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Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife




Chapter 1
 
 
“Have you ever heard the term ’hotwife?’” Tania, my wife of two years, asked. We’d been lying in bed, quietly reading before going to sleep when her question caught me by surprise.
“No, is that something in the book you’re reading?” I asked, turning to look at her.
She shook her head ’no,’ causing her blonde hair to stir. “It’s something my ex talked about. I don’t know why it just came to mind.”
“I think you’re pretty hot,” I said. “And you’re my wife... so.”
Tania smiled at me. I still found it hard to believe I was married to such a perfectly beautiful woman. Just as I found it hard to believe another man let her get away.
“It’s something else,” she said before going back to her book.
That simple question stuck with me, and a few days later I searched for the term on the internet. After wading through several pages of hotwife videos and story links, I found something useful, a link to an article entitled Here Is Why A Husband Gives His Wife Permission to Be an Adulteress.
I went on high alert. Did this mean Tania had fantasies of sleeping with other men?
I held my breath as I read, my anxiety level rising until I could hear my heart beating in my ears. I held my eyes closed to calm myself, but the image of my wife in bed with another man flitted across the inside of my eyelids.
Did this mean Tania wasn’t satisfied with our marriage? Was she telling me she needed more in bed than I was able to provide? The questions piled up in my mind until I found myself back at the beginning. Did this mean she wanted to take a lover? Did this mean she wanted me to watch her take a lover?
I couldn’t concentrate. Her simple question was causing me so much anxiety and dread, I had to talk to her.
“Is this what you want?” I asked Tania that evening after reminding her of the “hotwife” question she’d asked.
“This is what my ex said he wanted,” she answered. “But I didn’t trust him. I thought he was only interested because he wanted to fool around with another woman. Besides, we didn’t have the right kind of relationship.
“What’s the right kind of relationship?” I asked.
“Open to each other, I guess. Honest communication. No hidden agendas. A relationship like ours,” she answered.
“One final question then since this is all new to me. I’ve never heard the term ’hotwife’ before. I’ve heard the term ’cuckold,’ but what I’m reading makes me think there are several kinds of ’cuckolds.’” I was leading up to something. “So, here’s my final question—are you interested in being a hotwife?”
Tania gave me a long searching look. “Are you just asking because you’re curious or because you have something in mind?”
“Open and honest, remember,” I said. “I just want to know everything there is to know about you.”
“Okay, fine. Open and honest. I could have been interested under the right circumstances,” she said.
I pondered her answer as we watched a lame television drama. “What were the right circumstances?”
“You said one question.” Tania hadn’t even looked at me.
Our conversation ate at me. I even had a harder time concentrating, and in my spare time, I was on the internet investigating hotwives, cuckolds, and extra-marital affairs. What I learned scared me. There were men who enjoyed it when their wives had affairs. There were even men who liked watching their wives have sex with other men.
The internet was full of stories, pictures, and even video clips. I had no idea so many men wanted their wives to cheat on them. It turned out to be one of the most common fantasies of American men. It was even a common fantasy for women. Who knew?
The thought of Tania spreading her legs for another man sent chills down my body, it made my stomach upset to even imagine such a thing. My heart would pound every time I mentally replayed our conversation. I’d hold myself so stiff, my muscles would ache as though I’d been working out. I decided to confront her again.
“You said you might have considered being a hotwife under the right circumstances,” I began.
“Look, if you’re leading up to something the answer is ’no,’” she said, walking away from me.
“I’m not leading up to anything. You brought it up, and it’s been eating at me. At the time, what would have been the right circumstances,” I said as I caught up with her.
Tania gave me a searching look, she even touched the front of my pants, I guess to make sure I wasn’t erect.
“Okay, you want to know what would have been the right circumstances, back when I was married to Steve?”
“Yes. It doesn’t mean anything now. I’m not Steve.”
“First, I would have had to know he could handle the sight of me with another man. I would have needed to know he wouldn’t freak out and start a fight or want a divorce. Something stupid like that.
“Second, I’d have to have been completely satisfied he wasn’t using it as an excuse to screw around on me. Those two conditions stopped everything in their tracks. I couldn’t trust him not to do something stupid.” She looked as though she’d said enough.
“What else?” I said. “There had to be more to it.”
Tania looked like she’d had enough of the conversation. “I’d have to like the guy. No, more than that, I’d have to want the guy. He’d have to turn me on.” Now the conversation was done.
The problem was that she worked with a guy who fit the last two conditions. She liked him. She liked him a lot, and I knew he turned her on. He was just her type, in a strange way. He was black, and he looked like the kind of guy Tania had been attracted to before we were married.
My wife was working as a host/model on a dedicated cable television channel selling women’s clothing and miscellaneous other feminine stuff. She got the job based on her looks and her amazing ability to speak extemporaneously, with just a television camera as a visible audience, as she sold the companies’ wares. She also got the job because I’m a rather large minority owner in the company she works for.
There had been other gorgeous women with talent who wanted the position and even though Tania had what it took, she was initially judged to be not tall enough. I just put my thumb on the scale, so to speak, to help them see the advantages of hiring my wife. Tania never knew.
My wife was gorgeous and blonde with perfectly clear skin and a bright smile, but she was only about five-feet-two-inches tall. It was feared the other models and designers on the show would tower over her. It had also been feared her oversized breasts would be worse than a distraction to the largely female audience. But Tania proved to be so likable on screen, in the end, none of the physical issues mattered.
Somehow, the company made a ton of money selling women’s clothing and other crap women usually didn’t need. The business model amazed me. They bought a boatload of junk and sold it, one product at a time, on nationwide cable television.
For instance, they might find a deal on a half container of women’s sweaters, all basically the same but in different colors and sizes. They would push those sweaters on the air until they couldn’t sell any more of them. All the while talking about the plush feel of the material and the superior craftsmanship even though the only really outstanding feature was they sold them for twice or three times what they paid for them.
Tania’s job seemed to be to gab non-stop about how wonderful the latest offering was or model whatever outfit they were pushing by striking poses while the camera focused on her. Sometimes the camera focused very closely as she talked about whatever it was she was selling and pointing out seemly nonexistent but superior features. I noticed she never wore any of the clothing she sold when she wasn’t on the air.
The show had made her a star of sorts. Women called in from all over the country to talk to her, and they always ended up buying whatever she was selling. It was uncanny and damn amazing.
At first, I watched her almost every day. I took enormous pride in my stunning wife parading around on television. I wanted to tell the world, “Look at her, look at the woman I’m married to.”
Now, I was busy researching hotwives, and cuckolds even looked at cock cages, online. What a sick bastard. Why did it all give me a tinge of excitement?
I began by reading hotwife stories. Most weren’t well written, but they helped me understand how it all, sort of, worked. What I had a hard time comprehending was why a husband would want his wife to sleep with other men. The stories were mostly just fuck scenes strung together without answering my main question—why would a husband want to watch his wife in bed with someone else?
A couple of stories briefly tried to explain the excitement for the husband caused by the tension between his jealousy and his desire and how this tension could lead to a better sex life for the couple.
I struggled with the way cuckolds were depicted. It appeared there was a continuum ranging from equal partnership to submissive femininization. As difficult as it was for me to imagine, I decided if Tania and I ever did anything like what I was reading, we’d have to be equal partners.
I understood what the wife got out of the arrangement—lots of sex with different partners and without commitment—but was the sexual tension between jealousy and desire enough for the husband? Would the wife just be hornier because of all the men desiring her? Thinking about Tania with her legs wrapped around another man and a big hard cock inside her was making me crazy with hurt and jealousy. I couldn’t help feeling as though she’d abandoned me.
 



