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  Chapter 1


   


  She didn’t know I was watching her.


  I had the bedroom door open just a crack. She was lying on the bed, naked, and I could see all of her from her nose down to her feet. I figured that as long as I couldn’t see her eyes, she couldn’t see me.


  Her legs were so smooth and shiny they looked as if they were oiled. My eyes tracked slowly upward, following the curves of her naked ass and hip. Her skin had that flawless, peaches ‘n cream glow other women spent hundreds on moisturizers to achieve. She was perfect.


  I’d heard her climb out of the bathtub about five minutes before and had given her time to dry off and lie down before I’d crept over to the door.


  This wasn’t the first time I’d done this.


  The vibrator was made to be discreet. It wasn’t a garish pink rabbit or a huge, realistic cock. It was a slender cylinder only about as wide as two of my fingers, with a rounded point at one end. It was so quiet I could barely hear it.


  She was just grazing the tip of it up and down over her inner thigh. I saw her mouth open and close a few times, her lips full and softly pink, as she got used to the sensations. The hard head of the vibrator pressed her skin in just a little as it moved and a couple of drops of water, glinting like jewels, rolled down her thigh. Her skin looked so damn strokable that my hand actually tingled. But, of course, I couldn’t touch her.


  I saw her edge her thighs apart a few more inches, readying herself. My hand slid down my jeans, gliding over my hardening cock through the denim.


  She touched the vibrator to her pussy lips, just beneath the little curls of soft black hair. She had her bikini line waxed, but nothing more. I dreamed of seeing her shaved completely bare, like the women in porn, but I knew she’d never do that. She wasn’t that kind of woman.


  There was a gorgeous moment when the toy touched her flesh and her head went back, her long black hair tossing on the bed.


  The vibrator started to move, tracing her lips. Her hips started to move a little, flexing up and down in response. I slid my hand under my belt, stroking myself through my jockey shorts.


  The tip of the vibrator began to nudge her lips apart and already, if I angled my head just right, I could see the sheen of moisture there. She swirled her hips and the movement made her full breasts tremble. Her nipples weren’t fully hard. Not yet. I fantasized about running my thumbs over them, feeling the soft flesh pucker and stiffen.


  She slipped the end of the vibrator into herself—only about an inch or so. She had it angled down so that the thrumming shaft of it could stay in contact with her clit as she moved it in and out. When she’s really turned on, her hips start to move almost on their own, helplessly thrusting, and I could see it happening now. She was tracing little circles in the air with her pussy, grinding back against her imaginary lover as he thrust into her. Who was it she was thinking about? An old boyfriend? A Hollywood star?


  Not me, that was for sure.


  Her free hand slid up the bed and I prayed for a second that she’d play with her own breasts—another porn star move I had a thing for. But, again, she wasn’t that sort of woman. Instead, she ran her palm over her flat stomach, smoothing it in little circles. I wrinkled my forehead. That was new. Was she fantasizing about…my jaw dropped. Was she fantasizing about getting pregnant?! About some lover knocking her up and making that smooth tummy swell? A deep chill twisted along my spine, but at the same time I stroked my cock faster. The thought of her pregnant by someone else was deeply disturbing but, in some darkly forbidden way, even that was kind of a turn on. As a fantasy, of course.


  I heard her draw in a shuddering breath and saw her stroke the vibrator faster, plunging it in and out of her now-slick lips. With her other hand, she started to tease her clit. Her nipples, long and delicately pink, had stiffened and were swaying back and forth as her breasts trembled. My cock was rock hard. I had to press my lips together so as not to make a sound, going slightly light headed from having to breathe so shallowly. But it was worth it, to see her like this.


  She spread her legs even more, the soles of her feet flat on the bed and her knees bent, her back arched as she neared her climax. The vibrator was sliding deep on each thrust, and she had the body of it pressed hard against the fingers of her other hand so that the vibrations went through them to her clit. I stroked faster and faster. She was going to…going to….


  Her body suddenly went tense, her back bending like a bow, the vibrator pressed deep and held in place as she trembled. She was silent for a second and then let out a long, broken cry of pleasure. I strained my ears, but it was garbled enough that it could have been a hundred different men’s names. I’d never know who, exactly, had been riding her in her imagination.


  The cry alone, though, was enough to send me over the edge. I felt my cock jump and quickly squeezed it tight, but it was too late. I felt hot ropes of cum shoot into my pants, sticky against my palm, and silently swore. I stayed there a second longer, looking at her perfect, naked body stretched out on the bed, and then scuttled off to the bathroom to clean myself up and change.


  When she emerged from the bedroom, there was no evidence she’d been pleasuring herself. She’d changed into skintight jeans and a soft, gray sweater that hugged her breasts. Her hair was straight, shining and perfect, her make-up minimal—just enough to accentuate her eyes and lips. And I was in fresh pants, sitting on the couch browsing the news on my tablet.


  “Do you want coffee?” my wife asked, her voice light. “I’m making some.”


  I smiled. “Coffee would be great.”


   


  ***


   


  It hadn’t always been like this.


  I met Sherri in college, her freshman year. I was doing my doctorate at the time. She was one of the few girls studying Computer Science and was insanely hot even with her glasses, loose-fitting clothes and avoidance of make-up. She’d been even shyer in those days, with a deep distrust of men. We became friends first, and I was securely trapped in the “friends” zone for almost a year before finally plucking up the courage to try to kiss her. She’d been shocked at first, but she’d eventually relented and, when she relaxed into it and responded, I found she’d been hiding not just a smoking hot body full of lush curves but an urgent, hungry need for sex that if anything dwarfed my own.


  Having a boyfriend made her more confident. She got laser eye surgery and threw away her glasses. She swapped her baggy, shapeless clothes for jeans that hugged her ass and sweaters that molded themselves to her chest, and suddenly she got a lot of male attention. My status on campus went through the roof. I was suddenly a geek dating the hottest girl around.


  We got married only a year after she finished college and settled into the tech scene in Silicon Valley, coding websites, sometimes working for the same start up and sometimes for different ones. We weren’t rich, but we were more than comfortable. Seven years sped by. Sherri was now twenty-nine and I was thirty-three. Everything was perfect. Except….


  The sex had slowly petered out. From twice a day in college to twice a week and then to maybe once a month. And it was always as if we were just going through the motions, Sherri on her back and me on top, a few minutes of thrusting and it was over. I knew she rarely came—she seemed to, but I had a feeling she was faking. I could see the difference when I spied on her masturbating.


  The spying on her had started by accident. I’d almost walked in on her and had stopped just in time. That’s only an excuse for the first time, though. Every time after that—and it was happening a few times a week, now—I couldn’t defend. I hated myself for watching my wife, and not just for violating her privacy. Why couldn’t I be a real man and just march in there, pull the vibrator from her hand and fuck her? It was obvious she needed more sex than she was getting. And yet I never did that because, weirdly, watching her masturbate turned me on more than fucking her myself. Also, I knew damn well that I wouldn’t give her as much pleasure as she got from the vibrator.


  Sherri had never said my cock was small, but I was pretty sure she’d been a virgin when we met and she’d never cheated on me, so she wouldn’t have anything to compare it to, right? And I knew she wouldn’t want to hurt my feelings by saying anything. When we did have sex, she’d sometimes make these little moves…subtly, as if she didn’t want to offend me. She’d squeeze her thighs together while I was inside her, as if trying to increase the friction. And she’d grab my ass and pull me in deeper, which should have been a good thing…but she didn’t seem to gain any satisfaction from it. I just found my pelvis grinding against hers, as if I didn’t have enough length for her.


  She looked at other men. Not a lot—it wasn’t like every man we met. But when we worked at the same company, as we were then, I noticed certain guys in the office who she’d keep glancing at. Usually slightly older than her, and bigger—Sherri and I are about the same height, which I was a little self-conscious of—and they tended to be more heavily built, too. She never did anything, of course, never even really spoke to them. She was still shy, but I was sure I could see the desire there. And then there was my response, like the thing with the elevator.


  The thing with the elevator had happened just a week before. I’d been strolling down the corridor, heading home for the night, planning to meet Sherri in the lobby downstairs. I’d rounded the corner and, right there in front of me, Sherri stood in the elevator with Owen.


  Owen was this big guy who worked at the same company as us. Taller than Sherri and me by almost a foot, curly black hair and good looking. He was in sales, not tech, and he did a lot of rock climbing and mountain biking and other stuff like that. An alpha male all round. And I’d noticed him looking at Sherri. And now there they were in the elevator together, about to go all the way down to the lobby.


  They hadn’t seen me, because they’d turned towards each other to talk. I mean, they were just talking. Nothing was going on and I had no reason to think anything would happen.


  And yet instead of running forward and calling for them to hold the doors, I waited. I stood there hiding around the corner, waiting until I heard the doors slide closed. And then I ran for the stairs.


  It all happened so fast that it’s difficult to remember exactly what I was thinking…or hoping. I know that I had this strange feeling in the pit of my stomach that wasn’t exactly lust, but wasn’t fear, either. It was like both of them mixed together to create something different. In my mind, I was seeing Owen lean down to kiss my wife, and her tilting her head back to kiss him. His hands cupping her breasts through her sweater. And then him pushing her back against the metal wall of the elevator, yanking the sweater up over her head—


  I pounded down the stairs. Ten floors, and I went down them so fast I barely felt my feet touch. I was lucky I didn’t slip and break my neck. I was burning up inside with…jealousy? Anger? Hatred for Owen? Lust? All of those.


  I barreled out of the stairwell door, making it just in time to see the elevator reach the bottom and the doors slide open. And there were Owen and my wife, talking happily, with no sign of contact between them. Immediately, I felt relief wash over me.


  Relief and something else. Disappointment.


  That night, I spent a long time sitting in my darkened office after Sherri had gone to bed. What the hell was wrong with me, that I’d fantasize about another man kissing my wife? When I thought about the idea, I hated it. And yet I loved it. I knew I’d never, ever want something like that to happen in real life, but as a fantasy…something about it turned me on, activating some unexplored circuit in my psyche that I’d never known existed. Was this the same thing as watching her masturbate? Was it because we weren’t having sex that this was surfacing?


  Or was it this thing that was stopping us having sex?


  I didn’t even make it to bed that night. I fell asleep in my office chair and lied to Sherri the next morning, saying that I’d had some work to deal with. I swore I wouldn’t entertain any thoughts like that again. And then I went right back to watching her masturbate.


  Something had to change.


  Chapter 2


   


  It started with an email. Job offers weren’t unusual for either of us. We were both good at what we did and there were plenty of startups hungry for workers. What made this email unusual was that it wasn’t from a recruitment agency or an HR person. It was from the head of the startup and he was offering me dinner.


  I was happy enough at the company I was at—apart from anything else, it was fun to be able to work at the same place as Sherri, even if we were on different teams. But I went along anyway, if only for the free food.


  The guy’s name was Kyle Dacosta and my first impression was that he was big. He sat with his legs sprawled out under the table, leaning back in his chair with his hands behind his head, completely at ease with the world. Even sitting down, I could tell he was tall. And he was wide. Not fat, but broad built, like a linebacker. He was like a wall of muscle.


  It wasn’t just his physique. When the hostess showed me over, she went sort of giggly and smiled way too much. Even as she walked away, she kept casting glances at Kyle over her shoulder.


  Even as a guy, I could tell he was good looking. He had that strong jaw, dark hair and very clear blue eyes that women go nuts for. When he got up to shake my hand, he was at least a head taller than me, and his grip felt like it was going to crush my bones.


  He seemed pleasant, though, in a back-slapping, jock sort of a way. He made me order food and a beer before he’d even talk about the job offer.


  “Have you ever heard,” he asked as he began to dig into a huge, rare steak, “of San Relando?”


  I blinked. I had heard of it. San Relando was a tiny island nation off the coast of Central America. A fairly poor and moderately corrupt country that no one had ever paid much attention to…until the new president decided to abolish almost all taxes for foreign companies and relaxed all the laws governing porn, gambling and hacking.


  Suddenly, every shady website on the planet relocated to San Relando. For the first few years, it was like the Wild West out there, nothing but porn sites, gambling sites and hacker strongholds. Ever had a virus on your computer, or a phishing email? It probably came from San Relando. But then, as the infrastructure improved, more and more legitimate businesses moved out there, saving millions of dollars in corporate taxes. It became the new tax haven of choice, the rich started to move there and the economy boomed. Meanwhile, the country’s corruption shifted from moderate to legendary.


  “It’s great,” Kyle said. “Great climate and the laws are relaxed. I worked in Dubai for a while, but this is way more fun.” He talked me through the start up. Basically, we’d be a bespoke website company, running websites for clients in the US. The US companies could then claim their site was run from San Relando and dodge all sorts of US laws and taxes. Kyle already had the contracts and the office space and had been out in San Relando for six months with another guy, Russ, setting everything up. Now he just needed to bring some skilled US workers back with him.


  “Can’t you just locate the servers in San Relando?” I asked, “And we can do the work remotely from here?”


  Kyle shook his head. “The government’s gotten wise to that. We have to have a bunch of us actually over there, sitting in an office in San Relando, to get around the law.” He leaned forward. “But you don’t have to be over there for long. Come out for a year. Property is still cheap if you move fast and you can live like a king on what I’ll pay you. You could come back to the US a year from now and have enough saved to buy a house, no mortgage.”


  It sounded too good to be true. I thought about it but then slowly shook my head. “I’m married,” I told him. “I couldn’t be away from my wife for that long.”


  But when I mentioned that Sherri was a web coder like me, Kyle was ecstatic. It turned out he still had one more space on the team to fill. “Call her right now,” he told me. “Get her over here!”


  Sherri was more than a little surprised to get my call, and pretty thrown by the idea of an instant job offer. But she drove over to the restaurant and sat down with Kyle and me. I was on my second beer by then—Kyle must have been on his fourth, but it didn’t seem to affect him at all.


  Kyle was charming and polite and I could see Sherri react to him a little, despite me sitting right next to her. He was just so…male, dripping with testosterone. Her eyes went big and her breathing got a little faster. When he wanted to make a point, he’d sometimes lean forward and touch her hand. Sometimes, it was almost as if he forgot I was there. But I figured it wasn’t doing any harm. I got the impression Kyle flirted with all the women he met. The fact he liked Sherri was almost a compliment and nothing was going to happen.


  “With two of you earning what you’ll earn, you can live in a fucking mansion,” Kyle told us. “You’ll love it. And I work hard, play hard. We’ll party like rock stars out there.”


  It did sound tempting. A new life in the sun, with plenty of money…maybe a change of scene would reinvigorate our marriage. Sex on holiday was always better, and this would be like one long holiday.


  One thing made me hold back. San Relando had a reputation for being pretty backward on women’s rights. Women were sexualized at every opportunity, from the busty weather girl on TV to lurid stories about what happened to female prisoners at the hands of male cops or prison guards. Did I really want Sherri to live in a place like that?


  I looked across at her. She was grinning shyly, her eyes shining. But she left it up to me to make the decision. “What do you think, Tom?” she asked.


  I looked at Kyle, who was staring at the two of us with something between excitement and hunger.


  I knew that I had a tendency to play it safe. I didn’t want to go through my whole life as that guy who never took a risk. “The hell with it,” I said bravely. “Let’s do it.”


   


  ***


   


  A few days later, we gave notice at our current jobs. A week after that, having mothballed our apartment, we touched down in San Relando.


  At first, my feelings were mixed. The country itself was nothing to write home about. San Relando didn’t have fantastic beaches or mountains, or in fact anything in the way of great scenery. The locals—who looked vaguely Southern Italian or Spanish—seemed to be a little surly. And the stories about their attitude to women were true. At the airport I noticed the male guards taking long, wistful looks at my wife and I made sure I stayed close beside her. One very attractive American woman, travelling alone, was taken aside and escorted through a side door by a customs guard, quickly followed by three more. My heart thumped hard as I thought of what might be happening to her in there. Strip searched…by men? Worse?


  I squeezed Sherri’s hand and she grinned at me in response, thinking I was just being romantic. She seemed oblivious to the attention she was attracting.


  When we arrived at our new home, though, everything changed. We’d decided to rent for the first month or so, just to check we liked the country, but when I saw what we’d got for our money I immediately regretted not buying immediately. The place had four bedrooms, an outdoor hot tub, a gated driveway with parking for several cars, a huge kitchen and three reception rooms, one of them done out as a games room with a pool table. And all this for less than we’d paid back home for our small apartment. Kyle had even had groceries sent over so that we didn’t have to shop on our first day. We stood on the balcony that first night, sipping champagne and watching the sunset, and all my doubts faded away. “I’m glad we came here,” I told Sherri as she snuggled into my chest. “I think our lives just changed.”


  Chapter 3


   


  The next day, we started work. As I’d thought, it was all simple enough. The American companies wanted websites building and they were refreshingly hands-off about it, pretty much leaving us to get on with our work. That might not sound like a big deal, but when you’re used to clients changing their minds on you four or five times a day, it’s pure heaven. The sites themselves were pretty dull—self-improvement stuff, mostly, where housewives could spend $30 learning how to have more self confidence or find their inner goddess. But judging by how happy Kyle seemed, they were popular.


  There were only six of us at the company. Kyle, who ran things, Russ; the finance guy, who’d helped him set it up; myself and Sherri, a guy who ran the servers and a user interface artist. It was a small, pretty tight-knit group and I liked everyone…except maybe Russ. He had sandy-blond hair and a deep tan and he matched Kyle in size, but while Kyle was basically a good guy, if overly macho, Russ had a hard look in his eyes that made me uneasy. The only time I ever saw him smile was when I caught him sharing some sexist joke with Kyle. Of course, around Sherri he was perfectly polite…but when she wasn’t looking, I’d catch Russ eating her up with those cruel eyes. Sherri had always dressed demurely for the office. Not like the shapeless things she’d worn back in college before she found her confidence, but still conservatively. Long skirts or trousers, for example, low heels, and her blouses were always tightly buttoned up. But that didn’t seem to stop the attention from Russ.


  As I’d hoped, being in a new place was good for our marriage, at least temporarily. For the first month or so, we had sex at least a few times a week. We even talked seriously about starting a family, but agreed we’d wait until we got back to the US, so Sherri stayed on the pill. As time went on, though, the sex started to wane again. Each time we’d go to have sex, Sherri would start out enthusiastic. But she seemed to get frustrated as I fucked her, and I could tell she was faking her orgasms.


  “What’s the matter?” I asked. “Do you want to try something new? A new position?”


  But she just shrugged and looked away, blushing. The problem was that she was so shy. I had no idea what she wanted, and she couldn’t tell me.


  Despite the problems, things were good. The money was as promised and San Relando proved to be as cheap as Kyle had claimed. Within a month, we’d decided to stay and got a mortgage on a palatial villa overlooking the ocean, with six bedrooms, a gym and even living quarters if we wanted to take on staff. I’d never even remotely considered getting a maid or a cook before but, if the business continued to do as well as it was doing and our salaries increased as Kyle said they would, it wasn’t completely crazy. We really were living like kings, just as Kyle had promised.


  I knew I should probably learn the language. There was huge variation in how well the locals spoke English: the rich and educated classes spoke it fluently; the middle classes managed, albeit with a heavy accent; and some of the working class didn’t speak it at all. I bought a phrasebook and had every intention of learning San Relandan, but I never seemed to get round to it. It didn’t seem to matter too much, though. Aside from tipping the guy who delivered the groceries, we had next to no contact with the locals. We’d get up in the morning, make the short drive to the office, work all day and then drive home, having only talked to other Americans the whole time.


  We would have felt isolated, but the close-knit feel of the office helped. Kyle stuck to his promise of working hard and playing hard, so there was always something going on after work on a Friday night, even if it was just going to a local bar for a few beers, and Kyle always picked up the tab. Sherri would sometimes head home early, saying she was exhausted, and Kyle would always try to persuade her to stay for “just one more drink.”


  I think she was a little uncomfortable being out on the town with the guys. Even though we didn’t mix with the locals, I’d often see the local men eyeing her hungrily in the bars and I quickly realized that her pale skin made her stand out. I made sure I stayed close to her and Kyle was always around to make sure she got into a cab okay. He’d sometimes slip an arm around her waist while we were walking her outside and that bothered me just a little. I knew he was just being protective of his only female employee, but I was her husband and I was right there beside her! Sometimes, I’d slip my own arm around Sherri’s waist, just to make a point, and Kyle would release his as if to say Oops! Sorry! I forgot she’s your wife! And then I’d feel stupid.


  And it wasn’t as if Sherri seemed to mind Kyle’s touching too much. She’d always go very quiet when he was near her, and she had this habit of twisting a lock of her long, dark hair around and around her finger when he was talking to her. I assumed she thought he was a bit of a jerk, but tolerated him.


  The only problem was Russ. While Kyle was always friendly—maybe a little more boisterous than I would have liked, but still friendly—Russ was completely cold towards me. Sherri, though, he got more and more interested in. He would switch his smile on like a torch when she came near, and she’d chat away happily to him. Then she’d walk away and, while I was still standing there, he’d describe how he’d like to “bang her tight little ass,” or “slot my cock between those tits.” The first few times it happened, I thought he must not have noticed I was there. In time, I realized he just didn’t care. I never told Sheri, though. I thought it might upset her. Besides, Kyle was usually around and he’d silence Russ with a sharp glare. That made me warm to him even more.


  Another great thing about Kyle was that he liked to throw parties at his place—which was even bigger and more luxurious than ours. There was a huge outdoor area with a pool and hot tub. One night, about two months after we’d arrived, we were standing beside the pool sipping wine and feeling like a million dollars. It was a pretty big affair, with maybe fifty guests. Everyone from our company was there, along with a lot of local dignitaries and other bigwigs—Kyle liked to keep the locals close and stroke their egos.


  There were a lot of slightly older guys with the heavy, muscular build common to men in San Relando, their black hair dusted with silver. Some were in suits and some had stripped down to swimwear, as Kyle encouraged everyone to do at his parties. The nights always started out very formal and descended gradually into raucous fun out by the pool. Sherri and I usually left before that point, having heard rumors of some of the things that went on in the bedrooms. We assumed it was mostly just talk, but I didn’t want to be around that sort of thing, especially not with my boss!


  That night, though, we’d agreed that we’d stay a little later and had worn swimwear under our clothes. When we finished our drinks, I bravely stripped of my shirt and then my pants, leaving me in board shorts. I was tense doing it—it felt as if everyone was staring at me. But I soldiered on and stood there in my shorts, my body very pale next to all those tanned men. I couldn’t help but feel skinny, too. I’m not that thin, but San Relandan men do tend to be well built—genetics, I guess. I grabbed another drink to cover my nerves.


  Then Sherri slipped her dress off her shoulders and all thoughts of my own body were forgotten. Underneath, she was wearing a stunning and for her quite daring one piece black bathing costume. It had a plunging neckline that showed off not just the tops but the sides of her full breasts, with criss-cross lacing extending the neckline even lower. At the back, it hugged her ripe ass like a second skin and was so tight and thin at the front that, if it snugged any tighter, I knew the shape of her pussy would be visible.


  Instantly, every guy at the party turned to look at her. The chatter actually died for a second as everyone drank her in. Sherri glanced around, spooked, and I grabbed her hand. Two guys in particular, San Relandan men in their forties, had their eyes all over her breasts and ass, almost licking her with their gazes. I suddenly felt very vulnerable.


  Which was crazy. We weren’t in some dark alley somewhere facing a gang of thugs. We were at a classy party with men who were politicians and business leaders. Sure, some wild things supposedly happened at these parties, but no one was going to make us do anything we didn’t want.


  A familiar voice called from the hot tub. “Tom! Sherri! Get your asses over here!”


