
 
    Hot wasn't the word I'd use but it was unbelievably intense. I felt dizzy. Monique gripped my dick like a vise, jerking me with short hard pumps. I was hard but had no idea why. Was it Monique's hand on me or Harley in my eyes? If it was Harley, how could that sight possibly make me hard? A tornado of emotions swirled.  
 
    Monique pressed her body close again. Harley slowly regained her composure, looking around now and wonder how obvious she'd been. The place was wild and few noticed or cared. She slid off his lap and quickly closed her legs, looking dazed. I saw a flash of his large soft cock before he tucked it away. That thing had just deposited hundreds of millions of sperm in my wife.  
 
    I shook my head. Why did I think these fucked up thoughts? Harley checked to make sure no one watched and then fished her panties from her purse. She checked again, and, feeling she was safe, discreetly slipped one foot and then the other in. She shimmied them up her legs and smoothed her dress. I pictured those panties snug around her bald mons, squeezing her labia closed and trapping all that Gordon juice inside. I groaned. 
 
    "Imagine when you get her back to your cabin," Monique said, barely audible. "Your lovemaking will rock the heavens." 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck, Harley!" I shouted. "How could you do that to me?" 
 
    She stood and took it. We'd marched back to our cabin in strained silence but I'd let her have in once we were alone. I yelled and stomped my feet. I slammed doors and punched a wall. She stood calm and composed, which only made me angrier, until I'd vented enough to have a conversation. 
 
    "I didn't do it to you," she said. "I did it for us." 
 
    "Bullshit!" I cried. "You did it for you!" 
 
    She paused, contemplating, unruffled. 
 
    "You're right," she admitted. "I did do it for me. Gordon has been after me for almost a year, sneaking behind your back because that's the buildup before taking me right in front of you. That's his pattern. He did the same to Wendy and Monique and countless others. I just took longer. I resisted and ignored his every attempt, and he tried every time we were around him, which was a lot. I saw how he operated on the other couples and knew what to expect." 
 
    "But you gave in anyway." 
 
    "Yes, I did. I didn't anticipate my growing desire. Wendy was bad but after we watched him seduce Monique right in front of us, I knew I could resist him no longer." 
 
    "Why keep all this secret? You should have told me what was going on." 
 
    "Maybe. But you know how he is. If I didn't play along he'd fire you and we both agree you cannot lose this job. I strung him along, believing I could handle the situation, making him think I was close to caving, the whole time worried if I told you your reaction would doom us." 
 
    "My reaction is marching back out there and knocking Gordon the fuck out." 
 
    She smirked. 
 
    "You see my point," she said. "Calm down. I'm only the latest in a long line of wives. It feels scary because you only just discovered the truth but Gordon is most likely already moving on to the next wife. It's his thing. He does it because he can. If you can get yourself under control, his focus on me will fade and then we cash in. He surprised Teo and Wendy with a new house." 
 
    That stopped me. I'm no more materialistic than the next guy but a new house? Holy shit. 
 
    "Exactly," Harley said, reading my face correctly. "See this for what it is: Gordon doesn't want me, per se, Gordon enjoys taking things that don't belong to him because he can. It's the game he loves. You are reacting as if I'm having a traditional affair and might leave you for him. This is nothing like that." 
 
    She moved closer, taking my hand and stepping close enough I felt the heat coming off her. Her breast grazed my arm.  
 
    "Let's play his game better than him," she said. "Let's milk him for everything we can. It doesn't mean anything and it feels great." 
 
    She pressed her warm soft body to mine. She cupped the front of my pants like Monique had done.  
 
    "To be fair," she murmured, sensing my defenses crumbling. "I'll let you have Monique. Would you like to fuck that sexy young thing?" 
 
    Tempting, but I shoved that thought aside. 
 
    "He gets to fuck you whenever he wishes." 
 
    "Yes. Awkward, but doable. You'll act distraught so he thinks he's stealing something but in truth it will be our plan, not his. He'll tire of me quickly, like he always does, and we'll be positioned to rake in the goodies. Either that or we object and refuse and you get fired five-thousand miles from home." 
 
    Shit. The fucking bastard had me.  
 
    "I won't be acting distraught," I said, accepting my fate. "I will be distraught." 
 
    "Poor baby," she teased, delighted, understanding perfectly well what she got out of this arrangement. "At least you get something too. You are letting me fuck him and I'm letting you fuck Monique. I saw how you two hung out on the dance floor. She's hot." 
 
    I might care about that later but I did not care about that right now. All I cared about now was Gordon inside Harley. The image drove a splintery stake through my heart. My boss would be fucking my wife. Harley drew my zipper down, fishing inside and withdrawing my dick. She sank to a knee, inhaling my flaccid penis. Her hot mouth felt fantastic. I carried a mountain of tension on my shoulders. I got hard fast. I stopped her long enough for us to strip and then pulled her down to the carpeted floor. I had no time to walk to the bedroom. I turned her over and pulled her hips up. Given her behavior tonight, she needed to be fucked from behind like an animal. I spread one ass cheek, seeking her sweet cunt, but discovered a milky mess. Gordon semen seeped from her slit, coating her pussy lips. 
 
    "Do it," she hissed, hot for cock. "Fuck your disobedient wife." 
 
    I placed the tip of my dick in the puddle of sperm, pushing him aside, sinking in like he was melted ice cream. His jizz lubed my dick and I slid the first inch in easily, realizing my penis pushed his seed farther inside her. Harley added her own aroused pussy juice, taking her second cock within the last hour. This arrangement was perfect for her: cars, homes, jewelry, and two hard men using her as often as they wished. I shoved the rest of my dick balls-deep, forcing a groan from her. 
 
    "I bet you end up fucking him more often than you fuck me," I rasped, leaning close to her ear. 
 
    "I bet I do too," she moaned. "I hope so." 
 
    Fucking bitch. She played with my emotions, knowing I'd come around. I grabbed her hips, punishing her cheating hole with pounding hips and slamming cock. She moaned encouragement, urging me to go faster and harder. I did. If she needed this to placate her guilt, she was going to get it. 
 
    "I saw you cum on his cock," I confessed, between grunts. "I watched you." 
 
    "I know," she whimpered. "I knew you were watching." 
 
    Goddamn it. 
 
    I hammered my sweet loving wife from behind, driving her hips into the floor, pounding her pussy until she cried out in climax. I bore down, forcing my load out, blasting heavy ropes of semen inside her well used womb, ejaculating my seed to mix with Gordon's inside my wife. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    We left the yacht moored at Venice and boarded a train for Bern, Switzerland, winding through the Alps. Gordon had gotten the idea from a James Bond movie and announced this was the trip to check that box. Whatever. Harley and I were thrilled by the idea. Talk about romantic. We dressed formally for dinner that first night and took a seat in the dining car, watching the Italian countryside sail by as we ate. Harley wore a simple black ankle-length dress that hung from the shoulders on thin spaghetti straps. She put her hair up and wore dangly silver earrings and strappy black heels.  
 
    She took my breath away. 
 
    Gordon joined our table as dessert arrived. 
 
    My heart sank. His hair was a windblown mess because he'd been atop the observation car, taking in the sights and snapping pictures. Harley tenderly smoothed his hair like a caring lover. He slid into the small booth on her side, joining our conversation, imposing himself because he could. Moments later she gasped and he grinned. His hand under the tablecloth had found something sensitive. We continued chatting but Harley was a wreck. Gordon stroked her each time she tried to speak, or he waited until she was deep into a response and then touched her in a way that made her crash. They chuckled, ha ha great fun, but I seethed.  
 
    Soon he guided her hand over to his lap and I knew she'd freed his big cock. We all continued as if everything was normal but now my wife was jacking his thick dick under the table. Only one other table had diners and as they finished and left, Gordon held the back of Harley's head and guided her face down to his lap. I caught a flash of his waving dick head just above the table line before her open mouth engulfed him. Her head began a slow bob and he returned to his conversation with me.  
 
    Internally, I raged.  
 
    Gordon reached across the table to take my chocolate cake from me, using Harley's fork to eat it. He studied me, savoring my tortured reaction and tormented face. Harley blew him as we casually chatted. The door at the end of the car opened and a well-dressed couple came through. They spied Harley's head bobbing in Gordon's lap and made faces, husband shocked and wife amused. Gordon dropped Harley's napkin over her head and smiled but my wife kept sucking. The couple slowed as they passed, getting a good look at all of us, and then they exited the other end of the dining car. Gordon removed the napkin to improve my view. 
 
    I tried to appear unperturbed but failed. He saw my upset and treasured it.  
 
    He finished the last bite of my dessert and leaned back from the table, the back of her head, rising and falling. His eyes locked to mine for a long moment, he grunted, and then grinned, and then grunted many more times, each a blast of cum into her sucking mouth. Harley moaned appreciatively, thanking him for the load he'd given. 
 
    At last she sat up and tucked his deflating penis away. He used her napkin to dab at the corners of her mouth, wiping away the semen that had spilled. He wished us a good night and slid from the booth, kissed Harley on top of the head and sauntered off, no doubt looking for more discord to sow.  
 
    Harley looked genuinely pleased with herself. She pushed my empty plate away and finished the last bite of her éclair, chewing happily. 
 
    "That was exciting," she said.  
 
    "I'm glad you enjoyed yourself." 
 
    "Don't be sullen. We're in this now. It will be over soon. Better for us both if you just embraced what we need to do. Can you do that?" 
 
    I shrugged.  
 
    "Can you at least try?" 
 
    She had a point, but I hated that she had a point. I contemplated the fact my wife was asking me to be okay with another man having his way with her. What a strange and twisted life this is.  
 
    "Fine," I said. 
 
    She glanced around the dining car. We were alone and, as dinner was over, would most likely remain so. She slid out of her side and joined me on mine, glancing around one last time before opening my zipper and lowering her mouth. She sucked me like she'd just sucked Gordon and I admit, I came fast. Partly because I was worried about getting caught so I rushed it, but mostly because my wife was transforming into a nymph before my eyes and that made her sexier than ever. I hated that it was Gordon, but goddamn, I had to love how much she loved sex now. 
 