Chapter 2
 
 
I sat in my office wondering, not for the first time, why Tania had married me? I wasn’t particularly tall, I didn’t consider myself handsome, and I certainly wasn’t black which seemed to be her preferred color of man. My primary qualification in life was my inheritance. I was rich. Did Tania marry me for my money? There had been plenty of rumors, and I had purposely used my money as a “wedge,” so to speak, to get her attention. There was the possibility she was, beyond all logic, in love with me.
Tania was clearly out of my league physically. She was just the kind of woman a man of my means would be expected to have on his arm. Besides her appearance, Tania was smart and had gone to all the right schools. She had the ability to charm anyone in person, just as she did on the shopping channel.
I first met Tania when she was working as a waitress. I’d been with a number of women before Tania, but I had always been careful to stay clear of gold-diggers. It probably wasn’t surprising, given my wealth, most of the women I met were only interested in money. I had been introduced to some eligible, well-spoken potential matches, but I just hadn’t connected with any of them. Despite my standard of living, I’m a pretty normal man. I’d rather talk about the Giants’ infield situation than government economic policy and its effect on long-term yields.
I met Tania right after her divorce, hustling and flirting to earn enough in tips to keep her beat up old Caravan running. She’d been looking for a real job at the same time, but she still needed money to live, and waitressing was always available.
She was wonderful to talk to, we clicked right away. She was not only the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, but she also had a first-class education, admittedly in fashion, but still... She could carry on a conversation about any number of topics. I monopolized her time the first week.
There was something about Tania that pushed a psychic button inside me. It wasn’t that she reminded me of my mother as some have suggested. My parents had passed a very long time before I first met Tania. What I remembered of my mother was of a remote, cold woman who seemed to resent having a child. But I was young, and memories are not reliable even in adults.
Tania was anything but cold and remote. She was a warm person who made every customer feel special, I admired how effortlessly she made it seem that she cared about them. The more I saw of her the deeper my affection grew. We’d talked about different things as I’d order food. We’d had some real conversations and I liked her.
I was attracted to her beauty, every man in the restaurant noticed her and some stared openly. Others were tongue-tied by her and unable to do anything other than to point at what they wanted in the menu. She treated them all equally well.
She was asked out by several men over the first few days I ate in her section. Tania was kind to each man, but she didn’t accept any of the invitations either. I had to make myself stand out from the crowd to have a chance. I wasn’t the obvious physical choice, so I was going to use my one advantage, money.
That fifth day she served me, I left a one-hundred-dollar tip. The next day I made sure to sit in her section again.
“You can’t leave me a tip like that!” she said. “I have to give it back to you. It’s too much.”
“I won’t take it,” I said, smiling at her.
“But why would you do something like that?” she wanted to know.
“I have it, and you need it. It’s really that simple,” I answered, tripping somewhat over the multiple uses of the ’it.’
She looked at me suspiciously. “You don’t want anything for the money? You just wanted to give it to me?”
“Well, I would like to order something to eat,” I said. She still looked suspicious as she pulled out her pad. That day, I left her another one-hundred-dollar tip.
“You can’t keep doing this,” she said the next time I sat in her section. “People are starting to talk. They think I’m sleeping with you.”
“We both know you’re not, so let ’em talk.” I was studying the menu.
“What do you want?” she asked.
“I want a tuna fish sandwich on toasted whole wheat,” I said. “Light on the mayo.”
“No, what do you want for the big tips?” she smiled.
“I want to know your name.”
Pointing at her name tag, she said, “Tania.”
“May I call you Tania?” I asked.
She was smiling as she answered, “Yes, and what should I call you, kind sir?”
“You may call me Tim,” I said, sticking out my hand.
Tania looked at my hand for a moment before shaking. “It’s nice to meet you, Tim.” That day, I left her a two-hundred-dollar tip.
“Tim, what the fuck are you doing?” she demanded.
“How about if I take you out to dinner and maybe stop leaving tips that are causing you so much distress?” I asked.
“Dinner? You want to take me to dinner?” she demanded.
“Yes. Just dinner. Nothing else.”
“You promise? Just dinner, no expectations, and that’s it?”
“Yes, Saturday’s good for me,” I said. “Oh, it’ll be a somewhat fancy place. Just so you’re prepared.”
That Saturday, I picked her up in my Mercedes. Tania didn’t have the money to really dress up, but she’s the type of woman who can look great in just about anything. We talked casually as I drove.
“Where are you taking me? There aren’t any restaurants out here,” she said as I pulled into a small airport.
“Didn’t I mention it? We’re not eating here, we’re eating in Las Vegas,” Tania just looked at me, her mouth hanging open as I pulled up to a small business jet I owned.
The pilot greeted us at the door and told us everything was ready. The weather looked great, and we should be in Las Vegas in about two hours.
Tania and I made ourselves comfortable in the soft leather seats as she looked around the airplane in amazement. “You own this?”
“Yes, the pilots are on my payroll. I find it much more convenient than flying commercial. Now, we have some time. Tell me about yourself.”
On the way to dinner, Tania told me about her ex-husband and the divorce. She didn’t have children, and she was trying to make it on her own. I developed a mental picture of the ex as a big, obnoxious, thug. Maybe with a body covered in tattoos along with a drug problem.
A limo met us in Las Vegas and took us to dinner on the strip. Over our expensive, celebrity chef prepared meal, Tania told me more about herself. She’d gone to prestigious schools and had a first-class education. She just hadn’t been able to land the right job to take advantage of her degree in fashion.
I briefly wondered what the right job in fashion would be except perhaps as a buyer? It seemed like a restricted field, but what did I know?
Later, at her front door, she looked at me, her eyes wide as I held out my hand to shake.
“I remember our deal,” I said. “No expectations. I had a wonderful time, and I’d like to see you again.”
“If this is what you do on our first date, what do you have planned for our second?” she asked, smiling at me.
“I don’t know yet.” I was smiling back at her as she took my hand in hers. “I’ll have to come up with something you’ll like.”
“I’m sure you will,” she said as she pulled me in and kissed me. Not a simple little kiss, she went all in, even pressing her body against mine. I knew she wasn’t really kissing me, she was kissing the experience I represented. I’d given her the kind of date a woman dreams of but never expects to have. I didn’t care. The gorgeous Tania was pressed against me, making me hard. I was happy.
“What do you want to do on our second date?” I asked while she waited on me the next day.
“This is going to sound strange, you probably won’t want to do it,” she said. “There’s a new movie out, a chick-flick really, but I want to see it.”
“Okay, what’s the name?” I asked.
Tania gave me the name of an extremely popular, soft-porn type film that was drawing in a huge audience of women and almost no men. I understood why she’d want to see it, and I could understand why she wouldn’t want to wait in line for tickets.
“I’ll pick you up tomorrow evening, and we’ll see your movie. We’ll even eat a lot of popcorn.”
Tania laughed at me, “I’m not standing in a long line with you.”
“We won’t be standing in line,” I told her.
The next evening when I turned the car into my driveway, through the electronic gate, and parked inside the eight-car garage, Tania asked, “Where are we? What is this place?”
“It’s my house,” I answered.
Tania looked around in amazement. “This castle is where you live?”
I led her in through the front door where we were greeted by Sasha, my live-in cook, housekeeper, and all-around caretaker.
Originally from the Ukraine, Sasha was probably nearing sixty years of age. She must have been a real beauty in her youth, now she had chubby red cheeks, sparkling blue eyes, white hair, and was carrying at least fifty extra pounds, most of the extra weight seemed to be in her enormous breasts. Sasha worked hard to make my home seem like a five-star hotel with fresh flowers every morning in almost every perfectly clean room, and whenever I was hungry, she seemed to have just the right meal ready for me. Sasha had a bedroom suite on the fifth floor where she lived by herself.
“Sasha, this is Tania. We’re going to watch a movie and then if Tania is hungry, maybe we’ll have something to eat,” I said introducing them.
“You are special friend of Mr. Tim, anything you want, anything at all, you just let Sasha know, and she get it for you,” Sasha said with a huge smile. She always referred to herself as ’Sasha.’
“I don’t want to put you to any bother,” Tania said.
Sasha wouldn’t let go of her hand, “You friend of Mr. Tim, it no bother.”
We took the elevator down one level to the theater room. I had six double reclining seats set out on risers in front of a movie theater sized screen. Each double seat had cup holders and a place for popcorn on the outside arm. Just inside the theater door was a bar with assorted liquors and a soda dispenser alongside a large popcorn popper, freshly filled by Sasha.
Tania took advantage of both, and we settled in. “Are you trying to tell me you have the movie everybody is standing in line to see?”
“You’ll know in a few minutes.”
At the push of a button, the curtain was pulled back, revealing only the middle half of the screen, and an old cartoon started, one starring a rascally wabbit and a tiny Martian. Tania had never seen it, and her laughter filled the small auditorium. She laughed until tears ran down her cheeks, slapping my arm at one time.
Another push of the button and just like a movie theater from fifty years ago, the curtain closed, and the main feature started, the first few seconds projected on the curtain as it opened. By the time the entire curtain was pulled back, the true size of the screen was revealed to be as large as a standard movie theater. Tania looked at me in amazement as the title of the film she wanted to see came up on the huge screen, a showing just for her.
“How did you... how rich are you?” she asked in wonder.
“It’s impolite to ask how much money I have,” I answered, munching on my popcorn.
“Holy crap, Tim.” I think I’d made more of an impression with the movie than with the airplane.
The movie was sappy and near-pornographic, but Tania loved it. She was amazed when I was able to freeze the film, so she could go to the restroom and get more popcorn. On the way back to her seat, I heard her at the bar fixing herself a drink.
As the action became more heated, Tania grabbed my arm and squeezed it against her soft right breast, putting my hand on her bare thigh, just above her knee. When I looked, she smiled at me and squeezed harder.
The action on the screen continued to heat up, and I could feel Tania’s nipple harden against my arm. She pushed the arm of the recliner up so she could move ever closer to me, her breast rubbing against my arm, and my hand sliding up her leg and under her skirt.
“Would you freeze it again?” she asked as the naked leading man hovered above the equally naked leading lady on an unmade bed. The shot revealed just a hint of his penis in the dimly lit scene—he appeared to have an erection. “Tim, are you the kind of guy who sweeps a woman off her feet, uses her, then dumps her?”
“Let’s set a ground rule,” I said. “We tell each other the absolute truth, or we don’t say anything. We never lie to each other.”
“Ever? We have to always tell the truth to each other, answer every question, or just not say anything? No matter how painful it might be?” she repeated.
“Correct. If we can agree, I’ll answer your question. I’d answer your question truthfully, anyway, but this will help you believe me.”
“I agree. The truth or silence,” she said, crossing her heart.
“I haven’t been with a woman in two years.”
“You haven’t slept with a woman in two years?” she asked in surprised.
“Let me clarify. I haven’t even dated a woman in two years. You’re even the first ’date’ to be inside this room.”
Tania ran my arm over both her fabulous breasts as she twisted toward me, pulling my hand further up her thigh.
“I like you, Tim. It’s not the money either, you’re a genuinely nice guy. Are you going to ask me questions?”
“Yes, but not right now,” I answered.
“Do you like me?” 
As an answer, I moved her hand to my thigh to feel my erection.
“A part of you likes me. What about the rest of you?” she asked while stroking me through my pants. In answer, I leaned into her face and kissed her as passionately as I knew how while my hand moved up to caress her pussy through her panties, finding her folds already wet.
“I like you a lot, Tania,” I answered, hoping she wasn’t just using me.
I put the movie back on, and Tania and I watched while we caressed each other. When the movie reached the soft-porn climax, Tania unbuttoned my pants, pulled her panties to the side, and sat on my lap, guiding me inside.
I don’t have the words to describe how wonderful she felt as she moved on top of me. Tania was panting in my ear as I warned her I wasn’t wearing protection, and I was getting close.
“Cum inside me, Tim. Fill me up, I want you,” she said as she moved faster. Tania turned out to be the most sexual woman I’d ever met.
I couldn’t hold back, I wanted to prolong this incredible feeling as long as possible. When I exploded inside her, I held her to me, groaning in her ear as my cock throbbed. After I calmed down and my erection began to soften, Tania climbed off my lap and used her panties to wipe herself as much as she could.
“You still owe me, Mr. Tim,” she said spreading her legs. “How do you feel about oral sex?”
Tania had wiped up most of the cum I’d left, and besides, she had the most beautiful pussy I could have imagined—pink and open with just a small patch of blonde hair, slightly darker than the hair on her head, just over her slit. I had my knees on the floor and my head between her thighs seconds later.
“Do you... do you mind if I... talk... maybe offer suggestions?” she asked as I licked and sucked her.
I looked up as her juices dripped off my face, “Please make suggestions. Please tell me what you like.”
“Lick my clitoris, no higher, that’s it,” she began. “Now suck it into your mouth. Suck it harder and lick it while you suck. Now nibble it as you suck. Oh, Tim, bite my clitty, bite it harder... harder... oh fuck,” she bucked against my face as she came. She seemed to cum for a long time as I sucked and bit her ’clitty.’
We held each other afterward and watched the end of the movie again. Tania’s body was perfect, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, and watching her dress caused my hardon to return. Before going upstairs where Sasha would meet us and usher us into the small dining room, Tania took my hardened cock in her mouth for one long, slow, agonizingly wonderful caress of her lips and tongue, followed by a bright smile and a slightly salty kiss.
After we’d eaten, I told Tania I’d bring the car around to take her home. She held her hand on my arm and asked, “Would it be alright if I stayed the night with you?” She had a pleading look on her face as though she didn’t want to go home, she didn’t want the night to end.
We made love again that night. Sweet, slow, gentle, love. In the middle of the night, I woke to find Tania’s butt pressed tightly against my cock, my arm around her, my hand holding her breast. She sighed in her sleep as I held her even tighter.
 



Chapter 3
 
 
If she hadn’t done anything, why bring up “hotwife” at all? What if she were fucking around on me even now and had used the hotwife question to find out how I’d feel about it?
Now my jealousy was getting the best of me. All my wife had done was mention the word “hotwife” one time, and I became a paranoid wreck of a man. She’d admitted she might have actually... fucked... another man for her first husband if she’d trusted him as much as she trusted me.
Maybe I wasn’t as secure in my marriage as I thought I was. Maybe I wasn’t fulfilling my wife’s sexual needs, and Tania was a very sexual person. She always seemed “ready to go” whenever I was. She’d never been too rushed, even when she was late for work, to make love. She wasn’t afraid of a ribald joke or a double meaning. No word ever seemed to offend her. I’d seen men come on to her, and she had gracefully turned them away, never offending them, while enjoying the attention.
I know she liked showing off her body. She was gifted with great genes, and she worked hard to keep herself in shape. Even on the air, where she was always on display, she’d put a little extra into every move of her body.
Tania never modeled clothing without showing her ass, somehow. She never walked in anything low cut without her breasts bouncing, a little. Even wearing the big grin her job required never seemed fake, there was always a twinkle in her eye that said, “You know what I’m doing, and so do I.”
The show’s audience was almost entirely comprised of women, and they seemed to love my wife. The phone calls into the show from satisfied customers never stopped, and she was, by far, the most successful salesperson the company had.
After obsessing so much about my wife’s simple question, I did something I was ashamed of. I knew where Tania was all the time, I only had to turn on the television, the show was broadcast live. While she was modeling a swimsuit which should have been on the cover of S.I., I went snooping through her things, but not before admiring how wonderful her large tits looked in such a small top.
I didn’t know what I was looking for, something... anything that would point to my wife having an affair. I admit it was stupid of me. I had no idea what I’d do if I found anything. I wasn’t going to throw her out, and what was even worse, the more I looked, the more I hoped I would find something.
I looked through her drawers, carefully putting everything back where I found it. I read every scrap of paper, I looked for matchbooks from bars or hotels although neither of us smoked, and smoking indoors was illegal, anyway. Did I mention how stupid this search was?
At first, my heart was pounding because I knew I was doing something wrong, and I was afraid of getting caught. After a while, my heart was pounding because my cock was thickening, and I hoped I find something.
I patted down her clothing, looking for any evidence that might have been forgotten in a pocket. I pulled out all her shoe boxes so I could look behind them. I knew I wouldn’t be so lucky as to find a diary with an entry that said, “Dear Diary, today I fucked my big black boss, and my husband doesn’t know a thing about it,” but hope lived on.
Maybe there was evidence on her phone or on the computer. I could get to her cell phone easily, and I had an employee do a complete search of the computer for me. He looked at all the “root-somethings” and didn’t find a thing. It turned out, he wasn’t very good at his job.
After all that effort, I’d come up with nothing that would suggest my wife was having an affair. I didn’t know if I should feel disappointed or relieved. My erection had subsided, and I sat heavily in my big chair and wallowed in my disappointment.
The feeling of disappointment surprised me as I thought about it—I had wanted to find evidence of my wife’s infidelity. What was wrong with me? All this emotion because my wife had asked me if I’d ever heard the term “hotwife.” Somewhere inside me, a switch had been flipped from off to on.
The next week, Tania had the women she worked with over for a barbeque around our pool. Naturally, the company employed a lot of women. All the hosts/models were women except for a couple of gay men who were brought on to gush over an outfit from the ’male’ perspective. In addition, there were the women who were only either one or the other, plus makeup artists... the list seemed endless. There were more than a hundred women at the house that day. I holed up in my den.
Our pool is large and comes complete with a two-bedroom pool house/ guesthouse. Tania had hired a professional to do the cooking—another woman of course.
Some of my wife’s fellow employees were gorgeous. Tania wasn’t the only beautiful woman who worked there, but she was by far the best looking. They were all wearing swimsuits, some so small, they might as well have been naked.
My den had a nice view of the pool, and since the sun shines directly in during the afternoons, I had the window heavily tinted. All anyone could see from outside by the pool was their own reflections. Tania rarely came into the room, “Too macho,” she’d said with distaste. I didn’t know if she was aware the mirror she was using to check her makeup was actually my window.
The party had been going for some time, the guests had been drinking steadily and either laying in the sun and talking or sitting in the shade and talking. A few had even gone into the pool house, presumably to use the restroom. I ventured into the kitchen to find a snack since Sasha was busy on the second floor, waiting to come down and clean up.
Before I turned the last corner, I heard Tania talking with some of her friends and held up to listen.
“So, then,” one slurred. “My husband says your ex has a huge dick. He saw it once. Is that true?”
“Yep,” my wife answered. “It’s pretty damn impressive.”
“Did he know how to use it?” another asked as two of them giggled together.
“Oh, yeah,” Tania answered. “He definitely knew how to use it.”
I noticed she wasn’t slurring. My wife sounded sober.
“Tim must really be something if you left your ex for him,” the first one sounded like she was over the legal limit.
“Not so much, no,” Tania said.
“Ah, come on Tania. Dish it,” they were really getting into it.
“He has... other advantages,” she said, apparently moving toward the door to the pool.
I could hear them on the way out, “What advantages?” But I couldn’t hear my wife’s answer.
I stood frozen in the doorway. My wife’s ex had a huge cock? I inadvertently looked down at my pants. My cock wasn’t huge. In fact, it was barely five inches long. I’d measured it one time, just to find out, and I’d had to cheat a little to stretch myself to the full five-inch mark.
After all the searching I’d done, I’d finally learned something important just by hanging around and listening. It took me a few days to figure out how to use the information.
I justified my creepy behavior by reminding myself I was rich, and Tania hadn’t had much, other than her looks, when we’d married. It made sense she was only after my money, and if that was the case, it somehow justified what I was doing. A week later, while we were in bed, I put a plan into operation.
“You never told me your ex had a big cock.”
Tania swung her head to stare at me, “Who told you that?”
“It’s not a secret, people know him,” I answered.
“Who have you been talking too?” she wanted to know.
“Does he have a big cock?” I countered.
“I guess,” she said, going back to her book.
“How big?”
“Can we just let it rest? It doesn’t matter, I’m married to you, now.” She hadn’t even looked up.
I nudged up next to her and held my hands about a foot apart. “This big?”
Tania glanced at me. “Not that big.”
I moved my hands about seven or eight inches apart. “This big?”
Tania again glanced at my hands, then looked directly at me, “Bigger.”
I sat up in bed. “Oh shit, Tania. You were used to a huge cock, and you married me?”
Now my wife was paying attention. “There’s more to life than a big prick, Tim.”
“I know. Listen, I want to hear about it.”
“You want to hear about my ex-husband’s cock?”
“Yeah, I’m curious. Maybe it’s that hotwife thingy you were talking about.”
Tania was slipping off her lingerie, showing her all-world boobs. “You want to hear a story about me having sex with my ex and his big cock? Will it turn you on?”
My eyes were fixed on my wife’s breasts as I nodded ’Yes.’
“I’m sorry, honey. I couldn’t hear you. Did you say no?” she teased.
“I think it would turn me on,” I said as my now hard cock poked through the front of my pajama bottoms.
“Ah... look who came out to play,” my wife said, wrapping two fingers and her thumb around my erection and stroking me.
I kissed her as we touched each other. Both of us were becoming aroused—I was already hard in Tania’s hand, and her pussy was wet. I hadn’t felt her this dripping wet since before we were married. My wife always seemed ready for sex, but she felt as though she was gushing at the mention of her ex-husband’s large cock.
“Let’s talk while we fool around,” I said.
“What do you want to talk about?” she asked.
“Tell me about sex with your ex. What was it like? What did you do?” I was stroking her clit as we talked.
Tania swallowed hard. “How much detail do you want?”
“Everything. I want to know more about how big his cock was, how excited you got, what you did, and how you felt.” Our deal was always in effect—tell the truth or say nothing.
I moved my finger faster, and Tania took a deep breath. Her hips were moving now. 
“He was really big.”
“How big?” I was kissing her throat which she really liked.
“I already compared him to you.”
“Compare us some more, I want to hear it,” I tried not to sound like I was begging.
“He was a lot longer.” We both looked down as she held her hand almost four inches beyond my meager cock.
“Holy... how thick was he?” I asked, staring at her hand.
Tania held her hand around my cock and began opening her fist. She kept opening it slowly until her fingers were at least two inches from touching. “He was kinda thick.”
I looked at her in amazement. “Did you like his big cock?” My heart was pounding, and my mouth had gone dry.
“The truth?”
“Always.”
After a lengthy pause, Tania answered while looking past me, “I was known as a ’size queen.’ I liked big cocks, but I’m not like that anymore. Steve was really rough with me,” she said. “He’d just shove that big thing inside me, he wasn’t gentle like you are. I’d get so sore, my pussy would even hurt the next day.”
“I’m sorry.”
Tania turned away, and a look of shame passed over her face. “Tim, I have to tell you the truth. Isn’t that what we agreed?”
“I want the truth,” I said, turning her face back to look at me. My erection had faded some while we talked. Maybe this hadn’t been a good idea.
Tania noticed my wilting cock and wrapped her fingers around it again, using her thumb to stroke the sensitive underside of my cockhead.
“Sometimes I really liked it when he was rough... it turned me on.” She looked up at me, her face held a pleading expression; as though willing me to understand. Her breathing had become much faster. “Sometimes, he’d make me orgasm so hard... as hard as I’ve ever cum… I’d lose control of my body… when he just took me. Especially if he was rough with my breasts.”
She was stroking my cock faster, her mind somewhere else.
“His cock was so big, he’d stretch me and just pound at me. Sometimes, I’d be on the bottom, sometimes, he’d want doggy-style. It didn’t matter—I’d cum really hard.”
“When you say sometimes…” I noticed her pussy was gushing even more as I stroked her clitoris. Tania was getting turned on by the memory.
“When you say sometimes,” I repeated, “how often did you cum?”
Tania’s hips were moving as I stroked her soaked pussy. I felt like I might explode at any moment.
“I always came. Oh, Tim, I’m so sorry.” Tania’s hips were moving faster. “I’m sorry... I’m going to... oh honey,” Tania put her head on my shoulder, and we came together. I don’t ever remember us finishing at the same time before, and we weren’t even fucking.
As I cleaned myself, Tania turned away and curled into the fetal position, her knees drawn tightly to her chest. I lay behind her, my arm wrapped around her.
“It’s okay, honey.” At least it was better than saying something like: “There, there.”
“I’m sorry if I hurt you,” she said into her pillow. “I should never have told you that stuff, I should have just kept my stupid mouth shut.”
“Tania,” I began, “you just gave me an incredible orgasm. Between your hand and that story... my cock is still twitching. Can you feel it?”
Tania pushed her ass backward so she could feel me twitch. She giggled a little before saying, “Yes. You’re really going to town back there. Did you enjoy it that much?”
“Yes. I don’t know why. It’s in the past, it doesn’t matter now, but I could picture everything you said as though I was there, watching, and it excited me.” I sat up in bed. “What’s wrong with me?”
Tania rolled over and looked concerned. “Nothing’s wrong with you, Tim. It’s perfectly normal to be curious about your wife’s sex life before she met you.”
“But I was excited by it. I came picturing you being pounded by a huge dick, and what’s the deal with your breasts?”
“I have really sensitive breasts. I’ve been known to climax just from having my breasts played with.” Tania sat up in bed too and looked thoughtful. “I have another confession to make.” My wife was naked as she looked at me, her large breasts were pale against the pink flush of her chest. “What we did excited me, too. Remembering what it was like... I came very quickly.”
“Let’s do that some more.”
“Do what?” she asked.
“Tell me more about your sex life before you met me, more about your ex and what you did together.”
“I’m a little uncomfortable thinking about it.”
I reached under the sheet and ran my finger through my wife’s folds. “I think I can make you more comfortable.”
Tania swatted my hand away. “Okay, I’ll do it if you can handle it. This comes with risks you know. I could make you jealous or worse, make you think less of me.”
“I love you, Tania. I promise I won’t ever think less of you. However, you might make me jealous, and, oddly being a little jealous might be a good thing.” My wife had a strange look on her face as I talked.
 