  I turned and saw Kyle sitting there, waving us over. At the same time, I saw Russ approaching, those cold shark eyes fixed on Sherri. I quickly pulled Sherri over to the tub. Normally, I would have been a little more nervous about climbing into a hot tub with my boss, but getting under the cover of the water suddenly felt like a good move—anything to take all those staring eyes off Sherri. She seemed to share my unease, because she almost scrambled into the water, gasping with delight as the heat hit her.


  Behind Kyle, Russ sidled up long enough to get a look at Sherri’s chest, but couldn’t really stand there without his gawping looking obvious. He turned away, looking disgruntled, and I gave a smirk of satisfaction at having avoided him.


  Kyle passed Sherri a drink. “You both look great,” he told us. He gave me a friendly but not completely convincing smile, and I glanced down at my flat, scrawny chest. The smile he gave Sherri seemed a lot more genuine. He saw her all the time at work, of course, but he’d never seen her like this, with her lush, creamy breasts squeezed and offered up seductively by the thin black fabric, glistening with water. I could feel my cock hardening as I looked at my wife. Her smooth cleavage looked to be just waiting for something to be shoved between those soft but firm mounds: a hand, a tongue, a cock.


  I flushed as I realized what I was thinking. This was my wife, for God’s sake! But something about all the men looking at her—even Kyle looking at her….


  My stomach turned. What was wrong with me, that the idea of other men staring at my wife was a turn on?


  “You okay?” asked Kyle. “You look kinda pale.”


  I couldn’t tell if he was being serious or just mocking my almost-white skin. Despite being in San Relando a few months, I’d barely tanned at all. I burn easily, okay?


  “I’m fine,” I said unconvincingly.


  He picked up my drink from where I’d left it on the edge of the tub and held it out to me—just a nice guy helping his friend relax. Except that he didn’t hold it far enough out. I had to move away from Sherri to take it from him, spacing the three of us out in a triangle around the tub.


  I took the drink and sipped gratefully. It’s nothing, I reassured myself. You’re just horny. Sherri in that costume would turn anyone on. That’s all it is. It’s nothing to do with the other guys looking.


  Kyle turned to my wife and started to chat to her, leaving me to drink. I watched the two of them, him with his huge, muscled body, relaxed and at ease in the millionaire lifestyle. And me, pale and skinny and looking uncomfortable. It hit me that, now that we were spaced out around the tub, it wasn’t obvious to anyone looking who was with whom. In fact...I noticed that Sherri had sidled just a little closer to Kyle. Not a lot—no more than a foot, in fact. But it was enough that it now looked like they were a happy couple and I was the outsider.


  Kyle had organized a big fireworks display. Sherri had pinned her hair up so as not to get it wet and her long, elegant neck was exposed as she craned her head back to watch the explosions. With his good looks and her beauty, if Kyle kissed her there they’d look like a much more believable couple than if I did it.


  Wait…why am I thinking about him kissing her?!


  I’d stopped listening to their conversation, but now I tuned in again. I noticed that Kyle was talking much more quietly than normal, and that Sherri was having to lean sideways to hear him over the din of the fireworks, probably unaware she was giving him a great view down her bathing costume. I could see Kyle’s eyes roaming over every inch of her body, just as the San Relandan men’s had.


  A cold prickle of fear went up my spine. Was that why Kyle was talking more quietly than normal? To lure her over to him, so he could gawp at her? Or even do more?


  I shook my head. That was insane! Kyle might be a bit of a player, but even he wouldn’t try to steal my wife away from me, right under my nose. Even so, I moved alongside Sherri and snugged an arm around her waist, just to make the point.


  “I’m really glad you two joined the company,” said Kyle smoothly. “You look so happy together.” I felt my fears begin to ease. It had just been paranoia. You idiot! Kyle’s your buddy!


  “Are you…seeing anyone?” asked Sherri.


  Kyle shook his head. “There was someone,” he said sadly. “Alexa. But we split just before you guys arrived.”


  I nodded sympathetically and pulled Sherri even closer. Whatever had happened between Kyle and Alexa, I sure as hell wasn’t going to make the same mistake. We were together for life.


  “She was a little like you,” Kyle told Sherri. “I mean, different—she was blonde, for one thing. But you kind of remind me of her.”


  Something inside me twisted. I wasn’t sure I liked this. But Sherri said brightly, “Oh? How?”


  Kyle tilted his head to one side. “Well, you’re sort of shy. But I think inside you’re adventurous.”


  Sherri blushed down to her roots and I felt a hot, tight anger grow inside. I’d been right after all. He was damn well flirting with her, as if they were alone in some bar, while I was right there beside her! He was probably thinking about—


  Pulling off her wet swimsuit and fucking her right there beside the hot tub, his big, tanned hips pounding between hers—


  I swallowed and grabbed Sherri’s hand. “We should be going,” I said. I couldn’t get the image of Kyle and my wife out of my head.


  “So soon?” asked Kyle forlornly. He reached out and grabbed Sherri’s other hand, so that she was caught between us. He only gripped her lightly—playfully, even. But he gripped her all the same.


  “Yeah,” I said firmly, my face hot. He’d pull down the front of her swimsuit and shove his cock between her breasts—


  Sherri looked uncertainly between us but, as usual, went along with what I wanted. She’d always been very responsive, that way, happy to follow where she was led. “Okay,” she said. “Sure.”


  I helped her out of the tub and she grabbed a towel and started to pat some of the water off her. I went to stand up myself and—


  Shit.


  For some reason, I had a raging hard on. I told myself it was nothing to do with the image of Kyle and Sherri. Nothing at all. I tried to will it away, but it wouldn’t go.


  “Going, or staying?” grinned Kyle.


  I had no choice. I quickly climbed out of the steaming water, my hard cock clearly visible as it tented the front of my shorts. My eyes locked with Kyle’s for a second and I saw his eyes flick down to my groin and then back up, knowingly.


  He doesn’t know what I’m thinking about! I reassured myself. He probably just thinks I’m thinking about Sherri. Which I am. That’s all I’m thinking about.


  I toweled myself off and got out of there before anything else could go wrong.


   


  ***


   


  I thought it was over but, at home that night, I couldn’t help but raise it. I guess I was trying to reassure myself that Sherri wasn’t interested in Kyle.


  “He was looking at you, you know,” I told her as we lay side by side in bed. We hadn’t had sex—but then, that was rapidly becoming the norm again.


  “Kyle?” she asked.


  “His eyes were all over you. And that comment he made about you being adventurous….”


  She blushed. “He was just being a guy.”


  But I’m a guy, and I don’t say things like that…. “It was still inappropriate. He’s our boss.”


  She shrugged. “It was no big deal.”


  We lay in silence for a second. Then I asked, “Do you like him?”


  She turned to face me. “Kyle?! Honey, you know I’d never cheat on you!”


  “I know, I know. I just meant…do you?” I had to know, and I had to find a way to ask the question so that she wouldn’t feel guilty. “I mean, if you weren’t with me, if you were single…is he a guy you’d go for?”


  She squirmed, embarrassed, and I nearly regretted asking. Then she said, “I guess. He does have a nice body.”


  I nodded.


  “Yours is nice too!” she added quickly. “Just different.”


  I nodded again, seething inside. But I’d been dumb enough to ask the question. What did I expect? I didn’t even know why I was so interested in what she thought of him. I told myself I was just trying to reassure myself that nothing was wrong but, deep down, I knew it was more complicated than that. It was something to do with those images in my head of the two of them together and the way they’d made me feel. I hated the idea of her fucking someone else. Yet, at the same time, some tiny part of me loved it.


  I ran my hand down her body. She’d changed into an old t-shirt and a pair of panties to sleep in. My palm slipped under the bottom of the shirt and skimmed along her flat belly, then toyed with the top of the panties. She jerked, surprised, and a bemused smile crept across her face.


  “Did you think about it?” I asked her. There was an edge to my voice that wasn’t normally there. I can’t really explain, but it was as if I was angry and turned on at the same time. “About fucking him?”


  Her eyes widened. I never normally used words like fucking. “Of course not!” she said. But I could see her cheeks redden.


  My hand slipped suddenly under her panties, finding the soft curls of hair and then her pussy lips. She gasped, astonished, as I touched her.


  She was wet. Wetter than I’d ever known her.


  I felt my eyes narrow. “You were thinking about fucking him, weren’t you?” I said, grating out the words from between my teeth. “You’re wet, just imagining his cock!”


  “No!” she said, her voice too high and too tight to be telling the truth.


  I ripped her panties down her thighs and off one leg, leaving them dangling from her other foot. My mind was fogged. I was rock hard. When had that happened?


  “You’re been thinking about him,” I grunted, and thrust into my wife, my cock disappearing into her almost all the way in one hard thrust. She groaned, but offered no resistance, not even when I grabbed her t-shirt and wrenched it up to her armpits, baring her breasts. She even opened her thighs wider for me. I started to fuck her, my hands braced either side of her head, staring down into her eyes as I pumped into her. Her breasts were shaking and swaying, her eyes wide and—


  She was smiling up at me, surprised and delighted. She likes me fucking her this way—angry and dominant!


  Then I saw her eyes flutter closed and her expression change to one of concentration. Or is she imagining Kyle fucking her? She was much wetter than normal and her breathing was definitely different, too, faster and more ragged.


  I hammered into her and she spread her legs wider, opening herself up, and then wound her long legs around me, pulling me into her. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d done that. Her mouth was open and she was panting…and I thought I could almost hear her gasping words. Her eyes were still tight shut, so I leaned in close. She was saying something, but I couldn’t make it out. My name? His name? I wasn’t sure.


  And all of this: the fear, the doubt, the knowledge that she might be thinking about someone else…it did the opposite of what it should have done. It turned me on. I was harder than I’d ever been and I was pounding into her with a desperate need that I couldn’t control, her satiny tunnel hotly slick around me.


  Down in my balls, I could feel my orgasm approaching. I wanted Sherri to come first, for once, and I gritted my teeth and hung on for as long as I could, putting more of my weight on her as I reached in and fondled her breasts. She was twisting and groaning under me, eyes still shut, her hips circling and grinding just as they did when she masturbated. The sensation of her smooth thighs rubbing against mine, urging me on, was incredible. She definitely wasn’t faking. In fact, it looked like she might—


  She went suddenly stiff under me, her back arching and her head going back into the pillows. Her eyes flew open and she stared up at me, shock and delight on her face as the orgasm swept over her. Her cheeks flushed, her eyelids fluttered, her lips stretched wide as she gasped for air. I watched my wife come, and there was nothing sweeter. And then the sight of her straining face sent me over the edge. I groaned as I buried myself deep inside her and shot and shot, filling her with my hot seed.


  When we could both breathe again, she told me, “I wasn’t thinking of him, you know.”


  I knew she was lying. “It’s okay,” I said. Now that the orgasm was past, the thought of her with Kyle made my skin crawl and the anger rise inside me, but she didn’t need to know that. “I don’t mind.”


  “I’d never do anything about it,” she said in a small voice. “You know that, don’t you?”


  I pulled her close and cuddled her. “Of course I do.”


  We stayed like that, entwined in each other’s arms. We hadn’t fallen asleep like that for years, usually rolling to the outsides of the bed. It was a victory, I told myself, as I drifted off. We’d been married seven years. It was normal to need some fantasy to keep things alive in the bedroom, right? And what harm did it do for her to occasionally fantasize about our boss. Hell, I could even admit to myself that it turned me on a little—just a little, when I was all fired up. I’d never want to share her, of course, but as a fantasy, if it helped to save our marriage…it didn’t seem so bad.


  Chapter 4


   


  The next morning, Kyle didn’t mention what had happened, which reassured me that it was no big deal. He probably flirted like that with every woman he met—in fact, he’d probably already forgotten about it. Life returned to normal.


  About two weeks later, I had some slack time. That wasn’t all that unusual at our company. It’s amazing how much more efficiently you can work when the clients don’t call up to hassle you every few hours. I was spending the time working on a little side project to analyze traffic to our websites. It was only half finished, but I tried running an early version on a selection of the sites we ran.


  That’s weird.


  For about ten of the websites, I got the same traffic statistics, as if I was looking at the same one repeatedly. I thought it was a bug and spent a fruitless hour trying to fix it. It was only when I ran it again and got the same result that I dug a little deeper. And then my blood ran cold.


  The program was working just fine. The traffic to those ten sites was the problem: it was identical for every site. Something was very, very wrong.


  I dug more. Almost all of the traffic to those websites was fake. Most likely, someone at our company had paid hackers to install clandestine software on hundreds of thousands of PCs across the world, creating an army of slave machines that would visit our sites without our users knowing, clocking up millions of “hits.” But why would anyone do that?


  Client finances definitely weren’t my department. Kyle handled all those with Russ, the money guy, and we were strictly forbidden to look at them. But I was closing in for the kill—I had to know what was going on.


  Once I started following the money, it wasn’t difficult to figure out. American companies had paid us to create those websites and had also paid huge sums of cash into a separate account. I was pretty sure that money was going straight to hackers who used it to finance hundreds of thousands of credit cards, which in turn were used to buy content on our websites. We were laundering money, plain and simple. Dirty money went in and was fed back to the websites, minus a generous fee, through millions of small credit card transactions. Nice clean untraceable money came out and was paid back to the clients.


  I suddenly understood why the clients didn’t hassle us for changes to their websites, and why there was so much slack time. No one cared if the websites were any good or not. They were just front businesses.


  A lot of the names on the client bank accounts sounded Italian. I thought I was going to throw up. We’re laundering money for the mob!


  I closed down my screen before someone saw what I was doing, then took an early lunch. I walked around the building again and again, trying to figure out what to do. I had no idea who at the company knew what was really going on. Clearly Russ did. That made sense—I’d never trusted him. But who else? Did it start and end with him, or could others be involved?


  I stopped in my tracks. Could Kyle be involved? What if the whole company existed just for this purpose?


  I slowly shook my head and started walking again. No. No way. We ran many legitimate websites alongside the ten fake ones I’d found. Kyle was just as oblivious as me.


  I wanted to believe that. Because the alternative was that he’d hired both Sherri and me specifically to work at an illegal enterprise, that our whole life in San Relando was based on a lie. And that didn’t bear thinking about.


  I decided that I had to go to the authorities. Every hour that passed increased the likelihood that someone would find out what was going on, and now that I’d dug into it and had knowledge, if I didn’t report it I could probably go to jail along with Russ and whoever else was behind it.


  Should I tell Sherri? That would complicate things. The authorities would probably want to question all of us. Better that she remained oblivious until then—her story would be simpler to tell.


  I’d reached the entrance of our office building. I looked up at the door, biting my lip. What if I didn’t say anything to the authorities? What if I just went upstairs and told Kyle what I knew? If he wasn’t in on it, we could go to the authorities together. If he was, he’d no doubt agree to cut me in. The generous amount he was paying me was nothing compared to the money passing through the company. If I agreed to keep quiet, Sherri and I could be rich….


  No. I wasn’t that sort of person, and Sherri wasn’t, either. If Kyle was innocent, as I suspected, he’d come out of the whole thing fine. Better to avoid the temptation, just in case he was involved.


  I pulled out my cell phone and dialed.


   


  ***


   


  I’d expected the authorities in San Relando to take days or weeks to act. I’d thought they might want to follow the money trail before they swooped. But that very afternoon, a small army of police officers swarmed into the building and ordered us away from our PCs, while a guy in a suit from the San Relando Organized Crime Unit waved an official-looking piece of paper. “I am Prosecutor Marcorlo,” he told us in accented but very good English. “I am suspending this company’s business on suspicion of money laundering. You will all be questioned.” And the cops separated us into different areas of the office.


  Our office didn’t have many rooms so, even with just six of us, the cops had to get creative. I watched in horror as Sherri was taken into the supply room—a tiny space no more than six feet square—by two very well built male officers. Meanwhile I was taken into the women’s restroom and made to stand there in silence as two officers stared impassively at me.


  Kyle was the first to be questioned, in the comfort of his own office. Then Russ and then me. I told my story as clearly as I could and the organized crime official—Marcorlo—nodded and took notes. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I swore I’d seen him somewhere before. And, weirdly, he didn’t seem anywhere near as happy with me for reporting the crime as I’d expected.


  Sherri was next and I watched as Marcorlo walked into the tiny supply room to question her. I caught a glimpse of her: she was standing flattened up against the wall, staring at the two cops who were guarding her, her chest rising and falling beneath her blouse as she took panic breaths. The room was so small, and the men were so big, that even pressed up against the wall she couldn’t get them out of her personal space. No one was actually touching her, but she was clearly intimidated as hell. And with a third man in the tiny room with them, it would be even worse. My hands tightened into fists. This was ridiculous! I’d gone to the authorities with the information and they were treating both me and Sherri as suspects!


  The door closed, cutting off my view just as Sherri threw a desperate, scared look my way. I told myself that this was probably just standard procedure. Maybe they’re looking out for me. By treating all of us the same, they prevented Russ knowing who had ratted on him. I told myself that, but it didn’t make it any easier. They kept her in there for hours.


  When the remainder of the office had been questioned, Marcorlo gave some orders in the local language and I was taken to one side. “The rest of you can go,” the official told them.


  That’s pretty relaxed, I thought. What if Russ flees the country?


  Then they put the handcuffs on me.


  “What?!” I almost screamed. “What are you doing?”


  “We’re detaining you on suspicion of money laundering connected to organized crime,” said Marcorlo. I waited for him to say all that stuff about me having the right to remain silent. And then I remembered that I was in San Relando, and I didn’t have any rights at all.


  “But I—“ I was going to say I was the one who called you, but Russ was standing right there. “But I didn’t do anything!”


  Marcorlo jerked his head at the cops and they bundled me downstairs and into a patrol car. Most of the other employees in our office building—hundreds of people from tens of companies—were hanging out of their windows to see what was going on, some snapping pictures with their cell phones. They saw me being pushed roughly into the back of a car, hands cuffed behind my back. They’re going to think I did it! I thought.


  Sherri rushed down the stairs behind me, just in time to see the door close. We stared at each other in horror as the car pulled away.


   


  ***


   


  The interrogation room was underground, deep enough below the police station that the walls and air were damp. The only furniture was a steel table and two chairs, all bolted to the floor. I was pushed into a chair and my handcuffs were unfastened. I watched numbly as they were refastened in front of me and the chain secured to the table. “There’s been a mistake,” I told the cop. “I’m not guilty. I’m not even a suspect! I’m the one who reported it!” The cop just looked boredly at me. He probably doesn’t even speak English. Why hadn’t I taken the time to learn San Relandan?


  I was left alone for an hour before Marcorlo walked in. I was still sure I knew him from somewhere.


  “The charges against you are very serious,” he told me, his voice pious. “We do not like people who exploit our country’s laws to help criminals. You will be found guilty and sent to prison—maybe for as long as twenty years.”


  I shook my head. “This is crazy! I was the one who called you! It was Russ! He ran all the financial stuff!”


  Marcorlo just stared at me. “He says he knew nothing about the money laundering.”


  I blinked. “That’s it?! He said he didn’t do it, so he didn’t do it?”


  “This man, Russ Harding, is a trusted and respected member of our business community. You, though—you seem to have come over from America and brought these disgusting, criminal deals with you. You betrayed your employer’s trust and used his legitimate company to disguise your crimes.”


  My jaw dropped. It was the most ridiculous thing I’d ever heard. “That’s—that’s—“


  Marcorlo sat back in his chair. “If you won’t give us the truth, we’ll have to get it elsewhere. Does your wife know what you’ve been doing?”


  My stomach turned. “No! She knows nothing about it!”


  “Ah, so you admit you have been keeping things from her!”


  My face reddened, even though I knew I was innocent. “No! I didn’t mean it like that!”


  “I questioned her today, Tom. Your wife is very pretty. She seemed nervous, when I was in there with the two male officers. Why do you think that is?”


  I glared at him, not liking where this was going. “She was scared of you!”


  “Really?” He put a hand to his chest. “Why would anyone be scared of me, and a couple of our finest police officers?” He put his head to one side. “I hope you haven’t been listening to those awful lies about how we treat women. You Americans come up with such tales. What did you think?” He leaned closer. “Did you think we’d order her out of her clothes, just to put her on edge? That we’d make her stand there naked in a supply cupboard with us while we questioned her?”


  My chest went tight, his words slicing deep into my soul.


  “Or did you think we’d do more? Did you think we’d threaten her into getting down on her knees like a whore and sucking us off, one by one?”


  I stared at him, terrified and enraged.


  “How do you know we didn’t already do it?” he whispered. “We were in there for hours. When Sherri came out, did you check if the same number of buttons were done up on her blouse? Did you check her hair for traces of our seed?”


  My face had grown hot with anger throughout his little speech. Now I roared and threw myself at him, but my handcuffs pulled me up short against the table.


  Marcorlo leaned in to whisper in my ear. “You think on that for a while,” he told me. “Decide whether you want to confess, or whether we should get Sherri in for another round of questioning.”


   


  Chapter 5


   


  I was led upstairs, my mind numb at what he’d told me. It was just an intimidation tactic, I told myself. They hadn’t really made Sherri take her clothes off. Or made her get down on her knees. Or—


  Stop it!


  But what if they had? Or what if they would, if I didn’t talk? But if I confessed I’d be sent to jail!


  None of it made any sense. On the one hand, the authorities had swooped incredibly fast, only hours after I’d called them. Everything was proceeding at breakneck speed. Weren’t cases like this supposed to take months or years? On the other hand, they didn’t seem to care at all about getting the right man. For some reason they were ignoring Russ entirely and focusing on me.


  I was taken up into the main office of the police station, surrounded by bored cops filling out reports and drinking coffee. I was pushed into “the tank,” the holding cell where everyone who’d been arrested that day was waiting. There must have been twenty men in there, milling around and glaring at each other. Most of them were locals, arrested for bar fights and gang violence, many of them drunk. There were a couple of scared-looking young American guys, but I was the only one in a suit and I stood out a mile. We all had to stand because there was no seating, and there was just one stainless steel toilet to share, right out in the open, against the bars that formed the walls. I decided I’d wait.


  Two hours later, Sherri and Kyle walked in. Immediately, my heart lifted. Seeing Sherri was fantastic, but seeing Kyle was almost as good. Throughout the questioning at the office and the interrogation, I’d been hoping against hope that he wasn’t involved. Despite the way he’d flirted with Sherri and his macho posturing, I liked Kyle...or, at least, I liked him a hell of a lot better than I liked Russ. I didn’t want to think that this whole job had been a set up, or that he’d lied to us from the beginning. It was looking as if Russ had been operating on his own, hiding the ten fake websites within the company’s legitimate portfolio, just as Marcorlo had accused me of doing. They’d just got the wrong guy. Luckily for Kyle, they hadn’t made the same mistake with him.


  There was a selfish reason I was glad to see Kyle, too. With him on the outside, I had a much better chance of getting everything put right. Kyle could speak San Relandan and he had connections.


  Sherri ran over as soon as she saw me. I watched as the police officers—almost all male, I noticed—reacted to her, giving her wolf whistles as she hurried along, her breasts bouncing under her tight office blouse, her long legs gleaming in her hold ups beneath her black skirt. In some ways, their reaction was worse than that of the prisoners. The guys in the cell with me were much louder and more raucous than the cops, wasting no time in telling my wife exactly what they’d like to do to her—for once, I was glad I didn’t understand the local language. But at least their lewdness was to be expected. Seeing the cops acting not much better was truly scary, given that I was in their care.


  Kyle glared at the prisoners and his physical size made them quiet down a little. I was grateful for that, although it stung that he’d protected my wife when I couldn’t.


  “I didn’t do it,” I blurted as Sherri took my hands through the bars. “You know that, right?”


  She nodded, tears in her eyes. “Of course I do!”


  Kyle came over and clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry. We’ll get this all straightened out. Just stay out of trouble and do as you’re told.”