    We straightened up and headed for the observation platform, emerging into open air, shivering at the cool wind whistling by. I gave her my sports coat and we enjoyed the moment. She tilted her head back for a kiss and I reacted without thinking, planting my lips on hers. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and there he was: Gordon, inside my wife's mouth. He was mixed with me and traces of éclair, but there was no denying his salty presence. I hesitated but she held me there, a hand on the back of my head, kissing me fiercely with love and passion. I sensed she was trying to convey something, trying to make me see. Her tongue played with mine, hot kisses drenched with lust. 
 
    Then it hit me. 
 
    So far I'd only experienced everything we did by how it affected me, how it made me feel. In that moment, she forced me to imagine what all this was like for her. Two men had just unloaded in her mouth. What I tasted in traces she experienced undiluted. Two men had unloaded in her pussy. She had a lover and a husband. That was her reality. Sex hung in the very air she breathed. Sex oozed from her pores. At any moment Gordon or I could make demands of her and she would eagerly comply. She clearly relished that possibility.  
 
    "I think about sex all the time now," she rasped.  
 
    I did not reply. I understood.  
 
    She kissed me deeply again, tongue swirling.  
 
    "I want you guys to fuck me as much as you can," she whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Bern is stunning. Centuries old architecture with steeples and domes, brick streets and narrows roads, open plazas and quaint shops: Harley and I fell in love with the place in a day. We were here for another business meeting, this time with the wealthy Lebanese Arab Dahaa Hariri, one of the richest men in the Middle East. Gordon had invited us, Teo and Wendy, and Monique and Howard, perhaps desiring those he knew he could best control.  
 
    Our gathering was at the Credit Suisse building in the Altstadt area of Bern. I thought Dahaa might show up wearing the traditional egal and shemagh, but no, he wore a dark blue ten-thousand dollar Armani suit instead.  
 
    Gordon made introductions, naming Howard, Teo, and me as his associates and Monique, Wendy, and Harley as our wives. We sat around a massive oak table on the top floor, sipping tea and chatting. After a while Gordon led Dahaa away to the window as the rest of us sat and waited. They spoke at length but eventually returned. 
 
    "Dahaa has graciously invited us to his villa outside the city," Gordon said. "A limousine waits downstairs to take all of you." 
 
    "What about you?" I asked. 
 
    "I will ride with him in his helicopter on the roof. See you soon." 
 
    Gordon gestured towards the exit. We rode the elevator down and entered the car, most of us unimpressed but Monique big-eyed and grinning. Once inside she played with the buttons, the television, and the bar.  
 
    "First time?" Harley asked. 
 
    "Yeah," Monique gushed. "So cool!" 
 
    We all looked at each other, amused. 
 
    Dahaa's villa was a Swiss palace. Nestled in the Alps foothills, near the French border, the castle was straight out of a Disney movie, all the way down to the streaming banners flying from the minarets. A man dressed in traditional Arab robes and scarf greeted us and ushered us into the castle. We all had necks of rubber. Sculptures and paintings abounded, opulent furnishings filled every room. The man led us to a large hall filled with divans and high-backed chairs and told us to get comfortable. Harley and I chose a two-person settee with carved wood back and arms. The man left and moments later Dahaa and Gordon entered, deep in conversation about how to divide the world or something. Dahaa now wore the traditional Arab thobe: black knotted head rope resting on a white scarf, and long white robes. They took two chairs at the head of our little group and finished their conversation. They turned to us. 
 
    "Harley," Gordon said. "Mister Hariri would like you to be the first." 
 
    For a frozen moment, nobody moved, nobody even changed expression. Then Dahaa lifted the front of his robe to reveal he wore nothing underneath, his uncircumcised penis lying on a bed of dense pubic hair and fat testicles. 
 
    My blood turned to ice water. Gordon was loaning her out to other men? 
 
    Dahaa folded the long robe so his lap was exposed. He planted his sandaled feet far apart to give Harley ample room and smiled warmly.  
 
    "Come," he beckoned, scooping a palmful of air towards his crotch. "You are a pretty lady. I like you. My father insisted I remain uncut, a gesture of respect to his God. I will very much enjoy seeing your hands and mouth on me." 
 
    My icy blood boiled in an instant. Fate had me handing my wife over to my boss. I'd come to terms with that. Nowhere in there did I have room for him to pass her on to another man. When the fuck had I agreed to that? I raised a finger, my protest ready. Gordon shot me a hard glance and my protest died on my lips. My heart began a slow spiral down a black hole. Harley did not understand. She studied Dahaa, trying to figure out exactly what it was he wanted. That took her about half a second. She made a small gasp and then slid off the sofa to crawl the short distance towards the man. Gordon and Dahaa smiled, delighted. Harley rested each elbow on Dahaa's thighs and lifted his shaft with one hand while cupping his hairy balls with the other. 
 
    "You smell like Eternity For Men," she mused, chuckling, and then slipped his fleshy soft penis into her hot mouth. 
 
    Fuck. FUCK. 
 
    Gordon looked pleased. The rest of our group was as silent as a morgue, stunned. Dahaa grinned, happy, then sent his eyes over to me. He drew a special pleasure from taking my wife in front of me. These rich fuckers enjoyed power more than sex. His dick began to balloon and stiffen. The extra skin pulled back, partially revealing the helmet head. Harley nibbled and licked, gobbling his inches. She circled the head with her tongue and licked away some precum. She swaddled him in wet lips and eased him towards the back of her throat. Her lips reached his thick pubic hair. 
 
    "Perhaps we can do business," Dahaa said to Gordon. 
 
    "I want Beirut," Gordon insisted. 
 
    Dahaa contemplated the ramifications of Gordon obtaining Beirut. Or maybe he simply savored my wife's tongue teasing his piss hole. I had no fucking idea. Harley sucked his cock like an obedient wench and the men discussed business, hashing out the details of some new arrangement.  
 
    Gordon waved a finger at Monique and then pointed at Harley. Monique understood what was expected and joined Harley on the floor, adding her full lips to my wife's vacuuming mouth, nibbling Dahaa's cock like an ear of corn before slipping under to suck his balls. 
 
    Wendy did not need to be told. Teo gasped as his wife slipped away. She joined Harley at the head, swapping his dick back and forth, kissing deeply before licking and sucking again. Harley cupped Monique's firm tit and pulled her dress aside, tweaking a tender nipple. The three women took a moment to pleasure each other but then they got serious about that Arab cock. Dahaa had continued to grow and while he wasn't Gordon's size, he was big and dark and fleshy. His foreskin slid up and down the shaft easily, hiding the head before retreating again. Gordon leaned back to watch. We all did. Three women on your dick is a special time in any man's life and Dahaa seemed to agree. His cool demeanor had cracks in the façade: his olive face had darkened, his breathing had become fast and shallow, his dick throbbed, veins rising as he was passed from mouth to mouth. 
 
    "All right," he breathed. " Beirut." 
 
    Gordon stood and shook Dahaa's hand. He faced us men. 
 
    "Let's go," he said. "The limo will bring the girls back to our hotel later."  
 
    "I don't know this man," Teo said. "I'm not leaving Wendy behind." 
 
    "Yes, you are." 
 
    They entered a staring contest, will power against will power. Gordon gave Teo time to consider the weight of his action and Teo's resolve began to crumble. He'd already endured so much. If he broke now, if he took a stand and got fired, all his earlier sacrifices were wasted.  
 
    "Fine," Teo conceded.  
 
    We all turned to watch our women. They relished their assault on Dahaa, each trying to outdo the other, each trying to be the woman that gave Dahaa the most pleasure. They sucked hard, licked seductively, teased every inch of flesh. Three pretty faces circled his lap, hunting for cock. 
 
    "Gentlemen," Dahaa said. "In my youth I would have welcomed all three. Now I am an old man. One will do." He lifted Monique's chin. "Beautiful but young and eager to please." He lifted Wendy's chin. "Older, but still too eager. You ladies may leave with your husbands." 
 
    Gordon waved them away. All eyes turned on Harley. 
 
    "This one," Dahaa said, brushing a strand of hair from my wife's face. "This one has fire. This one sucks as much to please herself as me. I will keep her. She must learn only the man's pleasure matters. I will take one night and break her." 
 
    My heart sank. What the fuck does that mean? Dahaa turned to me. 
 
    "You will thank me," he said. 
 
    Thank him? I wanted to strangle him.  
 
    "Remove your panties," he told Harley. "Turn around and lift your dress." 
 
    My wife hesitated, unsure, wondering how crazy this Arab could be. She did as she was told, turning in place and sliding hands up her dress, her eyes locked to mine. Down her hands came. She stepped clear and held her panties in her fist. 
 
    "Bend over," Dahaa said. "Show me everything." 
 
    Harley bent at the waist, mildly shamed, spreading her butt cheeks at the Arab. He rested a hand on her ass to guide her backward a step. He took his saliva covered erection in hand and aimed for her sphincter, steering her hips with one hand. He placed the tip at her rosy puckered ring. 
 
    "Has your husband claimed this?" he asked. 
 
    Harley's lip trembled, nervous. 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Hmm. Has any man?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    Dahaa looked pleased at his good fortune. He eased Harley back, telling her to relax, telling her to open herself. He reached around in front to rub and pinch a nipple, distracting her as he slowly pushed the tip in. He took his time. He had all night. She was his and he would teach her. Her eyes were on mine as the first half inch entered her ass and pleasure began to replace discomfort. I saw her slipping away. I saw him leading her down a path she'd never ventured and would forever more associate with him. He worked the head through her tight ring and my wife groaned.  
 
    "That's the worst of it," he said. "From here you will love it." 
 
    He collected pussy juice from in front and lubed his cock, pushing another inch up her ass. Her eyes lost focus, her strong legs trembled. 
 
    "Ohhh Godddd," she groaned.  
 
    "The rest of you may leave," Dahaa said. "Mantat will show you out." 
 
    My last look back showed Harley bent farther over, nodding for him to proceed. She would sit on his lap like she'd sat on Gordon's, only this time it would be her ass stuffed with hard cock and not her pussy. She was sharing this first-time experience with another man, a stranger, a man who was not her husband. She would remember the night she lost her ass and the cock that took it, but it would not be me in her memory. I groaned. Gordon grinned. 
 