Chapter 4
 
 
“One night,” Tania was stroking my cock as I fondled her breast, “we were at a party. All my ex’s friends were there, it was a… coarse crowd. Let’s just say they were ’coarse.’ Some were bikers, and a few were ex-cons. You get the picture.”
“How many people were there?”
“I don’t know, a lot. There were women too, biker-chicks and some bar-bells. Anyway, we’d all been drinking a lot when one of the big, black, ex-cons started hitting on me. He kept touching me and rubbing against me and talking about how he wanted me to go someplace else with him on his chopper. He was too big for me to handle by myself, and I didn’t want to make a scene.” Tania paused to throw her leg over my hip and rub the soft folds of her rapidly moistening pussy against me. I stroked her ass as she continued.
“I was a little interested, maybe intrigued. Maybe a lot drunk and horny.” She paused to giggle at herself. “He was really big and macho, I was maybe a little turned on by him.”
“Maybe a little?” I asked, pulling her tighter against me, her pussy much wetter now.
“Okay, maybe a lot turned on,” she admitted. “He trapped me near the back door and tried to get me outside, but I resisted. I was worried about my ex, and…” Tania paused to gather herself. “Maybe it’s a female thing, but I didn’t want to appear too easy.” She paused again. “The truth is, I would probably have given in if he’d been smarter about it.
“That’s when he got frustrated and started stripping me, right there in the kitchen near the door. He had my bra opened and my breast out, his hands hard and calloused on my skin. When he rubbed his rough fingers over my nipples, I moaned.
“He didn’t really know it, but he was seriously turning me on. Maybe it’s some kind of primal response, but I was instantly wet. Stripping me like he did, in public, turned me on.” Tania was staring at me, her eyes wide, her mouth open.
Tania was sitting on top of me, my erection caught between her pussy lips as she pushed her hips back and forth. 
“Is this turning you on?”
“Yes.” It was like a movie playing in my head. My magnificent, petite blonde wife trapped by a huge black ex-con. Her large breasts exposed, his rough fingers on her.
“He pushed his other hand between my legs and stroked my pussy through my jeans, then I saw my ex. At first, I was scared. What if he created a scene? What if he was mad at me like it was my fault?”
“Did he?” I asked, breathing hard.
“No, he just smiled and rubbed himself through his pants. I decided to put on a show if he liked it so much,” she said. “Looking back on it now, that was really the start of my fantasy about big black guys.”
The feel of her pussy rubbing against my prick was becoming too much for me. I took my hands off my wife’s breasts and held her hips, slowing her movements.
Tania continued, “I started moaning and pushing my pussy against his hand. It felt good, and my ex rubbed himself even harder. Then I let the guy kiss me. That was it, my ex moved in and pulled me away. I thought there was going to be a fight, but the con backed away when we told him we were married,” she said as I slipped inside her dripping pussy.
Tania wasn’t looking at me, she was lost in the memory as she fucked me, moving her hips faster and rubbing her clit against my pubic bone to get herself off.
“Then what happened?”
“My ex… fucked me… against the car… right in front of… everybody. He bent… me over the… hood and shoved my… jeans to my ankles… and fucked me.” Tania was more excited than I’d ever seen her.
I blasted outside her, but she either didn’t notice or didn’t care. She just kept humping against me.
“His cock... was... hard and big... more than ever.... people were watching... the party had moved outside to watch us... he didn’t care about me... he just fucked me... to show he could.” She was moving faster than ever. “He made... me cum... I screamed.” Tania proved it by screaming now as she climaxed. My cock had softened, but my wife didn’t care as she bent over me, moaning as her orgasm faded.
Tania was embarrassed. Her face and chest were bright red, and she wouldn’t look me in the eye. She quickly left the bed to take a shower, closing the bathroom door behind her. Our bathroom was huge, big enough for a giant walk-in shower with multiple showerheads, but my wife had the entire room to herself.
I knocked on the door and asked to come in, but my knock was answered with silence. I thought I could hear sobbing, but it could have been water gurgling in the jacuzzi.
I dressed and went to my study and sat at my desk to think about what had happened. The story had obviously excited my wife. The memory of being molested by a large, black ex-con while her husband rubbed his excited cock turned her on. But I think the memory of being taken, almost against her will, over the hood of her car by her large-dicked husband was the real turn on for her.
I still wasn’t sure why the mental image excited me so much. It had all happened a long time ago, she’d been married to another man, but I still felt the hurt and anguish along with the chest tightening excitement as if I were there.
The mental images ran on the back of my eyelids like a movie. I could see and hear everything. I even heard the party noises as though I’d been in the room. My heart was racing, and my skin felt hot as I watched. Even though I had just climaxed as my wife rubbed her pussy on me, I was hard again. It always took me some time to recover, often as long as a full day, but not tonight. I was panting as I touched myself. I took my cock out of my pajamas and wrapped my fist around it. My cock wasn’t large enough to fill my hand, my thumb overlapped my fingers, and that excited me even more because I imagined myself smaller than either the ex-con or the ex-husband.
My wife, the woman I loved, was being molested by a huge black ex-con, and I could do nothing to stop it. All I could do was to listen to her moans of pleasure and watch as his thick calloused fingers squeezed her large, exposed breast. When I watched her ex fucking her on the hood of his car as a crowd gathered, my cock throbbed in my hand, aching for release.
Tania wasn’t as opposed to being a hotwife as she let on, but I was still very unsure about becoming her cuckold. I didn’t like the idea of being subservient, but I was warming to the idea of watching her with someone else as I wildly pumped myself.
My wife walked in the doorway, dressed only in a robe, and sat on the edge of the desk facing me. My pajama pants were around my ankles, my cock was hard, and I stroked myself as she watched.
“What are you thinking about, Tim?” she asked as she adjusted her robe, letting it fall to either side of her bare thighs.
“I’m thinking about the ex-con squeezing your boobs, about how it would look. I’m thinking about you being fucked while you lay over the hood of a car and people watched.” I hadn’t stopped stroking myself. “I’m thinking about how much larger their cocks were than mine.”
Tania spread her legs, her swollen, damp pussy open to my gaze. “What else were you thinking about?”
“It was like a movie playing in my head. We were married, and I was watching you, but I couldn’t do anything to stop it. I didn’t want to stop it, I wanted to watch you get fucked on the hood of a car while other people watched along with me.
“Oh, Tania. I wanted the ex-con to fuck you, too. I could see it.” I tried to get my face between her thighs, but my wife held me away and got on her knees on the floor to remove my pants from between my ankles.
She moved my hand away from my bright red, dripping cock and used her tongue to catch my pre-cum.
“Do you want to hear about another party?”
“Yes, please.” Despite having orgasmed once, I was ready again.
“It’s different. I was pretty wild in those days, I’d do almost anything.”
“I don’t care,” I said, trying to push my erection into her mouth.
“There was this girl,” she began. “It was a different party but with some of the same people. A lot of us were pretty high and feeling open to anything. I had been fooling around with my ex while people talked and smoked around us.”
Tania was examining my cock, holding it in her hand and occasionally licking the head.
“What do you mean ’fooling around?’”
“We were kissing, a lot, and he was touching my boobs. He even unbuttoned my blouse so he could suck one of my nipples. Nobody seemed to care, we were all sitting on the floor in a big circle.”
I tried to get Tania to suck my cock, but she held me off. “Don’t you want to hear the good part?”
I did, I really did want to hear the good part. I also wanted her full lips wrapped around my straining erection. For the first time, I noticed tear tracks on her cheeks. Tania had been crying in the bathroom.
“Why were you crying?” What a stupid thing to say in the middle of a blowjob story.
“Because I was a slut in those days. I did things, worst of all, I enjoyed doing them, and sometimes, I sort of miss doing them.” 
Now she put my cock in her mouth. Tania might give the best head of any woman in the world, her lips are puffy-soft, and her mouth felt wonderful as she used her tongue and hand.
“Tell me the rest of the story before I lose it.”
Tania released my cock with a pop and smiled up at me. It was a sad smile, but my cock was so hard, and I was so excited, it didn’t really register with me.
“There was a young girl sitting on the other side of Steve, my ex. The girl started rubbing Steve’s leg as he sucked my nipple. Then she rubbed his erection through his jeans.”
“Weren’t you mad?”
“No, not in those days. Remember, I was pretty wild, and we were high,” Tania was holding my cock with one finger and her thumb, her finger soft as she lightly caressed the sensitive spot under the crown.
“I just ran my fingers through her hair, and she stopped touching Steve, so she could kiss me.” Tania’s fingers had stopped moving as though she were reliving the memory.
“Her lips were so soft, her tongue tasted sweet, and she smelled good. It all combined with what my ex was doing, and I was suddenly incredibly horny.” Tania was looking at me in wonder. “I wanted to fuck that girl.
“Somehow,” she continued, “we were both naked, and I was on top of her. People were smoking and snorting all around us while they watched. My ex was touching my ass, caressing me as the girl spread her legs and our pussies touched. It was like the touch sent an electric shock running through my body. It ran through hers too, I think.”
My cock was throbbing again and drops of pre-cum were dripping down the side of my shaft. Tania stopped talking long enough to lick them before pushing me back into my chair and straddling me, letting me slide inside her wet opening.
“Her mound felt wonderful rubbing against my clit, and her boobs were so soft pressed against mine. We were kissing, and I could hear her moaning, or maybe it was me groaning.
“My ex was touching my asshole. I don’t know why it felt good that night, but it did,” Tania had her hands on the arms of the chair, using the leverage to fuck me. She wanted me to sit quietly while she did all the work, using her muscles to squeeze me with her pussy.
“Steve pushed my head down her body, I didn’t want to take my pussy away from hers, I didn’t want to stop kissing her either, but I had no will of my own. He pushed me down until her pussy was in my face. I could see her labia and a drop of white liquid at the base of her slit. I could smell her, she was really excited.” Tania smiled at me as she told me how excited the girl had been.
“I started eating her. I’d never gone down on a girl before, I just did to her what I liked done to me. She went a little crazy. She put her hands on me and brought her thighs up to squeeze my head. Apparently, I was doing the right thing because she was yelling how good it felt.” Tania was fucking my cock faster now. If I hadn’t already cum once, it would have been over by now.
“She came on my face. She was so excited it made me even hotter. I sucked on my ex’s cock while she went down on me.” Tania stopped moving and looked at me. “It was the best oral sex I’ve ever had.”
Tania had one finger on her clit as she fucked me. “It was the best oral sex,” she said again. “Her pussy tasted so good to me.”
I shot what sperm I had left inside my wife as she ground her clit against me.
“I was so wild,” she said as she came.
 