  I nodded. I couldn’t tell Sherri about the threats Marcorlo had made. He had been just trying to intimidate me, hadn’t he? I looked at her clothes, her hair. Was her lipstick smeared? I couldn’t tell, which no doubt was Marcorlo’s intention. He wanted me to drive myself crazy. He wanted me to confess out of fear.


  “Are you okay?” I asked Sherri.


  She looked around her with big eyes, shying away from the other guys in the cell who were all trying to touch her through the bars. “Y—Yes,” she said.


  I swallowed. “Sherri, when they questioned you at the office, did they—Was everything alright?”


  She shuddered, and my stomach twisted in knots. Then, “There were two cops in there with me. They kept staring at me...and then the guy in a suit came in, and he was asking all about you, for hours.”


  I hesitated. “Nothing else?”


  She shook her head.


  Is she telling the truth, or just trying to save my feelings? I was pretty sure Marcorlo was just playing mind games with me, but I wasn’t completely certain...and that little bit of doubt was all it took. Even if he and his men hadn’t done anything to my wife yet, they could always call her in for more “questioning.” I was in an impossible situation, stuck between confessing or putting her at risk.


  Unless...


  I leaned up to the bars and gave Sherri a kiss, as best I could. “Can you give Kyle and me a minute together?” I asked.


  She nodded and hurried out, the lewd cries of the prisoners and the lustful gazes of the cops following her out the door.


  Kyle looked deep into my eyes. “Tom, I’m really sorry this has happened. I had no idea anything like this was going on. What can I do to help?”


  Something inside me relaxed. Any doubt I’d had about Kyle was gone, which was good because I needed his help. I told him about the threats Marcorlo had made. “I need to know Sherri is safe. Can you make sure they don’t pull her in for questioning?”


  Kyle nodded. “They trust me. I can write something up to say that Sherri definitely had no part in this, and they won’t question her again. It’s how it works, here. You’ll need to sign it, once it’s written.”


  It sounded almost too good to be true. Once Sherri was safe, I could get a lawyer and, with Kyle’s help, fight the case. I nodded to Kyle.


  He went off to find paper and a pen and then spent a good ten minutes crafting a statement excusing Sherri from the investigation. When it was done, he handed it to me and pulled a cop over to witness me signing it.


  I took a look at the statement. It was in San Relandan, of course—once again, I was glad Kyle had taken the time to learn the language. I signed at the bottom and handed it back to Kyle. The cop signed as a witness and it was done. Immediately, I felt a weight lift from me. With Sherri safe, I could focus on undoing the whole mess.


  “It’s Russ,” I told Kyle. “At least, I’m pretty sure it’s Russ. It’s the only thing that makes sense.”


  Kyle nodded. “Don’t worry,” he told me, slapping me on the shoulder with one huge hand. “It’ll all be over soon.” Then he hesitated, as if there was something he couldn’t bring himself to say.


  “What?” I asked.


  He sighed. “Look, don’t freak out,” he said, “But there have been some break-ins not too far away from your place, over the last few months.”


  I nodded, not sure I understood. Burglaries were a minor concern next to what was happening.


  Kyle must have read my expression, because he bit his lip and then continued. “Thing is, when I say burglaries...they’re really more like home invasions. Local men, angry at the rich foreigners.” He paused. “Groups of local men.” He looked ill. “If the woman’s home alone, they—“


  “Stop!” I didn’t want to think about it. God, Sherri was going to be all by herself, and the story of my arrest for massive financial crime was going to be all over the newspapers. I thought I was going to throw up. “You have to get her out of that house, Kyle!”


  He nodded slowly. “I could put her up in a hotel until this whole thing is fixed. It’s the least I could do.”


  But I didn’t want to think of her alone, even in a hotel. “No. Kyle, I know it’s a lot to ask, but—“


  “What? Go on: anything.”


  I hesitated for a fraction of a second, just time for my brain to tell me that this felt wrong, and my fear to override it. “Could Sherri come and stay with you?”


  He stared at me for a while. “You sure that would be okay? I mean, it wouldn’t be weird?”


  Again, that twisting disquiet that screamed don’t do it! And again, my fear overrode it. My mind was filled with images of Sherri screaming as our front door was broken down. “Absolutely,” I told Kyle firmly. “Please, Kyle. Do this for me.”


  He nodded and clapped me on the shoulder again. Then he fetched Sherri and I persuaded her to go to stay with Kyle. She was deeply uncertain at first, throwing little sideways glances at him while she tried to talk me out of it. But I was unwavering and, eventually, she relented.


   


  ***


   


   


  The next morning, unshowered and unshaven, I was hustled out of the holding cell and put into another police car. I had no idea where we were going, since everyone spoke only in San Relandan and didn’t bother to translate for me. I was barely awake, having not slept at all in the holding cell.


  We pulled up outside an impressive, white stone building that looked suspiciously like a court. I figured they were going to read the charges against me in front of a judge. The idea that I might be formally charged was scary, but at least justice was moving quickly. Hopefully that meant we could get to the trial soon, and I’d be able to prove I had nothing to do with the crime.


  Inside, I found I was right. The courtroom was half full and I recognized Prosecutor Marcorlo from the interrogation amongst those seated. Kyle was there, too, but not Sherri.


  Everyone stood up as Judge Saldini walked in. An older man, although he would have been considered young for a judge in America. He still had dark hair, with traces of silver—


  Something twisted around and locked into place in my brain. I recognized him. He’d been one of the men at the party, the night Kyle had flirted with my wife.


  My head snapped around to stare at Marcorlo. I suddenly realized where I’d seen him before. He’d been at the party, too.


  Marcorlo saw my look...and smiled.


  The judge began to speak in San Relandan. A man who I took to be some sort of clerk of the court prodded me to confirm my name when the time came. Then the judge gave a long speech that sounded quite angry. I frowned, wishing I could understand.


  “He’s listed your crimes,” whispered the clerk helpfully. “Now he’s going to decide your sentence.”


  The floor seemed to drop out from under my feet. “SENTENCE?! But I haven’t even had a trial yet!”


  The clerk frowned at me. “There’s no trial,” he explained, not unkindly. “You pleaded guilty.”


  “WHAT?!”


  “You signed a confession, last night,” said the clerk.


  My whole world turned upside down. I spun and stared at Kyle. Suddenly everything—the breakneck-speed investigation, the prosecutor focusing only on me, the judge...it all made sense. I gaped at him, too shocked to be angry.


  Kyle stared back at me. And then, just as Marcorlo had done, he smiled.


  The judge said something and banged his gavel.


  “Twenty years in the Central Prison,” the clerk translated for me. He sounded sympathetic.


  Now the rage started. I ran towards Kyle, my face contorted with rage. “You son of a bitch!” I screamed. The cops were so startled that I made it right up to the audience seating and dived across it, my hands straining uselessly at the handcuffs behind my back. For a moment, my face was only inches from Kyle’s. “I’ll kill you!” I shouted. “I’ll fucking kill you!”


  Kyle just stared at me, his eyes cold.


  A cop grabbed my collar and I was dragged out of the courtroom kicking and screaming.


  Chapter 6


   


  I had plenty of time to think on my way to prison. I sat on a bench seat on the ancient prison bus, sweltering in the summer heat and trying not to knock against the massive San Relandan prisoner next to me as we bumped over potholes.


  I’d been set up. Kyle—and, presumably, Russ—had been running a very profitable money laundering operation. He’d bought himself a prosecutor from the organized crime department—Marcorlo—and a judge—Saldini. He’d been untouchable. The company would have probably gone on quite happily for years or decades to come, protected by his friends in San Relando and outside US scrutiny. Hell, Sherri and I could have carried on working there and getting rich for years, without either of us being any the wiser.


  Except I’d had to go digging. And then, when I found something, I’d had to run to the authorities like a goddamn boy scout. If I’d just gone to Kyle, he’d probably have cut me in, or just told me to keep quiet and reassured me that prosecution was impossible. By going to the authorities, I’d forced an investigation and his San Relandan friends had swung into action to protect him. I could already see how it would play out in the press: A rogue operator, working alone, operating without the knowledge of his company. With me gone and the investigation closed, Kyle and Russ could get straight back to work.


  There was one tiny grain of comfort: at least now, I knew what was going on. For the first time since I’d met Kyle, the blinkers were off and I understood how evil he was.


  My stomach twisted as I thought about rotting in jail for twenty years. I’d heard some stories about the San Relandan prison system. Most of them concerned female prisoners and how they were treated by the male guards. But the whole system was rife with corruption and, as a foreigner, I wasn’t going to be on the right side of it.


  And so it proved. We drove out into the desert—San Relando kept its prisons far from the public eye. The prison itself was a massive, sprawling complex of starkly white stone blocks. As we were herded off the bus and I stood there under the blazing sun, it almost seemed as if it would be a relief to get inside and away from the heat. And then it hit me that, in all probability, this would be the last time I saw the sun for decades. There was no exercise yard in sight, and I’d heard the prison extended far underground. I began to panic as I was pushed toward the dark entrance, the sun on my face suddenly feeling like the most precious thing in the world.


  Inside, I was ordered to strip out of my clothes. Not in a private room, but right there in the main admissions corridor, alongside twenty other prisoners. Both guards and prisoners found the sight of my scrawny, pale body very amusing, especially when I took off my shorts to reveal my cock. All of the San Relandan men were built like football players, with cocks like those on a horse.


  “Don’t worry,” one told me in broken English. “You make good wife for someone.”


  I felt fear rip through me. God, were they serious? I didn’t have a gay bone in my body! I’d heard what happened in prisons, especially corrupt ones, but—


  I didn’t have time to think any more about it, because the guards were donning latex gloves and searching our mouths...and then, with us bent over and clutching our ankles, our asses.


  I was given an orange jumpsuit which was too big and a pair of boots that were too small. And then I was led through to the huge, echoing space of General Population, my home for the next twenty years. The best years of my life, I thought numbly. I was thirty-three. I’d be fifty-three by the time I got out. Too old to start a family. Too old to find a job. And what about Sherri? Would she wait for me? For twenty years?


  I was shown to my cell, a bare concrete box with no windows, bunks for four men…and nothing else. At least they’d put me with some other white collar criminals, not a bunch of heavies. They eyed me with a mixture of suspicion and distaste, but they didn’t appear to be about to shiv me.


  Prison life, I discovered, was pretty simple. There were a few hours of free time which, without a yard to exercise in, essentially came down to shuffling around the endless corridors, head down, not looking at anyone. Meals were odorless, tasteless brown goop with rice, or odorless, tasteless gray goop with rice. There was no sign of anything resembling a vegetable. We sat at long tables, watched by guards, and ate in near silence. The only difference between the locals and myself was that they had muttered conversation to keep them occupied. I sat there stewing, thinking about Kyle and how stupid I’d been.


  This is it, I realized after the first few hours. This is all there is, for twenty years.


  On the second day, I met another American. I didn’t ask what he was in for—rule one, I learned, was not to ask. He confirmed many of the stories I’d heard about the women’s floor. Incredibly, the women were kept in the same prison, just on a different floor.


  “We don’t have it so bad,” the guy said. “The women? All male guards. Strip searches any time they want—and cavity searches, too, so if your wife is banged up, you got some guy shoving his fingers up her holiest of holies twice a day. They watch ‘em the whole time—getting changed, takin’ showers...hell, they even charge tour groups to come round the women’s floor!”


  I shook my head in dismay. I was glad it was me in jail and not Sherri.


  “There’s rumors, too,” he told me, lowering his voice. “Like, if the guards take a likin’ to a woman? Well, maybe they pay her a visit after lights out. And they say they put some of them—the pretty ones—in a ‘labor program’. Pimping them out, is what it is, as strippers n’ hookers. And if some woman is in the system and is makin’ the prison warden money? Well, don’t think she’s ever gettin’ out. They’ll drum up fake charges or find drugs in her cell—hell, they can just lose her in the system and she disappears!”


  I gaped at him. I couldn’t believe such things were possible.


  “That’s not the worst of it, though. Sometimes, rich guys agree to rehabilitate a prisoner in the community—like, give them room and board in return for doin’ jobs around the house.”


  I nodded. That didn’t sound so bad.


  “But what it really is, is slavery. See, some rich guy tours the prison and sees some woman he likes, and he pretty much buys her from the state. Oh, they dress it up like he’s doing society a favor, takin’ her in. But at his mansion he dresses her up however he wants and has her scrubbin’ floors on her knees, or suckin’ his cock. And he decides when she’s rehabilitated so, if he wants, he can hang onto her forever.”


  I felt sick. Suddenly, the glossy skin of San Relando had been peeled back for me and the dark, oily corruption within was clearly visible. I was very, very glad they hadn’t thrown Sherri in jail alongside me. Prison was bad enough, but the idea of being sold, essentially made a slave….


  On the third day, I was told I had a visitor. My heart lifted. As I hurried down the corridor to the visitor’s room, my mind was filled with dreams of Sherri arriving, perfumed and beautiful, with a presidential pardon she’d worked day and night to secure. She’d have brought in the US embassy, contacted CNN about the miscarriage of justice, and Kyle and his co-conspirators would be on their way to jail! They’d arrive, sobbing and broken, just as I was released into the sunlight. The San Relandan government would probably even compensate me for the whole mess—


  I stumbled to a halt as I saw who was waiting for me. It wasn’t Sherri; it was Kyle.


  Very slowly, I walked over and sat down. All visits were conducted in a carefully-monitored visitors’ room, to stop prisoners being slipped drugs. Each prisoner sat in a booth, separated from their visitor by a thick sheet of toughened glass that blocked most sound. Conversation was through old-fashioned telephone handsets. Kyle and I stared at each other as we picked them up.


  “Hello, Tom,” he said.


  I was disgusted to find tears prickling my eyes. “You son of a bitch,” I hissed. “I’m going to kill you.”


  Kyle raised an eyebrow and tapped the inch-thick glass. “How?” he asked mildly.


  “I’ll hire a lawyer,” I told him. “I’ll have the case reopened. I’ll have Marcarlo and Saldini investigated.”


  “What will you use for money?” Kyle asked. “The state has confiscated all your assets.”


  I went quiet.


  Kyle leaned forward, just for effect. “You want to know the really fun part?” he asked. “As the victim of the crime, my company was actually compensated for the crime by the state. You besmirched our good name...so they actually gave me your cash!” He chuckled while hot, useless anger boiled inside me.


  “You won’t—“ I started.


  “’I won’t get away with this?’” Kyle said. “Is that what you were going to say? I already have gotten away with it, you moron. People like me don’t go to jail!”


  I stared at him, the anger filling every last cubic inch of me. I was shaking and sweating, my hand clutching the handset so hard it hurt. But there was nothing I could do. If I raged and smashed the handset against the glass, I knew it wouldn’t break—it was designed to withstand much worse. All I’d get would be a trip to solitary. He had all the power and I had none.


  “What did you come here for?” I asked weakly. “You got what you wanted. I’m locked up.”


  Kyle frowned at me. “You screwed things up. Not badly—we’re already up and running again, and in a way it’s easier now because the ‘bad apple’ has gone—people think we’ve cleaned house. But you were disloyal to me. And that means you need to be punished.”


  Now I frowned. I looked around at the bare prison walls.


  Kyle stared at me. “Oh, Tom. You didn’t think this was your punishment, did you? This is what the government does to people. I’m much, much worse than the government.”


  I stared at him. “You’ve already taken my job, my money, my life...I don’t have anything left.”


  “Well, that just shows how little you value what should be the most valuable thing in your life.”


  It took a few seconds for the penny to drop. Then I sat bolt upright in my chair. “NO!”


  He grinned. “That’s right, Tom. I’m going to take Sherri.”


  “She’ll go to the police! She’ll have you arrested!”


  He shook his head. “Oh, Tom. What do you think I am? I’m not going to force myself between those sweet thighs. Everything she does will be of her own free will.” He spoke slowly and deliberately into the handset. “She is going to jump—jump—into my arms, Tom. And she’s going to moan, over and over, as I fuck her again and again.”


  I wasn’t breathing. I swore my heart had stopped beating. “She—She won’t—“


  “She will, Tom. She has needs. Things I bet you couldn’t give her even when you were out there with her. But now you’re in here and she’s in my house.”


  I could feel my blood slow and turn to icy slush in my veins. She was already sleeping under his roof. And I’d put her there! I’d actually pleaded with Kyle to take her in!


  I shook my head determinedly. “I’ll tell her. I’ll tell her what you’re doing. I’ll tell her that I know.”


  Kyle stared impassively at me. “How? I never gave you the number for my house. And do you know what I did this morning? I gave Sherri a brand new cell phone, on behalf of the company, with a new number. Seemed like the least I could do, under the circumstances. I said I’d pass on her number to you, but do you know what? I think I might just forget.” He grinned. “By the time you talk to her, Tom, it’ll be too late.”


  “She still loves me!” I said desperately. “She won’t cheat on me!”


  Kyle let out a snort of laughter. “Tom, she thinks you’re guilty.”


  The revelation hit me like a slap in the face, stopping me cold. Kyle laughed again at my expression. “What, did you think she’d believe you, no matter what? You signed a goddamn confession, for God’s sake! She’s devastated! She thinks you’ve been lying to her, all this time!”


  I sat there staring at him in absolute shock.


  Kyle got to his feet. “Well, I better be going. I promised Sherri I’d be back in time for dinner. She’s cooking some pasta thing with shrimp.


  My stomach rumbled. Linguine aux fruits de mer—my favorite! And she was making it for him!


  “Honestly,” Kyle said, “I don’t really like seafood. But I’ll pretend it’s delicious and I’ll be real nice and comforting to poor, lonely Sherri, and maybe I’ll get a good feel of those tits tonight.”


  I couldn’t contain it any longer. I hurled myself against the glass and screamed at him, pounding with my fists. He sat there and laughed and laughed and laughed, until two guards came to drag me off to solitary.


  Chapter 7


   


  The next day, when I returned from solitary, there was a package waiting for me on my bunk. I was already noticing the disparity in how the prisoners lived. Some cells had comfortable bedding, TVs, even laptops and phones. Some guys ate separately from the rest of us, gorging on food shipped in from outside. These were the men who belonged to one of San Relando’s many crime families. If your friends on the outside had influence, your life in prison could be pretty good.


  Or pretty bad, I thought. Kyle had influence, but I knew he wasn’t interested in making my life more pleasant. I unwrapped the package with trepidation.


  It was a portable DVD player, with a DVD already in it. I had a terrible feeling I knew what I’d see if I played it, but the idea of not knowing was much worse.


  I hit “Play.”


  It was a living room, with hardwood floor and plush leather furniture. It only took me a couple of seconds to recognize it as Kyle’s. I’d passed through the room a few times at his parties.


  My guts clenched as I thought about how happy I’d been. I’d known that he’d been looking at my wife even then, but I’d let it slide—hell, I’d even been turned on by it! Why hadn’t I seen him for what he was, and run with Sherri back to the US?


  Sherri was sitting in one of the armchairs, side-on to the camera. She was still in her work clothes, and I imagined Kyle driving her home to his house—their house—after work. She was in a loose black skirt and white blouse, but she’d taken off her heels and stripped off her stockings. That was bad. That meant she was already relaxing around him.


  Kyle stepped into the shot. He passed her a glass of white wine and went to stand behind her armchair.


  “How is he?” asked Sherri, and the sound of her voice made my heart ache. She didn’t turn around to look at Kyle, just kept staring straight ahead.


  Kyle leaned on the back of her armchair. “He’s doing okay,” he told her. “It’s not such a bad place. The food’s good. He gets plenty of time outdoors and his cell’s like a hotel room.”


  Part of me was actually glad that he’d lied to her. Sherri would go crazy if she knew what my new life was really like. But most of me wanted her to worry. Given what Kyle had planned, the last thing I wanted was for her to think I was happy and okay...and put me out of her mind.


  “Has he told you why he did it?” Sherri asked in a small voice.


  Kyle’s hands slid down from the back of the chair to land on her shoulders. She jumped at the contact, which was good. But then, as those enormous, warm hands began to lightly massage her muscles through her blouse, she relented and sank back in the chair.


  “No,” said Kyle sadly. “He didn’t. I don’t understand it either. He had such a great life with you, and he threw it all away.”


  I wanted to punch the screen. I wanted to grab the DVD player and stamp on it until his lying face shattered into a million pieces. But then I’d just be left not knowing.


  Kyle’s hands kneaded and squeezed, working at her shoulders like a machine. She looked so small next to him, so fragile. The thought of his big, hulking body on hers, pushing between her thighs...my stomach twisted.


  Sherri shook her head. “I just—We were so good together. And now I feel like I don’t even know him.”


  Were?! Did she say were?! When I’d first arrived in prison, I’d been worried she wouldn’t wait for me, that maybe after a few years she’d be tempted by someone else. But I’d always assumed she’d still love me, that we’d be together. This was much, much worse. She thought I’d lied to her. In her mind, I’d split us apart and our marriage was already over.


  I let out a howl of anguish as I watched. Kyle’s hands moved inward, caressing Sherri’s neck, and then slid outward along her shoulders again. Except this time, they slid under her blouse, against her bare skin.


  Sherri didn’t protest.


  I watched his strong fingers working at her muscles. Sherri closed her eyes. She’d always gotten tense shoulders after a long day at work, especially when she was stressed. His hands on her probably felt amazing. Kyle’s fingertips worked slowly outward, his wrists stretching the neck of her blouse apart. I couldn’t see much from my angle but, standing behind her, I knew Kyle would have a great view straight down her blouse. I imagined the creamy cleavage, her breasts nestling in one of her delicate, lacy bras. He was drooling over my wife’s breasts, and his hands were gliding over her warm, bare flesh.


  Sherri squirmed a little in her armchair and pulled her feet up onto the seat, getting comfortable. She kept her knees demurely together, but her skirt fell away, gathering around her upper thighs. She was decent, but a lot of bare leg was suddenly on display. Her eyes were still closed.


  Kyle lifted his head, looked right at the camera, and smiled at me. Then he looked down the neck of her blouse again and I saw his fingers edging lower, lower. Down over the fronts of her shoulders, down to what might politely be called her upper chest. I could see the outline of his fingers through her thin blouse. They were just beginning to leave the firm muscle and press against the softness of the tops of her breasts—


  Sherri opened her eyes. “Kyle....” she said warningly.


  Immediately, his hands slid smoothly from her blouse as if nothing had happened, as if it had just been an accidental touch. “I’m going to get some work done in the den,” he told her.


  She nodded absently, clutching her glass of wine. “I—I’m going to take a shower. Then I’ll fix dinner.”


  Kyle walked out but Sherri didn’t move. She sat there in the armchair, turning her head to follow Kyle as he left, and I saw her gaze flick down to his muscular ass as he went through the door.


  That doesn’t mean anything, I told myself. It doesn’t mean she’s going to cheat. She stopped him touching her!


  This time, a little voice added.


  Sherri stayed there for a good few minutes, chewing her lip and staring at the doorway Kyle had disappeared through. Her face was forlorn, and I leaned in close to the DVD player’s tiny screen, brushing her face with my finger. I wanted so badly to hold her.


  The scene changed abruptly, taking me by surprise. The camera was moving and there was the sound of rushing water, and a light up ahead.


  The camera steadied and I saw that we were in a dark room, looking through a partially-open door. Inside, steamed-up glass and a flexing, twisting body.


  Sherri. She was in the shower and the bastard had crept into her bedroom to film her.


  The camera focused on the shower stall. It was partially steamed up, but I still had a great view of Sherri as she stood naked under the spray, her ripe breasts swaying and bouncing, pink nipples glistening. Her ass, shining wetly, was round and perfect.