    "You guys won me Beirut," he said, tossing a jovial arm around my shoulder. "From there I can fan out across the Middle East and then Asia. I've been trying and failing to get a toehold there for years. I'll never forget what you did for me." 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Agonizing does not come close to describing what I suffered. Excruciating heartbreak hints at what this night had become for me. The gang went out drinking but I returned to my hotel room, the hotel room I shared with Harley, only I was alone in it. Her hairbrush resting on the bathroom counter sent lancing pain through my heart. Her clothes hanging in the closet crushed my soul. Her perfume still hung in the air, making me miss her more than life. I tore my clothes off, suddenly claustrophobic. I opened all the windows. There was not enough air in the world to fill my aching lungs. I saw Harley's face floating in front of me, contorted in ecstasy as Dahaa's hard cock plunged. I heard her distant sighs, convinced his touch was like nothing she'd ever experienced. He'd make her writhe and twist, moan and orgasm.   
 
    I shouted: "Goddamn it!" over the rooftops.  
 
    Dahaa was fucking my wife into submission. I was tortured and tormented, struggling to stay sane. Gordon had been a nightmare but at least he was a known. Dahaa was a complete unknown. What would he do to her? Regret grew like an acidic toadstool squatting in my brain. 
 
    He'd started with her ass. By morning he will have fucked every opening over and over until she was compliant, eager, and unresisting. He'd turn her into a mindless cock-slave and then give her back, but she wouldn't come to me. He'd hand her back to Gordon. She'd remain a fuck doll until my boss tired of her. Who would she be when she finally came home? 
 
    I leaned out the fourth-story window. The sun had set and the streets below were mostly empty. Nobody looked up. Nobody saw the suffering naked man above them. The cool breeze circled my nuts and I shivered. What hole was Dahaa fucking right now? I knew he'd keep her until he'd emptied those fat hairy balls down her throat, up her ass, and deep in her pussy. I knew he would because that's what I'd do if I had her for a night. 
 
    I left the window to pace the suite, my dick and balls bouncing all over. It felt good. I was extra sensitive, no doubt keyed up by what transpired around me, and that translated into tension. I took my penis in hand and pulled, stretching my dick like a rubber band. When I let go, blood began to flow, expanding the head and lengthening the shaft. I was shocked. How could I possibly get hard at a time like this? I stroked lightly, amazed how good it felt. I grew partially stiff.  
 
    I dropped onto the couch and powered on the television. In two clicks I had porn playing. I scanned the channels and found a category called Hotwife. I read the description and it seemed to fit the moment. I hit play. 
 
    A white couple strolled a nude beach. He, the husband, was chubby and pasty, she, the wife, was beautiful and fit. Yeah, that happens. The scene jumped and lo, a chiseled naked black man with a swinging cock walked the beach in the other direction. They saw each other. The wife smiled seductively. The husband gulped, weak and powerless. The black man shoved him aside and walked away with the wife, the submissive husband trailing behind. The scene cut to a bungalow on the beach, thick black erection pumping a tight white pussy. 
 
    I hit pause. This fake shit was awful. It captured none of the anguish, none of the searing insecurity and biting angst of your wife receiving soaring pleasure at the hands of another man.  
 
    I closed my eyes and pictured Harley's face. I remembered the look of surprise as Dahaa began to enter her ass. I saw her wince and then I saw her expression turn to surprise and pleasure. His cock was pleasing her. She felt him entering her body and liked it. She wanted him to fuck her ass just like he'd fucked her mouth minutes before.  
 
    I started stroking my dick, shocked again at how good touching myself felt. I was still mostly soft but the images stirred passion and I was desperate for any relief. I began to stiffen and lengthen.  
 
    He was inside her right now. I felt the truth of that statement like a vibration traveling through the air all the way from his villa. They'd probably bathed and he'd pampered her and then he'd led her to his giant bed. He may have tied her down, just because he could, just to show her he was in charge. He'd take his time and use her body until she was ready to scream with the need to cum. He would teach her she needed cock. He would sear the lesson into her mind, breaking her down, making her submit, forcing her to accept she needed cock, any cock, every cock. He'd return her to Gordon insatiable, eager to please any man. Like Doctor Frankenstein, he'd create the creature he wanted, removing the resistance he'd found and replacing it with pure submission. She'd forget her own pursuit of pleasure, concerning herself only with a man and his dick. 
 
    I took a deep breath.  
 
    There was a good chance I was panicking. Yes, she'd sucked off strangers behind my back, but that was deliberate, part of some game Dahaa created. She could stop anytime and would, once we were home. 
 
    I returned to pacing our hotel room, my erection pointing the way. I circled through the kitchen and living room, dining area and bedroom. I even stepped out onto our balcony. My straining hard on never dimmed. I was pure throbbing steel. Dahaa had his claws in her and somehow that made my dick as hard as iron.  
 
    I turned off all the lights and returned to the balcony. I stepped naked into the night, gazing down on the town. Miles and miles away I saw his villa on the mountainside, a white dot in the distance. Harley was being fucked over there. I was standing here, alone, with my dick in hand. 
 
    How could a job be worth this grief? 
 
    This bullshit couldn't pass quickly enough. The cruise would end and we'd return to the States and some new couple would catch Baby Caligula's eye. Harley and I would drop off his radar after being handsomely rewarded for our service. 
 
    In my mind, I multiplied what I would demand from Gordon tenfold.  
 
    I looked down at my throbbing erection. 
 
    "You don't mind at all, do you?" I said. "You like it." 
 
    I paused. Why was I hard? The near panic and anxiety made sense, the erection did not. Was I ready to fight Dahaa in the sexual arena? Was I preparing to reclaim Harley? She'd come home and I'd fuck her away from him, my dick and I would remind her who she belonged to. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Spencer and Tami had expressions frozen in shock. We stood on the Pont De' Lena, a bridge of heavy masonry connecting the left and right banks of the Seine. Behind them the glowing Eiffel Tower rose against the Paris night sky. Spencer had joined our team only a month before our worldly jaunt and this was the first we'd met Tami, his wife, a gorgeous brunette with a body that matched. Spence was a dynamite go-getter, running up sales records in new accounts. Everyone expected he'd do great things and make a ton of cash.  
 
    "What the fuck did you just say?" Spencer asked, glaring at Gordon. 
 
    "I said," Gordon calmly replied. "Tami is so beautiful I'd love to see my cock in her mouth." 
 
    Spencer seethed.  
 
    "Come on," Gordon continued. "Those green eyes! What a lovely view. I'm sure you enjoy it often. Why not share the riches?" He turned to Tami. "What do you say? Here at the foot of the Eiffel Tower. Do something crazy. It's so late it's early and there's no one around. Give me what I want." 
 
    His last words carried an edge.  
 
    One of the first thing a new employee hears are the wild exploits of Crazy Gordon. We all think the same thing: not me. No way. Then the money starts to flow and the accolades pile up. Hard to let all that go. 
 
    "Fuck off," Spencer said. "Not my wife. The rest of you cowards can hand your woman over but not me, no way." 
 
    And there it was. Poor Spencer should have given Tami a look before he drew his line in the sand. She was already crumbling. Tami had never even left her home state. Now she was wearing a Versace gown in Paris at the foot of the Eiffel Tower. Give all this up over a blowjob? Come on.  
 
    Honestly, though, there is more at work here than the money. I've seen too many couples capitulate. There's also something about Gordon. He's smart and funny and reckless and fun. You feel more alive around the man, more plugged into the world. Anything is possible with him by your side and that changes your perspective. Who cares if your wife sucks his dick a few times? In the grand scheme of things, it is no big deal. If you allow it, it's not even cheating.  
 
    Of course, if you do not allow it, your wife may go behind your back. I've seen that too. Gordon is all those things but he's also rich. He also has a big beautiful cock. He can be as charming as he can be obnoxious. Some of the wives have fucked him despite their husband's protest.  
 
    Like mine.  
 
    Harley had returned the next morning around ten. Dahaa's limo dropped her off. She looked disheveled and utterly satisfied. Her mascara had run like tarantula legs under each eye. She sported a broad and black silk choker around her throat with a single red gem set in the center. She'd been instructed to wear it always while in public.  
 
    She wore it now.  
 
    She'd worn it every day since her long night with Dahaa. He'd requested she keep their time together private and she'd promised she would and nothing drove me more insane than that. I'd tried a hundred different angles, a hundred different approaches. Demanding, pleading, reassuring, even logic: that was her night with him, not mine, and she'd respect his wishes. I'd reminded her she was my wife.  
 
    "Yes," she'd countered. "I am, and yet you gave me to him."  
 
    That pretty much killed any additional points I might try to make. I accepted that on this one, I'd just have to eat my feelings. We did have amazing sex though, but not until two days later. She'd said he had the hardest penis of any man she'd ever had sex with and he'd left her tender and sore. I spent an hour softly eating her pussy before sliding my dick home. 
 
    Her night with Dahaa totally changed her. I have no idea what he said to her or what he did to her, or if he gave her drugs or put her through some variation of mind control conditioning. Perhaps he merely showed her who she truly was and gave her permission to be that woman. I don't know. We have sex every day now, sometimes twice a day, and it gets wild. She wants to try everything. I search the Internet for new ideas and she loves it. No matter how intimate we get, Dahaa's ghost is always present. He did this to her.  
 
    Now, back on the Pont De' Lena, Monique slid up to Tami and snaked an arm around her waist. She whispered something and led gorgeous Tami away.  
 
    We'd enjoyed a fantastic meal at Chez Pippo and then wandered the Parisian streets for hours, talking and laughing, sampling small desserts and various wines at restaurants we passed. Then we'd stopped to take it all in on the Pont De' Lena and Gordon had made his suggestion about what Tami should do with her mouth. 
 
    "Damage control," Harley muttered, leaving my side to slide up to Spencer.  
 
    He was furious, frightened, and wounded. Harley spoke softly and led him in the opposite direction, back the way we'd come, hooking her arm through his and pouring on the charm. If I ever figure out how Gordon enlists these women to fight for him without speaking a word, I'll build an army of babes. I was sure Monique and Harley were right now convincing Tami and Spencer why they should go along with Gordon's wishes.  
 
    We all crossed the street and entered the gardens around the Tower. We meandered, soaking in the sights, absorbing through our skin the history of the place. In the distance, I saw Monique and Tami sit on a bench beneath a large weeping willow. Gordon angled towards them. I saw Harley casually steer Spencer in a long loop around the gardens.  
 