Chapter 5
 
 
We didn’t have an opportunity to talk about things for several weeks. Tania had her work, and I had my investments and board commitments. I sat on several boards of directors, some non-profits, but most were companies I held a large stake in.
Tania went on a business trip with her boss to visit companies willing to supply items to be advertised and sold on the cable channel. This meant items, clothing usually, they couldn’t unload and were willing to sell to Tania’s company cheap, often for less than they paid originally, just to free up space. The trip was scheduled to last a week, and Tania and her boss Larry, would visit three different cities.
Larry was a good-looking, well built, black man, who had worked his way up the ranks with hard work, dedication, and in-depth knowledge of their industry. He was the perfect manager, a good judge of on-air talent, a ruthless negotiator with suppliers, and had the eye of a master salesman.
The night before Tania was scheduled to leave, I snuck sexy lingerie and a package of condoms into her suitcase. It was an awful thing to do, but I thought I’d put them in a place where they wouldn’t be discovered by accident. She’d have to be looking for something special to wear at night.
We talked every day she was gone, sometimes on the telephone, often by video conference. Nothing seemed off. The conversations were entirely normal. Apparently, the trip was going well, and they discovered new suppliers.
‘The talk’ happened when I walked into the bedroom immediately after Tania had emptied her suitcase and discovered what I’d left her.
“What... the hell... is the meaning of this?” she asked, her fist on her hip.
“I... um,” I had done a stupid thing and had no excuse. “Just wanted you to be prepared,” I finished lamely.
“For what? To fuck my boss? Is that what you want? Do you want me to cheat on you with another man? Is that what all of this is about, asking about my ex and what we did together? Does it excite you?” So many questions, so little time.
“A little,” I finally admitted.
“You mean it excites you a lot,” she said.
“You brought up ’hotwife’ first.” What a lame defense. “I’ve been doing research, and you’ve told me about your ex.”
“What did you find out about ’hotwifes?’”
So, for the next fifteen or twenty minutes, I told her what I’d learned, and how I’d been surprised to find out it excited me.
“Except, I don’t like the idea of being a submissive cuckold.”
Tania had taken a seat on the bed and patted the area next to her for me to sit down. “Open and honest, right?” she asked.
“Open and honest. I deeply apologize for leaving that stuff in your luggage.”
“I have had fantasies,” she began. “I had them when I was still married to Steve. The night at the party with the ex-con provided me with masturbation material for months.”
I looked at her in amazement. My gorgeous, petite, blonde Tania with her perfect body and smooth, creamy skin and spectacular breasts, masturbated?
“You masturbated?”
Tania just smiled at me. “It’s not just for men, you know.”
I was at a loss. “But you had conditions,” I finally said.
“I still do. I’m not sure you could handle the sight of me with another man. I trust you, and we have an open and sharing relationship. Well, except for the crap you put in my suitcase. But I’m not sure our loving relationship wouldn’t be ruined. I don’t want to lose you.”
I believed her. We’d been together long enough, I was comfortable Tania loved me. She loved the stuff too, I was under no illusions about that, but I felt she honestly loved me.
“I want to find out if I can handle it, too. I have some ideas, but let’s do something simple. By the way, the lingerie wasn’t ’crap.’”
“I know it wasn’t. I priced it, and I’m keeping it. Now, define simple.”
“You masturbated while thinking about the ex-con in the kitchen,” I said as Tania nodded her agreement. “So, I’ll tell you a story about the ex-con, taking it a lot further as though I’m watching, and you masturbate.”
“That won’t mean anything, you’ll just get turned on watching me.”
“Okay, I won’t watch,” I offered.
“Now, how will that work?”
“I could tell it to you from outside the door?”
She shook her head ’No.’
“I could record it and listen to you.”
“That’s just weird,” my wife said. “How about if I tell the story, go to the end like it’s really happening, and record it for you to hear?
“In fact, to make it even better, I’ll record it at the studio.” She was getting into the idea. I was stroking her pussy through her rapidly moistening panties as she talked. That night Tania was more passionate than usual, she was clearly excited by the idea.
Almost a week later, Tania presented me with a professional studio audio tape. I had to sit quietly on the large couch in our sitting room while I listened to the tape on a headset. My wife would be seated where she could see me, but I couldn’t easily see her.
The tape was much different than I imagined. To begin with, there were two very clear voices—my wife, of course, and a man. It sounded like a party in the background, people were talking and laughing, but I could hear the conversation perfectly. My wife could be heard talking over the noise.
“Rocky, we can’t do this, my husband is here.”
Then a man’s voice, rough sounding, not Tania’s usual type, “I’ve been in prison, I haven’t had a good fuck in a long time. I’ve got a lot saved up, and I want to fuck your pretty little white pussy.”
God, this couldn’t be real, could it? It sounded real, the party noises were uninterrupted, and there was no doubt the other voice belonged to a man .
“Stop it, Rocky, don’t do that. You can’t just unbutton my blouse… and my bra… Rocky, please don’t….” It was so clearly Tania’s voice, and she sounded scared and maybe a little turned on.
Kissing noises came over the tape. “You like that, don’t you, babe? You like having a real man want you.” He wasn’t really asking as the kissing noises continued, and my wife moaned.
“Rocky, you’re really big. But stop, we can’t—” She was cut off by another kiss. “You can’t trap me like this and please move your leg you’re—” He wouldn’t let her finish as his mouth touched hers.
“Please, Rocky. Not my pants, please don’t put your hand… oh fuck,” my wife groaned.
“That’s it, baby. Hump my fingers, I know you want it. Admit it, you want me as much as I want you.”
“I can’t... we can’t... I’m married,” my wife wailed.
“If we can’t how come you’re so wet?”
“Because your fingers are inside... please stop.” More kissing. “You can’t just take off your pants... oh shit!”
“You like my cock, baby. Here, put your hand around it.”
“It’s so big,” my wife sounded amazed.
“Suck it for me, get it good and wet so I can fuck you better,” Rocky directed, followed by the sound of my wife sucking and licking. The party noises continued without let up.
“Bend over, slut. Show me your pretty cunt,” he growled.
“Oh, Rocky. It’s too big... you’re stretching me.” My wife sounded as though she was being hurt.
“Just stay still, slut. It’ll be better in a minute, much better.” Rocky was having a hard time talking.
“Ahh… ohhh… Rocky, you’re… oh God… you’re all the way inside… I’ve never been so full.” Tania’s voice was breaking my heart. She was actually fucking another guy, and I was hearing it. My stomach was upset as my heart pounded and the taste of copper filled my mouth. It felt like I had to pee, but at the same time, my cock was throbbing hard in my pants. The room seemed as though it was slightly crooked.
“Fuck me, Rocky. Fuck me hard before my husband catches us,” Tania panted. “Cum inside me, I want to feel your big cock cum inside me.”
It wasn’t enough that she was cheating on me and recording it, she was begging some guy to shoot his load inside her pussy.
“Oh, yes… oh, Rocky… I’m cumming.” And as my wife came on the tape, I surprised myself by exploding inside my pants, cum leaving a visible wet stain on my pant leg.
“Get off me, go, my husband’s right outside,” she demanded, followed by the sound of clothing being put on in a hurry as the tape ended.
Tania was standing in front of me, looking at the cum stain before looking at my face. She appeared scared and nervous.
“I can explain...” she started before I took her in my arms.
I was kissing her lips, her face, her neck as I said, “Thank you, thank you, thank you. I love you, Tania.”
My wife held me at arm’s length. “You’re thanking me?”
“Yes.” We both looked down at my stained pants. “I guess I am. You actually fucked another guy for me to listen to on tape?”
“No. Let me explain,” she said as we sat down. “The man is one of the actors in our building, he thought he was recording a joke to be played at someone’s birthday party. We were never even in the same studio together.”
“But it sounded so real, the party, you, everything,” I stammered.
“The party was just the usual noises off-set, people talking, eating, laughing. It sounds just like a real party, so I recorded it.”
“What about you?”
“That was really me, I was masturbating just like I told you I would. It was really exciting because I was wearing earphones, and I was reacting to Phil, the actor on the recording as though it was really happening,” she explained.
“The important thing is how you handled it. Even though you thought it was real, you didn’t freak out. In fact,” she laughed, “you came in your pants without touching yourself. It must have been especially good for you.”
“It was. But I felt it. I felt the heart-tearing jealousy. I thought I was going to throw-up, but at the same time, I was so excited.”
“How excited were you?” she asked as if we were mimicking an old television show.
“Excited enough to cum without touching myself. Excited enough to fuck the hell out of you right now.” I was already working on her blouse.
I wasn’t sure what I wanted, but I knew I never wanted another woman.
 



Chapter 6
 
 
I watched Tania on television, selling clothing alongside a badly overweight woman who had designed a line of fashions for... wait for it... badly overweight women. Tania was wearing a tan colored V-neck sweater that just hinted at her substantial cleavage and white jeans.
Here’s where it gets interesting—Tania had no visible panty lines. I knew those jeans, she’d worn them around me. They weren’t a new pair, they were worn thin in spots. Even if she was wearing a thong, I’d be able to see proof of it, I thought.
The pants were so tight, she had visible camel-toe, the seam had ridden up into her slit. In the harsh television lights, I could have sworn I was seeing two darker areas caused by her labia. I became even more suspicious when it became obvious that the camerawoman was trying to avoid showing her from the waist down. She was doing everything possible to keep the focus up, it just wasn’t always possible.
Some of the fashions they were showing made it difficult to focus on my wife only from the waist up, and the overweight designer was either oblivious to the issue or... well, she was just oblivious. My wife’s crotch showed up on screen more than once. I started recording, and after the show, went back to play everything in slow motion, even stopping at points. My wife was wearing those tight old white jeans with nothing on underneath.
But that’s not what really caught my eye. My attention became focused on her ankle. My wife was wearing a gold anklet, a hotwife come-on anklet. I was pretty sure she knew what they were. Tania is not a stupid woman, and she knew what a hotwife and cuckold were so, it stood to reason, she knew what the anklet meant.
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
“Look at that bitch,” Bear was talking to himself as he watched Tania on the television in the room he referred to as his office. “What a great ass and look at her boobies, Christ on a crutch. Why would you let her go, are you stupid?”
Stephen Sebring knew better than to answer the question. Bear was dangerous as were the guys who worked for him.
“You know she wears one of those hotwife things on her leg?” Bear asked. This time he waited for an answer, and Sebring knew he had to provide one.
“I never saw her wear one before.”
“You got no credit left asshole. How’d you get in here?” Bear was already getting to his feet. Sebring knew he had to talk fast before he was kicked out, and that was the best that he could expect.
“She’s my collateral,” Sebring said.
Bear swiveled to look at the television again. “Nice.”
 
 
Was I already a cuckold? I’d thought I was when I was listening to the recording she’d made for me. I was sure my wife was fucking another man, and I was hearing it. Maybe she really was fucking another man.
I still didn’t know how I felt about the idea, but there was no denying how it attracted me, nor my erection. I spent the remainder of the day working out my next course of action. That’s when I did something truly despicable—I engaged our company’s private detective.
I’d used Nicholas from time to time in my business dealings. Usually, I retained him, and his firm, for research. If I was thinking of making a sizeable investment in something, I’d want to know who was involved. More than the usual disclosures, I’d want to know if there was anything dirty going on. Nicolas was unsurpassed at his job.
On one notable job, I was considering an investment in a new up-and-coming company. In fact, I’d already written the check when Nicolas informed me the company had a mob connection. Apparently, the CEO had gambling debts up to his eyeballs and had doctored the financials to raise capital. Only enough would be used legitimately to make it look good, the mob would get most of it.
I tore up the check, the CEO is now serving a lengthy prison sentence, and I learned to trust my PI.
The meeting with Nicolas took almost half a day. “I want you to do something for me, and it’s very important the person you’ll be investigating never finds out,” I began. “This is very sensitive.”
“Better tell me the story, Tim. I’ll do whatever I can for the usual fee,” he answered.
“I’m investigating my wife.”
“Oh, boy. You know how I hate these things. Do you think she’s cheating on you?”
“She might be, but that’s not everything. In addition, I want to know who her friends are, I want to know what she does with her days when she’s not here. I want to know if she has any outside interests I don’t know about,”
“Like what kind of interests?” he asked.
“For instance, does she like women? Does she collect pretty rocks? Does she look at pornography when I’m not around? Is she communicating with anybody I don’t know about or wouldn’t approve of? Does she seem loose, interested in somebody else even if she’s not sleeping with them? I know what she spends some of her money on, what about the rest? Where does it go?”
“You want me to drill down on your own wife, why don’t you just ask her?” he asked.
“Because I have plans,” I answered.
For the next two months, everything was normal. Then Nicolas gave me his report.
 
Nicolas Marks, Private Investigations


 


Executive Summary – Full report attached


Subject Tania Alexi Wilensky


Purpose of the investigation: A confidential investigation of the subject, including sexual habits, activities, interests, and spending.


Subject’s education has been described as excellent. Mrs. Wilensky went to a well-regarded institution of higher learning on the east coast and graduated with a Bachelor of Arts degree in Fashion. Her academic record is flawless. Mrs. Wilensky obtained a Grade Point Average (GPA) of 3.80, putting her near the top of her class. She was considered extremely smart by her instructors.