  He’s looking at her naked. The bastard is staring at my wife naked. Worse, he’d had this experience live, just feet away from her. I had to watch it second hand, hundreds of miles away.


  Sherri turned towards the camera, running her hands over her body. Her breasts lifted as her soapy hands pushed past them, then sprang back into place, deliciously pert. Between her thighs, I could see the small triangle of dark hair and, beneath it, just a hint of her pink lips. God, he’s seeing everything!


  Despite how it was happening, the sight of my wife naked was a turn on. And yet it was the cruellest torture imaginable because I couldn’t be there with her, couldn’t just burst into the bathroom and kiss her, push her up against the wall and—


  You could have done all that, a voice inside my head reminded me. All those times you spied on her, but were too chicken to go in. And now it’s too late.


  As I watched, it got worse. Sherri’s hands traced lightly down her body, playing over her hips and thighs, and then—


  No! God, don’t, Sherri! Not with him watching!


  But her eyes were closed tight against the spray. She had no idea she was being filmed as one hand slid up between her pale thighs, fingers hooking around the curve of her sex, and she began to stroke herself.


  The idea that Kyle had seen just what I was seeing horrified me, but that couldn’t stop my body’s reaction. I could feel my cock hardening as I watched. Unthinkingly, I reached towards my pants—and then stopped.


  I was sitting in my shared cell. Fortunately, all my cell mates were out walking the halls, stretching their legs while they could, but there was still no privacy. One wall of the cell was bars. If I jacked off, everyone passing by would see.


  I had to sit there, my cock growing harder and harder, unable to even brush myself through my prison jumpsuit, as my wife’s fingers glided up and down. She spread her thighs slightly as she turned to one side and I saw her fingers sink between her shining pink lips.


  Suddenly, the camera moved. It rotated downward, so that I was looking at Kyle’s body. The camera became a little less steady as Kyle shifted to hold it in one hand. With his other, he unzipped his jeans.


  Oh, God, no! Not that!


  He freed his cock. I bit my lip. He was much, much bigger than me, by a good four inches, and a lot thicker, too. He was still hardening, his cock rising and stiffening as I watched, a drop of drooling pre-cum at the tip. He wrapped one hand around the shaft and started to stroke and I saw his cock swell, the head shining and silky-smooth, it was so engorged with blood. The sight of another man getting hard for my wife made my mind explode. He didn’t move the camera back to Sherri. He stayed there, forcing me to watch his cock, as his hand moved faster and faster. For a moment, I thought he was going to come like that. But then the camera swung back up to catch the final few seconds.


  Sherri had her ass pressed against one side of the shower stall, bent forward at the waist as her hand worked between her thighs, the other palm flat against the glass for balance. She was gasping, audible even over the crashing water, two fingers sliding inside her as her thumb rubbed at her clit. The camera was shaking as Kyle jacked his cock—I could actually see his orgasm approaching….


  I was rock hard at the sight of what Sherri was doing. And then my lust twisted and turned dark. Something about Kyle watching her…Kyle jacking off to her…Kyle fucking—


  No! I clamped down on the idea hard, pushing it down into the depths of my mind.


  Suddenly, Sherri let out a cry and flattened herself against the wall of the shower stall, her breasts thrust out. Her hips ground at the air, ass clenching as she spasmed. She trembled like that for a few seconds and then slumped against the front wall of the stall, panting, her breasts pillowed against the glass.


  She was thinking of me, I told myself. Not of him. Not of how his hands had felt on her, or of what might have happened if she’d let him continue. She was thinking of me.


  But I didn’t believe it.


  The camera swung down again, showing me Kyle’s throbbing cock. He’d stopped short of coming, and as he held his stiff cock out for my perusal his message was clear: not yet, but soon.


  There was another cut. When the picture returned, we were in the dining room, looking towards Kyle and Sherri as they sat across from each other at a table, eating Sherri’s linguine. Just as he’d promised, Kyle was making all the right noises about it being delicious. Sherri was lapping up the praise—the novelty, I guessed, of hearing it from a new person. She’d put on a dress and styled her hair, making much more effort than she’d have done if it was the two of us having dinner. Hell, if it had been us we would probably have chowed down in front of the TV.


  Again, that cruel little voice. The one that said this is all your fault. Kyle was trying to steal her away, but I’d made her vulnerable to it.


  The camera cut again. My stomach tensed, praying that the next shot wouldn’t be of them in bed together—


  But it wasn’t. It was a darkened corridor and the camera was moving again. Kyle was spying on my wife, which was both better and worse than what I’d been dreading.


  Kyle slowly pushed open the door in front of him. Just enough moonlight came through the window to show Sherri asleep, sprawled on her side on the bed. She was wearing a tank top and panties, her arms thrown languidly up over her head, her long dark hair spread out in a fan. Kyle gave me a long, lingering shot of her bare legs, the warm skin touchably close, and my skin crawled.


  Then he walked around to the head of the bed and showed me her sleeping face. Her soft lips were slightly parted, her face peaceful as she dreamed.


  The camera swung down. Kyle already had his cock out and was stroking it.


  No! He’s not going to—Not while she’s asleep! I wanted to scream and wake her up, but I was helpless.


  Kyle moved the camera to focus on Sherri’s chest. The tank top was low cut and had ridden down even lower, one strap off her shoulder. Her breasts were soft and inviting, one nipple almost exposed.


  Sherri moaned in her sleep and rolled onto her back. Her legs flopped apart.


  Immediately, Kyle moved to the foot of the bed and stood facing her groin, still stroking his cock. It was pointing right up between her legs, a few feet away from actually touching her but no less powerful a statement for that. I’m going to fuck her, he was telling me. I’m going to fuck your wife and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.


  Just as when she’d been in the shower, he didn’t come—he even showed me him putting his cock away. He didn’t want to just masturbate over her, he wanted to fuck her. And he was prepared to wait.


  I suddenly became aware of something, the same thing that had strayed into my mind when I’d watched Kyle jacking off to my wife in the shower. This time it had crept up on me, and it was front and center in my mind before I had a chance to push it away.


  My cock was hard again.


  It’s just looking at her, I thought desperately. Her breasts, her legs...who wouldn’t be turned on by that? But I knew it wasn’t just that. It was—


  My mind cracked and fractured. No!


  It was...seeing Kyle hard for her. Knowing that soon, he was going to—


  NO!


  I felt ill. Jesus, what was wrong with me that I’d find that a turn on? This was my worst nightmare, my enemy exploiting my vulnerable, lonely wife, making her cheat on me! I didn’t want to see that!


  I closed my eyes in disgust and, when I opened them again, the DVD had ended.


  I took a deep breath and pushed the feelings down into the deepest hole I could. Then I sat staring at the blank screen in fear. How long before the massages and the shared dinners turned into something else? I had to get a message to her. I had to let my wife know that I wasn’t guilty, that Kyle was manipulating her. Then I could get her out of his house, out of her job, away from him completely...and then, with our marriage safe, I could start working to somehow get free.


  I thought that I understood Kyle’s plan. I thought that I could disrupt it, somehow.


  I’d badly underestimated him.


  Chapter 8


   


  The next day, I was told I had another visitor. It wasn’t a total surprise when it turned out to be Kyle, but my heart soared when I glimpsed Sherri waiting at the back of the room.


  Instead of both of them coming over to my visiting booth, though, Sherri hung back and just Kyle came over. Alarm bells started ringing in my head. We picked up our handsets.


  “Enjoy the DVD?” he smirked.


  I stared at him. It was impossible to hate a person more.


  “Sorry about the camera work in the shower. Hard to hold it steady, one handed. Sherri’s hot, Tom.”


  I looked behind him. Sherri was watching us from the back of the room, biting her lip nervously, well out of earshot.


  “I love her nipples,” said Kyle. “I thought maybe they’d be darker, but they’re as sweet and pink as candy. I bet she goes crazy when you pinch them, doesn’t she?”


  “You bastard,” I managed. It felt as if there were iron bands around my chest, crushing me tighter and tighter. “You can’t do this!”


  “I already am doing it. She’s warming up to me, Tom. Give it another few days and I’ll have her on her back.” He leaned closer. “And then I’ll have her on her knees, and bent over a chair, and maybe in the hot tub....”


  My eyes burned holes in his skull.


  “Now. Sherri’s insisting on seeing you, so you’ll have to talk to her about why you did it.”


  I didn’t get it. I thought he’d avoid Sherri talking to me at all costs. He must know that the second I talked to her, I’d tell her what was really going on. I’d tell her Kyle was behind the money laundering and that he was trying to fuck her to punish me. She’d pack her bags and leave immediately. “Why the hell would I lie to her?” I asked at last.


  Kyle grinned. “Oh, Tom. You still don’t get it, do you?” He shook his head. “You’re not a normal prisoner, Tom. You’re here because I know the prosecutor and the judge. Hell, I even know the prison warden.” He spoke very slowly and deliberately, as if to a child. “Do you seriously think that you have any chance of parole, or a retrial, or any other lifeline, unless I say so?”


  I felt the blood drain from my face. Twenty years could very well mean twenty years. They could even tack some time on, if they felt like it.


  “It goes both ways, Tom,” Kyle told me. “If I wanted to, I could have you out of here tomorrow.”


  I didn’t want to hope. I knew he was playing me, dangling the chance of freedom in front of me like a carrot. But knowing it was a trick didn’t make it any less tempting.


  “I’m not the forgiving sort, but I do keep my word,” said Kyle. “If you co-operate, I promise I’ll get you out.”


  After you fuck my wife, I thought. I knew I couldn’t trust him. I knew he’d stab me in the back just to amuse himself. But I also knew I didn’t have a choice. If I didn’t co-operate, he could just make some excuse to Sherri and escort her away. She distrusted me enough at the moment to listen to him. Eventually, her loyalty might win out and she’d come to visit me on her own, but when would that be? Long after Kyle had had his way with her.


  I stared at him for a moment longer and then felt myself nod my head. I suddenly felt very, very tired. That’s what defeat feels like.


  Kyle signaled to Sherri and she hurried over. Until then, she’d been mostly hidden between other people. As I got my first proper look at her, I gasped.


  She was in a green, low cut blouse that set off her pale skin and a figure-hugging black skirt that finished well above her knees. It wasn’t that the outfit was outrageous or slutty—if I’d seen it on a woman in the street, or even in an office, I wouldn’t have thought anything of it (although I’d sure as hell have drooled). But it wasn’t the sort of thing that Sherri wore at all. She was very conservative with necklines and hemlines, especially at work. The last time she’d worn something this daring had been the bathing costume she’d worn for Kyle’s party....


  A dull shock reverberated through me as I made the connection. Even back then, she’d worn sexier stuff in his presence. He brought something out in her.


  As Sherri walked through the crowd, the other prisoners whooped and whistled. That was the other thing about the outfit, that although it wouldn’t look out of place in the outside world, in here it attracted a lot of attention. I could see Sherri’s eyes go wide as men made sucking sounds with their mouths and mimed squeezing her full breasts with their hands.


  Worse, they could see who she was coming to visit. Plenty of them called across to me, telling me how I was missing out, not being able to fuck her.


  “I’m out in a week,” one said in heavily-accented English. “You want I keep her warm for you?”


  I glared at them all, but could do nothing—they were all twice my size. Then I glared at Kyle, for letting her wear something like that in a place like this—


  And I caught something in his eyes. He hadn’t just let her. He’d had a hand in her choices.


  Sherri finally reached the glass and tried to find a sensible way to kiss me through it. We settled for bumping our lips either side of it. I tried not to think about how dirty it probably was.


  As Sherri sat down, I realized just how low cut the blouse was, revealing a mouth-watering portion of her upper breasts. Despite everything, I could feel my cock swell. It had been days already since I’d had any release. What was I going to do, jack off in my bunk, surrounded by my cell mates?


  We stared at each other and I saw the pain in her eyes. She believed that the man she’d loved for years had betrayed her, and had lied to her face every day the whole time we’d been in San Relando. She didn’t just distrust me; part of her actually hated me. No wonder Kyle was finding it so easy to tempt her away from me.


  I knew I had to tell her something, restore her faith in me. But if I told her the truth, I wouldn’t be with her again for twenty years—maybe not even then. Trusting Kyle was insane, but I held onto the slim hope that he’d keep his word, that in six months or a year he’d get bored of the game and let me out, and I could start to repair my life.


  Some hope was better than no hope at all. But what the hell was I going to tell her? How do you explain why you’ve committed a crime when you haven’t done it? Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Kyle almost gloating in victory, eager to see how I’d choose to destroy myself. Would I claim I had a drug problem? Gambling debts?


  And then, suddenly, I had it.


  “I did it for us,” I said simply.


  Sherri stared at me in horror, but I saw her eyes soften just a touch. And at the same time, I saw Kyle’s face tighten. I’d outwitted him! Deep inside me, a spark of fire flickered to life. It was tiny and almost buried beneath the horror of my situation, but it was there. Don’t write me off just yet, I thought savagely.


  I pressed my palms up against the glass. “I thought I could give you the life you deserved. The money was for our future, our kids. I wanted them to be able to go to college. I wanted you to have the money to start your own business, like you’ve always talked about.”


  Sherri looked as if she might cry—and horrible though that was, it felt like a victory compared to having her mad at me. She put her palms up against the glass, touching mine as best she could. “Oh, Tom,” she whispered. “You idiot. We didn’t need any of that.”


  I could see that she believed me. She wanted to believe. She was back on my side again.


  We gradually repaired things. Sherri told me how kind Kyle was being and my stomach churned at the thought of her living in that house with him, but I nodded and smiled. If I did anything else, Kyle would see to it that I never got out.


  “Do you like the outfit?” she asked brightly.


  I nodded. “It’s great. It’s quite, um—“ I looked at the skirt, feeling the eyes of the other prisoners still on her. “It’s quite...short. I thought you didn’t like things that short.”


  She blinked. “I do,” she told me. “But I always thought they made you uncomfortable.”


  I gaped. Was that true? When she’d shown me things in the past, had I nudged her towards safer choices? Had I been unconsciously trying to cover her up, afraid that some other man might steal her?


  Sherri took my silence for disapproval. “Kyle thinks it looks good on me,” she said, a little tightly.


  “So do I!” I said, but she looked unconvinced. I caught Kyle smirking again. He’d set all this up, I realized. He’d told her the skimpy outfit looked good, knowing that the other prisoners would stare and comment and, later, make my life hell. He wanted to humiliate me.


  And there was something deeper, too. Could it be that he was gently bringing her out of herself...encouraging a sexier side of her to emerge, one that I’d always ignored...or even restrained? A deep unease started to spread through my body. Was there a whole hidden side to my shy wife I’d never known, something that I’d never been able to satisfy? Was Kyle, in some ways, better for her than me?


  The buzzer went, signaling the end of visiting time. Kyle asked for a moment alone with me before they left, so Sherri went to wait in the car. We, along with every prisoner in the room, watched her ass sway in its tight skirt as she walked away.


  “Well played,” Kyle told me. “Nice story. You almost had me shedding a tear for you. That’ll slow things down a little, but it won’t change anything.”


  “She won’t cheat on me,” I said fiercely. “Not now.”


  “We’ll see. In the meantime, we need to deal with your punishment. You didn’t disobey me, exactly, but you’ve annoyed me. I was looking forward to fucking your wife tonight and now it’ll take...oh, another week or so to wear her down. So I think you need a slap on the wrist.”


  A slap on the wrist? What would that amount to? But he was already walking away, stopping to talk to one of the guards on the way.


   


  ***


   


  The next day, my punishment arrived. I was hauled out of my cell with my meager possessions and marched to a different cell. When I saw my new cell mates, I froze on the spot.


  There were three of them, all San Relandan. Even the smallest of the three was over six feet tall and all of them were loaded with muscle. They had the shaved heads and angel tattoos that I recognized by now as the signs of one of San Relando’s most notorious gangs. More intimidating than their size was the cruelty in their eyes. They’d likely grown up on the streets, victims of San Relando’s brutal two-tier economy, looking jealously at those with money. The only thing the gangs hated more than rich locals was rich foreigners.


  And now they had one to play with.


  The guards pushed me into the cell, snickering, and locked the door behind me. They walked off quickly, before I could call for help.


  Chapter 9


   


  The men surrounded me. I backed up until I hit the bars and then flattened myself against them.


  “I have money,” I said quickly.


  “No you don’t,” said the biggest, who seemed to be their leader. The gangs in San Relando spoke pretty good English—they had to, because half their income came from supplying drugs and other contraband to foreigners. “The cops took your money. So what are you gonna give us, gisoro?”


  The other two—one whose muscles were running to fat and one slightly smaller guy—held me against the bars while the leader grabbed my bundle of possessions and started to root through it. I started to panic. I knew there was nothing in there that would buy me any mercy. It was just my prison clothes and—


  “What’s this?” said the leader, holding something up.


  Oh shit. He’d found the portable DVD player.


  “Nothing,” I said weakly. Like most gang-connected inmates, they had a few luxuries in their cell, including a TV and DVD player. Hopefully they wouldn’t be interested in mine.


  The leader popped the top and pulled out the DVD. “What is it?” he demanded. “Porn?”


  I had to think fast. “No. Just a...message. From my wife. Boring.”


  Something in my voice must have given away my lie because the ones holding me each slammed a fist into my stomach, doubling me over. By the time I could breathe again, they’d put the DVD into their own player and hit “Play.”


  “No—“ I was gasping for air, one hand extended to stop them. “Don’t—“


  The DVD started and there was Sherri, sitting in an armchair. The fat one said, “That is his wife. I saw her at visiting.”


  “Damn, she’s fine,” said the smaller one. His cruel eyes reminded me of Russ. “I’d tap that.”


  I knew exactly where this was going to go. “It’s boring,” I told them desperately. “Come on, guys—it’s just her talking to me.”


  The one with the remote skipped the DVD forward at random...and suddenly we were looking at Sherri in the shower, pleasuring herself. They all let out whoops of joy.


  “Holy shit—that’s your wife?! How’d a gisoro like you wind up with her?” asked the leader.


  I didn’t know exactly what gisoro meant, but I got the general idea. “Please...” I said.


  “Damn, looks like she’s having a good time,” said the fat one.


  “But she looks lonely in there. She needs some good hard cock up her.” The leader mimed what he’d like to do to my wife, jerking his hips in the air. “Push her up against that glass and Uh! Uh! Uh!” His friends laughed and high-fived him. They weren’t bothering to hold me against the bars, now—Sherri’s appearance had made them forget their anger. But then it got worse. The camera swung down to show Kyle stroking himself.


  “Damn, man, why’d you just stroke it? Why didn’t you get in there and fuck her?” asked the leader.


  I tried to think of a good answer. “I—I—“


  The fat one shook his head. “I don’t think that’s him, man. No way a gisoro like him has a cock like that.”


  I swallowed. I couldn’t let them know what was really going on—that Kyle was doing this to my wife and making me watch. “It—It is me!”


  “Let’s see.” And suddenly they were surrounding me again, pinning me to the bars and yanking down my jumpsuit. Other prisoners watched through the bars, laughing at me as my shorts were dragged down, my naked ass against the cold iron. My pale, modest cock was revealed, shrunken even smaller than normal by the chill air.


  “I knew it! I knew that wasn’t your cock. Jesus, look at that little thing.” The leader turned to look at the TV screen. “So some other guy’s watching your wife in the shower, and sending you movies of it? That’s pretty fucked up, man. Is he her new lover?”


  “No!” I shouted. I was still naked, struggling against their hands, but I had no hope against three of them.


  “He sure looks like he’s going to fuck her,” said the smaller one. On the screen, Kyle was standing at the foot of the bed, his erect cock pointing between Sherri’s legs.


  “Is he going to send you any more of these?” the leader wanted to know. My angry glare told them all they needed to know. “Oh, man, this is going to be fun. We’re going to see your wife get fucked!”


  They released me, leaving me to scramble back into my clothes, and sat down to watch the DVD from the beginning. I knew I had no chance of ever getting it back. Later, I lay on my bunk, my pillow over my head, trying to shut out the sound of them all jacking off to my wife in the shower.


  “I’m sorry, Sherri,” I whispered. They mockingly imitated her soft cries as she climaxed, rewinding the scene again and again.


   


  ***


   


  Almost a week went by with no word from Kyle or Sherri. My cell mates made my life a living hell. They stopped short of beating me up—I suspected that the only thing saving me was orders passed on through the guards, from Kyle. But they took my food in the cafeteria and my blanket in the cell. They laughed at my small cock every time I used the toilet, pointing it out to anyone who was walking past. And they watched the DVD of Sherri at least a few times a day.


  Every day that passed wound me tighter and tighter inside. I knew that, hundreds of miles away, Kyle was doing his best to seduce my wife. Did the fact I hadn’t heard from him mean he’d failed? Had Sherri surprised him, maybe slapped his face and stormed out? But then why hadn’t she visited me herself?


  Or had he succeeded days ago, and was just making me sweat? There was no way to know. One thing I was sure of was that, if Kyle sent another DVD, I could not let my cell mates get their hands on it. If he really had succeeded, the only thing worse than watching it myself would be for someone else to see it. I had to get it, watch it, and then destroy the disc.


  The mail arrived at the prison during our free time. Every day, I’d wait for Officer Marianto, the guard who handled the mail, intercepting him in the corridor leading to our cell. I’d learned how to say, “Is there anything for me, sir?” in San Relandan. They liked it when you called them “sir.”


  Then one day the mail was late. I stood in the corridor waiting for Marianto, shifting nervously from foot to foot. Five minutes went by. Ten.


  A guard strolled up behind me and prodded me in the back with his nightstick. “Move on,” he ordered.


  We weren’t supposed to stand in one place, during free time. We were meant to be either in our cells or walking—it made it harder for prisoners to congregate in one place and start trouble.


  “But I’m just waiting for—“ I started.


  The nightstick whacked me in the back of the knees, hard enough to hurt but not hard enough to injure me—yet. “Move!”


  Just then, I saw Marianto approaching with an armful of mail. He actually smiled as he saw me and waved a slim, DVD-sized package at me.


  “Can I just—“ I said desperately, reaching for the package as it passed by me.


  “You can get your mail later,” the guard said with a snarl. “Move! I won’t tell you again!” And he pushed me on down the corridor in front of him. Marianto beamed at me and gestured towards my cell. I’ll leave it in there for you.


  No! No, no no! My three cell mates were all there!


  I tried to turn back and walk the other way. The guard grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and propelled me forward. “Once around the cell block,” he told me savagely. “Then you can laze around in your cell.”


  Chapter 10


   


  I almost sprinted around the block, but it was still several minutes before I made it back. When I ran through the open door, my cell mates were all sprawled on their bunks watching the TV. Torn packaging lay on the floor. I gingerly lifted my eyes to the TV.


  Sherri was on the screen, eating dinner with Kyle by candlelight.


  The other prisoners laughed. “Sit down,” said the leader. “I think he’s going to fuck your wife this time. I can see it in his eyes.”


  I took a step toward the TV.


  “Don’t,” the leader said, all the humor gone from his voice.


  Wretchedly, I sat down on my bunk. This was even worse than I’d imagined. Not only was someone else going to see Sherri, but they were going to watch it right alongside me. Hell, they’d seen more of it than I had!


  “You didn’t miss much,” said the fat one. He was the one who took most of my food in the cafeteria, and he was already getting even bigger from my extra portions. “He brought her in blindfolded. We thought it was gonna be some kinky shit, but he just sat her down at the table. He’s being all romantic.”


  “With your wife,” murmured the smaller one. Everyone but me laughed. My guts twisted and I tried to focus on the screen.


  “It’s beautiful,” Sherri was saying. “Thank you.” She was in a long, midnight blue dress I hadn’t seen before—a present from Kyle? Her necklace was new, too, and looked expensive. It almost seemed to drip down from her neck to her chest, coating the upper slopes of her breasts in silver filigree. Drawing attention to them, I thought angrily. And the dress was low cut enough that there was plenty on show to draw attention to, with a deep dark valley between her gorgeously smooth, pale breasts.