    Gordon approached the seated women and Monique gave an almost imperceptible nod. Gordon drew closer until he planted himself before the women. Monique whispered quickly, Tami nodded once, and Monique reached a hand to draw down a zipper. She searched inside and lifted Gordon's cock to freedom, positioning the fat snake to hang down the front of his pants. Monique leaned forward first, kissing the large head softly. After a minute, she pulled back and eased Tami's head forward, inching yet another wife towards the edge.  
 
    Corruption of the virtuous is so sexy. 
 
    Sweet and innocent Tami parted her lips and accepted the tip of Gordon's cock, lifting the shaft slightly. He muttered encouragement and she opened wider, unsure, and consumed several inches, the head gliding along her tongue. She closed her lips around his dick and softly nursed without being told. She was nervous but excited, shocked at her own submissive behavior, but thrilled to suckle on a big dick. 
 
    I saw Harley approaching from the left with Spencer. My eyes darted from Tami to Spence, waiting for the moment he realized what transpired. Then his face twisted in agony, disbelief crushing his spirit. He witnessed his lovely bride sucking Gordon's cock and all fight left him. Gordon met the man's eyes and smiled, turning his hips to give the man a better view. In that moment every man tries to feed the woman more dick but not Gordon. He stood still, allowing Spencer to see how his wife tried to gobble more cock.  
 
    I was on the lookout for police or passersby but it was almost four in the morning. No one would discover us. Gordon moved his gaze from Spencer to Tami again and again, savoring his vile act, growing harder and closer to orgasm. 
 
    "It's rising," Gordon murmured. "Swallow me." 
 
    Not: do you swallow or may I cum in your mouth, but a simple and irrefutable command. By the look in her worried eye I doubted Tami had ever swallowed Spencer yet the dark-haired beauty nodded. We all watched, enthralled by the depravity, growing more aroused by the second. Tami's seduction and Spencer's forced surrender was the sweetest wine on Earth.  
 
    As if on cue, Monique moved to stand by Gordon and Harley moved to sit by Tami. Monique carefully lifted her cell phone and began to record, adding to Tami's surrender, further humiliating this will victim and creating evidence, should Gordon ever need it, that nothing was forced. Gordon thought of everything.  
 
    My wife leaned in, wanting some of what Tami was having. The two women passed that fat cock head back and forth from mouth to mouth. My wife palmed Tami's tit and let her lips glide up and over Gordon's dick to kiss Tami on the lips. The woman's eyes grew big. Clearly her first bisexual kiss. Gordon chuckled. He liked what he saw.  
 
    "That's a great idea," Gordon said, irritated at his employee's initial rebellion. "Spencer, take Harley's place and kiss your wife." 
 
    Spencer glared at our boss. Harley gave up her seat to come stand next to me and Spencer took her place. Tami sucked Gordon's dick deep and then withdrew, turning to her husband, kissing him fully and passionately on the mouth. Spence pulled away but Tami's hand on the back of his head held him. She repeated the process two times and then, surprising everyone, instead of offering Spencer her mouth, she steered Gordon's dick at her man. Spence opened his mouth, expecting another kiss, but got Gordon's hard dick head instead.  
 
    Gordon laughed. 
 
    Spencer spit him out but the damage was done: Gordon's dick had been in his mouth. We'd all seen it. There would be no living that down. Tami quickly kissed her dismayed husband again, distracting him. Spencer looked like he wanted to kill someone. None of us laughed at him, thank God. Tami sucked cock and kissed her husband and sucked cock and kissed her husband and sucked cock and Spencer gradually calmed. When she felt he was ready, she aimed Gordon's dick at his mouth again. I couldn't believe it. Innocent Tami was feeding her husband throbbing dick. Spencer looked broken, dismayed, lost as his world collapsed. With the seduction of Tami, Spencer had realized how completely Gordon could control him. He might as well suck the man's cock and hope to keep his job. After a minute, he seemed to get into it. 
 
    Gordon was high off this shit. His crazy eyes darted from Tami to Spencer and back. He had a married couple by the balls. He owned Spencer. Owned him. I doubted there was anything bi or homosexual about Gordon but the power of his dick in Spencer's mouth energized him. 
 
    "Stroke me, Spence," Gordon said, a slight quaver of excitement in his voice. "Jack me off into Tami's mouth." 
 
    I glanced around for cops. This was taking too long and while Gordon could buy his way out of any jam, this scandal would light up the French press. 
 
    "I'm not touching your dick," Spencer protested. 
 
    "You've already sucked it. Touching is no big deal. How about I make you senior vice president? Is that a fair trade?" 
 
    Spencer actually did the math, calculating the bigger office, better parking spot, and increased wages. He closed his fingers around Gordon's dick and began pumping. Harley softly gasped. I grinned. What a fucking predicament. Spencer began jerking Gordon into Tami's mouth.  
 
    "That is so fucking hot," Harley mumbled. 
 
    She had a point. I had no desire to touch Gordon's penis or any other penis but the total domination of this happily married couple made my dick rock hard. Tami sucked enthusiastically, feeling she now had her man's blessing. Spencer's hand pumped the thick shaft and all of us held our collective breath. Would Spence go all the way? Would he feed his loving wife Gordon's hot semen right from the source? 
 
    Moments later we got our answer: yes. Yes, he would.  
 
    Gordon exhaled and then clamped his mouth shut, rising on his toes and launching a blast of sperm onto Tami's tonsils. She gagged a bit but Spencer kept stroking, pumping jet after frothy jet into his wife's sucking mouth. What total surrender. What a complete defeat. Gordon came hard gazing down on these two sex servants. His balls carry a lot of cream and Tami gulped and swallowed over and over. 
 
    At last Gordon stopped shooting and pulled his cock from Spencer's grip. A drop of semen landed on Spencer's knuckle. Tami licked her lips and swallowed the last of it, eyes gleaming with wild pride. Gordon tucked himself away, zipping up. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck her later," he told Spencer. "Plan on being there." 
 
    What does one say to that? Spencer merely nodded.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    "Pregnant?" I asked, shocked. 
 
    "Yes," Harley replied. "Wendy says they're keeping it. A paternity test showed it is Gordon's baby but Wendy doesn't care. She loves being pregnant. Gordon is paying for everything. Even college later." 
 
    I stopped the car for a red light. We were on our way to buy mulch and flagstones for the backyard. 
 
    "Holy hell," I said. "How does Teo feel about it?" 
 
    "Distraught but understands what's done is done. Wendy is confident he'll come around. Extra money is already pouring in. Gordon takes this seriously. This is not his first bastard child." 
 
    "I imagine not, the way he fucks every woman he can." 
 
    We'd concluded our globe-trotting journey a while back, returning to the States and our personal and professional lives. Howard had resigned a week later, unable to cope with Monique fucking Gordon off and on again. Now this pregnancy shit with Wendy and Teo. Damn.  
 
    "Teo is stuck working for Gordon," I mused. "He can't quit. With a baby to care for he'll work there for years and Gordon will continue with Wendy. Teo is trapped." 
 
    "The ultra-wealthy see the world so differently," Harley said. "Like everything is an option. Anything they can think of is a possibility." 
 
    The light turned green and I stepped on the gas. What would I do if it was me? How would I react if Gordon got Harley pregnant? My temperature climbed. He summoned us from time to time to spend the night at his mansion. Harley loved being used by the man. What if one of her sessions with him resulted in a baby? 
 
    "You're thinking about me pregnant with Gordon's baby," my wife chuckled. "I see it on your face. You're wondering what you'd do, how'd you feel." 
 
    "I am," I admitted.  
 
    "Me too. We're not ready for kids yet but maybe in a few years? Wouldn't it be nice to have all the expenses already banked? I mean all the way through college. Imagine the relief. We could focus on being the best parents we could."  
 
    "To Gordon's kids?" 
 
    "To our kids. We let Gordon have one and make the rest ours. Three or four. Our money worries would evaporate." 
 
    "You've already thought about this." 
 
    "Duh. I'm a woman. From the moment Wendy shared the news I wondered what if it was me. The women in this perverted circle don't hate Gordon. Only you men do. If one of our children has Gordon as the father that adds a lot of stability to all of them, to the whole family. We can still create a little life that's half you and half me. We can create all we want. If at least one of them is Gordon's, we're set financially." 
 
    "At least one of them? You're thinking maybe more than one? I figured Wendy got pregnant accidentally." 
 
    She turned coy. 
 
    "Each kid would be a separate revenue stream," she said. "How much do women get paid to carry a child? We'd do it without the laboratories and test tubes. Think of me as a surrogate mother, except Gordon fertilizes my eggs the old-fashioned way, with penis and pussy." 
 
    Mercenary. Pure mercenary. A mother's desire to protect and provide the best possible life for her child is the strongest force on Earth. Fuck you, gravity, get in the back seat. Harley was ready to upend every traditional definition of marriage and do so with a smile. I searched my wife's face, imagining her swollen belly carrying Gordon's child. Razor blades filled my stomach. 
 
    "Maybe you should start fucking Mister Hariri," I said, a little bitter. "He has more money than Gordon. Imagine the profit we can make."  
 
    Harley regarded me calmly. 
 
    "Baby," she said. "You need to relax. Take a deep breath. I'm not saying I'm going do it. I'm not saying I think we should. I'm speculating, playing what-if. Wendy is pregnant. What if it was me? What would change? How would we handle it? We're just talking, that's all. Don't get frightened or angry. I'm not saying let's do it." 
 
    I was frightened. I was angry. I was angry at her for speculating about such an outrageous proposition but I was also angry with myself because I was entertaining the idea. The money would be phenomenal but that was only part of what disturbed me so much. What freaked me out more was a strange humiliating arousal I felt that went along with it. Another man impregnating my wife? That's the ultimate shame, the ultimate dishonor. My guts burned at the thought. I felt nauseated. At the same time, I perversely desired it.  
 
    I needed to change the subject right now. 
 
    "I know you and Monique stay close," I said. "How is Howard?" 
 
    "Not so good. He took a shitty job at a local credit union and forbade Monique to see Gordon even though she still works there. Gordon found that amusing and sent a limo and three Chippendale guys around to pick her up after work. They offered to fly her on Gordon's private jet to a party in Miami and she accepted because of course she did. Gordon wasn't at the party, he just wanted to show Howard how much control he has over Monique. Howard was furious." 
 
    "Will they divorce?" 
 
    "No. Howard caved. He knows Monique is above his paygrade. He'll put up with anything to stay with her. They got married so recently. He wants it to last. She does too but Gordon opened her eyes to the real world. She's only now learning what her looks will get her." 
 