History: The subject, age twenty-nine, has been married to Timothy Wilensky for three years. Previously, Mrs. Wilensky was married to one Stephen Sebring for five years. The couple had no children.


The marriage to Mr. Sebring has been described as “difficult” by others. Mr. Sebring has been known to have sexual relations outside of marriage and has been investigated for spousal abuse. It is suspected, but not proven he has interests in sadomasochism. It is unknown at this time if Mrs. Wilensky was involved in these activities.


Mr. Sebring has not remarried. Evidence exists he has been involved in “swinging” and “wife sharing” in subsequent affairs. Again, it is not known if Mrs. Wilensky, when she was married to Mr. Sebring, engaged in those activities although the investigation turned up leads which could not be explored given the discretionary nature of our inquiries.


Employment: Mrs. Wilensky is employed by SellingMedia, Inc. as on-air talent. Her job description is to act as hostess during a four-hour block of time each day, four days a week. As a hostess, she introduces and describes various products and occasionally models clothing the company is selling. She is described as hardworking and talented.


At SellingMedia, Inc., Mrs. Wilensky works directly for one Larry Wilson. Mr. Wilson played professional football before returning to school and eventually, becoming a manager at SellingMedia. We held surveillance of Mr. Wilson for one day. Mr. Wilson is a tall, athletic looking black man.


Sexual Interests: Mrs. Wilensky does appear to have sexual interests outside the home. We offer the following evidence. Mrs. Wilensky has been communicating with her ex-husband via an internet video chat service (see Appendix C.) She also appears to have more than a passing interest of a sexual nature in Mr. Wilson. The two work together closely even taking company trips together, and our sources indicate the couple is “very close” to one another. At this time, it appears they have not become physically intimate; however, it is a relationship that should be watched closely.


Mrs. Wilensky has several close female friends who also work for SellingMedia, Inc. Conversations among them have been difficult to monitor, but other than general topics, the women have been overheard discussing matters of a sexual nature.


Mrs. Wilensky’s online habits were monitored. Most of her searches were related to fashion. However, two interesting items are of note. The first was a search for “Nude BBC” which was translated as “Big Black Cocks.” The search returned results of both pictures and stories which Mrs. Wilensky spent some time reviewing. The second was the video chat with Mr. Sebring that was terminated an hour after connection was made. The contents of the chat, as indicated, are in Appendix C. There is evidence of additional online chats that we were unable to monitor.


Financials: The subject’s financials are, for the most part, unremarkable. Only a relatively small amount of money is spent, mostly on clothing. There are no unusual or large purchases. There were three cash ’gifts’ totaling $10,000 to Mr. Sebring. We were unable to determine the reason for the gifts or the use Mr. Sebring made of the money. This is an area of concern requiring further investigation.


Conclusions:


Subject is not currently involved in an extra-marital affair of a physical nature.


Subject is in repeated contact with Mr. Sebring. This contact is not innocent, even in the context of their former marriage, nor could involvement in Mr. Sebring’s past deviant sexual practices be ruled out.


Subject has likely been exposed to deviant sexual practices during her first marriage to Mr. Sebring.


Subject is financially supporting Mr. Sebring or an activity he is involved with.


Subject has an interest in her supervisor, Mr. Wilson, an interest that could lead to an affair.


Subject has an interest in black men with large penises based on her internet searches.


These conclusions, taken together, indicate to the investigators it is only a matter of time before Mrs. Wilensky becomes physically unfaithful to Mr. Wilensky unless action is taken.


We suggest that contact between Mrs. Wilensky and Mr. Sebring be actively monitored.


We further suggest our agency investigate Mrs. Wilensky’s former marriage in terms of the allegations of “swinging” and “wife sharing.” We also suggest Mrs. Wilensky’s online activities be monitored to discern the depth of her interest in “BBC,” particularly as it might relate to Mr. Wilson.


Our agency is available if Mr. Wilensky would like us to investigate the subject along the lines indicated above. In addition, we are available to follow and report on Mrs. Wilensky’s activities during future business trips with Mr. Wilson.


Be aware, further action by us opens Mr. Wilensky to the risk of disclosing our involvement to the subject.


We would like to reiterate, as we do in all domestic situations, the best course of action is often complete and honest communication between the principals.


 
The report was signed by Nicolas. He presented it to me in a plain manila envelope and suggested if I had any questions, he’d be happy to set up a follow-up meeting or talk with me on the telephone. The full report consisted of the actions taken and dates but did not contain any additional real information.
As dry and awkward as his writing style was, I found the report to be absolutely fascinating. My wife, the love of my life, had been married to a man who was into... let me make sure I have this right... BDSM, spousal abuse, swapping and wife sharing—which I took to mean “hotwife.”
In addition, my loving, committed wife was having video sex with her large-dicked ex-husband behind my back. I was heartsick—more importantly, trust had been compromised if not broken. The important question was—would she tell me the truth if I asked her?
That was our deal, we always either told the truth or stayed silent. In this case, silence would mean more than she knew. I knew she wasn’t an innocent, I’d known that when we married, and I hadn’t cared.
My wife appeared completely normal, except for her marriage to Steve and whatever they were up to, along with her interest in black men with big dicks, of course. I knew she was friendly with her boss, Larry. I knew he was black, but I hadn’t known his background. It was hard not to see the connection between her internet searches for BBC and her friendliness with her black boss. What had she been doing while she looked at the pictures and videos?
Most interesting was her conversations with her ex. I had been led to believe they didn’t talk. She hadn’t exactly told me they didn’t talk, I just inferred it from the way she spoke of him.
I quickly flipped to Appendix C:
 
Excerpted Transcript of Skype Conversation Between Mrs. Wilensky and ex-husband, Stephen Sebring, Date: March 3, 11:06 a.m.


[Mr. Sebring] Tania, how are you girl?


[Mrs. Wilensky] I’m fine, Steve. What do you want? More money?


[Mr. Sebring]: I can always use more money.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: I’ll bet


[Mr. Sebring]: I just wanted to talk to you. I miss you.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: You don’t miss me, you just missing having me to play with.


[Mr. Sebring]: We did have pretty good times, didn’t we? Tell me the truth.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: What do you want me to say, Steve? Look I’ve got to go.


[Mr. Sebring]: Just say we had some pretty good times.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: We had some pretty good times.


[Mr. Sebring]: What about the time I fucked you on the hood of that car, in front of all those people?


[Mrs. Wilensky]: What about it?


[Mr. Sebring]: You liked it, tell me the truth, and you can go.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Alright, I liked it.


[Mr. Sebring]: You even came, didn’t you? All those people watching, and you were bare naked, yelling your head off. You’re getting hot just remembering it, aren’t you?


[Mrs. Wilensky]: A little. I’ve got to…


[Mr. Sebring]: Show me your tits.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Steve, I can’t do that.


[Mr. Sebring]: I’ll tell your husband how you went down on some of the guys after I was done with you.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: You wouldn’t…


[Mr. Sebring]: Show me your tits, Tania.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Okay, but that’s it. We can’t talk like this anymore.


Subject removed blouse and displayed her bare breasts


[Mr. Sebring]: Wow. You still look good Tania. Do you miss this?


Subject removed trousers displaying his erect penis


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Steve, please don’t...


[Mr. Sebring]: Admit it. You miss my big cock.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Will you leave me alone?


[Mr. Sebring]: No.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: You’re playing with yourself!


[Mr. Sebring]: I can still see your boobs. Your nipples are hard.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Steve, stop it. [subject sounded aroused] If I tell you I miss your cock, will you leave me alone?


[Mr. Sebring]: No, because you really do miss it, don’t you?


[Mrs. Wilensky]: [Subject appears conflicted. Sounds of rapid breathing.] I do miss it sometimes. That’s the truth, but we can’t do this anymore. I love Tim, and I’ll get caught.


[Mr. Sebring]: Show me your pussy, and I’ll leave you alone.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Do you promise?


[Mr. Sebring]: Yes, I promise


Subject Mrs. Wilensky removed slacks and panties, spreading her legs in front of the camera.


[Mr. Sebring]: Touch it for me. We’ll masturbate together just like old times.


[Mrs. Wilensky]: Damn it, Steve. Why did you have to do this to me?


[Subjects engaged in mutual masturbation and talk of an obscene manner.] 


Further transcription of this conversation is available upon request.


 
The report should have depressed me—my wife was only technically faithful. She still lusted after her ex-husband and had even engaged in mutual masturbation with him. It seemed to be only a matter of time before she was physically unfaithful to me.
Things would be different between us. For one thing, we were married now, it wasn’t like hearing about her activities when she was married before. For another thing, reading the transcript of the conversation between them had given me an agonizingly hard erection. I was disgusted with myself even as I pulled my pants down and stroked myself to orgasm.
I had to figure out what to do with all this information. Fortunately, I already had a plan. Two days later, I had another meeting with Nicolas.
“I want your agency to monitor my wife’s internet connections, including conversations,” I said.
“How often do you want reports?” he asked.
“Weekly, can you do that?”
“How much detail would you like?” Nicolas was making notes as we talked. 
Since my company not only owned my wife’s cell phone but also her computer... and just about everything else, he wouldn’t have much trouble. I just had to pull our IT guy off, but since he’d proven himself to be useless, it shouldn’t be difficult.
“The address of every website that doesn’t involve fashion,” I said. “And a transcript of every conversation with her ex-husband.”
“I’m sorry, but I need to ask this question. Your answer impacts how we present the information to you,” he said with a straight face. Nicolas rarely looked concerned about anything. “Will you be using any of this information in divorce proceedings?”
“No,” I answered.
“Good,” he said.
 