  “I’d pay fifty bucks,” the leader of my cell mates said, “to get my cock between those.”


  My head snapped around and I glared at him, but it was as if they’d forgotten I was there.


  “You deserve nice things,” Kyle said. “I’m so sorry that this happened, Sherri. I should have seen it coming. I should have checked the accounts more thoroughly, and maybe we could have stopped Tom before he went too far.”


  Sherri shook her head. “What Tom did is on him.” She sighed. “I still can’t believe any of this is happening. Everything was going so well.”


  Kyle nodded and ate something. It looked like pan-fried scallops, and they were both drinking wine. My stomach rumbled. I hadn’t eaten properly in days. “I know this isn’t the life you wanted. Just get through each day, any way you can. It will end.”


  Any way you can? I thought bitterly. He was trying to tempt her, to offer himself as a comfort.


  “When though? When will it end?” Sherri drank some more of her wine and Kyle topped her glass up. “He could be in there for twenty years!”


  I could see exactly what Kyle was doing. Pretending to comfort her, but actually reminding her how lonely she was. Feeding her alcohol while sitting across the table, arms bulging under his crisp white shirt, knowing how good he looked. She thought he was her best friend, but he was just waiting to pounce. And there was nothing I could do to warn her.


  Kyle nodded again. “I know it’s difficult. I was broken up when Alexa left.” He stared at the table for a second, as if he couldn’t bear to meet her eyes. “There…hasn’t been anyone since.”


  My jaw dropped. The lying bastard! I knew that he picked up women for one-night stands every weekend in the city bars because he’d boasted to the guys in the office about it, telling us what sluts they were. Of course, he shut up about his exploits when Sherri was around. And now he was playing the lonely, misunderstood rich guy: the playboy thing’s just an act, he was telling her. I just want to be loved.


  And Sherri was going to fall for it.


  “You poor thing!” My wife put a hand on Kyle’s arm. “I had no idea.”


  I waited for the hand to move, but she left it there. Damnit! She was getting comfortable around him! The camera was far enough back from the table that I could see some of their legs underneath, and the next time Kyle shifted position, his leg brushed hers. She didn’t move away.


  “He’s gettin’ some,” the smaller prisoner said. “He’s gettin’ some tonight.”


  No! Not my wife!


  “We should have popcorn, watchin’ this shit,” said the fat one. “Or beer and chips.” They all laughed, and this time they did turn and look at me. My agonized face made them laugh even harder.


  Kyle leaned forward slightly. I realized they’d finished their food, and he was looking to make his move. He was too smart to try to kiss her—he just edged forward a little to test the waters…and, to my relief, Sherri moved back at the last second. Kyle sat back in his chair as if nothing had happened.


  I allowed myself a tiny moment of relief. She wasn’t going to let herself be seduced. She was still too loyal to me.


  But I didn’t know that Kyle was holding a trump card.


  “Hey,” he said, as if remembering something. “Is your car okay? When you pulled out this morning it was making a hell of a noise.”


  I frowned. That was weird—I’d just had our car serviced.


  Sherri looked guilty. “Um…I was going to ask you about that, actually. Something’s really wrong with the engine. I was going to take it to a garage, but….” She flushed.


  “What?” I could tell Kyle already knew what she was going to ask. “Go on, it’s okay.”


  “Can’t we skip forward?” asked the fat guy. “Let’s get to the sex.”


  “Fuck, man,” said the leader. “Don’t you know nothin’ about anticipation? Shut up and watch!”


  Sherri squirmed in her seat and looked down at the table. “Um…I’m kind of short on money to get it fixed.”


  Ice water shot up my spine. Goddamn him. He was going to guilt trip her into sex. I wouldn’t be surprised if he’d done something to her car himself!


  To my horror, he reached out and touched her chin with one finger, forcing her to look at him. She didn’t pull away, just raised big, liquid eyes towards him. He had her! “Sherri,” he said softly. “You don’t have to feel guilty about asking me for money. It’s fine. It’s all fine.”


  Sherri’s mouth opened and closed a few times as she struggled with her emotions. But eventually she just said, “Thank you.”


  His finger stayed under her chin, and then slid up her cheek, cupping her face.


  The other prisoners laughed and hooted. “He’s smoooth!” said the leader. “I’m gonna remember that one!”


  I watched as Kyle leaned forward again. And this time my wife didn’t pull away. Their lips got closer and closer.


  No!


  “Go!” shouted the fat prisoner. “Go, go, go! I want to see her dress come off!”


  “You think he’ll take her to bed?” asked the smaller guy, “or fuck her right there on the table?”


  Kyle and Sherri were almost kissing, now. I could see Sherri’s eyes getting bigger and bigger. She looked like a trapped animal, searching for a way out but frozen in fear. And beneath the fear, something else. It was quiet enough that, between the hoots and cheers of the other prisoners, I could hear her ragged breathing. She’s turned on, I thought bitterly. She wants it. The guilt he’d laid on her—the expensive presents, putting her up in his mansion, fixing the car—that was just giving her an excuse to do what she already wanted to do.


  “We—we can’t,” whispered Sherri.


  And then she kissed him.


  My cell exploded into cheers. The fat guy punched the air. “Alright! Now we see some action!”


  Kyle kissed her softly at first, tasting her. Then harder, hungrily, his big hand sliding along her cheek, his thumb caressing her cheekbone. She gave a little moan.


  “Hell yeah!” said the leader, “She’s already moaning for him!”


  Kyle stood and my wife stood with him, not letting their lips break contact even for a second. He was so much taller than her that she had to bend her neck back. I saw Kyle angle his head around, the kiss moving and changing. I realized in horror that he’d slipped his tongue into her mouth. She gave another little moan.


  They kissed like that for long seconds, Kyle’s other hand finding her waist and then sliding smoothly down to her hip. God, he was so big, next to her, his body dwarfing hers. He couldn’t fuck her! He’d break her! I thought of his cock, from when he’d stroked himself on camera. God, he’d ruin her!


  Sherri broke the kiss at last, breathless. “We can’t,” she told him, sounding a lot less sure than before.


  Kyle shook his head. “No one will ever know,” he told her. He looked straight into her eyes, using both hands to push the hair gently back from her face. “And I want you so much, Sherri.”


  She sort of melted into his arms at that point, and then he was kissing her again, his hands sliding all the way down her body to her hips and then back up again. She writhed against him in pleasure. When his hands traced down again, they went right down to her ass, cupping it through the dress, and when they came back up they—


  “Oh yeah! Do it, do it!” yelled the fat prisoner, seeing what was coming.


  --came up underneath her breasts, squeezing the firm globes, making them bulge almost out of the neck of her dress. Sherri rolled her hips in response, grinding against him.


  “That is one hot bitch,” said the leader. “You were lucky to get her. And I think you just lost her.”


  I looked from him to the screen. My wife was in Kyle’s arms, panting as he kissed her open-mouthed, her eyes closed and her mouth shining and desperate. Kyle suddenly bent, put one arm under her legs and scooped her up. I sat there frozen, my hands clutching at the edge of my bunk, as he carried her from the room.


  The screen went black.


  “Nooo!” the leader shouted, echoing my own thoughts exactly. Having to watch any more would be unbearable…but not knowing what happened was unthinkable.


  Then the screen flickered and the picture came back—it had just been a messy camera cut. We were now in what I assumed was Kyle’s bedroom. Typically macho, with an Emperor-size bed finished with a huge leather headboard, subdued lighting and a big TV. The camera angle gave us a clear view of the bed from the side and the lighting, while low, was enough that we could see every detail.


  How’s he hidden all these cameras? Sherri obviously didn’t know she was being filmed. But then he’d had lots of time to set this up…and for all I knew, the cameras were built into the house. Kyle struck me as exactly the sort of guy who’d want to film his conquests.


  Kyle strode into the room, the floor almost seeming to shake under him. He kicked the door closed behind him with a crash and then laid my wife down on her feet.


  Sherri swallowed, shaking her head weakly. “Kyle,” she said, “Kyle….” But she didn’t tell him to stop.


  He kissed her again, and this time as his mouth covered hers, his hands slid under the shoulder straps of her dress and pushed them down. Seconds later, he had the zip down at the back and the dress was sliding down her body to puddle at her feet.


  My cell mates took a long breath as my wife’s body came into view. Full, pert breasts cupped in a gauzy black bra through which we could see just a hint of nipple. A slender waist with a soft, flat stomach, then flaring hips clad in briefs of the same gauzy material. Her legs were so long and shapely, you could almost feel yourself running your hands down the smooth skin, and the black heels she wore made them seem even longer.


  Kyle broke the kiss and again my wife stared up at him, tilting her head back to look into his eyes. She was breathing fast now, her breasts rising and falling with it, and my cell mates were practically salivating as they watched.


  I was reacting, too. I could feel myself getting hard, seeing her like that. Despite her being with someone else, I told myself. Not because of it.


  Kyle put his palm to her chest and pushed her hard. She gave a little yelp and fell onto the bed, sprawling on her back, her long glossy hair flying out in a fan. But she didn’t protest. If anything, she stared up at him with even more lust than before.


  Kyle stripped off his shirt, taking his time. He was bigger than even my cell mates, although he lacked their tattoos. They quietened down as they watched him, as if out of respect. Kyle’s powerful back flexed as he stripped the shirt off his arms, his biceps thick and heavy. He walked towards the bed as he pulled off his pants. I saw my wife’s reaction as she saw his cock, already rock hard and standing stiffly up against his stomach. A drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. Sherri’s eyes widened and she visibly swallowed. I thought of my own small cock and winced.


  The bed sagged as Kyle climbed up onto it, fully naked now. My wife put her palms flat on the bed, as if to push herself up and move away, but she stayed where she was. Her eyes kept flicking from Kyle’s cock to his face. Then he was on her, moving between her legs, pushing her back on the bed and kissing her hard. His stiff cock rubbed along her warm, silken thigh and she gasped.


  I saw him wrench down one strap of her bra, too impatient to strip it off. Then the other, and her breasts spilled free. I had just a second to gaze at those perfect, soft mounds, his mouth poised hungrily above them…and then his head came down and he was licking and sucking at them, using his hands to push them up and together. I actually let out a little cry at the sight. I’d always loved my wife’s breasts, always been proud and delighted when I uncovered them in the privacy of our bedroom and gently licked at them. Now another man had his hot, eager mouth all over them.


  The fat prisoner turned at my moan. “Who is this guy? Didn’t he come visit you with your wife?”


  The leader, too, was shaking his head in disbelief. “Man, you let some other guy fuck your lady? You one of those cuckolded men?” He made a horns gesture with his hand.


  I shook my head wildly. “No!”


  They both looked back to the screen. “Well, you are now, gisoro.” Sherri was thrashing her head on the bed, her long hair tossing from side to side. When Kyle lifted his head, her breasts were wetly shining, the nipples stiff.


  Kyle reached down between them, bunched her black briefs in his hand, and pulled. She cried out as her panties were torn away.


  “Man! This guy means business!” the fat prisoner said delightedly. “I think your wife’s gonna get fucked!”


  I shook my head in dismay. No, I thought, she’ll stop him. She’ll stop him at the last minute. She’ll realize what she’s doing!


  Kyle grabbed something from his pants—a foil packet. That was some relief, at least, although Sherri was on the pill. But it was the final confirmation that this was really going to happen.


  Kyle rolled the condom on and then used his knees to push Sherri’s legs apart, settling his body between them. His own body looked huge there, hulking over her, hard with muscle and so different to my own skinny frame. He raised his hips up for a second, and I was sure he was doing it deliberately, just to make sure we could see.


  All of us in the cell got a good look at the soft, glossy black triangle of neatly-trimmed hair. Below it, we could just see the very top of her pussy lips, her thigh blocking most of them. But when Kyle hunkered down and moved into position, we didn’t need to see her pussy to know that the tip of his cock was pressing against it. We could read it all in her startled expression. Her eyes suddenly snapped wide, her mouth working silently.


  “What’s the matter, Sherri?” Kyle asked. His voice had changed. He wasn’t the gentle, sensitive man he’d been downstairs. He’d dropped the act.


  “I—“ She swallowed. “I don’t know if….“


  My heart rose. Say “No!” I prayed. I knew that Kyle wasn’t interested in forcing her. He wanted her to give herself to him willingly—that was the whole point.


  Sherri stared into Kyle’s eyes and then lowered her gaze to his cock. “You’re so…big. I don’t know if I can take you.”


  The other prisoners exploded into laughter as I put my face in my hands, the betrayal and anger filling me like burning lava. But then it got worse.


  “Bigger than Tom?” asked Kyle.


  Sherri turned her head on the pillow, staring at the wall, refusing to answer.


  Kyle started to circle his hips, and I knew he must be tracing the end of his cock around and around her pussy lips. “Am I, Sherri?” he asked. “Bigger than Tom?”


  Sherri squirmed and then writhed and then panted, her shining breasts bouncing and shaking. When I glanced to my side, I saw that all three of the other prisoners were lightly stroking themselves through their clothes. “Fuck yeah, Sherri,” the smaller one said. “Tell him he is. I want to see you split apart by that thing.”


  “Shut up!” I shouted, straightening up and glaring at him.


  He was so surprised that I’d finally spoken up that he actually blinked, his hand freezing on his cock for a second. And then he laughed in my face. “Aww, gisoro. What’s the matter? You don’t want to see your sweet little Sherri get stretched out by lover boy?”


  “He won’t be able to get it in,” said the fat one. “Not if she’s used to that little cock.”


  “A girl like her, that ain’t the only cock she’s been gettin’,” said the smaller one. He glared at me, spitting out the words as if in revenge for daring to shout at him. “Fuck no. She’s probably been fucking half the neighbors behind your back!”


  I put my head in my hands again, watching through my fingers. Kyle was just nudging the tip against her pussy lips now, back and forth, and I imagined those soft lips pressing inward but not quite spreading apart. He was teasing her, stopping just short of gaining entrance.


  “Tell me,” he said again, and this time it was an order.


  “I—“ She closed her eyes and swallowed. “You’re…bigger than Tom.”


  “Say: ‘You’re bigger than my husband, Kyle,’”


  Her eyes snapped open and she glared at him. I thought then that he’d gone too far, that her guilt at what she was doing would overcome her lust. But Kyle just reached forward and started to circle her clit with the thumb of one huge hand, and she gasped and ground her hips. He held his cock in place, rubbing against her lips as she squirmed, and I could imagine her getting wetter and wetter.


  “You’re bigger than my husband, Kyle,” she said in a rush of air.


  Kyle grinned as I died inside.


  I watched as he put his hands on her inner thighs and pushed hard, spreading her open for him. He rubbed his cock one last time over the soft hair and slick folds of her pussy and then nestled it right at her opening. I could hear my heart thumping harder and harder. Kyle glanced across at the camera, just for a second, savoring what he was about to do.


  No! I got up off my bunk and took two faltering steps towards the TV. No, please!


  With a grunt that sounded like victory, Kyle pressed forward, hard. Sherri let out a low groan as the head spread her lips wide, then wider. Then he stopped.


  “W—Wait,” Sherri gasped. “I don’t know if—“


  “You’ll take it,” Kyle told her simply. And he started to move again.


  We couldn’t see exactly what was going on because their bodies blocked the sight of him entering her, but the noises they made told the story. Kyle grinned slyly and let out a long, low growl as he started to apply more pressure and I knew he was gradually entering her, millimeter by tight millimeter. Sherri grabbed the covers in both hands and stared up at him and the sound of her high, panicked breathing told me she could feel her slickened flesh being stretched around him. Both the bedroom they were in and the cell we were in grew almost silent as Kyle pushed his way into her.


  “He’s doin’ it,” said the small one. “Fuck, he’s actually doin’ it.”


  “Man,” said the leader, “I’m sure glad that’s not my girl. He’s going to stretch her wide.”


  “She ain’t even gonna be able to feel your little cock after this,” said the fat one.


  My whole body was burning up. The sight of my wife’s naked body, writhing and trembling as she was penetrated by this monster, her bare breasts shining from his mouth, her lipstick smeared from his kiss…I wanted to kill him, and my anger only grew the more of his thick cock he forced into her.


  I saw them both tense as he reached the widest part of the head, and I imagined her pussy lips stretched drum-tight around his girth. And then—


  They both gave a groan and he suddenly slid another few inches inside her. I knew what that meant. She’d taken the head, and now his shaft was filling her, with nothing more to slow him down.


  Immediately, he shifted position, lowering himself further between her thighs. He got down on his forearms, his powerful ass raised as he started to drive into her.


  “Yeah,” said the leader. “Drill her. Fucking drill her!”


  Kyle’s first strong thrust nearly filled her, her head coming up off the bed in shock. When he pulled back, she was so tight around him that I actually saw her ass drag back down the bed a little. His next thrust took him even deeper, and this time she slapped her palms down on his shoulders to slow him down.


  It didn’t do any good.


  He started to pump into her in long, hard strokes. Her cries of shock became groans…and then moans. I could see him start to move more easily, his strokes becoming smoother.


  “She’s oiling up for that big cock,” the smaller one told me. “Fuck, I bet she’s drippin’ for him.”


  I gritted my teeth. I was still standing, halfway across the room, staring at the screen. Part of me wanted to run over and smash the TV on the floor, and the hell with the beating my cell mates would give me. But another part of me just couldn’t do it. I had to see, had to know every detail.


  Kyle stopped thrusting for a moment. He reached back and grabbed Sherri’s ankles and then pushed her feet up the bed, so that her soles were flat on the covers and her knees were bent. When he started pumping into her again, Sherri’s moans changed—there was now a high little cry at the end of each one, and I realized he was going even deeper. He was hitting the very limits of her, pressing against her back wall. I’d never even come close to doing that.


  “She’ll be ruined after this,” the leader said, and it sounded as if he’d forgotten I was even listening. Then he caught himself and turned to me, grinning. “You’ll need to get yourself a dildo,” he told me. “Only way you’ll be able to satisfy her, now she’s been stretched by that.”


  My wife was arching her back now, thrusting her breasts up to meet his chest, her hard nipples rasping against his muscles. There was no doubting that she was loving every second of it. As I watched, her hands slid down his body to grab his ass, pulling him into her. She started grinding her hips and pressing her groin up to meet him. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible over the slap of their bodies meeting. “Yes!”


  She was going to come. He was going to make my wife come, and I was going to have to watch.


  Suddenly, he pulled out of her, and I could see that his rubber-covered cock was shining from her juices. He grabbed her and turned her roughly onto her stomach, then dragged her across the bed, ignoring her yelp of surprise. He pulled her until she was on her knees on the floor with her upper body resting on the bed, and he was kneeling behind her. We could see very little of either of them.


  But, crucially, we could see her face. She was staring right at the concealed camera.


  I stared into my wife’s eyes as Kyle moved up behind her and saw her mouth fall open as he shoved himself into her. This time he entered her in one long push, and in this position he could easily go all the way to her limits. Within just a few thrusts, he was driving into her hard and fast, his hands on the raised cheeks of her ass. He slid almost all the way out of her on each thrust, and her cries started to rise higher and higher as her orgasm approached.


  All three of the other prisoners had their cocks out now and were stroking themselves quite openly. “Fuck yeah,” said the fat one. “Take it, bitch! Take that big cock!”


  His words stung. It was my wife, and they were treating her like a cheap porn star.


  Kyle was staring straight at the camera, too. Sherri couldn’t see that he was grinning as he lunged into her again and again. “Say my name,” he ordered. “Say it!”


  I could see Sherri’s body going tense, her hands bunching the bedclothes, her hips grinding against the edge of the bed, rubbing her clit against it. “K—Kyle,” she breathed, her face red with shame.


  And that’s when they noticed. The smaller one, the one I’d shouted at, pointed to my pants. “Hey! Gisoro is a cuckold. Look at his pants!”


  I looked down…and saw the tent my hard cock was making. No! God, no! I didn’t like seeing this! But even as I denied it, the hot, dark arousal crept up my spine. It had been there all the time, hiding underneath the anger. I’d just been shutting it out. It’s just seeing her! I told myself. It’s seeing my wife naked! Not…seeing her with someone else! But even the thought of it, even the concept of seeing her with someone else was enough to start the darkness twisting and spiraling upwards to my brain and then stabbing straight down into my groin. I hated it. I wanted it.


  “No,” I whispered aloud.


  “Oh!” said Sherri suddenly. “O—Ahhh!” and she squeezed her eyes tight shut and ground herself hard against the bed, her face going right down to the covers and then rubbing along it as her back arched like a cat. “AH!” Her eyes flew open and she stared right at the camera, right at me! “God!” Her hips churned and then shook. She was coming…and harder than I’d ever seen.


  The three other prisoners whooped and cheered. Simultaneously, Kyle pressed hard into her, biting his lip as his hips flexed against her ass. I knew that jet after jet of his seed was shooting inside her. It was in a condom, but that didn’t make it much better. The bastard was coming inside my wife!


  Kyle let the camera run on so that the sight of Sherri, kneeling spent and exhausted beneath him, could sink in. Then the screen went to black and the DVD ended.


  I stormed out of the room, not looking back. The shouts and laughter of the other prisoners followed me down the hall.


  Chapter 11


   


  That night, when my cell mates had finally got tired of re-watching Sherri being fucked and were snoring in their bunks, I lay awake. I tried to sort through my feelings and understand the reaction I’d had to Kyle fucking my wife.


  I thought back to the very first time I’d become aware of that dark, twisting arousal. After the party at Kyle’s house, when Sherri and I had had sex, the idea of another man taking her had turned me on. But only as a fantasy; never as a reality. And this was Kyle, my most hated enemy! Why did it have to be him?


  I tried to focus on the burning anger, fanning it brighter and brighter, willing it to burn away the lust. But as one grew stronger, so did the other. It was as if they were bound together. Was it possible to hate something and lust after it at the same time?


  My cock was painfully hard. But I would not, I would absolutely not jack off. Not while thinking about the two of them together.


  I rolled over in my bunk and stared miserably at the wall. One thing was crucial: I had to prevent Kyle and Sherri from ever finding out. At the moment, they both knew what they were doing was wrong, and even if that was spurring Kyle on, it was holding Sherri back at least a little. If that element of guilt was removed, if she thought I didn’t care, or even liked it…. I shuddered.


   


  ***


   


  The next day, I was told I had a visitor. I considered not going, but what if Sherri had come along with Kyle?


  When I walked into the visitors’ room and saw just Kyle sitting there waiting for me, it felt as if it was too late to back out and walk away. In fact, I almost felt magnetically drawn to my seat behind the glass. The need to know what was happening with Sherri was just too strong…and from the way Kyle grinned at me, he knew it.


  He had a cup of takeout coffee—real coffee, not the muddy water they called coffee on my side of the glass. And he was munching on a pastry I swore I could smell through the divider. My stomach felt like a shriveled, cold stone. I hadn’t eaten more than a few mouthfuls at each meal in days.


  He saw my longing look and showed me the pastry. “From that little bakery near the office. You remember the one? Delicious.” He took a big bite. “I have to keep my strength up. You know, so I can fuck your wife.”


  I put my hands flat on the table on my side of the glass, trying to control my anger. “It was a one time thing,” I told him. “You caught her when she was vulnerable. You seduced her. She won’t let it happen again.”


  He smirked. “Yeah, that’s pretty much what she said. She was all guilt and angst and ‘Oh, what have I done?’ Funny thing, she blamed the whole thing on herself. She thinks she’s the worst wife in history.”