    "Gordon opened your eyes too," I added. 
 
    "Yes," she said. "Mine too. I thought marriage was this small locked box. Now I understand it is a wide-open beach, if that makes any sense." 
 
    "I get it. In a way, the same happened to me." 
 
    We rode quietly for a time, thinking. We picked out the mulch and flagstones together, adding some crushed rock trim too. Later we worked on the yard together. We finished and stood back to admire our accomplishment. Marriage is also a million moments spent doing things as a couple.  
 
    That's the mortar that holds the big events together.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Monday morning bright and early. The office was busy, several deals involving the Catholic church in Europe and a handful involving various Middle Eastern business men. Our trip around the world had proved profitable. I was in the spacious staff room preparing a second cup of coffee when Howard walked in. 
 
    "Sweet!" I said. "Welcome back. Did Gordon rehire you?" 
 
    "No," he said, reaching behind his back and pulling something from his waistband. "Where's Gordon?" 
 
    The gun was small and black and froze my blood instantly. 
 
    "What the fuck, Howard? What are you doing?" 
 
    "Going to make Gordon pay." 
 
    His unfocused eyes looked through everything. I pulled on my frosty blood to stay cool. His anger was not directed at me. 
 
    "For fucking Monique?" I asked. "That's stupid, Howard. She still loves you, man. You guys are still happily married. Use that gun and you'll go to jail. Your life is over. She will move on to another man for real and it won't be Gordon, it will be just some other guy. You don't want to lose a girl like Monique. She's one in a million." 
 
    He looked down at the thing in his hand, eyes open but his mind searching inward. I sounded calm but my heart raced. I understood his pain and that helped. We were alone now but the place was growing busier as more people arrived for work. Someone could walk in any second and then Howard would be fucked.  
 
    "Put it back in your pants," I said. "At least do that. I won't turn you in but if another employee sees you, you're fucked. You'll go to prison. At least hide the thing." 
 
    Somehow my words got through to his cloudy brain. He tucked the gun into his waistband again and smoothed his shirt. 
 
    "How did you even get in the building?" I asked. 
 
    "Badge still works." 
 
    Oh boy. Someone in security was going to get fired. 
 
    "Want some coffee?" I asked.  
 
    He nodded sadly. Poor guy. His perfect alabaster fairy tale marriage had a nasty stain now. His virginal wife, who'd known only Howard sexually, now had a running history with several lovers. I grabbed a cup and poured. 
 
    "Howard," I said, fishing for something meaningful to tell him. "You suffer because you believe you've lost Monique." 
 
    "Yeah. Gordon ruined her. Gordon ruined everything." 
 
    I shook my head. Arguing with the guy holding the gun is probably not the best path to take but it was the only one that occurred to me. I thought I could make it work.  
 
    "Did he though? She's not ruined, brother. A woman's worth isn't based on her modesty or abstinence. You've got to change that point of view. Men have the right to satisfy their sex drive, to pursue who or what they desire. Women do too. You're her partner. Her husband. You should be there for everything, going through it together." 
 
    He took a sip and stared at the garish staff room carpet. 
 
    "Gordon fucked my wife," he mumbled. 
 
    Clearly, my insights would not strike home. I was grateful I'd never taken Harley's offer to fuck Monique too. That gun would be pointed at me.  
 
    Teo and Tony entered the room, laughing and talking about some sports event over the weekend. They saw Howard and stopped. 
 
    "You guys seen Gordon?" Howard asked. 
 
    Their eyes jumped to mine, questioning. I raised a hand. 
 
    "I got this," I said. 
 
    "No," Teo said. "I have no idea where he is." 
 
    They exited, trying hard to seem casual. I needed to get Howard out of here. Those guys would go to security. 
 
    "Howard, you've got to leave. Go home and bury that gun in a bedroom drawer. Think about what you are doing and the damage you could do to your life. You haven't lost Monique. Not yet. But stay on this path and you will." 
 
    He gulped more coffee and let me lead him to the exit. Uniformed security was fast approaching as I guided Howard into the lobby. I opened the door to the parking lot. 
 
    "Don't come back here," I said.  
 
    I gave him a one-armed hug and shoved him out the door. At the last moment, I plucked his badge from his lapel. Security arrived and I handed them his old badge.  
 
    "Delete him from the computer," I said.  
 
    "Why was he here?" The muscular one asked. 
 
    "Personal effects," I said. "He was looking for his stapler."  
 
    "He's not allowed on premises," Muscles said. 
 
    "No harm, no foul." 
 
    I headed for my office but Teo approached. 
 
    "What the fuck, man?" he said. "How did that loser get in here? He looked angry. Was he planning violence? Why was he here?" 
 
    "He's upset. He hates what Gordon did to Monique." 
 
    "We all hate what Gordon does to our wives," Teo said. "At least Monique isn't carrying a baby. You don't see me having a tantrum. Tell Howard to try that one on and see how he feels. I don't confront Gordon about it."  
 
    I did not mention the gun. 
 
    "A fucking baby," Teo continued, bitter and venting. "Have you thought about that, Jay? I bet you're laughing at me behind my back like everyone else. You should know, in case Harley gets pregnant too, that Gordon says the money stays with the woman. If Wendy and I ever divorce, she keeps all the cash. I get nothing. How the fuck does that figure? I'm the one that gave up his wife." 
 
    I was suddenly tired of bitchy whiny husbands. 
 
    "She's the one that has sex with Gordon and she's the one that will carry a baby for almost a year. The money should follow her. The woman does all the work. What have you done?" 
 
    He eyed me suspiciously, like I had betrayed the Brotherhood or some shit. 
 
    "What?" I asked. "What do you contribute? Do you own Wendy? Is she yours to give away? Dude, she wanted to fuck him. All our wives want to fuck that man. Wendy wanted to fuck Gordon so she did. Did you watch? Don't answer, I know you did. Tell me how fast she orgasmed on his dick. I know she came on him, they all do. Women don't do that unless they really want the guy." 
 
    I made him angry. I was probably too harsh but Jesus, these guys and their righteous indignation. I suffer as much angst as the next guy when Gordon comes sniffing around after Harley but I know I don't own her.  
 
    Teo scowled at me and walked away.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    The gala was held at the Ritz-Carlton in New York, overlooking Central Park. Billionaires mingled with dignitaries and politicians. The trade agreement had been signed weeks ago but the celebration was tonight. We'd flown in hours ago. 
 
    Our wives looked stunning. Harley, Monique, and Wendy, who wasn't showing yet, all wore elegant, designer, barely-there dresses. Harley's choker matched her Gucci Double-Trouble deep V-neck gown with twin thigh slits that reached almost to her hip bones. Racy, revealing, but tasteful. All the women at the event looked great but our wives stood out. Mostly for the sexy way they dressed but also because each had several men orbiting around them.  
 
    Harley leaned against Dahaa and chatted with his friend, Taha Mikati. Monique and Wendy hung on Gordon. There was a vibe in the air like everyone was aware of Gordon and his proclivities, everyone understood the true situation. Gordon's reputation had spread around the globe by now. There were wives in the crowd that he'd fucked in years past, whose husbands were relieved Gordon had moved on to other women.  
 
    Teo, Howard, and I stood off to the side, feeling as if every pair of eyes in the place scrutinized us. Harley still had provided no details of her night with Dahaa and probably never would, but I could deduce some of their time together that night by her adoration of the man now. Dahaa had emptied all the stubborn out of her, removed all the resistance. A hard dick was an emergency for her now, an urgent task to be handled. Balls needed to be drained, erections needed to be satisfied.  
 
    She'd melted when she first laid eyes on him tonight and hurried to leave my side and join his, proudly displaying the choker she still wore. He'd been pleased. He'd taken her hand and pulled her close like a girlfriend.  
 
    Tonight, he wore the traditional robes and scarf of his tribe and she looked stunning next to him in her revealing dress. I was certain just the sight of the man made her wet. 
 
    "Look at them," Howard muttered, trying to ease his pain by inflicting some on me. "Dahaa is going to fuck Harley tonight. It's obvious." 
 
    "For sure," Teo added.  
 
    They both turned to see my reaction. Assholes. Their jabs annoyed me and I decided to hit back. 
 
    "It sure looks that way," I agreed. "But Harley's womb is empty. My wife's not carrying some other man's baby." 
 
    Teo winced 
 
    "Not yet," he snapped. "But look at Harley. She idolizes Dahaa. She'll spread them real fast for him, whenever he wants. He might impregnate her tonight. It's only a matter of time, Jay." 
 
    I watched my wife interact with the wealthy gentleman. Teo was right, goddamn it. Harley was enthralled by the dusky-skinned Arab. What spell had he cast on her? He wasn't even good looking.  
 
    "At least Gordon's baby will be white like us," Teo sneered. "Good luck explaining your brown baby to family and friends." 
 
    My eyes darted to Harley and Dahaa. He'd just said something amusing and my wife had her head back, laughing, alabaster throat bare, red lips grinning. Her left hand rested casually on the man's dark forearm, a contrast in hues. Her wedding ring glittered. She looked lovely. Dahaa sensed my stare and looked my way, meeting my eyes. He casually brushed a fingertip along the curve of Harley's exposed cleavage. She allowed his touch without reservation or shame. I felt my face turn red. Everyone would know I wasn't the father.  
 
    "Gordon will fuck Monique tonight," I stated, trying to save face. 
 
    We were pathetic. Three cuckold husbands throwing punches at each other when we should be throwing punches at Gordon and Dahaa.  
 
    Poor, pitiful us.  
 
    Our women were in the clutches of evil men and we'd willingly put them there. We'd made no attempt to free them. We stood by and watched as they used our girls however they wished. Perhaps we were the evil men? 
 
    "They'll all end up with babies in their bellies," Howard griped. "That's when those men will lose interest. That's when we'll get our beautiful wives back. You wait and see." 
 
    Dahaa whispered something to Harley and my wife nodded curtly and took his hand to lead him away. I followed discreetly. They didn't go far, finding a secluded corner down a long hall. They stepped into the alcove of an unused hall and Dahaa lifted the front of his robes, revealing his pudgy belly and hairy cock and balls. My wife crouched, holding his uncircumcised cock like she was eating a hot dog. She tickled the tip with her tongue, pulling the loose skin back to reveal the helmet, and then kissed the man's pee hole. She hung him down and flattened her tongue behind the head, dragging her wiggling appendage up to his pubic hair. She breathed in the scent of him through flared nostrils. 
 