Chapter 7
 
 
“Tania,” I began. “I’m taking you out this weekend for a wonderful dinner followed by a night of drinking, dancing, and lovemaking.”
My wife hugged me. “What bought this on?” she asked.
“I just want to have a special time with the woman I love,” I answered, not sounding at all devious. “I’ve even lined up a driver, and we’re checking into a downtown hotel.”
Our driver was a large, black man, dressed casually, per my instructions. I didn’t want us to stick out, and the car was a big black SUV, looking like an escapee from a presidential motorcade.
We sat in the back, but I made it clear to James, our driver, that he was free to talk to us and to tell us where we were going. As we crawled through traffic, Tania asked him to tell us about himself.
James had grown up in New York, in one of the roughest parts of the metropolitan area. Tania asked him about his childhood, what had it been like? James related stories of shootings and stabbings, of seeing the bodies of his friends shot down in the street, and how he’d escaped the gangs by enlisting in the Army.
“What about your family?” Tania asked.
“My mother was a crack whore,” he said without embarrassment. “There was always a parade of men in and out of our apartment. White and black.”
Tania had her seat belt off and was leaning forward, clearly interested in what he was saying. “What about you, James? That must have been terrible, how did you cope?”
“I did the best I could. There was a nice lady lived next door to us, she helped a lot,” he said.
Tania studied him for a moment. “She took your virginity, didn’t she?”
James looked at her in surprise. “How did you know?”
“It wasn’t hard to guess, a good-looking guy like you, you were big even then, I’ll bet,” she said. “How old were you?”
“I don’t know, twelve or thirteen I guess.” Tania looked shocked.
“What about the girls your own age?”
“I’m embarrassed to say.”
Tania poked him in the arm, “Come on, it’s just us. What about them?”
“I might have been too big for them,” James finally answered.
“You are a big guy, maybe you were too tall or something,” my wife said.
“It wasn’t that.” 
Tania fell silent, digesting what he’d said. “Oh, you were too big… there. But not for the neighbor lady. How old was she?”
“I don’t know, in her thirties, I guess. She’d had a couple of kids, most of the women I knew had a couple, at least,” James answered.
“What about now, James?” Tania asked, having moved so far forward, she was kneeling on the floor of the SUV, her face very close to James’s. “What about now, do you have a wife or girlfriend?”
“Nope. No wife. No girlfriend,” he said turning into a street near the restaurant we were going to first. James would stay with the SUV, waiting for my call to pick us up.
“Why not? You’re a good-looking guy, James, I would have thought some woman would have you pinned down by now,” Tania wasn’t giving up.
“I guess maybe I’m still a little too big for most women. Maybe I scare them away.” I couldn’t see him blush, but I think he was.
Tania was blushing and not from embarrassment. We pulled up to the restaurant as she asked, “How big are you?”
“I don’t really know,” he said, jumping out to open our door. “Maybe a foot?”
Tania was staring at James as she got out of the SUV, and he held the door for her. My wife was not careful, and she showed a lot of leg. On the way inside, she murmured, “A foot?”
We were seated before my wife could talk. “Did James just tell me he had a cock a foot long?”
“You made him tell you if I recall,” I answered. “Why, do you want to see it?”
Tania’s blush deepened. “Don’t you? Wow.”
“I think I might, actually. Want to see it I mean. I wonder if it’s a foot long soft or hard. Or maybe he’s one of those guys who doesn’t get longer, he just gets hard.”
“There are guys like that?” Tania was fascinated.
“Is this turning you on?” I asked innocently.
“What if it was?”
“It’s turning me on that you want to see it,” I answered her indirectly.
“Okay, you got me. I might be a little damp.”
I smiled at her. “Then, we’ve got to see it, but not until the end of the night. I have plans for us.”
Tania tried to find out what my plans were, but I wasn’t giving anything away.
After we finished eating, I called James to pick us up, and I watched Tania carefully without seeming to. At the sight of him, her pupils dilated, and her breathing seemed to pick up.
I asked him to take us to a busy bar I knew in what was still known as the Italian district. Tania knelt on the floor in the back seat again and continued a running conversation with our driver. They didn’t talk about the size of his cock, and the conversation seemed innocent even though my wife was wearing a short pink dress pulled up almost to her pussy as she knelt. Wearing high heels, with her dress pulled up, and kneeling near a black man, made the scene look obscene. It was as though my wife was his submissive, offering herself to him.
My cock was already hard when we arrived at the upscale bar I’d picked out. James hurried around the SUV again to hold the door and help my wife. Tania made only a token show of pulling her skirt down, and as he helped her to the ground, her skirt pulled up even further, and my wife’s thong was displayed. Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I saw a dark, wet spot on her crotch. She smiled at James as she slowly bent to adjust her skirt, letting her top gape open, displaying her large breasts.
At the bar, we were escorted to a reserved booth with a good view of the action. We were seated under a huge mirror which I found odd but quickly forgot about.
The bar itself was packed with people, mostly young professionals, drinking and talking. The noise level was high with music playing in the background. Tania looked flushed and distracted.
After we were served, I turned to my wife. “Here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to look at all the people in the bar and tell me who you would sleep with if you were single.”
Tania looked at me in shocked surprise. “I can’t do that, Tim. What are we really doing?”
“I’m not asking you to pick someone out, then fuck him, or her,” I said. “This is just a game. I want to see who appeals to you. Besides James, of course.”
Tania gave me a sideways look at the mention of James. Her flush seemed to deepen.
We’d been drinking steadily, first at the house, then over dinner, but we weren’t drunk. Maybe a little loose, but that was all.
“So, take a good look around with an eye toward sleepability.”
“Sleepability, that’s a funny word. You just made that up, didn’t you?” she said. “Besides, it should be fuckability. Wouldn’t be much sleeping involved.”
But Tania was eyeing the bar now, looking at everyone differently than she had before, more focused on individuals rather than the passing scene. I watched as her eyes would settle on someone for a minute before moving on. Without appearing to, I tried to notice who she was looking at.
Almost always, it was a tall man with dark hair and a trim, athletic build. She did pause to check out a tall dark-haired woman in a glowing purple short dress, but I put that down to her admiration for the dress more than for a desire to sleep with another woman.
She spent some time studying a middle-aged man who moved with such confidence and grace, he had to be a former athlete.
It was impossible to see much of anything else, except cleavage from where we were sitting. There was some impressive cleavage on display.
Finally, Tania turned to me and said, “Him. If we’re going to play your game, that guy would be the one.”
My wife was indicating the one guy in the bar who didn’t seem to belong. He wasn’t tall, in fact, he was rather short and wiry looking, plus he was the only black. He was wearing jeans and boots, not a suit and Ferragamo shoes. He looked more like a black cowboy, but his jeans were tight, making his bulge visible.
“How would you go about it?”
“How would I go about what?” she answered, starting her third drink since we’d been seated.
“Separating him from the pack, moving in for the kill.”
“Oh… if I were still doing that sort of thing, I’d want him to notice me,” she answered.
“I’m going to the restroom. The booth is ours, it’s reserved. You go over to the bar, stand next to him and order another drink.”
“But I have a drink,” she said, holding it up for me to see.
“I’m betting he doesn’t even notice you.”
“Betting what? What are we betting?” she asked. Tania liked our little bets—she always seemed to win.
“If he doesn’t notice you, I win the right to do anything I want with you. Up to and including nipple clamps,” Tania put on a mock expression of horror. I knew she liked having her nipples played with, the rougher the play, the better.
“And if he does notice me?” she asked.
“If he notices you, talks to you, and asks you out, you can not only ride up front with James as he drives us around the city tonight but tomorrow, you can buy those expensive earrings you’ve wanted,” I answered as I slid out of the booth. “You better get busy. If you’re sitting alone in the booth when I return, I’ll assume you failed.”
“What if he’s sitting with me?”
“I’ll find another seat and watch you.”
“I’m not fucking him.”
“I’m not asking you to sleep with him, Tania. This is just a game, a bet. See you in a minute.” I walked away without looking back.
I took my time in the restroom, my heart beating so fast I wondered if excitement could cause a heart attack. The anticipation and possessiveness caused my chest to feel as though it was tightening up. I had a hard time drawing a breath. It took a long time for me to go because my cock was so hard. My palms were greasy with sweat when I walked slowly back into the bar.
My breath caught, and I stopped dead in the doorway. Tania was in the booth, and so was the black cowboy. It looked as though she was sitting closer to him than she had been sitting to me.
I caught the eye of the maître d, who was something of a snob, and an old friend of mine. “I need a seat, Bob. I want to be able to watch the booth.”
“That booth is reserved for you, sir. What’s he doing there?” I stopped him from interfering.
“It’s okay, everything’s fine. He’s a friend of my wife’s, and they’re talking. I just need to be able to watch them, so I know when she’s ready to leave.” I was smiling, but I felt such a high level of anxiety, mixed with sexual excitement, I was barely able to speak. My voice came out in a squawk.
“I have just the place, sir,” he said, leading me through a door behind the bar, along a bare concrete hallway, and through the kitchen. We finally emerged in a storage room immediately behind our booth.
I thought we’d been sitting beneath a normal mirror, but it wasn’t at all normal. I could plainly see the entire bar, and most importantly, I could look directly into our booth.
I could see just how close Tania was sitting to her black cowboy. He was leaning toward my wife, his hand on the seat, inches from her thigh. For a small, wiry man, he had huge hands.
My breath caught in my throat again when I realized everything could be heard through three tiny holes in the wall. The holes had been concealed on the bar side, I hadn’t noticed them.
“Why do you have this?” I asked.
“It was installed as a safety precaution years ago before my time,” he answered. “I was told security wanted to be able to keep an eye on the bar without announcing their presence. Frankly, it hasn’t been used for much of anything in a long time.” He was proud of himself. I thanked him profusely and gave him a sizeable tip. As soon as he was gone, I sent a text to Tania.
 


I can see you, but you won’t be able to see me. If you want to talk to me, tell him you’re going to the restroom. When you’re ready to leave, just tell him you’re meeting someone. I’ll be able to hear you.


 


Tania checked her phone and casually looked around the bar. I could hear him asking her if anything was wrong, and she assured him everything was fine. For the next hour, I listened in on their conversation as the cowboy put the moves on my wife, and she flirted back with him.
“Have you ever been with a black man?” he asked.
I thought it was a cheesy opening until my wife answered.
“No, is it as good as I’ve heard?” Tania watched as the man’s hand moved until it was pressed against her thigh.
“It’s like nothing you’ve ever experienced. Think unendurable pleasure indefinitely prolonged.”
Tania laughed and leaned close to his ear. “How much pleasure in inches?” She was still laughing as he answered.
“I’m not sure, why don’t we measure it and find out together?”
Right then, I hated the bastard. I hated him, even more, when my wife answered.
“Let’s do that some other time, my husband is with me tonight.”
“I love being with married women, they’re never the same after a date with me,” he said. His hand was now caressing my wife’s thigh just below her skirt. I could see goosebumps on her skin as she sighed from his touch.
His hand crept under the hem of Tania’s skirt as they talked. The longer they talked, the closer they leaned into each other, and the higher his hand moved until they were whispering to each other, and my wife’s skirt had been pulled up by his wrist.
I wondered what would happen if I had a heart attack from excitement in this remote storeroom. My pulse was pounding in my ears and in my erect cock, and my chest felt tight with excitement and fear—neither stopped me from squeezing my erection.
I couldn’t hear them whispering over the noise from the bar, but I could see his wrist moving as he caressed my wife between her spread legs. My attention was drawn to Tania as she rested her head on his shoulder, blocking my view of his arm.
The movement brought her head closer to one of the tiny sound holes, and I was able to hear her.
“William, you shouldn’t be touching me there. I’m a married woman.”
“Do you want me to stop?” he answered as his arm seemed to move even faster.
“No, don’t stop.” Tania was gasping for breath.
A part of me wanted to charge back into the bar and break them apart, but a different part of me wanted to be released from my pants and stroked.
“Oh, fuck, William.” Tania was pulling on his arm, pulling him harder against herself, her thighs falling open further to reveal his black hand under the front of her thong.
“Oh… yes,” she whispered loudly as she rolled on her hip, facing him, and went stiff. As her body relaxed and she sat upright, William’s arm and hand were released, and I thought I could see glistening wetness on his fingers.
After gulping her drink and taking a minute to collect herself, Tania turned to her partner.
“William, I’ve had a great time, but I’m meeting someone, and I have to go,” she said.
My clue to call James and have him bring the car up.
“Wait,” he said. “I’d like to see you again.”
Tania pushed a dry cocktail napkin and a pen toward him. She used the hand furthest away, so she ended up leaning over him, her large, soft breast pressed against his arm and her mouth next to his ear.
I could plainly hear every sound in the booth now. My wife was breathing hard, almost touching his ear.
“Write your number down, so I can call you.”
My erection throbbed in my pants. I decided I hated the guy she was flirting with, but the sexiness and promise in her voice sent a shiver straight to my cock. He held my wife’s hand, and at first, Tania resisted, but eventually, she let him bring her hand to his lap to rest on top of the bulge in his pants.
“Promise you’ll call,” he said.
“I’ll try,” Tania said as she slowly explored his lap before holding her wedding ring in front of him. “That’s all I can promise if you still want me to call.”
My wife looked a little relieved or was it my imagination when he answered.
“Damn right, I want you to call. I don’t want you to leave now.”
After tucking the napkin with the phone number in her tiny purse, Tania put her hand on his thigh, just touching his obvious erection, and gave him a lingering kiss.
I met her by the front door just as James pulled up. Instead of getting in the back with me, my wife hopped up into the front seat, leaving me alone to watch. James looked at her in surprise.
“My husband and I had a bet,” she said. “I won, and I get to ride in front with you. Want to know what else I won?”
James glanced at me in the rearview mirror before looking at my wife. “Yes ma’am,” he said.
“You’re driving me shopping tomorrow,” Tania turned to look at me. “Just us, my husband has to work. He’s buying me a very expensive set of earrings I’ve wanted.”
“Very good,” James said as he glanced between the road and the healthy amount of thigh my wife was revealing as she moved in her seat.
“That’s not all, James. We have another bet about the size of your cock.”
We had no such bet, but the conversation was taking an interesting turn, so I nodded affirmatively when he looked at me in the mirror.
“If you were telling the truth, I double your tip. If not, I give you half the tip,” I said.
“So, I’m a party to the bet. What do I get if I don’t go along?” he asked.
“Why would you do that?” my wife gushed. “Don’t you think I’m pretty?”
“Yes, of course, I do,” James said, driving carefully through heavy traffic.
“You got to see my panties,” she reminded him.
“I shouldn’t have looked, ma’am.”
“Did you like what you saw?” Tania turned to wink at me.
James looked at me in the mirror.
“Tell her the truth, James. I’m fine with it,” I said to his reflection.
James swallowed hard before saying, “Yes ma’am, I liked what I saw.”
“Now, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Tania laughed as she adjusted her skirt almost to the top of her thighs. James pulled to the curb a block from our hotel. “The only question is if you show me your cock, or if I have to take your pants off you myself.”
Tania had been drinking and flirting enough, she was feeling no pain. She’d already had one orgasm and judging by the look on her face and the flush on her chest, she was ready for another one.
“I’ll show you,” James said, pushing his seat all the way back and undoing his pants, after carefully looking around.
My view was limited from the backseat, but I saw James lift himself enough to pull his pants all the way down, and I heard Tania gasp before I was able to move close enough to see what was happening.
James was holding an immense black cock. We could measure it, of course, but it certainly looked long enough.
Tania leaned over the center console for a closer look. “Is it hard, James?” She rested her right hand on his thigh, the same trick she’d played in the bar with William. Her large breast billowed against his arm.
“It’s almost hard.” James was holding his cock up for her inspection.
“Did I make you hard?” Tania was starting to pant. I was sure this was it, my wife was going to fuck another man in front of me. It looked like she wanted to touch him.
“Yes, you made me hard,” James answered the question as he lowered his cock and brushed it against the back of my wife’s hand. As Tania stared at his cock, she turned her wrist, so his cock rested in her palm.
Her eyes were wide as she concentrated on the thick black cock in her hand. The second one she’d felt that evening.
“Do you really know what to do with this?” she asked as if hypnotized.
“Sure do,” he said.
Tania slowly released his giant dick, and after swallowing hard, said, “I want to be picked up at ten tomorrow morning. We’ll shop and have lunch together, just the two of us. Then we’ll shop some more.”
Tania took her hand off James’ thigh and pulled her skirt down to its full mid-thigh length. She seemed happy as she looked out the windshield as James covered himself with his shirt and pulled away from the curb. His shirt bobbed with every movement of the large SUV, and I caught my wife sneaking glances at it.
I was left fully erect and feeling insecure in the backseat. How could I possibly compete with a monster like his? I didn’t think I’d lose her to him, not in the sense of leaving me, but maybe I’d never really had all of her. A thought was forming in the back of my mind, and the harder I tried to push it away, the more insistent it became.
My wife was accustomed to a guy with a large organ, and she’d admitted to me she’d been a ’size queen.’ She’d as much as admitted size gave her sensual satisfaction, better orgasms than I could provide. I believed she loved me, and she hadn’t married me for my money, not that it hadn’t helped. But maybe she’d missed being with a man who could fully satisfy her, and after seeing James’s erection, she was reminded of her lust for size.
In the end, nothing much had happened. I was happy it hadn’t, but I still felt a strange sense of disappointment to go along with my feelings of inadequacy. What would it be like to watch Tania as she was penetrated by a brute like the one James had?
In addition, my wife would be spending the day shopping with our large black chauffeur while I waited and suffered alone. I didn’t know what she had planned. Would she turn me into a cuckold?
I decided I wanted her to do it, I wanted her to fuck our driver. At the same time, the thought horrified me. Still, my erection hadn’t gone down since I’d watched her with William in the bar—her conversation with James had pushed me to the edge of a monumental climax.
That night, a primed, ready, and naked Tania climbed my body and settled her wet pussy on my face. As I licked and sucked my wife’s clitoris, she told me what a wonderful time she’d had and how excited I’d made her. By me, I think she meant William and James.
After she climaxed on my face, she knelt between my legs and told me she wanted to do something special for me. For the first time in our marriage, Tania held my cock in her mouth as I came, and afterward, she gathered any cum she could find on my dick or on her lips and licked it off her finger while looking into my eyes and swallowing.
In one night she proved her reputation as both a size and cum queen. I could not have loved her any more than I did at that moment. How fucked up could one guy get?
 