  A little part of me was cruelly glad that she felt guilty, but it was swamped by a twisting in my guts as I imagined Sherri in that much pain. It sounded exactly like her. The guilt would be eating away at her—it was probably why she couldn’t face coming to visit me.


  On the plus side, she’d never do it again. I couldn’t undo what had happened and maybe Sherri would never admit to it, but at least that was the one and only time. And maybe I could use that. “It’s over,” I told Kyle quietly, thinking fast. “You’ve had your fun.” I forced myself to be calm and diplomatic, even though I wanted to tear his head off. I even turned my hands palm-up on the table in supplication. “Kyle…I’m very sorry I went to the authorities. I really am. I’m in hell, in here. I’ve learned my lesson. Please—get me out of here and let me go back to Sherri. We’ll get on the next plane home and you’ll never hear from us again.”


  Kyle stared at me. It’s working, I thought, my hopes rising.


  Then he burst out laughing.


  “Oh, you poor fuck,” he told me. “You think this is it? You think this was my revenge?” He leaned forward. “Tom. Buddy. We’re just getting started.”


  My stomach churned.


  Kyle leaned right up to the glass. “Do you know what it was like, to fuck Sherri? She was wet. Really wet—damn near dripping. You must have been starving that poor girl of any sort of pleasure because when she got going, riding her was like sitting on a rodeo bull. And she was tight, Tom. I could tell when I saw you in the hot tub that you had a tiny little dick—well, it’s good for something. It’s left your wife all nice and tight for the real men.”


  His voice was low, but savage. It carried. I didn’t dare look, but I could feel the prisoners on either side of me turning to look, listening in. “Stop,” I pleaded.


  “When I was fucking her, she was like a glove, Tom. ‘Course, she’s not like that anymore. I stretched her out good. I don’t think she’ll ever be the same.”


  My face was hot. I could feel my eyes stinging, and started to blink.


  “Tears? Oh, go on, Tom—it’ll be funny. Have a good cry, in front of all your prison buddies. Have a good cry thinking about how your wife is ruined for you.”


  I took a few short, fast breaths and managed to hold it back. No! I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction!


  “And I’m just getting started, Tom. Do you know what one of the hot new industries in San Relando is?”


  I just stared at him.


  “Fake pharmaceuticals. See, the Chinese are good at it, but we have better connections with the US pharma companies. People who’ll help us get the right packaging materials, the holograms—all that security shit. And the pills themselves—well, all you need is some glucose and a pill machine.”


  He pulled something out of his pocket and held it up against the glass. A cardboard box of pills. I vaguely recognized the brand name. Birth control pills.


  “See, the fakes look just like the real thing, except of course they don’t work. Good for making a fast buck—some of the people I do business with sell a good number of these. But this packet right here, Tom? They aren’t fakes. These are the real thing.”


  I frowned at him, not understanding.


  “The fakes…I put those in Sherri’s washbag, the day she moved into my house.”


  It felt like the world fell upwards around me. I was plummeting down into the darkness. I thought I’d been in hell before; I’d been wrong.


  “See, I’m not just going to fuck your wife. I want to cement her as mine. So I’m going to knock her up while you’re stuck in here. I’m going to put a nice big bouncing Kyle junior in her belly.”


  “No.” I could barely form the word. My tongue felt rubbery, and all the blood had drained from my head, leaving me woozy with panic. “No.”


  “I’m really looking forward to fucking her bareback. She was nice and wet and tight even through a condom. She’s going to feel amazing without one.”


  I shook my head in dismay. He couldn’t!


  “She’s not a big woman, Tom. And I’m a big guy. That baby’s going to swell her up good. And when it comes to squeezing it out? Damn, she’s going to have to spread those sweet thighs just as wide as they’ll go. That’ll be fun, won’t it?”


  “You bastard,” I told him. I couldn’t look at him. I knew I’d break down if I looked at him. “You can’t do this. That’s my family. That’s my chance at a family!”


  “Oh, Tom. Sherri needs a man. And she needs a baby—her biological clock is ticking: tick tock, tick tock! That’s why she’s not going to get rid of it when she realizes she’s pregnant. She thinks you’re in here for twenty years.” He leaned close. “But you know…maybe I’ll pull some strings and let you have a day pass to watch the birth.”


  He stood and walked out. I was so overcome that he was halfway across the room before I started screaming and yelling at him. He didn’t even look round.


   


  ***


   


  I could barely function, the rest of that day. If I’d been at work or in anything approaching a normal life, I wouldn’t have been able to cope. Fortunately, in prison, your life is so tightly regimented that you can stumble through it, half-aware, and no one really notices.


  I lay on my bunk, staring at the wall while my mind replayed Kyle’s words again and again. He couldn’t. Not a baby. Not with Sherri. Yet I’d seen in his eyes that he was serious. This was something I couldn’t repair, even if I could get out of prison. I knew he was right about Sherri wanting to keep the baby if it happened—she was already far too emotionally brittle to cope with an abortion, even without Kyle nudging her in the direction he wanted. Even if I got out of prison in a year or two, my wife would have a child by someone else.


  There was one shred of hope. Kyle had been confident that Sherri would let him fuck her again, but maybe he didn’t know her as well as he thought. I knew that the first time had been out of character for my wife. We might not have had the best sex life, but she loved me. She wouldn’t cheat on me twice.


  Unless…unless Kyle had a plan. Unless he had some way to convince her, something I hadn’t thought of.


  As night fell, I knew it could be happening right then. Hundreds of miles away, he could be convincing my wife with that silver tongue, talking her out of her clothes and into his bed. Whenever I closed my eyes, I could see his thick, naked cock plunging between her pussy lips.


  I didn’t sleep at all.


  Chapter 12


   


  The next day, I intercepted Mariano before he even got to our cell block. As I expected, he had a new DVD for me. I knew I couldn’t watch it in my cell, so I’d brought the portable DVD player with me. I took it to the gym, snuck past the guys lifting weights and into the equipment locker at the back. Right at the back, concealed by a stack of mildewed gym mats, I hunkered down to watch in peace.


  Except I couldn’t press the button. I didn’t want to see. I was afraid, and yet I could feel my cock getting hard at the thought of Kyle fucking her. On some level, in some hidden part of me, what I was going through felt…right. It felt as if it was right that Kyle should steal her away, should push me aside and make me watch. As if that was the true nature of me, to be the helpless victim.


  That’s ridiculous. You’re just rationalizing it away because you can’t change it. I didn’t want to be a victim, or what my cell mate had called it: a cuckold.


  My finger hovered over the button…and then I pressed it.


  I was looking at the hot tub at Kyle’s house. Sherri and Kyle were sitting across from each other in the steaming water, not touching—a good sign. The camera was low, showing me the decking next to the tub as well as the tub itself. I could only see from the surface of the water upwards. It seemed like a strange choice of angle—wouldn’t Kyle have wanted me to see as much as possible?


  There was a bottle of wine next to the tub and it looked as though they’d already had a glass each. Sherri was in the same black bathing costume she’d worn at the party, but despite how sexy she looked and the way Kyle was staring at her, I felt my hopes rise. There was something about the way they were sitting, right on opposite sides of the tub. As if she was trying to stay as far away from him as possible.


  “You don’t need to feel guilty,” Kyle was saying.


  Sherri shook her head. “It can’t happen again,” she said. “It can never happen again.”


  I breathed a little easier. I’d been right about her. She was loyal.


  Kyle sighed. “Sherri, he’s inside for maybe twenty years. I’m doing everything I can to get him out, but it may do no good. You have to think about moving on. You have to think of yourself.”


  Sherri shook her head. “He’s my husband. When we—“ She blushed. “When you and I…I was upset. It was all my fault. I won’t let it happen again.”


  Kyle bit his lip as if he was struggling with some huge secret. “Sherri…I didn’t want to have to tell you this. But it’s something you need to know.”


  A deep, cold unease started to spread through me.


  Sherri stared suspiciously at him but said nothing.


  “Tom admitted to me that he has…needs,” Kyle told her. “Needs that maybe you don’t know about.”


  What?


  “Sherri, this isn’t going to be easy to hear, but….” Kyle was doing a great acting job. I almost believed that he was battling with his conscience. “Tom’s the sort of guy who….” He sighed. “Tom wants you to sleep with other men. He gets off on it.”


  What?!


  “What?!” said Sherri, echoing my thoughts. “No he doesn’t!”


  Kyle just stared at her. “Are you sure? Do you remember the party, here, when the two of you got in the hot tub with me? I wanted you even back then, Sherri. You must have known it. I think you wanted me too.”


  Sherri shifted uncomfortably. “Don’t.”


  “I saw something that night. I saw that Tom was getting off on it. He liked seeing me talking to you. He wanted us to do more than talk. He had a hard on when he got out.”


  Sherri shook her head, but she looked worried.


  “Tell me I’m wrong,” Kyle said. “Tell me that you both went home that night and had sex and nothing was weird or unusual.”


  Sherri bit her lip. I winced, remembering what had happened that night.


  “We did have sex,” she said slowly. “And he…he did say that he was turned on by it.” She was flushing red, now. “When he was inside me, I was….” Her voice was nearly a whisper. “I was thinking of you. And I think he knew it, and he liked it.”


  I gaped at the screen. It wasn’t true! Well, it was true, but it didn’t mean—


  Kyle was nodding his head slowly. “I knew it,” he said. “Tom’s told me some things, when I’ve visited him. Things he couldn’t tell you himself.” He paused. “He likes the idea of us together, Sherri. He fantasizes about it.”


  I was shaking my head in shock. No. No, no, no!


  Kyle inched forward in the water. “What was the sex between you like, before he was arrested?” he asked. “Did he…satisfy you? Was it like it was with me? Or did you fake it?”


  I wanted to slap my hands over my ears.


  Sherri stared at the surface of the water. “It wasn’t…. It wasn’t like with you.” She shook her head. “I love him, but…he didn’t seem to know how to…”—her voice grew small—“you know.”


  “How to take you,” Kyle said. I could tell he was trying to keep the grin off his face. “Hard, and a little bit rough.”


  Sherri swallowed and then nodded.


  “It’s not his role, Sherri. Some men just don’t have it in them. He wants to be beneath you, not on a level with you. You’re like a goddess to him. He worships you, but he thinks he’s not worthy of fucking you. Whereas I know you need to be fucked.”


  Sherri gave a little squirm that could have been discomfort at his words, but could have been something else. “Don’t,” she said again.


  “I bet he did other weird things, too,” Kyle said.


  No, I thought hotly. No, they’re wrong. And I hadn’t done anything weird. She’d tell him that.


  “He did…watch me,” Sherri said. “I’d take a bath, and I’d”—she blushed—“play with myself afterwards. And he’d watch through the doorway.”


  Oh, shit! Oh shit, shit, shit!


  “He thought I couldn’t see him,” Sherri said sadly. “But I used to watch him in the mirror. I never understood why he didn’t just come in and fuck me. I was lying there, hoping, wanting him to come in, but he always just stood there.”


  Utter shock and humiliation slammed through me. I could feel my skin go clammy, my back breaking out in a sweat. But, but…. I wanted to protest, wanted to scream that it was a lie, but I couldn’t. I’d watched her because I preferred it to fucking her. It turned me on more.


  With horrible clarity, I realized Kyle might actually be right. The idea of watching her, of watching her with another man…did turn me on. But that didn’t mean I was a full-on—


  “He’s a cuckold,” Kyle told my wife.


  NO!


  “And it’s time to start thinking of yourself,” he added. And he leaned forward and, before she could stop him, he kissed her.


  She let out a muffled cry. When he broke the kiss, she shook her head. “No.”


  He kissed her again, and this time there was less resistance. When he broke the kiss the second time, she shook her head at him but didn’t speak.


  A third kiss. And this time I saw her mouth begin to move as she kissed him back. When he moved back from her she stared at him, mouth hanging slackly open, eyes huge.


  She was his.


  His huge hands came up and cupped her bare shoulders, smoothing over the wet skin. He pushed her back against the edge of the tub and almost lay on her in the water, kissing her cheeks and neck, his chest squashing against her breasts, until she was gasping and writhing with need.


  Then he took her hand and helped her out of the hot tub, walking her down to the decking.


  I suddenly knew why he’d hidden the camera there. He wasn’t going to take her into the house. With the warm San Relandan weather and the stars overhead, it was perfect. He was going to fuck her right there.


  He took her in his arms and started kissing her hungrily, fondling her breasts through the shining black fabric of her bathing costume. He slid one shoulder of it down. Then the other.


  “We can’t,” panted Sherri. “Not out here.”


  “There are no neighbors,” Kyle told her. “No one can see.”


  Except me, I thought bitterly. They were right in front of the camera, and I knew he’d planned it that way. I watched as he peeled the bathing costume down her body. Sherri’s full breasts spilled free, then her trim stomach was revealed, beaded with water. I thought of that flat belly swelling up with a baby and felt sick.


  Kyle pushed the fabric down Sherri’s hips. I could see tiny drops of water shining in the soft curls of hair between her thighs, her perfect ass shining wetly. The bathing costume fell around her feet.


  And then Kyle was pushing her back against the hot tub, so that she faced the camera. He fell to his knees in front of her and—


  “God! Kyle!” Sherri’s head jerked back as she felt his mouth on her. She staggered a little as he pushed her thighs apart, his quick, pink tongue stabbing at her pussy. Her hands came down to tangle in his hair. “God! Yes!”


  I watched with dismay as Kyle began to lap and suck at her, the movements of his head giving away what was happening. While his hands rubbed and massaged the sensitive skin at the tops of her thighs, he started to trace the shape of her lips with his tongue. She started to pant and then to slowly grind her hips against his face. After a few minutes she actually tried to squeeze her legs together as the sensations got too much for her. She’d done the same thing with me, when I’d gone down on her.


  Except Kyle didn’t let her. He used his hands to keep her thighs apart, and his mouth moved faster on her, taking her towards the edge. Sherri, I knew, wouldn’t want to come too soon. But he wanted her to come. He wanted her to come right in front of me, staring at the camera.


  “God,” she panted. Her wonderful, naked breasts rose and fell as she gasped for air. “I—Stop, I need to—Wait, it’s too—Too much—“


  But he ignored her half-hearted efforts to close her legs. He was taking control, in a way I never had. He pushed his face hard against her and from her rising cries I knew his tongue was right up inside her, tasting her. He started rubbing at her clit with his thumb and then, reaching up with his other hand, I saw him pinch her nipple. Hard.


  She let out a high little moan and suddenly trembled, swaying against him. His hands grabbed her ass, supporting her as she rocked and shuddered. “God!” she managed. “Kyle…”


  I stared at the screen. I’d always been proud of the way I went down on my wife, and the orgasms I thought I’d given her. I hadn’t realized until that moment that she’d been faking them.


  Kyle quickly stood and put his arm around Sherri’s waist. As her knees sagged, he grabbed a towel from the side of the hot tub and unrolled it along the decking. Then he laid my wife down on her back. He didn’t mount her straightaway. He lay down beside her and started to caress her body, running his palm all the way down her wet skin from her breast to her crotch. The camera was zoomed in enough that her lower legs were cut off, and I had a perfect view of her from knee to head. I knew that was deliberate. This time, he wanted me to see him penetrate her. And this time, there’d be one terrible difference.


  “I don’t have a condom with me,” Kyle told her in a low voice. “I can go in the house and look for one, if you—“


  “No,” said my wife, her voice throaty and desperate. “It’s okay. I’m on the pill.”


  No! I thought. She was completely unprotected!


  Kyle lay on his side next to her and gently pushed her legs apart, then coaxed her knees up. Right in front of me, my wife’s pussy gently flowered open. I could see how her lips glistened with her juices, could see the shining pink tunnel inside. The tunnel he was about to plunder…the one that led right to her fertile womb.


  Kyle pulled off his trunks. His cock was already hard and the thick length of it, especially the bead of pre-cum shining at its tip, suddenly had new meaning. God, don’t, I pleaded. Please don’t!


  He must have known what I’d be thinking when I watched the DVD. He lay there fondling my wife with one hand, gently running a finger up and down her sopping pussy lips. With the other, he stroked his cock. And while Sherri stared up at the stars, Kyle looked straight at the camera. Straight at me.


  “I’m going to fuck you,” he said quietly.


  Sherri didn’t reply, but a little tremble went through her body and she closed her eyes.


  “Is that what you want?” he asked.


  She squirmed on the towel, her face flushing.


  “Is that what you want, Sherri?” he asked again. His voice was gentle but firm.


  “Yes,” she said at last in a tiny voice.


  With a last, victorious glance at the camera, Kyle climbed between her legs. He twisted her around so that she was diagonally on to me, ensuring that I could see every detail of what happened. I leaned forward, clutching at the DVD player so hard the cheap plastic shell creaked. “Don’t,” I said out loud. “Don’t. Please don’t!”


  Kyle’s body settled between my wife’s legs, his muscled thighs spreading hers even wider. I watched his cock moving closer and closer to her open, ready pussy. The very tip of him brushed against her shining lips, the sticky pre-cum stretching out into a rope as he touched her, moved away, touched her again. He lined the head up with her entrance and I looked at his heavy, swinging balls, full of sperm. “God, please!” I moaned.


  The head of his cock nudged its way between her outer lips…and then with a lunge of his hips he plunged into her. She cried out loud with the sudden movement, feeling herself being stretched again, but there was at least as much need as pain in her sharp moan.


  Kyle looked back over his shoulder, craning around to grin at the camera. And then he gave three huge thrusts, and Sherri echoed him with three gasps of shock. The last cry, though, changed and extended, turning into a groan as he slid all the way up into her.


  Kyle was keeping his body raised off her just a little this time, taking his weight on his knees and forearms, and I knew it was to give me a better view of my wife’s ravaging. I watched in horror as the full length of his thick cock sank into her, the delicate pink folds of her pussy stretched tight around its girth. He didn’t stop until he was completely buried inside her and, when I saw her body jerk, I knew he must be pressing right up against her back wall.


  Sherri was panting through her nose, now, taking in long, shuddering gasps of air that made her naked breasts tremble. Kyle put his palms flat on the decking, lifted himself a little more and began to fuck her.


  I sat in the equipment locker with the DVD player on my knees and my hands buried in my hair. When he’d taken her before, the sex had almost been a dull shock after the trauma of watching the penetration. This was much, much worse. Now, every thrust, every gasp and groan Kyle gave, was just a precursor to him filling my wife’s fertile body with his cum. I could feel myself sweating and my guts twisting as I watched, but I could also feel the DVD player shifting as my cock rose to full hardness.


  Sherri was starting to really react, now, flexing her pelvis up to meet his thrusts. Kyle reached down and guided her hips with his hands, showing her how he wanted her to move. The bastard! I thought. It’s all about his pleasure! And yet Sherri just opened her eyes and stared up at him in adoration, as if she liked being commanded like that. What’s happened to my wife?!


  Supporting himself on his elbows, Kyle started to stroke her breasts. He squeezed her soft orbs, molding them in his fingers, then rubbed her stiffened nipples with his thumbs as she ground against him in ecstasy. I could see the muscles of Sherri’s legs twitching as she writhed and thrashed. She was getting close already.


  Kyle was starting to speed up. The outdoor area was quiet enough that I could hear the wet slap of his balls hitting her body. I could see how tightly her pussy gripped him, despite her wetness—he was having to use real effort to go fast, the friction was so great. I wondered what that must be like, to be so big that your size stretched a woman, and knew I’d never know.


  He was pulling almost all the way out of her on each thrust, now, long deep strokes that made her give a high little cry at the end of each one. He let his weight settle onto her and her cries changed to long moans. I knew his groin must be grinding against her clit. As the sounds of her pleasure filled my ears, my self-loathing grew. Why hadn’t I ever made her react like that? And yet for all my rage, my cock was hard as rock inside my pants. Seeing her panting and groaning, rushing towards her orgasm…my wife had never looked sexier, not even when I’d been the one fucking her.


  Kyle had been right. I did like this, on some level. I couldn’t deny the effect watching it had on me. But why couldn’t we have done this with someone I liked, with a guy we met anonymously in some hotel room, with everything safe and controlled? Why did the thing that turned me on most have to be under the control of the man I liked least?


  Kyle sucked in a gulp of air and when he spoke his voice trembled with the effort of holding back. “I’m going to come,” he told Sherri. “Do you want me to pull out?”


  A sudden glow of hope lit in my chest. Yes! Tell him to pull out!


  Sherri had her eyes closed again. She shook her head. “Nooo,” she whispered. “Go on. Do it. Come inside me.”


  Nooo! The scream echoed uselessly around my brain. My cock was throbbing. I grabbed it through my jumpsuit, barely even aware that I was doing it.


  I could see that Kyle was grinning down at her, taking advantage of her closed eyes to mock her. “You sure?”


  Sherri nodded weakly. “Yes,” she said. “I’m on the pill.” She hesitated, as if embarrassed. “And I want to feel it,” she admitted.


  “No!” I shouted out loud. “You’re not! You’re not protected!” Then I caught myself and my head whipped around towards the gym. Fortunately, no one seemed to have heard. I realized I was jacking my cock, and willed myself to stop, but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t.


  When I looked back to the screen, Kyle had started to pound away at my wife’s body, his hands braced either side of her head, his hips pistoning between hers. I could see his hard, swollen length slamming into her again and again. “No,” I whispered. “Please, no!”


  “I’m going to come,” Kyle grunted. “God, Sherri, you’re so tight. So hot and tight. I’m going to come…right inside you.”


  I knew the words were for my benefit, but they had an effect on Sherri, too. She didn’t answer him, but she arched her back, rubbing her breasts up against his chest as she began to come.


  That was all it took. Kyle rooted himself in her…and came. He leaned down and kissed her open-mouthed at the same time. I saw his naked ass contract and his hips jerk as he fired shot after shot deep inside her, his cock lodged right up against the entrance to her womb. I visualized long ropes of sticky cum plastering her there, forcing their way through the tiny, slippery hole. Millions upon millions of sperm…and she was completely vulnerable.


  Sherri bucked and twisted beneath him, her own mouth open and panting as he kissed her again and again. As his hips finally stopped jerking, their mouths locked on each other’s and I saw their cheeks moving as they French-kissed.


  Something about that, about seeing them so intimately coupling, his tongue inside her at the same time his cock was rooted in her, sent me over the edge. I groaned in horror as I shot in my pants, desperately trying to hold the fabric of the jumpsuit away so that a wet stain wouldn’t form. I still had to walk all the way back to my cell!


  I thought the DVD would end there, but Kyle had one last humiliation for me. When he finally climbed off Sherri a few moments later, he kept the camera running so that I could see her sprawled thighs and, between them, the sticky, puffy lips of her pussy. Oozing from between them was a slow trickle of white cum. God, he’d filled her up! And the DVD had been made the previous night. By now, one of those tiny swimmers could well have found its way into her egg and—


  My mind shredded. My wife could well be pregnant with another man’s child. And she didn’t even know it was a possibility.


  Chapter 13


   


  They didn’t have to tell me that I had a visitor, the next day. I knew that Kyle would be there to crow and I was waiting for him.


  “Please,” I told him as soon as he picked up the phone handset. “Just tell her. Just tell her so that she can get the morning after pill. Seventy-two hours—there’s still time if you move fast.”


  Kyle looked at me, bemused. “Why would I do that? I think Sherri’ll make a great mom. And to see those tits swell up with milk, and that tight little belly bulge out with a baby? Hell yeah. I’d pay to see that.”


  I shook my head in dismay. “Please, Kyle! It’s me you’re angry at. Don’t hurt Sherri.”


  “Hurt her? I’m not hurting her. All women want a kid, Kyle. Oh, it might be a surprise at first, when she finds out the pill ‘failed.’ But she’ll get used to the idea pretty quick. She’ll be a beautiful, pregnant woman, and then a beautiful soccer mom.”