    "You smell like a man," she said, barely loud enough for me to hear.  
 
    His soft cock hung from his body and Harley played with it, holding him with both hands, tugging, flicking her tongue. His dick was her toy, a delightful treat. She lifted the shaft out of the way and sucked one hairy nut and then the other. 
 
    At last she slid the head into her mouth and took most of the shaft. She sucked hard as Dahaa dropped his robes over her head and shoulders. I couldn't see them but I was sure in this position her tits were hanging out.  
 
    "Are you wearing panties?" he murmured. 
 
    "Um hm," she hummed around a mouthful. 
 
    "Good. After I fuck you, leave them on. I want to know you carry me around the party. I love that you're wearing your collar like a good girl. Have you been sucking off strangers like I instructed?" 
 
    What? 
 
    "Yes, almost one a day. It's fun. A lot more fun that I first thought it would be. I'll keep doing it after you pay me. I like it." 
 
    "Did you keep this secret from your husband?" 
 
    "As you requested." 
 
    "Such a good girl." 
 
    Harley has been sucking off strangers? Why the secrecy? Dahaa, like Gordon, was all about the power and the control. How fun to make the little people dance like your puppets. I felt like an elephant stood on my heart. 
 
    The man shut up for a time as Harley worked his dick. He leaned against the double doors and savored the feel of her efforts. At last she stood and put her back to him, flipping her long dress up onto her ass and pulling her panties aside with a thumb; the eternal invitation every man loves. She scanned the abandoned hallway in case someone was wandering the halls. Seconds later she saw me hiding in the shadows. She froze, tight with tension and wondering what I'd heard. Then Dahaa sank his big Arab cock through her opening and she was lost to me. He stared at the point his thick cock vanished inside her body and held her butt with both hands, pumping. She obediently accepted his thrusts, waiting for him to fertilize her womb. Her eyes stayed on mine but she was only half present, lost in an outrageous carnal world where she gets fucked on the ground floor of the Ritz-Carlton in New York.  
 
    What did she mean about being paid? What else has she done that I knew nothing about? 
 
    Dahaa held my wife's ass in his hands and sawed in and out of her tight pussy. His large hairy balls swung freely underneath. She was his for the taking, inseminating, possibly impregnating, and all while I stood idly by and watched.  
 
    What made her mine? Our marriage certificate? Was she mine because that piece of paper said so? What separated me from any other man? If she was free to fuck Dahaa, she was free to fuck anyone, and may have already been doing so.  
 
    The truth landed on me like a ton of bricks: I was her man because she said I was. She was my woman for the same reason. These men she dallied with? I didn't stop her or them because I was powerless or they were powerful. I didn't stop them because I didn't want to. I didn't stop them because I liked what she was doing and wanted her to continue.  
 
    Harley looked amazing having sex.  
 
    My wife braced herself with a hand on a knee, eyes locked to mine, one hand holding her thong panties to the side. Dahaa fucked her deep and slow, cherishing her married pussy so tight around his dick. He grew harder and harder until his cock almost vibrated. He was all dark flesh and huge head. Her poor tunnel was forced into his shape. His dick was unyielding and I remembered her comment about how hard the man got. I saw that now. His erection was burgundy iron. My wife's pussy clung to him. 
 
    "I'm going to cum," she rasped. 
 
    "No," he ordered. "Not yet. I say when." 
 
    She bit her lip and obeyed, dutifully accepting his demands. He took his time, fucking her like he wanted to remember her cunt forever, his cock a slow-moving, relentless piston.  
 
    Movement down the hall caught my eye: Howard, exiting the building to the garage and walking fast.  
 
    Dahaa held my wife at the waist and sheathed his cock all the way to his big balls. He held himself there, probing her depths, pressing against her cervix and stuffing her. She rolled her head around and groaned. 
 
    "Please," she begged. "I'm ready. I'm there." 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    "You love Dahaa's cock," he said.  
 
    "I do. Let me cum all over it, Master." 
 
    Master? What the fuck? 
 
    He ignored her plea, returning to his measured and deliberate conquering of her pussy. My pussy. His hands roamed her exposed flesh, delighting in her smooth porcelain skin. He freed both tits, running his palms over those twin swaying orbs.  
 
    "I wish your husband was here to see this," he said. "I so enjoy his looks of anguish. He loves you very much." 
 
    "Yes," she rasped, gaze still locked on me. "He does." 
 
    Dahaa thrust a little faster. 
 
    "It is good to acquire things," he said. "But it is better to acquire them by taking them from another." 
 
    He began fucking her hard, slamming his hips against her ass. 
 
    "You may cum now," he instructed. 
 
    Harley had been holding back with all her might. Set free, her head snapped back and a wail escaped, quickly capped when she clamped her jaw shut. We shared a gaze as pleasure slammed her body racing wildly through her as an orgasm powered by Dahaa's fat dick rocked her world. 
 
    He was on her heels, gripping firmly as his buried cock began spurting scalding sperm into her womb. That only made her cum harder.  
 
    Howard exited the garage moving fast, heading again for the main hall, a dark object in one hand. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Harley was still climaxing all over Dahaa when I zipped from my hiding place to pursue Howard. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    "This all ends now," Howard said, raising the gun to aim at Gordon's chest. 
 
    People scattered. 
 
    Gordon, to his credit, did not cower or crumble. Gordon fucking laughed.  
 
    "This is serious insubordination," Gordon said, chuckling. 
 
    "I don't work for you anymore!" Howard screeched. 
 
    Gordon nudged Monique safely away. Bradley, Gordon's gopher, raced from somewhere in the crowd to stand next to his boss. Gordon pushed him away too. 
 
    "No one gets hurt but me," Gordon said. 
 
    People were fleeing the hall. Others held cell phones to ears, no doubt calling police or an ambulance. Howard held out his hand for Monique but she didn't budge, clearly terrified of her husband now. 
 
    "Come here, Baby," he said. 
 
    She stayed rooted. Gordon took a step towards Howard. 
 
    "I'm not afraid," Gordon said. "You are not my first angry husband. There have been plenty yet here I stand." 
 
    "Stay away from Monique," Howard said. "Leave us alone." 
 
    Gordon smiled. The bastard was enjoying this confrontation. 
 
    "No," he said, shaking his head. "I think we'll leave the party now and head upstairs. To fuck her now will be all the sweeter." 
 
    Howard's face twisted in anguish. Time slowed. His arm stiffened and muscles stood out and Bradley shoved his boss and a loud bang sounded, louder than a cannon. Carl from Acquisitions and Brandon from Accounting dove at Howard, knocking him to the ground. He never fired a second shot. The guys pinned his body and wrestled the gun away. Gordon approached, blood seeping from a grazing wound in his armpit.  
 
    "I won't press charges," Gordon sneered. "I want you out of jail. The cops will be here in a minute to take you away but I'll post your bail and get your charges reduced. I'm going to want you around to see everything I do to Monique." 
 
    Howard squeezed his eyes shut. 
 
    The cops arrived and medics arrived and statements were taken from everybody. I noticed Dahaa and Harley discreetly rejoining the gala amid the confusion. Harley left his side to come slide up to mine. 
 
    "Howard lost it," I said. 
 
    She took my arm. I looked down at her pretty face. 
 
    "Have fun?" I asked. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    "Baby," she said. "I don't know what comes over me. I lose my mind. I get so turned on. I have no desire to hurt your feelings, I hope you know that, but I have no control. Dahaa has tapped into something. It's not him, the man. It's me. I love being told what to do and feeling like I have no choice." 
 
    "Sounds like mental bondage." 
 
    Her eyes lit up. 
 
    "That's exactly what it is," she said. "I'm mentally bound. I'm a mental sex slave. I love a dominating man but it can't be you because you're my loving husband. I'm such a terrible wife but that turns me on too." 
 
    She laid her head against my shoulder. 
 
    "Is Howard going to prison?" she asked. 
 
    "No, Gordon said he wanted him free so Howard could see everything Gordon would do with Monique. Howard looked like he wanted to die."  
 
    "Gordon's a bastard." 
 
    "Yes, he is." 
 
    "That's so hot." 
 
    I ran a hand down the back of her dress, feeling the small lump from her panties. 
 
    "You're wearing them," I said. 
 
    She got a wicked look in her eyes. 
 
    "Dahaa insisted," she said. "You heard him. He wants to be in there all night." 
 
    I shivered. My penis pulsed. I don't know what my face did but Harley grinned. 
 
    "You want to fuck me right now," she said. 
 
    "God do I ever." 
 
    "Let's find a place." 
 
    "I know an alcove," I said.  
 
    She took my hand and led me from the hall. Everyone was standing around talking about what had just happened. She took me to the spot where Dahaa had just fucked her and pushed me into the corner. She put her back to me and lifted her dress like she'd done for him. Her thumb hooked her panties and she pulled them aside, sticky jizz clinging to her underwear and pussy lips, pussy lips I've known for years and years, now coated in another man's semen, strangely erotic. 
 
    "Eat it or fuck it," Harley teased. "We don't have much time." 
 
    I checked the halls for traffic and unzipped. My dick had gotten hard on the walk over. I aimed at Harley's messy hole and sank through a tunnel filled With Dahaa, super slick walls gliding along my flesh. I shivered again. Her used cunt was sexier than her fresh one. I held her waist like he'd done and fucked hard and fast like he'd done, the desire to empty my nuts overriding my mind. I exploded in record time, Harley giggling at my sky-high arousal. 
 
    "You love this version of me," she said, straightening and adjusting her dress and panties. She kissed my soft penis and tucked me into my pants. "I do too." 
 
    We returned to the hall and the festivities. Gordon had insisted the party continue and so it did, even as he was taken to the hospital for a quick exam. We moved from group to group, exchanging stories and describing where we were and what we were doing when the drama went down. Every second of every minute I thought about all that sperm up inside my wife, trapped there by her thong. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    I'll give him this: Gordon can be patient when he wants to. I'll give him this too: when he wants to teach someone a lesson, he's ruthless. Most of us have empathy. Revenge is difficult. We imagine ourselves in the other person's shoes and how our retribution will affect them and we can't go through with it.  
 