Chapter 8
 
 
The next day was perhaps one of the longest and most emotionally draining days of my life. James showed up precisely at ten and was greeted by Tania wearing a tight yellow dress and sandals. Tania offered her hand, and James formally shook it, bending slightly from the waist. He seemed to hold my wife’s hand longer than was customary.
They were laughing together as they walked out to the black SUV. I watched with envy from the hotel lobby as James used his hands on my wife’s hips to help her into the passenger seat. As they drove off, it appeared Tania was leaning close to him, her face in profile, her lips moving as she talked.
It turned into a long, confusing day for me. I trusted my wife, I didn’t want to believe she’d cheat on me with James without me being present. Still, she was wearing that tight, yellow dress that seemed to accent her breasts, along with the same gold anklet.
After watching the SUV until it was out of sight, I returned to our suite in the hotel and sat heavily on one of the gold trimmed, overstuffed chairs. I was breathing hard and covered in sweat. My mind was racing—she wouldn’t do it, but what if she did? What would she look like laying under James and taking his thick black cock? A cock too large for most women?
My imagination was running wild. I had to calm myself with a stiff drink as I fought to remember Tania hadn’t been a virgin when we’d married. In fact, she’d not only been married before to a man who actively wanted her to sleep with other men, but she’d gone through what she described as a sexually wild phase.
She’d had conditions to be met before she’d do anything outside her first marriage. Lucky for me, I guess, I met all her conditions except I wasn’t her first husband. I wasn’t looking for an opportunity to cheat on her, and I’d proven with her phony recording I could handle it.
Watching her with William in the bar—a guy I didn’t like—had excited me like nothing had. The rush of emotions caused by seeing my wife with that guy was even more exciting, in a perverse way, than the first time I’d actually touched a soft, wet pussy.
My traitorous cock was throbbing. The damn thing was cheating on me by growing hard and throbbing as I imagined my petite wife under a large, black man with a cock far too large for her—or was it too large for the former size queen?
In an effort not to play with myself, I went down to the lobby bar by way of the hotel pool but walking by the pool proved to be a mistake. A women’s college basketball tournament was being played in town, and the pool was crowded with young women wearing next to nothing.
By the time I sat at the almost deserted bar, my cock was not only throbbing but leaking in my pants. I tried to think of something else, anything else as the bartender walked over to me.
“Mr. Wilensky, sir, what can I get you? A few of those basketball players perhaps?” he was joking, of course.
“No, I think not. How about some of that Macallan Rare Cask scotch you have?” I answered, knowing that Macallan went for more than two hundred dollars a bottle. It seemed like a good time to splurge a little.
He served my drink with great ceremony even waiting to be assured I approved. After he retreated along the bar, I tried to think about other things again, but the picture of Tania and James intruded. Worse was the mental image of Tania with the black cowboy, William. At least I liked James… but William? She didn’t seem to have anything in common with him, yet she’d let him bring her to orgasm and had put his cell phone number in her purse after checking the size of his erection.
A sudden inspiration hit me, and I took my drink to a secluded booth. All the booths were secluded, everyone else had gone, and I was the only person in the place. I dialed Nicolas, and the receptionist put me right through to his office.
“Mr. Wilensky,” he answered. “How may I be of service?”
“Nicolas,” I said. “I need your assistance.”
“Anything, sir.”
“I need to know who my wife has called or sent texts to in the last twenty-four hours.” I’d know by the end of the week, anyway, but I needed to know now.
Two hours later, Nicolas called back. “She’s sent two texts, sir. We can’t read them yet, but we’ll have full information by the end of the week. I can only tell they were sent to someone named William and to our old friend Steve. Does that help, sir?”
I assured him it did and asked him to contact me if there were any more messages sent.
“There is one more thing, sir,” he continued. “Both of them responded, and she received a jpg from a man named James. We can’t access the picture just yet, but we should have it in a few minutes. Should I send it to you?”
I asked Nicolas to send me the picture James had sent to my wife, but I already knew what it was. Five minutes later, my phone pinged with an incoming message from Nicolas. When I opened the attached picture, I was treated to an image of James’ immense cock. It looked like he might have taken it in the reflection of a mirror.
The message that accompanied the picture was:
 
See what you made happen


 
I sat slumped in the booth until the bartender came over.
“Are you alright, sir? Do you need help?” he asked.
“Just another scotch, and make it a double this time,” I said.
My gorgeous young wife was sending and receiving texts from other men—one her ex-husband, the other her cowboy.
Not to be outdone, the limo driver—who was with her right then—had sent a picture of his large, black cock. I wished I knew what had been said. Hell, I wished I knew what they were doing. I planned to have a talk with her when she returned.
It was almost five when Tania, James, and a bellman burst into the suite, carrying dozens of bags. I’d sobered up by then and was standing at the window, watching the last of the basketball girls leave the pool.
“Have you been watching those girls all day?” Tania asked.
“No, I’ve been thinking about you all day.”
“What have you been thinking about me?” she asked as she hugged me from behind.
“Let’s talk,” I said, moving us toward the massive couch.
“Uh-oh, am I in trouble?”
“No,” I said. “No matter what, you are not in trouble,” I enunciated each word clearly.
We sat sideways on the couch, drinks in our hands, as I started, “Did James help you try on clothes?”
I couldn’t read the look on my wife’s face. “Yes, he was very helpful.”
“Good. Did you flirt with him?”
“Why? Where are you going with this?” she asked, looking at me with concern.
I bent toward her, pulling my pant leg tight over my erection as her eyes lit up. “This turns you on,” she said. “The idea that I might have flirted with James.”
“Yes, and that you might have even talked to William.”
“What about William?” she asked suspiciously.
“You have his number, you might have talked to him.”
Tania was looking as my erection jerked in my pants at the thought of her talking to the damn cowboy. Tania put her hand on my cock and stroked me through the fabric.
“Why do you want me to be bad?”
“I don’t understand it. I don’t understand any of it. I saw some incredibly beautiful young women today, most wearing almost nothing, and all I could think about was my wife fucking another man,” I said in shock as the words came out of my mouth. “What the hell’s wrong with me, Tania?”
My wife continued to stroke my erection as she moved closer to me.
“Have you ever…” I had to start again. My throat seemed to close as I was talking. “Have you ever had a large man?”
Tania looked up at me. “You mean a man with a large cock?”
“Yes.”
“I have,” she said simply as my cock jerked several times in rapid succession.
“Did you like it?”
“Why are you asking? Does the idea turn you on?” she wanted to know.
I couldn’t control my own dick. It was jerking in her hand and threatening to erupt in my pants.
“Yes.”
“I did like it; I was a size queen then. But I love your cock, it’s perfect for me.” She was looking at me with such an open gaze, I found it difficult to believe she was lying.
“So,” I said holding her hand still to prevent myself from coming, “you like a big cock, and you’re going to tell me why. But you love mine because it’s mine, and you love me. Is that about right?”
“Yes.” She was smiling. “I like a big cock because of the way it makes me feel, silly. Why else would I like it? But I love your cock because it’s part of you, and I love you.”
Her logic seemed foolproof to me, or maybe I was the fool.
“Did you flirt with James or William today?” I asked, putting her hand back on my erection.
“A little,” she admitted.
“Did you fuck James?” There, I’d said it.
Tania pulled back in dismay. “Of course not. Don’t you believe me? Wait a minute, is that what you wanted me to do?” Tania stood and began removing her pants.
“You want to check my pussy to make sure?” In a minute she was naked in front of me.
“No,” I said. “But your panties have a large wet spot.”
“I did get a little overheated today. James sent me a picture of his erection. He took it in one of the dressing rooms, in front of a mirror, and sent it to me. It was really hard and big. He said I’d caused it.” Tania was giggling. “That’s why I got overheated.”
“What if I wanted you to flirt with them a lot? What if I wanted you to ’go on a date’ with William?”
Tania stepped back. “I couldn’t go on a date with him. What if he tried something? What if he kissed me or tried to touch me?”
“You’ve been kissed before, you’ve even been touched before,” I said. “Come to it, you’ve had sex with other men before. It didn’t change you.”
“You want me to be a hotwife, don’t you?” she challenged me as she sat and squeezed my cock.
“Ouch.” She had a hell of a grip. “I’m not sure I actually want you to have sex with another man. I want to know how it feels, for both of us, if you go out with someone else. You just have to tell me everything that happens and how you feel about it.”
“You want me to go on a date with William and flirt with him, maybe even let him kiss me, but not sleep with him. Do I have that right?”
“Then come back and tell me everything. Better yet, send me text updates too,” I said, getting excited. “That’s it, send me texts so I can feel like I’m part of the date.”
My cock was jumping wildly as I talked, and Tania could see the excitement on my face.
“What if I let him touch me, like, on my boob, maybe?” Tania was holding her own beautiful breast and pinching her own nipple. “What if I liked it when he touched me and kissed me? What if it made me wet?”
I didn’t tell her that I’d seen him touch her pussy the night before. My cock was dripping pre-cum on her hand.
“Oh crap,” I said. “Why does that turn me on? What’s wrong with me?”
Tania smiled as she continued to stroke my cock while pinching her own nipple. “I think a lot of men have the same fantasy. You’re just a strong enough man to admit it and maybe do something about it.”
She dropped her breast and took her hand away from my cock.
“I’ll do it, but I have some conditions too. After all, if I’m going to satisfy part of your fantasy, you can do something for me.”
“Okay, I guess that’s fair. What are your conditions?”
Tania stood, looking at me, making no attempt to cover her nudity.
“We can’t have sex until after my date, starting now,” she said as I looked at her in surprise. “You can’t play with yourself either, and that includes when I’m out on my ’date.’”
“Why?” I asked. “Why would you want that?”
“Because,” she said, smiling as she leaned over to kiss my cheek. “I want you so horny, you fuck me like a wild animal when I come home smelling like another man.”
Smelling like another man! I was itching to jackoff.
Before the weekend was over, I’d hired James as our permanent driver. We needed one, anyway, and James seemed like the perfect driver/bodyguard. I arranged for him to move into our pool/guesthouse.
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
Texas never understood why he had been nicknamed “Texas.” He was from Oklahoma, for Christ’s sake. The other thing he couldn’t understand was why a gorgeous woman like Tania was shopping with a big, bald, black guy.
The one thing Texas could understand was why Bear wanted her followed. He’d been careful not to be spotted, but the black guy was alert despite the woman distracting him.
He reported to Hawk and had been ordered to bring any pictures he’d taken back to the shed. He already knew if he were spotted, he’d probably end up dead, so he was careful. As it turned out, Texas was too careful. His pictures of the black chaperone weren’t nearly good enough.
Because he was more concerned with not being spotted than he was with getting good pictures, his bosses at BaMa didn’t understand James’s significance. For a long time, he was just thought to be the new driver.
“How’s she in bed?” Bear asked Stephen Sebring. “Sometimes these hot looking broads are cold on the inside.”
“She’s good.” Sebring was starting to sweat whenever he was with Bear. Stephen was treated to a flat stare—he hated when Bear looked at him without expression, it was a reminder of just how dangerous the man was. “She’s hot in bed, there’s nothing she wouldn’t do, and she enjoys it too.”
Stephen thought it better not to tell Bear about the text messages he’d traded with his ex-wife. The texts had become a little too hot and personal to share.
 
 



Chapter 9
 
 
At the end of the week, I received copies of Tania’s texts to William and her ex-husband Steve. They were in an official-looking report, and the shorthand used in texts had been removed by the agency for easier reading, the agency using first names for the same purpose.
The report started with the first series of texts to William:
 
[Tania] You still up for a date?


[William]: Hell yes. You still interested in how good a black man can be?


[Tania]: Maybe. I don’t know.


[William]: But you’re curious, aren’t you? Maybe a little excited?


[Tania]: I might be. Are you really any good in bed?


[William]: You’ll just have to find out, won’t you?


[Tania]: Are you really as big as you say? I’ve seen big before.


[William]: Did they know how to use it? Because I do.


[Tania]: I’ll let you know. Maybe you can take me out. But no promises.


[William]: Okay.


[Tania]: I’m serious. No promises. Nothing will happen.


[William]: Okay. Nothing will happen.


I found it interesting that my wife kept saying ’nothing would happen.’ That sounded to me as though she was trying hard to convince herself more than William. She didn’t deny being curious about his cock, just as she didn’t deny being excited by the idea of sleeping with him. My wife was interested in two black men with large cocks at the same time… my stomach felt funny as I read through the exchange for the second and third time. I wasn’t experienced with women, but in business language, my wife was giving “buy signals.” I didn’t think it would take much for William to close the sale.
The second text exchange was with Steve. This string was much longer and more graphic: The report read:
 
[Steve]: Tania, you around?


[Tania]: I’m here. What do you want?


[Steve]: I just want to talk to you. Make sure you still miss me.


[Tania]: Why would I miss you?


[Steve]: Maybe you miss being wild with me? Remember some of the things we did?


[Tania]: I have a life now.


[Steve]: What about the night you and I fucked that young chick? You know how much you loved it when she went down on you. Have you done that again?


[Tania]: What are you getting at?


[Steve]: Just thinking about it has you going again, doesn’t it? I’ll bet you’re getting a little turned on.


[Tania]: Maybe


[Steve]: I’m hard, you remember how big I am don’t you?


[Tania]: Yes


[Steve]: Remember how we fucked? How we took turns with her?


[Tania]: Damn it, Steve. You have to stop this. I have a life now. I’m happily married.


[Steve]: I’ll bet you’re wet right now, just remembering it. Check for me. If you’re not wet, I’ll leave you alone, promise.


[Tania]: If I touch myself and I’m not wet, you’ll go away?


[Steve]: Yes. But tell the truth.


[Tania]: Okay. I’m touching. Damn it Steve, you bastard.


[Steve]: You’re wet, aren’t you? I’m turning you on. Want to see my cock?


[Tania]: How could you do this to me? Why can’t you leave me alone?


Following this exchange is a jpg of Mr. Sebring’s penis.


[Tania]: Steve. Stop. I’m begging you.


[Steve]: Send me a picture of your tits, and I’ll think about it.


[Tania]: Why not just a picture of my pussy? That’s what you really want, isn’t it?


[Steve]: Sure, let’s see how excited you are.


Following this exchange, a jpg was sent from Mrs. Wilensky of a woman’s vaginal entrance. In the interests of good taste, the picture will not be described further since it was graphic in nature.


My wife was exchanging texts with two different men and sending pictures of her aroused pussy to her ex-husband.
 