  With someone else’s child! I thought bitterly. The future I’d imagined for the two of us had been torn up and then cruelly molded into something else.


  “Cheer up,” said Kyle. “Wait for tomorrow’s DVD. I think you’ll really like it. Got an old friend back in town. Alexa.”


  It took me a moment to place the name. His old girlfriend. “But…I thought she left you?”


  Kyle smirked. “We never split up. She’s been away on business, back in the States. I said she left me. Thought it would make me seem more lonely and available to Sherri.” He leaned closer to the glass. “See, even back in those days, at the party, I wanted to fuck your wife. I kinda thought I’d have to have an affair with her, behind your back, but you gave me a much better option.”


  I felt as if I was going to faint. “So you’re going to film you and Alexa together?” The idea of watching him with his girlfriend didn’t turn me on, but at least it wouldn’t be Sherri. Maybe she’d even catch the two of them together and finally see him for what he really was.


  Kyle just grinned at me. It was a few seconds until I got his meaning.


  “But…But Sherri’s not like that,” I said. “She wouldn’t…you couldn’t make her….”


  “All women are like that. Well, almost all. Sherri’s pretty adventurous; you just never gave her the chance to experiment.”


  My cheeks burned even as I shook my head in anger. He was going to get Sherri into some sort of threesome with another woman, just to satisfy his own lust…and he was going to film it. “She won’t do it,” I said weakly. “She won’t. Even if she’s curious, she won’t let herself be…manipulated like that by you.”


  Kyle grinned at me. “We’ll see. Look out for that DVD. I’ll courier it over tomorrow. Now, I need you to do something for me.” He took out his cell phone. “I’m going to call Sherri,” he said. “I want you to come out to her about being a cuckold. Tell her you want to see her with me. Tell her you’re not a real man. Hell, tell her you’re gay, if you want to. I don’t care. But I don’t want her to feel guilty about fucking me anymore.”


  I stared at him. “You’re out of your mind! I’m not doing that!”


  Kyle looked back at me impassively. “Remember I said I could get you out of here? I keep my promises. If you let your wife go—if you let me have her—I can still do that.”


  We stared at each other. I can’t! Hot anger bubbled up inside me. He was asking me to seal my own fate, to make my cuckolding irreversible.


  But then I thought about life in the prison. So far, my time could be measured in days and weeks. What about when I had to measure it in months? Years? Twenty years….


  If I didn’t do it, Kyle could very well succeed in stealing Sherri away anyway. She was already well down the slippery slope. In prison, I couldn’t save her. If I was free, maybe I could tell her the truth, tell her I’d been lying on the phone, that I didn’t want her to be with Kyle. I’d just have to hope she believed me.


  That was the scary part. In a sense, Kyle was trying to get me to tell the truth. It had turned me on to watch the DVDs. A part of me did want to be cuckolded. Just not like this. Not by him.


  Kyle grinned as he watched me struggle with myself for long minutes. I finally nodded.


  Kyle dialed his cell phone and then put it on speaker. He held it up close to his handset, so that I could speak into my handset and Sherri would hear it. I felt my heart start to pound as the call connected.


  “Sherri?” said Kyle. “I have Tom here. He knows about us, Sherri. I told him.”


  Sherri let out a gasp of horror.


  “But it’s all okay. It’s like I told you. He wants to admit it all to you. Go ahead, Tom.”


  I sat there staring at the cell phone. I could hear Sherri’s panicked breathing on the other end of the line. Tell her, I thought. Tell her the lie that’s sort of the truth. Or you’ll be stuck here for twenty years!


  I opened my mouth…but I couldn’t do it. The anger boiled up inside me, pouring into my mind.


  “Sherri, he’s lying!” I shouted. “Please come visit me! He—“


  Kyle jabbed a button on the phone and killed the call. “You stupid son of a bitch,” he said, his voice dangerously low. It was the angriest I’d ever seen him. “All you had to do was say one simple fucking thing.”


  I was suddenly very glad the toughened glass was between us. “She’ll come,” I said. I felt stronger with each word. “She’ll come visit. You can’t stop her, now. And when she gets here I’ll tell her the truth.” That tiny flame of resistance I’d summoned up before was back, and brighter. “And fuck getting out of here. I want my wife back!”


  Kyle leaned right up against the glass. “You can’t have her,” he told me. And walked out.


   


  ***


   


  That night, I lay awake worrying. I knew Kyle had influence in the prison through the warden. The guards and the prisoners were at his command. Would he have me beaten up? Killed?


  But nothing happened. The next morning, I waited nervously for visiting time. Three hours to go. Two hours. One. I’m going to make it! I knew that I was about to commit myself to doing my entire time, that in his anger Kyle might even try to get my sentence extended. But the alternative was unthinkable. I couldn’t tell my wife I was some sort of pathetic cuckold.


  My mistake was going to the toilets. Thirty minutes before visiting time, I stood at the urinal…and suddenly something was over my mouth and nose. A chemical smell….


  I woke back in my cell, lying on my bunk. My head was spinning and my vision was blurry. When I tried to move, my limbs felt heavy. Clearly, I’d been drugged with something, maybe to make me miss visiting time. I checked my watch.


  My heart leapt. I’d only been out for thirty minutes. If I ran, I could still make it to the visitor’s room in time to see Sherri!


  I crashed out of my cell, unsteady on my feet. People dived out of the way as I sprinted down the corridors, lurching and bouncing off walls as if drunk. Some of them were laughing at me, some of them just looking aghast. My scalp felt itchy and hot and my chest felt tight—side effects of the drugs, I assumed.


  I ran into the visitor’s room and there, sitting behind the glass, was Sherri. I spotted Kyle, too, but he was right at the back of the room. Sherri must have told him to keep his distance—I was finally going to get to speak to her alone!


  Everything was going to be okay!


  I almost fell into the chair and snatched up the handset. “Sherri!” I panted.


  She stared at me in horror.


  “It’s okay,” I told her. “Just listen. There’s some stuff you need to know.”


  Sherri shook her head at me. “Oh my God,” she whispered.


  I frowned at her. “It’s alright,” I said. “It’s all going to be okay.”


  She shook her head again and looked as if she might cry. And that’s when I finally focused on the glass, and saw my reflection.


  A long blonde wig was on my head, flowing down over my back. It was short at the front, which is why I’d barely felt it. My face was heavily made-up. Even in the imperfect reflection the glass gave me, I could see that my eyelids were darker, and I had what looked like mascara on. My lips were painted bright red, and were bigger and puffier than normal.


  I was still in my normal clothes, which is why it hadn’t felt too weird when I’d run from my cell. But the front of my jumpsuit had been unbuttoned low enough that my cleavage was on display.


  My cleavage?!


  I was wearing a bra, and it was stuffed with gelatinous, strap on fake breasts. That wasn’t the worst part, though.


  The worst part was the white goo on my face. Trickling down from the corner of my mouth, forming a white rope that pooled on my new breasts. I realized there was some of it in my mouth and, when I tasted it, I was pretty sure it wasn’t the real thing. It was sickly-sweet—glucose syrup and icing sugar from the prison kitchen, maybe. But it sure looked like the real thing.


  Sherri dropped her handset and stood up.


  “No!” I said with a groan. “Sherri, no! It’s all Kyle! He’s lying to you!” But she could no longer hear me. I watched as she ran across the room in tears…straight into Kyle’s arms. As he pulled her close, he grinned at me over his shoulder.


   


  ***


   


  I had to walk back to my cell like that. It was much worse, going back, because I wasn’t oblivious to the stares and laughter. The after-effects of the drug had faded and my face was hot with shame.


  Back in my cell, I stripped off and threw away the bra and fake breasts. I cleaned the fake cum off my face and wiped off the make-up. My lips tingled and I figured they’d been rubbed with some irritant gel to make them puff up. They’d shrink back down. In a day or so, I’d be back to normal.


  But the damage was done. My wife now thought I was gay, and would believe anything Kyle told her about me. She certainly wouldn’t feel guilty about fucking him anymore.


  I’d lost.


  Chapter 14


   


  The next day, I sat there stewing, awaiting the arrival of the next DVD. I’d managed to hide the one of Kyle and Sherri by the hot tub by stashing it inside my pillow, and so far they hadn’t found it. I was praying I could intercept the next one before they saw it, too. The thought of what might be on it had me burning up with anger even as it filled me with dark lust. It wasn’t that I didn’t like the idea of two women together. Hell, I’d watched plenty of lesbian porn myself, even had a few fantasies of Sherri with another woman. But the idea of her doing something so out there, with a woman she didn’t even know, just to please Kyle…or to get back at me for apparently lying about my sexuality…that made my insides tie in knots.


  What hurt most was the realization that maybe she would have done all these things with me. Incredible outdoor sex by a hot tub. Threesomes with another woman. If I’d just asked her. If I’d just fucked her better. If I’d walked in and demanded what I wanted, instead of hiding outside her door and watching her masturbate. If I’d been a man.


  I hung around Officer Mariano throughout our free time. Even though the make-up was gone and my lips were nearly back to their normal size, the whole prison was laughing about the secret I’d appeared to reveal the day before…and it didn’t seem as if many of them were surprised that the pale American gisoro liked to dress up as a woman. I tried to ignore it and focus on the DVD.


  If Kyle followed the pattern, the courier would drop it off at the prison office, addressed to me, and I could grab it from Mariano before he made his usual rounds. But when the mail arrived, Mariano sorted through the packages and shrugged. There was nothing for me.


  Maybe Sherri said ‘no,’ I thought hopefully. Maybe she’d told him where to go.


  Or maybe Kyle was playing mind games with me again.


   


  ***


   


  That evening, I had some rare time alone in my cell. The warden was throwing some sort of special event to let the prisoners let off some steam, showing a porn movie in the cafeteria. My cell mates had all whooped and cheered as they’d headed down there, questioning my sexuality for not wanting to come along. But the last thing I wanted to do was watch some slut get pounded by a muscled stud.


  …


  No.


  No, he wouldn’t. Not with my wife. Not with my wife!


  For the second time, I sprinted through the prison. When I crashed through the doors of the cafeteria, it was in darkness. The seats had been rearranged into rows and the prisoners were all focused on the movie being projected onto the far wall.


  My worst fears were confirmed. Up on screen was my wife.


  She was lying on her back on Kyle’s bed, completely naked. Kyle, still in his clothes, was kissing her cheeks and neck. They appeared to be alone, for now. For the first few minutes, I was rooted to the spot, hypnotized.


  “I’m still not sure about this,” my wife protested. “I’ve never…I mean, does it have to be completely bare?”


  I suddenly noticed the bowl of water on the end of the bed. And the razor.


  Kyle nodded. “It’ll feel sooo much better. Trust me.”


  “And we’ll be able to see sooo much better,” mimicked one of the prisoners, and everyone laughed.


  I watched as Kyle lifted my wife’s hips and laid a towel beneath her ass. And then I had to watch as he lovingly shaved every scrap of hair from between my wife’s legs, leaving her smooth and naked in a way she’d never been before. Despite everything, I felt myself hardening. I’d always dreamed of seeing her that way, but like everything else I’d never had the courage to ask it of her.


  Kyle rubbed lotion into her newly-nude folds, not wasting the opportunity to strum his fingers across her clit. She started to jerk her hips, following the movements of his hand. “It feels good,” she said uncertainly. Then, after another minute of stimulation, “It feels really good.”


  “Wait until you feel Alexa’s tongue there,” Kyle told her. My heart sank. So he was going to go through with the threesome. And all the other prisoners were going to see it.


  My wife bit her lip. “Are you sure this’ll be okay?” she asked. “I’ve never been with a woman before. I don’t know if I’ll even like it.”


  “She’s gonna be a fast learner,” a prisoner shouted. “I can tell!” More laughter.


  I shook myself out of my stupor and ran over to a guard. “You have to stop this,” I told him urgently. “That’s my wife!”


  “Your wife is a porn star?” he asked, bemused but impressed.


  “No! She doesn’t know she’s being filmed!”


  On screen, Kyle picked just that moment to gently tell her, “Sherri, Tom was lying to you all that time. Holding you back.” He was still stroking her folds, his thumb circling her clit. “It’s time for you to enjoy yourself. Experiment.”


  The bastard! He was using her anger at me to lead her deeper and deeper into his world. And then it got worse.


  “’Tom?’” The leader of my cell mates stood up. “I thought it was them. This is the wife of the gisoro we got in our cell!”


  Everyone started talking. “The one who dresses up like a lady?”


  “The one with cum on his face?”


  “No!” I shouted from the back of the room. “No! I don’t! It’s not like that!”


  Everyone burst out laughing. “Holy shit, you came to watch?!” someone asked.


  “Sit down,” ordered the guard. “I want to see this.”


  I looked at the room, at the hundreds of prisoners and tens of guards all laughing at me. “No,” I said. My cell mates watching had been bad enough, but sitting in a room surrounded by people, watching my wife be fucked…used by Kyle and his girlfriend? No way. “I’ll go back to my cell,” I told the guard.


  He shook his head. “Now you’re here,” he said, “I think you should watch.” And he raised his nightstick threateningly.


  I had no choice. I slunk into a chair.


  Kyle knelt between Sherri’s legs and gave an experimental lick. She gasped as her super-sensitive, newly-bare flesh was lapped. With her smooth, pale body stretched out on the dark sheets and her pink pussy lips glistening with moisture, she’d never looked more beautiful.


  Kyle passed her a glass of champagne. She slid up the bed so that she was half-lying, propped up on her elbows. “Okay if I get Alexa?” he asked.


  Sherri looked up at him, drank some champagne as if for courage…and nodded. The prisoners cheered.


  Kyle left the room. I sat there in the darkness, the other prisoners laughing at my misery, as we all watched my wife lying there naked, sipping champagne, quite unaware she was being filmed. After a few moments, she began to touch her bare sex experimentally. Kyle didn’t come back and, after another few seconds, she started to slowly stroke herself, looking towards the door as if afraid of being caught. Her head tipped back, long dark hair trailing on the sheets as her fingers began to work at her clit and slide up and down her slickened lips. With her completely bare sex and the camera focused squarely on her, it really did look like a porn movie, all the more erotic for the voyeuristic element.


  And it was working. A lot of the guys were shifting in their seats. Some were even stroking the bulges at their crotches. Jesus, every man here is getting off watching my wife. The next time she visited, every one of them would be watching her in the visitor’s room, thinking about what they’d seen. If she ever visited me again. A chill went through me. What if she didn’t? What if she never wanted to see me again? I was stuck in a foreign country with no one on the outside. I could well spend the next twenty years without a visitor to break the tedium.


  I watched along with the others as Sherri stroked herself towards an orgasm, thinking her pleasure was private. She didn’t know hundreds of hooting, baying guys were watching every move of her fingers along her glistening lips.


  “Get those fingers in there!” ordered one.


  “Spread it open! Show us inside!” yelled another. And they were just the ones I could understand. The room was filled with shouts in San Relandan as the men told my wife exactly what they wanted to do to her.


  Sherri gave a start and closed her legs guiltily as Kyle walked back in. The time he was naked. And he wasn’t alone.


  Alexa looked to be a fraction taller than my wife, though still much smaller than the huge Kyle. She had long, very straight blonde hair, with a touch of Scandinavian in her elegant cheekbones. Her tanned breasts were a size smaller than my wife’s, lovingly offered up by a dark red half-cup bra. As she walked over to the bed, the camera caught a glimpse of her perfect ass clad in a pair of matching briefs.


  Sherri edged backward on the bed a little. “I’m not sure…” she said softly. She swallowed. “You’re beautiful,” she said apologetically. “But I’ve never….”


  Alexa made a little shushing, calming noise and trailed a finger down Sherri’s arm. Even that tiny contact made Sherri jump. “It’s okay,” Alexa told her. “It’s alright to be nervous. Just relax. No one ever has to know. This is just between the three of us. Our little secret.”


  The room exploded into cruel laughter. I could tell that Alexa was in on the hidden camera. I wondered if she’d done this with Kyle before.


  Sherri nodded, her eyes wide. And Alexa leaned in to kiss her. Sherri was so nervous that she kept moving the wrong way, their teeth clacking together, but Alexa just giggled and stroked her hair and then—


  The room drew in a collective gasp. They were kissing. My wife, with her pale skin and silky dark hair, and Alexa, with her sun-kissed body and golden hair. The contrast was alluring, and when Alexa climbed between Sherri’s legs it only got better.


  “Fuck yeah,” one guard said, not six feet from me. My face tightened with rage. No one should see her like this! No one but me! But watching it was having the same effect on me as on everyone else. My cock was rock hard, and so far they were only kissing….


  I could see their cheeks move as they started to use their tongues. Alexa was firm and demanding, Sherri much more hesitant and nervous. But, as Alexa lowered herself down onto my wife, her bra-clad breasts brushing against my wife’s naked chest, I saw Sherri twist and arch her back in pleasure.


  The kiss turned open-mouthed and urgent, both of them writhing sinuously, eyes closed. Alexa reached down and started to stroke Sherri’s breasts, her hands much more gentle than Kyle’s, and I heard Sherri groan through the kiss. Then Kyle stepped up and reached between their bodies, pushing his fingers between their groins so that he could rub both of them at the same time. The two women started to hump against his hand, grinding it between them.


  Every man in the room would have gladly had his sentence extended to life, if it had meant swapping places with Kyle at that moment.


  Alexa finally broke the kiss. Sherri stared up at her, eyes half closed, almost reeling from the intensity of it. The other woman smiled and, hooking her arms around Sherri’s knees, she pulled her gently down the bed again so that she was lying fully on her back, legs spread.


  And then Alexa moved between Sherri’s legs.


  Everyone sat up in their seats. Kyle had positioned the camera just right, or Alexa was used to doing this, or both. She managed to angle my wife so that we could see between her open thighs, the sopping lips of her pussy exposed to us. When Alexa’s quick tongue darted out and lapped along my wife’s lips, there was a groan of satisfaction from around the room. A lot of the guys were stroking themselves, now.


  Alexa pushed her head firmly between Sherri’s thighs and started to lick along her folds, using her fingers to spread her open. Between the position and my wife’s newly-bare skin, everything was on show. Every time Alexa moved her head back a little, we could see right up inside my wife’s shining pussy, her inner walls glistening. Within moments, any reservations my wife had had were gone. She started to grind her hips to meet Alexa’s mouth as the blonde woman thrust her tongue deep into her pussy, her upper lip stroking the throbbing clit.


  “Turn around,” one prisoner demanded. “Give us some 69!”


  But Kyle had other ideas. He grabbed a pillow and shoved it under my wife’s shoulders, raising them off the bed so that her head tipped back. Then he climbed onto the bed, straddling her head. Sherri looked up at him, eyes glazed with pleasure.


  He drew the tip of his cock back and forth along her closed lips. On the third pass, she hesitantly opened her lips and stuck her tongue out to lick at him.


  I shook my head in despair as he nudged more firmly at her lips, coaxing her to open her mouth. When she did, he pushed the head of his cock between them.


  Sherri had never been all that eager to give me blow jobs. She’d done it, on my birthday and our anniversary, but she’d never relished it. Now, though, she gave every sign of enthusiasm as she sucked and licked at the head, her lips tight around it as her cheeks moved and her eyes fluttered closed. Either what Alexa was doing to her was turning her on enough to override her misgivings, or she wanted to please Kyle. Or both.


  Just having the head sucked wasn’t enough for Kyle, though. As Alexa’s expert mouth worked faster and she slid her hands under Sherri’s ass to cup her there, Kyle edged forward on the bed, sinking another inch of his cock into my wife’s mouth. Her eyes opened wide as her mouth was filled. She didn’t stop sucking, but she looked up at Kyle with trepidation.


  He grinned. Then, as Alexa brought her fingers into play, fondling and stroking my wife’s ass, he pushed another inch in. Sherri jerked under him, and I could tell he was right at the back of her throat.


  “Stop!” I said out loud, getting to my feet. “She doesn’t—“ My voice died away as I remembered he couldn’t hear me. She doesn’t do deep throat, I was going to say.


  The other prisoners laughed. “Maybe not for you,” one said in accented English. “She does for him.”


  And it was true. Sherri didn’t try to resist, and she was trembling beneath them, now, her hips grinding, her breasts mashing against Alexa’s. I could tell she was lost in pleasure, willing to do anything they asked of her as long as they didn’t stop.


  Alexa was licking faster now, her tongue alternating between licking along Sherri’s lips and plunging deep inside her. Her hands were squeezing the cheeks of Sherri’s ass and then, quite suddenly, I saw my wife gasp around Kyle’s cock and her hips jerk into the air.


  Alexa had pushed a finger into her ass, I realized. Sherri had never even experimented with me there.


  Kyle took advantage of the gasp and the wave of pleasure that no doubt accompanied it. He suddenly pushed his cock right down my wife’s throat and held it there.


  I heard Sherri cry out in panic, her hands coming up to grab at Kyle’s hips, trying to push him away. Kyle didn’t try to restrain her, but he didn’t move, either. After a few seconds, with Sherri sucking in air through her nose, she seemed to relax a little and her hands fell back to the bed. At any other time, I suspected, she wouldn’t have accepted it. But under Alexa’s touch she was almost drunk on pleasure, a slave to it.


  Kyle started to move in her throat, the angle of her head letting him fuck it just as I knew he’d fuck her pussy. The camera captured the whole thing. The beautiful blonde on her knees, licking at a shaven pussy. The muscled man pushing his cock between painted, stretched lips until his groin mashed against them. And, beneath them, their helpless lover, a pale woman with long, silky black hair, writhing in lust. My wife.


  The prisoners and guards cheered as Kyle fucked my wife’s throat. She was still clearly a little uncertain about it, jerking each time he pushed his way through the entrance, but she didn’t try to stop him. She was doing her best to please her lover, I realized, letting him lead her into things she wasn’t sure about…all because she was angry at me. It was my fault!


  Kyle was using his hands to power himself up and down on the bed, his groin slapping against my wife’s mouth. Alexa still had one hand beneath my wife’s ass, no doubt still fingering her there, while with the other hand she thrust two fingers deep into my wife’s pussy. Her tongue lapped at Sherri’s clit, making her gasp and moan and eventually shudder as—


  Kyle suddenly pulled out of my wife’s mouth. We could hear every word as her climax ripped through her. “God, yes! Yes, yes, yes!” Her whole body went tense as she shook…and then she collapsed limply on the bed.


  Kyle brushed my wife’s hair from her sweating face. “What would you like us to do now, Sherri?” he asked. It sounded as if he knew exactly what her answer would be.


  “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Please. Fuck me.”


  The prisoners grinned and laughed and fist-pumped. At the back of the room, I felt my heart splinter and grow cold. She was begging for it. My wife was begging to be fucked by another man.


  They turned her over on the bed and, for a second, I was terrified Kyle was going to try to fuck her virgin ass. The thought of his size there made me shudder. But he pulled her up to her knees, side on to the camera, and knelt behind her, positioning his shining cock at her pussy. Alexa, meanwhile, stripped off her bra and briefs, revealing pert, pink-nippled breasts and a sex as bare as Sherri’s now was. She lay back on the bed and opened her thighs, directing my wife’s head between them.


  Sherri was now on her knees, her rear in the air and her head down low—a submissive pose, and the fact wasn’t lost on me. When Alexa brushed my wife’s hair out of the way over her shoulder, giving the camera a clear view of her face as it descended towards her pussy, I knew without a doubt that she and Kyle had planned this between them. Alexa probably knew I’d be watching the film…maybe even that Kyle intended to show it to the whole prison. I hated her almost as much as I did Kyle…even as my cock twitched at the sight of her perfect, shining pussy lips and my wife tentatively extending her tongue to lick at them.