    Gordon has sociopathic tendencies. Gordon has a touch of sadism.  
 
    The moment of his revenge against Howard came traveling at Mach one and just over forty-one thousand feet off the ground. We were aboard his private jet, the Nimbus, heading at the speed of sound for Moscow. He'd found a way around every sanction and was in pursuit of another fortune. I had misgivings about this deal but Gordon was focused. 
 
    Monique sat beside him. Gordon had dressed her like she was headed to a nightclub, black miniskirt and sheer top, which was wildly inappropriate for a city that was currently twenty-three degrees. The rest of us had parkas handy.  
 
    Gordon was giving Monique away as a gift. Davel Durov is the ninth richest person in Russia and Gordon knows exactly the kind of girls he likes. Davel is also young, handsome, fit, and if the Russian gossip magazine Harley showed me is to be believed, hung. He'd made his fortune in tech. Davel would give her back after a week, but Gordon wanted Howard there for the presentation. Howard would be the one to hand Monique over.  
 
    Say bye-bye to your wife, dude, she belongs to him now. Brutal.  
 
    I'd endured Harley with Dahaa for one night. Not even twenty-four hours. A week would've killed me. 
 
     We'd been above the clouds a long time but at last we began our descent. Emerging into clear skies, I immediately knew something was wrong.  
 
    "That's not Russia," I said, pointing out my small window. "Unless it flooded." 
 
    Gordon smiled. 
 
    "No," he said. "We had to be sure no one followed us, air or radar. We've taken a twisting flight path to get here." 
 
    "Get where?" 
 
    "The Caribbean," he said. "Nevis, to be more precise." 
 
    We'd flown all night. Now the sun was coming up on the Atlantic on my right and the Caribbean Sea on my left.  
 
    "Davel refused to bow to Russian Intelligence when they wanted information on their political rivals," Gordon said. "Putin made things hot for our boy so he set up a network of proxy servers to keep his digital empire running and left town. Putin gave up after a while. Davel is a saint among many Russians for standing up to Vladimir." 
 
    "Is it wise to do business with a man hunted by Putin?" 
 
    "Probably not," Gordon laughed. "But Durov is the best at what he does, he just needs some American connections. Also, like me, he loves breaking rules. We're perfect for each other." 
 
    The jet banked and we soon landed. The heat and humidity smothered our lungs and skin. We stepped from the air-conditioned jet into a steam sauna. Now only Monique was dressed appropriately. Stewards met us at the plane and unloaded our luggage. Gordon instructed them to take our stuff to the Four Seasons Hotel and unload in our master suites. 
 
    "Aren't we going to the hotel?" Carl asked. 
 
    He and Brandon had been invited on this trip after their heroics at the gala. Gordon wasn't sure what to do with single guys. They had no women to seduce.  
 
    "We're meeting Davel on the beach," Gordon said, walking away. 
 
    We all followed, a lovely breeze drying our sweat.  
 
    The Vance W. Amory International Airport sits about a hundred feet from the Atlantic Ocean, and a gravel trail led right down to the water. We trudged through the deep sand a short while and then I spied a man sitting on the beach under a red canopy, surrounded by dozens of laptops resting on folding chair. He saw us coming, smiled at Gordon, and waved. 
 
    "Hello, Davel," Gordon replied. 
 
    "Hello, friends!" he called out. 
 
    His setup was great: a high-tech office with a spectacular view. We all gathered around and he laughed at our heavy clothing, until his eyes landed on Monique. His smile faded. He turned to Gordon. 
 
    "The girl from the picture?" he asked. 
 
    "Yes," Gordon said. "I told you about her. Davel, meet Monique." 
 
    Davel extended a hand. Monique shook it. 
 
    "I am so very pleased to meet you," Davel said. "You are a true beauty. If there is anything you desire during your stay, just ask." 
 
    "Thank you," Monique said, shy.  
 
    "This is her husband, Howard," Gordon continued. "Howard brought you a special gift. Is that right, Howard?" 
 
    "Yes, that's right," Howard said. 
 
    "That's very kind," Davel said. "What did you bring?" 
 
    Gordon had enlisted his army of lawyers after the shooting, sparing Howard any serious ramifications for his maniacal actions. Weapons and assault charges were dropped, attempted murder never mentioned. Instead of years in prison, Howard paid a small fine. Gordon did not bury the case, however, keeping a file of evidence. With a word, he could notify the police and have Howard arrested again, easily putting the man away for a long time and leaving Monique vulnerable and available. 
 
    Howard stepped forward now, leading Monique by an elbow.  
 
    "I understand you find my wife quite breathtaking," Howard said. "May I present her to you as a gift, a way to form a bond between Gordon's people and your people." 
 
    Howard nudged Monique forward, giving his pretty wife away to a stranger. My guts churned. This was too close to my experience. Worse, Harley had locked her eyes on Davel as we'd drawn close and never looked away. She'd said nothing but her attraction to the man was obvious. Davel had given Harley one long, lingering look as we'd approached. 
 
    Davel looked surprised at Howard's gift. Oddly, Monique looked delighted to be offered like this. Davel was certainly an attractive man, which made her task much easier, but also she was young enough to be flattered by the notion this exchange reflected her value. She was proud to be selected. Davel looked unsure what, exactly, was being offered. 
 
    "Our negotiations will take several days," Gordon said, explaining. "We leave your island in a week. Until then, she is all yours. She is your wife." 
 
    Monique stepped away from Howard to stand near Davel. He slipped an arm around her shoulder, looking the hot young babe up and down. 
 
    "You are exquisite," he breathed. 
 
    Monique glowed, happy to be so desired. Davel pointed over our heads to the low cliffs overlooking the beach. 
 
    "That is my villa with the red tile roof," he said. "Let's retire for brunch. You all must be tired from your travels. We can freshen and change clothes. Get comfortable. I'll have my staff make you something to eat." 
 
    "Sounds perfect," Gordon said, deciding for us all. 
 
    On the walk up the hill to Davel's sprawling mansion, it occurred to me why Gordon drags all of us along with him on his world travels: what fun is it being a globe-trotting billionaire if there's no one to show off to? He needed us little people to impress. He enjoyed the stage as much as he enjoyed our wives. 
 
    Davel and Gordon headed in one direction while the house staff showed us to our rooms. Harley and I had a suite looking over the ocean. Our luggage sat waiting. I closed the door and turned to my wife. 
 
    "Wow," she exclaimed. "Wow. That man is incredibly attractive." 
 
    "He has everything," I agreed. 
 
    "Except a wife or girlfriend." 
 
    "Too bad you're already married." 
 
    "I can still be the girlfriend," she teased. 
 
    The shower was big enough for five so we showered together. Harley was horny and went down on me, licking until I throbbed. She stopped. 
 
    "What the fuck?" I said. "Finish me." 
 
    "Later. I want you hot enough to fuck my brains out." 
 
    We finished and dressed, light and thin fabric left out for us by the staff. I sported linen pants and shirt, Harley donned a simple floral frock that tied at the shoulders. She ran a test, bending at the waist so the garment fell away from her tits. I saw down the front all the way to her sandaled feet. She wore nothing underneath. 
 
    "What can you see?" she asked. 
 
    "Everything." 
 
    "Perfect." 
 
    Women learn to calculate from a very early age. 
 
    We left our suite for the main room downstairs but never made it.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    We traveled the hallway to the staircase, passing suites along the way. The door to Gordon's suite was ajar. We heard slurping and stifled our giggle, approaching slowly and silently. We peeked around the edge, expecting to see Wendy or some other wife gobbling Gordon's dick. 
 
    Howard sat on his heels, hands wrapped firmly around Gordon's half erection. Gordon stood over him, talking on his cell and gazing away from us and out the huge window overlooking the sea, conducting business while Howard gobbled his penis. Howard had the knob of Gordon's dick head in his mouth, slobbering and licking and sucking like he craved semen. 
 
    Harley registered shock. I registered disgust. 
 
    Howard stroked the long appendage with both hands, gliding along the thick tube, trying to coax a big load. Gordon ignored the man, focused on his phone conversation. Neither of them saw us watching. I nudged Harley, eager to leave, but she plucked my sleeve, insisting we stay, coerced homosexual blowjobs apparently a big turn on.  
 
    Howard opened his mouth wider and sank more of that big cock towards the back of his throat. Howard worked Gordon's cock obediently, no longer repulsed by what he did. He'd learned his place and his role. His cheeks dented as he tried to pull the jizz up from Gordon's balls. His tongue whirled like a propeller around the crown before he sucked hard again, eager to do a good job.  
 
    Gordon took his efforts in stride, allowing the man to humiliate himself. The price Howard paid was high but he'd already begun to adapt. I realized this was not the first time Gordon had made the man service his cock. I saw it in their respective body language. Howard had been paying for his mistakes since the night Gordon bailed him out of jail. Gordon's dick was swollen but not hard. This wasn't a sexual act for him. This was punishment. This was teaching Howard a cruel lesson. Whatever tears Howard had shed at his abuse were in the past. He accepted his place now, performing his new task with a touch of pride. 
 
    At last Harley had seen enough. Neither of us wanted to get caught. Talk about awkward. Gordon might tell us to join Howard. We backed away and took a different route, heading downstairs. 
 
    "That was hot," Harley exhaled. 
 
    "That was grotesque," I countered. "Gay sex does nothing for me." 
 
    "That wasn't sex," Harley stated. "That was Gordon breaking a man. That was Gordon using his formidable cock, the same cock that has been inside every wife on this trip, to crush Howard. Monique has orgasmed on that thing. Gordon has injected semen into Monique with that thing. Now Gordon makes Howard kneel and worship the cock that conquered his wife? That's top-tier brutality. That wasn't gay sex. That was one man creating a subservient slave out of another man. Howard looked eager to please. Gordon has reshaped the man." 
 
    "Why in God's name do you find that hot?" 
 
    Harley chuckled. 
 
    "In case you haven't noticed," she said. "Power is an aphrodisiac. Gordon has tons of it. He's like a demigod. Every woman wants him. You think Wendy got pregnant accidentally? I'm sure that was intentional. She's acting shocked and surprised but I happen to know she was on birth control when we started this trip. We talked about it. What happened to that protection? She maneuvered that baby into her womb. Teo will never know." 
 