  Kyle put his hands on my wife’s hips and moved slowly into her. With her pussy already slickened, he entered her easily and, thanks to her position, he was able to slide straight into her, all the way to the root. I saw her back arch, her hanging breasts rubbing against the bed, as she was filled completely.


  He started to fuck her with long, slow strokes and she gasped as his size stretched her. I saw her stare at Alexa’s pussy, just inches from her face.


  “Go on,” hissed a prisoner. “Get your face in there!”


  Very slowly, Sherri leaned forward and gave Alexa’s pussy another experimental lick. The blonde woman gasped and flexed in response. Another delicate lick, this time tracing up the length of her pussy, and Alexa groaned.


  “Fuck, yeah,” said the guard nearest to me. “Your wife do this all the time? Make movies?”


  “No!” I glared at him. “No, she’s not—She’s not like this!”


  The guard snorted with laughter. “Maybe she was, gisoro, and you just didn’t know it!”


  Kyle’s fingers dug hard into my wife’s hips, holding her fast as he started to pump at her, his pace gradually increasing. With her ass upraised, we had the perfect view of that thick, tanned length plunging between her soft lips. With each thrust, she rocked forward a little, her face pressing harder against Alexa’s folds, and the other woman groaned. The cafeteria grew as silent as the bedroom on the screen as they fell into a rhythm. My wife began to lick more insistently at the soft flesh, driven by what Kyle was doing to her. Alexa’s head went back, her long blonde hair streaming down over the edge of the bed.


  It should have been a beautiful scene. Even as it was, my cock was throbbing, almost painfully hard, just like that of all the men around me. But for me, the excitement was tempered by who was doing it to her. She didn’t realize she was giving pleasure to my greatest enemy. She didn’t know how they were using her. She was being cruelly manipulated, and the fact she enjoyed it didn’t make that any easier to take. In fact, every gasp of pleasure I heard as Kyle’s cock slammed into her, every moan as her nipples rubbed against the covers, just stung more. They were using her...and she was loving it.


  Alexa reached down with both hands and buried them in Sherri’s hair, pulling her face hard to her crotch. “Yesss,” she groaned. “Like that. Keep it just like that.”


  Obediently, my wife kept licking and, behind her, Kyle kept thrusting, faster now but still rhythmic and steady. He had that look of intense concentration a man gets when he’s trying to hold back.


  Alexa began to grind her hips, her breasts straining towards the ceiling as she arched her back. As she neared her climax, it was no longer enough for her. She brought her legs up and scissored them either side of my wife’s head, pulling her hard into her crotch and holding her there. “Yes!” she moaned. “Yes!”


  I saw my wife panic. She couldn’t move back, could barely breathe. She licked faster, harder, perhaps hoping that if she got Alexa off, she’d be allowed up. But Alexa was taking her time, holding herself back. She ground her crotch against my wife’s desperate face, eyes closed, a beatific smile across her face. “That’s it, you dumb little bitch,” she whispered. “That’s it.”


  I realized two things in that instant. Firstly, Alexa had her thighs clamped tight over my wife’s ears—Sherri couldn’t hear anything.


  Secondly, Alexa was as guilty in all this as Kyle. She wasn’t just his lover, but his partner in crime. She was using my wife just as he was.


  “Fuck her hard,” Alexa said with a groan. “She licks better.”


  Kyle grinned and started to slam his hips into my wife. Now that Alexa had a firm hold of her head, she couldn’t move at all. Her body was locked helplessly between them as Kyle drove into her again and again.


  Sherri reached up with both hands, perhaps to touch Alexa, perhaps to try to push herself free. Alexa coolly grabbed my wife’s hands and guided them to her breasts, lightly squeezing them until my wife got the idea and started doing it herself. Alexa writhed at the sensation, gave a grin of satisfaction and leaned right back on the bed. “Oh, yes,” she said, victoriously. “That is it!”


  “I’m going to come,” said Kyle tightly. “I’m going to shoot right inside her.”


  “Do it,” Alexa told him. “Do it, knock the bitch up. She can be our breeding cow.” She squeezed her thighs even tighter around Sherri’s head. “She’s already got big tits. I want to see them turn into udders, halfway down her chest.” She gasped as her own climax approached, my wife’s desperate licking and squeezing of her breasts taking her to the edge. “Get her off,” she told Kyle. “It’s meant to make her more likely to conceive. Make her poor little cervix spasm, sucking in all those lovely sperm.”


  Her words seemed to send Kyle past the point of no return. Holding Sherri tight with one hand, he reached around with the other and found her clit, exposed and naked since her shaving. I saw his arm move as he rubbed at it, and immediately my wife started to shudder. She likes it, I thought. She likes what they’re doing to her. Of course, she was only aware of the slightly rough treatment. She probably thought Alexa was just lost in the throes of passion. She had no idea of what was being said about her.


  I felt myself getting closer and closer—and it was only as my own orgasm approached that I became aware of stroking myself. I looked down at myself in horror, but it was too late. The prisoners around me were already watching me, laughing at my predicament.


  “You like watching your wife get fucked, gisoro?”


  “He probably set this whole thing up. He gets off on seeing her like that.”


  I shook my head. No! And yet what I was seeing was easily the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed. My wife, on her knees, going down on another woman while being fucked from behind. I gripped myself through my jumpsuit, not stroking now but not quite able to let go.


  “That’s it,” Alexa said tightly. “Come, you little bitch. Come, and you’re ours forever.”


  No! I thought desperately. God, don’t! You don’t know what they’re like!


  Sherri suddenly let out a long, low groan, muffled by Alexa’s pussy. I saw her body go stiff. No!


  “Fill her up,” said Alexa.


  Kyle groaned and pushed his hips hard forward, going further into her than he had even on his deepest thrusts. I imagined the rubbery head pushing right up against the softness of her cervix, bending it inward, the slit of his cock pressing against her tiny, precious hole.


  “NO!” I screamed. And then I saw his ass clench as the first jet of sticky, potent cum blasted into her. And simultaneously Sherri jerked as, through her orgasm, she felt his release. Alexa’s smile grew even wider.


  “That’s it,” she told my oblivious wife. “We fucking own you, now.”


  Kyle was grinning, too. “This is for you, Tom,” he said through clenched teeth as he shot again and again. “You fucked me. Now watch your wife get knocked up.”


  The camera captured every shudder of Sherri’s body as she came, her orgasm extended, no doubt, by the feel of Kyle coming inside her. She still thought she was completely protected. She didn’t know her womb was fertile and ready...and just as Alexa had said, her cervix would be helplessly contracting from her orgasm, drawing all of that sperm inside....


  Kyle finally finished and climbed off the bed. Alexa unwound her thighs and gently lifted my wife’s panting face. “That was amazing,” she told Sherri. Then, as if surprised, she said, “Oh, Sherri...what’s the matter? I wasn’t squeezing you down there, was I?” She faked a guilty look. “I do that, sometimes, when I’m really loving it.” She threw her arms around my wife. “I’m sorry!”


  Sherri never saw the cruel wink Alexa gave behind her back. “No, no, it’s—It’s fine,” she panted. “I just...couldn’t breathe all that well. But it was amazing for me, too. I hope I was okay.”


  Alexa pulled my wife close, keeping her on her knees but drawing her upper body forward and down so she could kiss her on the lips. “You were great, honey. Wasn’t she, Kyle?”


  Kyle was running an affectionate hand over my wife’s ass, while gently turning her on the bed until her pussy faced the camera. I could see the white goo between her soft pink lips and my heart sank as I thought of the amount that must be inside her. “You were amazing, Sherri,” Kyle told her. “We’re going to all have a lot of fun together.”


  The DVD ended to applause from the prisoners. I sat there slumped in my chair, almost oblivious as hundreds of men filed past me, some slapping me on the shoulder in thanks, thinking that I’d willingly shared my wife, some yelling insults at me for being such a gisoro. Which, I’d learned, meant something akin to cuckold, weakling and sissy all rolled into one.


  My life was over. Sherri would likely never visit me again. Kyle now had no reason to get me out of prison early—I’d spend the best years of my life inside. Meanwhile, Sherri would be the plaything of Kyle and Alexa. And when she discovered she was “accidentally” pregnant, the two of them would convince her to keep the child. She’d be their unwitting slave, their—my guts twisted—their breeding cow.


  I’d lost my wife. My freedom. My shot at having a family. When I emerged from prison—if Kyle ever deigned to let me out—I’d be in my fifties, penniless and alone. Maybe Kyle would see fit to taunt me by sending me more DVDs, or maybe he’d make me imagine what might be happening. I honestly wasn’t sure which fate would be worse.


  Either way, though, I thought I’d never see him again.


  I was wrong.


  Epilogue


   


  The warden’s smile seemed as wide as his expensive desk. “I have great news for you,” he told me. “You’re going to be released.”


  I blinked suspiciously. It was the day after what had become known as “porn night.” The whole prison was still talking about the super-hot amateur porn they’d seen, and the pathetic gisoro in cell 241 who had left his wife so unsatisfied she’d had to go out and find not one but two lovers to counter her frustration. I was so low that I didn’t believe anything good could ever happen to me. “How?” I asked. “Why?”


  The warden sat back in his leather chair. “We pride ourselves on being a progressive nation,” he told me, which given the island’s record on the treatment of women was laughable. “When the situation allows, we like to allow prisoners to be rehabilitated in society.” His English was excellent, his wealthy background obvious. I began to realize that warden of the main prison in a corrupt nation was probably a powerful and important position—with his help, you could make anyone disappear.


  My mind went back to what the other American prisoner had told me about female prisoners being sold into virtual slavery. I hadn’t realized it could happen to men, as well.


  “Sometimes,” the warden continued, “the victim of the crime actually takes it upon themselves to step forward and offer help. The ultimate Good Samaritan gesture. They pay for room and board for the prisoner in return for help around the house and garden. The prisoner learns to live in society again—much better than...what is it you have them do in America, again? Sewing mailbags.”


  A deep, cold dread was soaking through me. The victim of the crime. He couldn’t mean...


  “Who is it,” I croaked. “Who’s volunteered to rehabilitate me?”


  “Kyle Dacosta,” the warden told me. “You already know him, I believe. A former friend, before you abused his trust. So kind of him to forgive you.”


  I slowly shook my head. “No,” I said. “No, I won’t do it. I choose to stay here, in prison.”


  The warden shook his head. “I’m afraid that’s not how it works. We can send you anywhere we like, and this saves the prison a huge amount of money. It’s only for the length of your sentence. And in fact, if your new guardian wants to, he can set you free any time he wants. Of course, he can also add time to your sentence.”


  I shook my head again. “You can’t do this!” I told him. “You can’t make me live with him!”


  The warden ignored me, grabbed my limp hand and shook it. “I wish you the best of luck,” he told me, grinning. “Mr Dacosta is waiting for you outside the main gate.”


  I was given a bag containing my few possessions. The DVD player was missing—my cell mates must have told the guards it was theirs, and no doubt they’d soon find the second DVD in my pillow. They were going to spend the rest of their sentence enjoying the films of my wife again and again...but that was the least of my problems.


  Manacles were fastened around my ankles and then my wrists, and then the two chains were locked together so that I had to walk in a slow shuffle. It was pouring with rain, but that didn’t stop the guards leading me out of the prison doors. They had waterproof jackets on, but I was soaked to the skin in seconds.


  I looked around at the outside world. For weeks, all I’d dreamed about was freedom. Now I was finally being set free...and I wanted to be back in prison. “Please,” I begged. “Not with him. Anyone but him!”


  As the rain poured down my face, a hard rubber ball was forced into my mouth and buckled firmly around the back of my head. “So you don’t bite,” one guard told me.


  They led me over to a sleek black car and opened the rear door. In the back seat, I could see Kyle. And, sitting next to him, my wife.


  “Thank you,” said Kyle, passing a few San Relandan bills to the guard. “I’ll take it from here.”


  The guard tipped his hat and took the proffered money. He passed Kyle the keys to my chains, pushed me roughly into the back seat next to him, and slammed the door.


  And my new life began.


   


  <<<< >>>>
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  An Extract from


  Cuckolded in Revenge #2


  Feminized and Cuckolded


   


  I'd been framed and sent to jail by Kyle Dacosta, forced to watch from my cell as he took my wife again and again. Now, he'd agreed with the corrupt local authorities that he could "rehabilitate" me in his mansion. I'd have to live under the same roof as my worst enemy, made to watch as he took my wife, shared her with others and did his best to get her pregnant. But that wasn't enough for him. He wanted to transform me into a sexy, obedient woman and train me to service him and his friends. I was about to be feminized....


   


  Sherri set the bowl down and I saw it was full of water. In the center, kept hot by the steaming water, was a pot of what looked like honey. Sherri was stirring it with a wooden stick. I tried to ask what’s going on? but only managed a garbled groan. I didn’t understand—were they going to smear me with honey and lick it off? Did Sherri think I wanted Alexa, and she was going to share me with her? I imagined the two of them licking honey from my cock, and it was a heady thought…but they wouldn’t have to tie me down to do that to me. And Alexa wouldn’t be anywhere near this enthusiastic.


  Sherri brought the pot to the bed, still stirring. Her eyes were blazing into mine—she was furious! And then she took the wooden stick and smeared a small amount of the golden goo onto my thigh.


  I sucked in air through the hole in the gag. The stuff was hot! So hot it almost scalded me. Sherri smoothed the sticky stuff around, plastering it over my dark leg hairs.


  Then Alexa slapped something down on top of it. It looked like shiny paper.


  Hot, waxy stuff spread on my legs? Paper stuck to it? That was almost like….


  “That’s right, Tom,” said Sherri. “We’re going to give you what you want. We’re going to turn you into a woman.”


  My eyes went wide. WHAT?! But that wasn’t what I wanted! I shook my head frantically.


  “Oh, relax,” said Sherri. “Alexa and Kyle have opened my eyes. I see now how you’ve been in denial for years. Spying on me at home, instead of making love to me. Dressing up in prison, probably being someone’s”—her voice caught and broke—“someone’s prison wife. And then dressing up in poor Alexa’s clothes and wig.”


  Oh God. Now I understood why she was so mad. Alexa had been riling her up downstairs, telling her I’d probably been cross-dressing for years.


  Already, I could feel the wax cooling and hardening, the wax shrinking and pulling at my skin. I shook my head again. Even with the gag in, I could make it clear that I didn’t want this. “MMMFNNN!” I shouted. “MMFFNNN!”


  Alexa smiled sweetly. “It’s okay, Tom. We know that you need to deny it. We know you need to pretend you don’t want it. That’s why we’ve tied you up. You go ahead and fight as much as you want. We know this is your dream. We saw the real you this morning, all dressed in silver sequins.”


  Sherri reached for the edge of the strip of paper. My eyes bugged out. “MMFFFNN! MMNNN! MMNNNN!”


  Sherri looked pityingly at me. And then ripped.


  Pain. Pain like I’d never felt. It flooded up my leg and hit me so hard in the stomach I bent upwards, as if I’d been punched there, my arms straining at their chains. I screamed through the hole in the gag, certain that she’d ripped my skin clean off.


  “Oh, grow up,” Alexa said. “Women go through this all the time.”


  Panting, I looked down at my leg. There was a clean, smooth patch of skin where the wax had been. The throbbing pain felt as if she’d done my entire leg, but the patch was frighteningly small. If they did the whole of both legs…my mind shredded. I couldn’t take it!


  “I’ll help you,” said Alexa, and smeared a patch of wax onto my other leg.


  I bucked and twisted and moaned for them to stop, but Sherri just glared at me as she plastered on more wax. “Yes, yes,” she said. “I know. You hate the idea of becoming a woman. You’re a big strong man. Yeah, yeah. Whatever you need to tell yourself, Tom. We’ll do it, and then you can enjoy it.”


  Alexa ripped her first strip of paper off and I screamed again. “If you think this is bad,” she said with a smirk, “wait until we do your balls.”


  I went instantly silent. She was joking…she had to be joking…right?


  She wasn’t.


  First they waxed every bit of hair off the front of my legs, strip by agonizing strip. Then the small amount on my chest, and my armpits. And finally, my balls. With Alexa holding my shrunken cock up out of the way, they stretched my balls out so that the skin was as taut as possible and ripped the hair off there, too. I screamed and sobbed and begged, but it made no difference.


  When I was completely smooth on the front, they flipped me over on the bed, using both their body weights to hold me down while they unfastened and refastened my wrists and then my ankles. Then they did the backs of my legs and the crack of my ass while the reddened, super-sensitive skin on my front rasped painfully against the towels.


  When they flipped me over again I was beyond fighting. I’d never felt so completely naked, and under the eyes of two angry, vengeful women, too. And I was bare below the neck, every single hair gone from my body. I looked down in disbelief. My legs were red and sore, but that would pass…and when it did, I’d have a set of completely smooth legs. I’ve never been heavily muscled, so with their softly toned curves, they already looked more like a woman’s legs than a man’s. And my feet were actually the same size as Sherri’s, in keeping with my diminutive height. Ignoring the cock, I suddenly looked very feminine from the waist down. I felt hot humiliation soaking through me. How would I ever go to the gym again, or go swimming, or go to the beach? Everyone would think I was some sort of cross-dresser!


  I looked from Sherri’s face to Alexa’s, trying to work out how I could stop them—how I could make them understand that I didn’t want this. I caught Alexa smirking at me behind Sherri’s back. She’d set it all up perfectly, convincing Sherri that I was some sort of secret transvestite who just couldn’t admit his longings. That’s what made it worse…that Sherri genuinely thought she was helping me.


  Blinding light suddenly shone in my eyes and I screwed them shut. When I opened them to peek a little, I saw that Alexa had brought in a desk lamp and positioned it to shine right in my face. I closed my eyes again.


  “Keep still,” Sherri said. “Or this will hurt more.”


  Hurt?! What were they going to do to me?


  I felt them both put a hand on my forehead, bearing me down to the bed until I couldn’t move even an inch. I felt them stretch out the skin above my eye and then—OW! The pain wasn’t as bad as the waxing, but it was followed by another and another.


  They were tweezing my eyebrows, shaping them into delicate, feminine lines. I started to fight again. My body was one thing, but at least it could be covered by clothes while the hair re-grew. This, though—everyone would stare at me when I went out!


  But with two of them holding me and the manacles as well, I had no chance. I lay there, eyes watering, while they plucked hair after hair, working on one brow each. It seemed to go on forever.


  “I hope this makes you appreciate what we have to do, to stay beautiful for you men,” Sherri said savagely at one point. “And here—do you remember this?” She held up a squeeze tube of clear gel. I shook my head. “This is what I used once after you said how sexy that film star’s pouty lips were. Well, now you can try it!”


  I had a vague recollection of that conversation. I might have said, some years previously and after too much wine, that a certain actress had lips that made men have…well, impure thoughts. But I hadn’t meant for Sherri to go altering herself to try to compete! Is that what she’d done? Now I thought about it, her lips had seemed to get bigger and sexier for a few weeks soon after that conversation.


  “You’re only supposed to use a little,” Sherri said bitterly. “Just a touch.”


  “But he really does want to look like a sexy woman,” said Alexa. “Put lots on.”


  I’d stopped pleading with them to stop, now, knowing it would do no good. Sherri’s fingers peeled my lips back from the gag and rubbed the gel into them—lots of it. To my surprise, it didn’t taste awful. Sort of gingery. Maybe this stuff, whatever it was, wasn’t as bad as Sherri remembered.


  “Now, while that’s working…” said Sherri. And she pulled from the duffel bag something I recognized—a hair trimmer.


  What?! Not my hair! How would that make me look more like a woman?


  “It’ll be easier to get the wigs on,” said Alexa, reading my expression.


  Wigs?!


  Sherri began to shave my head and I moaned long and loud through the gag. They were stripping away my identity, reducing me to…what? I didn’t even know. It didn’t take long, because she didn’t try to do anything intricate or creative—she shaved me like a marine at boot camp, taking my hair down to a short fuzz all over. And with each passing second, I could feel something else, in addition to the growing coolness on my scalp. My lips were starting to prickle and burn and it got steadily worse. By the time Sherri had finished shaving me, they felt as if they were on fire.


  “There,” said Sherri, stepping back off the bed to take a look. “Like a blank canvas.” To my surprise, she unlocked my manacles, then hustled me, naked, towards the en-suite bathroom. “Get in the shower.” She thrust a bottle of white liquid at me. “Rub this in all over. It’ll help to stop the burning.”


  I can’t explain it, but I felt…helpless. Even now that I wasn’t restrained, I felt weak and powerless. I looked back at the bed, and the towels were covered in hair. And when I saw myself in the mirror, I almost burst into tears. Looking back at me was a bald, hairless freak, more akin to an alien than a man. I didn’t look female, but I didn’t look male, either. They’d trapped me in a limbo between the two.


  “Go on,” said Alexa, giving me a push. “Into the shower.”


  I should have hit her. I should have yelled and shouted through the gag until I made it clear to Sherri that I really didn’t want any of this. But I couldn’t. I didn’t seem to have any fight left in me--the sight of myself was just too shocking. I suddenly understood why they shave prisoners’ heads, and why they do it in the army. It dehumanizes you, breaks you down. Makes you ready to be remade as someone else.


  I stumbled into the shower. The water stung my skin, but after a few minutes it did seem to soothe it. And when I started the use the moisturizer, that was like pure heaven. I rubbed it eagerly into my sore balls and then started on my legs, running my palms up and down the newly-smooth flesh. It was a revelation. Everything was so sensitive, and so smooth! It was almost—


  I froze.


  It was almost a turn-on, running my hands over my own legs. They felt that feminine. It was as if I was handling someone else’s body.


  I stumbled out of the bathroom, disgusted with myself. Alexa and Sherri were there to guide me to a chair.


  “Now…” said Sherri. “Let’s make you look pretty.”


   


  The full story is available right now at All Romance eBooks!
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  But Greg’s not to be trusted… and with two women at his beck and call and two men to cuckold, the possibilities are even greater…
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  I'm a geek. I admit it. When I somehow landed a girlfriend like Olivia - a beautiful, smart redhead - I thought all my problems were over.


  They were just beginning.


  She needed more than I could give her in bed. When she met Leroy, the black, muscled football captain, she claimed to hate him... but seemed to be drawn to him like a moth to the flame. I had to watch her make what I knew was a dangerous bet with him. And when it all went wrong, I had to watch my girlfriend fucked - and bred - again and again. We were in much too deep - and there was nothing I could do to stop it.
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  My wife and I work for the same company. Our problems started when the new, black CEO made me redundant. I came up with a plan to get my revenge and set my wife and I up for life. I convinced her to lead him on, and I planned to film him kissing her and sue his ass for sexual harassment.


   


  It all went horribly wrong. Things went too far, and my boss found out about my plan. Suddenly, the tables were turned—now my boss was determined to fuck my wife and make me watch. Not just once, but again and again, in one degrading, humiliating situation after another. I never guessed that my beautiful, shy wife longed to be treated like a slut, or that once she’d had a taste of my black boss’s cock, I’d never be enough for her again….
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  Three weeks on an oil rig, and she’d be the only woman on board. I wasn’t worried at all: my wife was completely faithful. In fact, I even encouraged her to tease the oil workers while I watched via webcam.


   


  Then things went horribly wrong. The head of the rig hacked my laptop and, pretending to be me, encouraged my wife to go further and further with him and his buddies. Thousands of miles away, all I could do was watch in horror as they took her again and again….
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  Cuckolded - My Wife at the Renaissance Faire


  My wife dressed up as a buxom wench, plenty of mead...what could be better? I even encouraged her to flirt with some of the guys while I watched. It was just innocent fun.


   


  But then she attracted the attention of the king, and with the help of his friends and a jester costume, he convinced her that I was happy for her to go further and further. Bound and gagged, I could only watch in horror as she lived out her secret, submissive fantasies and let all of them take her again and again....
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