    We left the house using a side door. My thoughts were on my wife. I said nothing but wondered if Harley would end up pregnant too. That strategy was a guaranteed hook into Gordon's fortune and deep down I suspected Harley longed to be that wicked. I glanced at her tummy, imagining a rising bump there: Gordon's baby growing strong. Acid burned my throat. A fist squeezed my chest. 
 
    We rounded a corner and entered the villa again, venturing past Davel's grand master suite. His door was wide open, expecting no one to walk by. No one should be at this end of the villa. Monique's little black skirt and sheer top lay two feet inside on the floor. Monique lay on her back on the giant bed, cupping her gorgeous tits in offering, legs in the air and spread, toes pointed. Davel stood at the foot of the bed, marveling at the hot young babe. He was naked and the gossip magazines were correct. He stroked a big cock as he gazed at the olive-skinned beauty.  
 
    "You are so very lovely," he told her. 
 
    "Thanks," she panted. "But please fuck me." 
 
    Harley grabbed my wrist and squeezed, conveying to me she found the man even more attractive now. 
 
    "I'm torn," Davel chuckled. "I want to stand and enjoy the sight of you in my bed but I want also to be inside you. I can't have both and it torments me. You are certain your husband is all right with this?" 
 
    "My husband loves the opportunity to share me with you," she said. "But I need to feel you inside. Take one last look and give it to me." 
 
    Jesus. Monique has really gotten the hang of this sex stuff. Gone was the innocent and naïve girl. Her voice dripped honey. She still looked angelic and virtuous but this young woman knew what she wanted. She knew what men wanted. 
 
    Davel stepped forward. He looked down, guiding his hard cock towards her petite slit. We knew the moment he entered her by the heartfelt sigh she exhaled. The body heat coming off Harley shot through the roof. 
 
    "You want that?" I whispered. 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    I bumped her inside the room and quietly shut the door, turning the deadbolt. They still had not noticed us. I tugged the ties at her shoulders and her frock dropped to the floor. Harley stood naked and revealed.  
 
    "Start with Monique," I whispered. "Two birds, one stone." 
 
    I stepped away, back against the door. We'd been in this man's home only a few hours and already sex filled the air. Harley approached cautiously, waiting for them to spy her. Monique did first, raising her arms and smiling broadly. 
 
    "Come here, gorgeous," she said. "I've wanted you forever." 
 
    Davel glanced at my wife and then me and then extended a hand to Harley. She leaned to kiss Monique first and then turned to Davel. They quickly merged into a threesome, touching, kissing. Soon Harley kissed down Monique's smooth body to arrive at Davel's buried cock. 
 
    "Fuck her," my wife said. 
 
    Davel begin moving his hips and Harley sucked Monique's clit, slopping her tongue over to curl around his pumping shaft too. He groaned in disbelief, amazed the turn his day had taken with our arrival. Harley orally served both until Davel pulled all the way out to feed my wife his dick. His shaft was laced with blue veins, the head a fat plum. He was too big to take it all so Harley inhaled the head and several inches, forcing her mouth down the shaft and making her cheeks bulge. Her lips crawled forward. Davel leaned over to kiss Monique passionately and all three moaned. 
 
    I opened my pants. I had to jack off watching this. Harley flipped into a sixty-nine with Monique, my wife on top, and guided Davel's cock into the gorgeous girl again. She sucked clit and gazed at the man's thrusting dick an inch away. 
 
    "You need to join us," Davel said.  
 
    I looked up. He was waving me over, sharing his good fortune. I shed the rest of my clothing and headed for the bed, my hard dick leading the way.  
 
    Davel pulled Harley off Monique and positioned her on all fours, waving a hand to give me Monique. My wife and I locked eyes and she smiled, her offer from so long ago finally coming to pass. Davel had sampled Monique and that had been enough. When Dahaa had his choice of women, he chose Harley. Now, again, Davel had his choice and he picked my wife. Whatever it is that Harley has, another man, like me and Dahaa, had fallen under her spell. Monique gave me an impish grin. 
 
    "I can keep a secret," she said. "Howard will never know." 
 
    I took my dick in hand and moved between her legs. Her fresh young pussy beckoned. I hesitated, burning the moment into my memory. She was stunning. To entice me further she spread her labia with two fingers. That was it. I could take no more. I leaned over and felt my dick head slide into the dip. I pressed forward and her steaming cunt swaddled me in hot wet flesh. 
 
    Beside me, Harley groaned deeply. Davel's cock was thick and hard and he'd just given her half. My wife's back bowed, mashing her tits into the bed. She stretched a hand over and grabbed Monique's tit. Davel rammed the remainder of his fat cock into her guts, claiming her as his own, and began to pound.  
 
    I took that as a signal. We hammered our women, me inside Howard's wife and Davel inside mine. I couldn't look away. I had beautiful Monique spread eagle on the bed before me but all I could stare at was another man thrusting in and out of my wife.  
 
    "Cum in her," I heard myself rasp. 
 
    Harley groaned at my words, thrilled to hear me surrender. Now I was an active player, handing her over for other men to use. 
 
    "Are you certain?" Davel asked. 
 
    "God, yes," I groaned. "She needs it and so do I. Fill her up." 
 
    Davel turned serious, like I'd granted him a rare gift. He held Harley's hips and sawed that fat dick. 
 
    "I'd love to," he said. "She's something special." 
 
    I forced myself to engage with Monique, kissing and biting as her tight young pussy massaged me. That turned Harley on even more. I guess me inside Monique freed her from any trace of guilt. I spread the young woman's legs and watched my dick pump in and out of her sopping hole. Gordon had created an angelic whore. Monique writhed, tits bouncing, eyes wide with lust. My penis surged to rock hardness.  
 
    For a time, the room was filled with the sounds of hot passionate sex. Soon Davel told the women to take a sixty-nine position again, but this time Monique got on top. I got behind her and Davel moved between Harley's legs. God, what a sight. I watched the man break a sweat across his muscular chest, fucking my wife deep and hard. Harley dug her heels into his firm ass and never let him leave. He pounded her until he ejaculated a gallon of hot sperm deep.  
 
    Inspired, I did the same to Monique. If Howard ever found out I'd had his wife too, there'd be hell to pay. Gordon could because he's the boss. I'm just another cuckold husband. If Howard ever found out that he'd been bumped another peg lower, now lower than any of us, he'd flip the fuck out.  
 
    I doubt he'd grab his gun again but you never know. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Gordon sequestered himself, Davel, Harley, and Monique, in Davel's master bedroom. When they weren't busy running their sprawling empires, Davel and Gordon were busy enjoying our wives. The rest of us got to enjoy the Caribbean island.  
 
    We flew home ten days later, three days overdue.  
 
    A week later Harley was also overdue, and so was Monique. Gordon spared Davel any worries and accepted that both kids were his. A paternity test a short time later proved that true. You had to respect his potency. Gordon now had three women carrying his progeny at the same time. He seemed delighted.  
 
    I felt a powerful mixed bag of emotions. Sex with Monique had knocked down some barriers in my head so I wasn't as upset about Harley's pregnancy as I would have otherwise been, but it was still hard to take. I couldn't shake the sense that Harley had pushed for this, maneuvering us all like chess pieces.  
 
    I saw Harley rarely during those ten days. Gordon loved twisting the knife, keeping her to himself. When I did catch a glimpse, she was usually nude or wore only panties. At least she'd removed that goddamn choker. She kept Gordon aroused and interested. Gordon imagined himself the master of his own universe but Harley's manipulations were constant. He thought fucking her so often was his idea. The truth is Harley chased that pregnancy. She wanted the security, yes, but deep down she also wanted to be that bad, to be that immoral.  
 
    I did a lot of soul-searching as Harley's belly began to grow. I know what it means to be a cuckold husband but now I truly was, in every sense of the word. It burned, but it also strangely and powerfully aroused. My competitive spirit was enflamed.  
 
    Harley was thrilled, and not just because of the money it guaranteed us. She felt wicked and wayward, far off the path a good wife takes. It turned her on to be so bad, and the growing evidence made her horny as hell. I've never gotten my dick sucked so much in my life.  
 
    With Harley, Wendy, and Monique pregnant, Gordon, as predicted, moved on to other women. A new guy, Gary, started at the office, and his wife, Aria, was cute. She caught Gordon's eye at a company picnic and I started the clock on how long it would take before Gordon got his dick inside her. Gary had heard the rumors before accepting the position and told me his first week it wouldn't happen to him. 
 
    "Gordon has no right to my wife," he'd said. "None." 
 
    "That's true. But Aria has a mind of her own and the same inherent weaknesses most women have. Do you own a gun?" 
 
    "What? No. Why would you ask that?" 
 
    "No reason," I said. "Just curious. You think you know your wife but you only mostly know her. You don't know her completely. Trust me, she's going to shock you." 
 
    He looked doubtful. 
 
    "I'll just tell her no," he said. "Him too. If he tries anything, I'll just tell him no." 
 
    I chuckled. Rookie. 
 
    "That's insubordination," I'd replied. 
 
      
 
    END. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Six bedrooms on five acres. College fund established and already earning interest. I stood on the porch and bounced the little brat on my shoulder, trying to draw a burp, and gazed out at the towering old growth trees in the distance. He was cute, this little baby in my arms, but he wasn't mine. Neither was the house.  
 
    I did own a Bentley. 
 
    I love the house. I'm thrilled we live here. I know we'll put more kids in all those bedrooms. But I think about how Harley earned it for us and some nights it rankles. On those nights, I throw her down and fuck her senseless. She loves those nights.  
 
    Tonight, Harley was in town with John, a friend, enjoying Macbeth at the Seattle Center. Not just any friend, of course, but an acquaintance of Dahaa. John was visiting from London and feeling lonely. He'd come into our home and met Harley, and then they'd left together, leaving me to play Mister Mom.  
 
    I was convinced the man would at least get his dick sucked.  
 
    Dahaa felt powerful when he could make pretty women do as he wished. If they refused, he offered more money until they caved. Harley had caught on to his schemes early and milked him for a fortune. She'd apologized for her deception. 
 
    Dahaa still sends men around from time to time and Harley is always a willing host. Dahaa loves pulling the strings even from the far side of the world. From time to time he sends men to fuck my woman. She eagerly complies.  
 
    Am I Dahaa's bitch? Maybe. But don't feel bad for me though.  
 
    With Harley's blessing, Monique is stopping by after she finishes at the gym.  
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