 
The next two weeks moved too slowly. Tania and I kissed and snuggled, but no sex. I was getting so horny, I thought of cheating with my own fist.
“How are you doing?” she asked.
“I’m going crazy. I need you,” I answered. “How are you handling this?”
Tania had been sitting in a chair across from me. I watched in amazement as she spread her legs and pulled her skirt up. My wife wasn’t wearing panties. Tania used her hands to spread herself open, her pussy red and glistening wet.
“I’m going crazy, too,” she said. “I’m afraid if I touch myself, I won’t be able to stop, but I have news. My date with William is set for tomorrow night. Are you sure about this?”
“Yes,” I said as my cock leaked again.
The next night, I opened the door when William rang the bell. He briefly looked around the huge anteroom. I’d left the garage doors open and the lights on, and even though he’d parked right in front, nothing seemed to have made an impression. As Tania put her arms around him, he smirked at me over her shoulder. I hated the bastard.
I stood behind my home’s massive front doors and heard him help her into his old pickup truck.
“I haven’t been in a pickup in years,” my wife said. “Bench seats, I didn’t think they still made them.”
I listened until the sound of his truck couldn’t be heard anymore and walked slowly to the den and poured myself a large drink. I’d given Sasha the night off, and I was glad she wasn’t here for my humiliation. My beautiful wife was going out with a rough, jeans-wearing, black cowboy. In a pickup truck!
I took my drink with me as I toured the house, stopping off in our room to consider the bed. What would it be like to watch Tania in it with her asshole cowboy? I shook my head in disgust only to be made aware how hard I was.
The first text came in.
 
We’re in a country/western bar, and it’s retro night. I’m line dancing. Can you believe it?


 


I had to look up “line dancing” on the web. It seemed harmless enough, maybe nothing would happen tonight. I should have felt relief, and I did, but at the same time, I felt disappointment.
I sat down to read a book, but I had a hard time concentrating. Thoughts of Tania and William would push their way into my mind.
 


All sweaty. William good dancer. gtr/slow song


 


Slow song! William’s a good dancer? What did that mean? Gtr? Got to run? I was up again, walking through the house, retracing my steps. I stopped in one of the several guestrooms and wondered what it would be like to sleep in this room while William fucked my wife in our bed.
 
In the ladies. Wow, William dances close. I could feel his hardon. Really big. Later.


 


Perhaps a little less information would have been better. Now I knew my wife had felt William’s cock, and it was “really big.” Good to know, the bastard had a big cock to go with his big attitude.
I realized the guy thought he was going to steal my wife from me—the realization struck me like a physical blow. He thought he could steal my Tania. What if he could? What if his big cock and cocky brashness did it, and she left me for him?
The last text of the evening really stopped me in my tracks.
 


Just saw Rocky in the crowd. He didn’t see us, we’re coming home.


 


I had to stop at the top of the stairs and hang on to the railing after reading her last text. I felt suddenly faint. I thought this was just a game we were playing, but William was playing for keeps. He didn’t know he was just a toy for us to play with, he thought he had a real chance at my wife.
To complicate matters, Tania had spotted Rocky, the ex-con who had molested her just a few years ago after he got out of prison. What did that mean?
I stayed upstairs and collapsed in a chair in one of the bedrooms near a front window. I’d turned off all the lights in the house, and I sat in the gloom. All the outside lights were still on, but the house was dark.
I heard the pickup truck pull into the drive and looked out the window. I had, by accident, picked the perfect vantage point to look down into the cab as I watched Tania lean forward and survey the darkened house through the windshield. It must have looked like I had gone to bed.
My wife was sitting in the middle of the front seat and, after looking up at the house, William pulled her back and into his arms. I watched, my heart pounding and a weird tight feeling in my stomach as they kissed. I could see them clearly, the outside lights making a stage of the front seat of the truck.
Mostly what I could see was the back of Tania’s head and William’s hands caressing her until she took his head in both hands and straddled his lap as William pulled her skirt up.
They were doing more than kissing. William was caressing my wife’s ass, first through her dress as they kissed more passionately. Then the son-of-a-bitch pulled my wife’s dress up to her waist and caressed her bare ass cheeks. I knew Tania was wearing a thong, so it didn’t mean she’d lost her panties, but still… her bare ass?
William didn’t waste any time trying to get his fingers under her thong. At first, Tania fought him off. I could almost hear her telling him ’no,’ but he didn’t stop, and after a while, she stopped fighting him.
I was breathing heavily, and my cock was so hard, I had to pull my pants down to release it as it appeared as though William’s finger was caressing my wife’s clitoris and sliding into her pussy. Tania rested her head on his shoulder, breathing hard as he fingered her.
It looked like Tania was struggling against him before she slid off his lap. My wife froze as she watched William pull a mammoth black cock out of his jeans. He was urging her back on top of him, but my wife was holding him off, all the while staring at his erection as it bobbed with need. Before opening the door to get out, William made one final plea, and Tania once again looked up at the house.
Seemly satisfied I’d gone to bed, she leaned over and took his cock in her mouth. As William pulled my wife’s top down and fondled her breasts, Tania sucked and licked his cock until she suddenly pulled away and almost threw herself out the truck’s door, leaving William with a raging erection.
I could see them talking before Tania turned and ran into the house. It looked like she said, “Maybe next time.”
Tania was walking down the upstairs hallway. She stopped dead when I turned on the light next to my chair by the window. “You were watching me,” she said. “How much did you see?”
“I saw everything,” I said, still stroking my erection as Tania kissed me. Her mouth tasted different, saltier.
“You liked it?” she said dropping gracefully to her knees. “You liked watching me with another man and tasting his pre-cum on my lips?”
As she licked the side of my cock, I had to warn her, “I’m very close, and you said we couldn’t cum.”
“I said you couldn’t play with yourself, and we couldn’t have sex,” she said, barely touching me. “Yet here you were, playing with yourself.”
“Wait,” I said. “None of that applied to you?”
“Did you see when he pushed his finger under my thong?” she asked. “He even pushed his fat finger inside me. How did that make you feel?”
“Excited, jealous, heartbroken—but mostly, it made me hard.”
“Did you see me squirming? Did it look like I was trying to get away?” she smiled as she stopped stroking me.
“Yes.”
“I wasn’t trying to get away. I was cumming on his big fat finger in my pussy.”
I looked at her in shock just as my cock began pumping ropes of cum into the air. I moaned loudly as she smiled at me.
“You… you came?” I groaned. Cum was seemingly everywhere. It had even landed in her hair. Tania didn’t flinch, she merely collected some on her finger, examined it, and put it in her mouth.
My wife left the room for a moment and returned with a warm, wet washcloth. She lovingly cleaned my cock and helped me tuck it back in my pants.
“You’ll have to start over,” she said. “I’m going out with him again tomorrow. You can’t cum until I get home from my date.”
“But I hate the bastard.”
“I know you don’t like him. How will you feel if I let him fuck me?” She had her arm in mine as we walked together toward the bedroom. Once inside, she unbuttoned my pants and pulled them off me.
“How would you feel if he fucked me right here, in our bed while you slept in one of the other rooms?” My erection immediately sprang back to life. I didn’t want to be hard, I tried to will it away, but nothing worked.
Tania put my entire cock in her mouth, swallowing me to my balls. She stroked me with her tongue before pulling my cock out of her mouth with a pop.
“I’d want you close enough to hear him fuck me. I used to scream when I was fucked by a cock as big as his. Do you think I’d still scream like I used to?” 
She was teasing me, and I wanted to be angry with her. I wanted to tell her she wasn’t going to scream with William while I was in another bedroom because she wasn’t fucking William. But no words came, and my cock throbbed as she talked.
Instead, I begged her, “Please Tania. Let’s make love.”
My wife smiled at me in sympathy. “I know it hurts, honey. It would be humiliating to hear your wife being fucked by another man, and you unable to even play with yourself. That’s what excites you, isn’t it? You want to feel the pain of knowing your wife is being taken care of by a man you don’t like. You want to feel the burning humiliation of being forced to listen to me, don’t you?”
I hung my head. I felt ashamed of myself, of my newly discovered needs. She was right. Despite my wealth and position, I wanted it. I wanted all of it.
Tania hugged my head to her breast. “It’s okay honey. I understand what you need. Just remember one thing,” she said, pulling my head up, so we were looking at each other.
“You’re my husband. I love you, and I married you because of the man you are, not for any other reason. Do you understand that?”
I nodded yes, not trusting myself to speak.
“I’m going to do things because it’s what you want. That doesn’t mean I won’t enjoy them or I’m only doing them for you. Do you understand?”
“I love you,” I managed to say.
“I know you do.” Tania was stroking my hair as I smelled another man on her body. I thought I could even smell her arousal.
“Are you still turned on by him?”
“Yes.”
“I think I can smell him on you.”
Tania raised her skirt, pulled her thong aside, slipped a finger in her pussy, then held it out for me. “Does it smell like this?”
I sucked her finger into my mouth, savoring the aroused taste of her. “Yes, oh Tania.” I hugged her tightly. “I’m afraid of losing you. This is all so frightening.” I sounded pathetic.
“It is frightening, but you won’t lose me,” she said. My cock was still throbbing.
 



Chapter 10
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
Bear sat at his desk as the big ex-con, Rocky gave his report. Rocky was just the kind of man Bear like to have around. He was useful, not like that dickhead Sebring. He’d done time, and he knew how to get what he wanted. He could also be sadistic as hell—Bear liked that.
“She might have seen me,” he said. “She was dancing with some little black dude.” Rocky held his finger and thumb about an inch apart.
“So, not the same guy who was driving her around in the SUV?” Bear said.
“Naw, dude was driving an old pickup,” Rocky said.
Only Hawk was in the room with them as they talked. Dressed in a white shirt and dress pants, his hair cut short, his face clean shaven—he didn’t seem to fit in with the rest of the crew.
“What do you think, Hawk?” Bear asked. As his consigliore, Bear often asked Hawk’s opinion.
“Might not mean anything. So, she saw a face she recognized, doesn’t mean he was following her, they could have just happened to be in the same place at the same time,” Hawk was looking up at the ceiling in concentration. “But Tania’s smart, she’s going to be suspicious. If they find out about the collateral, they’ll start getting ready.”
“We might have to move fast. Get the cell set up and put a team together,” Bear directed. Hawk was on his feet, moving toward the door as Bear turned to Rocky. “You’re on the team, get moving.”
 
 
Both of us had a restless night, about four a.m., Tania turned her light on.
“I’m scared, too,” she said. “If we go through with this, you might think less of me. You might even want to leave me.”
We held each other as I tried to reassure her.
“You might think less of me, in fact, you probably think less of me as a man now.”
“Why would I think less of you?” She looked surprised.
“What kind of guy wants to have his wife fuck other men? I must not think much of myself.”
“Do you think less of yourself or of me?” Tania asked in a small voice.
“I think you’re the most wonderful person in the world. Watching you tonight was the most erotic scene I could imagine.”
Tania smiled at me and took hold of my still hard cock. “You did seem to enjoy it. But why does this mean you must think less of yourself?”
“Because if my wife needs another man to satisfy her, I must not be good enough.”
“That’s not true,” Tania said, her eyes blazing. She sat next to me on the bed, her arms crossed over her chest which just emphasized her breasts. She took several deep breaths as if she were trying to calm herself before saying, almost under her breath, “It’s kinda true.”
“I already knew it. You never cum with me. You were probably more satisfied tonight than you’ve ever been with me.”
Tania looked at me sadly. “I was. It was exciting. It was forbidden and wrong, and he knew just where to touch me.”
“Does it have to be him?”
“Yes,” she answered. I let my head slide down her body until I was resting on her lap. The smell of her pussy overwhelmed me.
“If I’m going to be your cuckold, we need to get some things straight. I won’t be one of those sissy guys. I won’t wear panties and shave my chest.”
“Good, I don’t want you to do any of that. I wouldn’t do this if it results in losing who you are. But remember, I get to cum, but you don’t get to orgasm unless it’s with me.”
“I always get to watch,” I said. Tania looked at me in surprise. “I never get to cum except with you, but I always get to watch you have sex.”
We thought about things for a while. Sasha wasn’t making us breakfast, so we dressed and drove to an all-night diner.
“What if, for some reason, you can’t watch?” Tania asked as we sat in a booth.
“What reason could there be?” I was confused by her question.
“Let’s say the guy doesn’t want you watching, and there’s nowhere to hide. Or let’s say, I get carried away, and you’re not there like at the country/western bar.” Tania was holding her chin in her hand, her eyes focused out the window, her mind deep in thought.
“You get carried away?”
Tania’s eyes turned to look at me. “If I have your permission, I might get carried away.”
“In that case, if you get all carried away, or if the guy is a butthole and won’t let me watch, you either tell me everything that happens, or I get to listen.” I thought I was being very reasonable.
“Deal,” Tania said as she offered her hand to shake.
The waitress was a young, college-age girl who’d been filling sugar containers when we’d walked in. She had a clean Midwesterner look to her as she smiled at us. She smiled at us at five in the morning!
“What’s your name?” I asked.
“Sarah.”
“You’re not from around here, you must be in college,” I said.
“I am,” she beamed. “I grew up in Minnesota, on a farm. I’m a senior this year.”
Which meant she was probably over twenty-one.
“This is my wife, Tania. Maybe you’ve seen her on TV?”
“You’re on TV? Really? You’re so beautiful, of course, you are. Gosh,” she gushed over my wife. We were the only customers, so Sarah had time to gush.
“I’m one of the hosts on the shopping program,” my wife explained.
Sarah’s eyes opened wide, “You are? Get out of here, I watch that all the time when I’m studying. I know you!” Sarah seemed to be dancing with excitement as she pointed her pencil at Tania. “You’re even prettier in person, oh-my-gosh, I can’t believe I met you. Wait, I’m going to get something for you to autograph,” Sarah had turned to go before stopping in her tracks and returning to the table. “That was very rude of me, I’m imposing. What can I get you for breakfast?”
Tania looked at me before taking Sarah’s hand in her own. “You’re not imposing. I’d be happy to sign an autograph for you. How would you like a personal tour of the studio?”
Now I was surprised. My wife never invited anyone for a tour of the set. I’d only seen it because I owned a part of it.
“Oh… Oh my… that would be so amazing.” I thought Sarah was going to wet herself. “I’d love that. Oh, jeez.”
Tania just laughed, “Okay. Here’s my card, it has my personal cell phone number on it. You call or text me today, tell me when you can come, and we’ll set it up.”
Sarah held the card carefully as though it was a holy relic. “Will you be there?” she asked shyly.
“If you can come on a Wednesday, I’ll be there.”
“I’m free on Wednesday,” Sarah said immediately. My suspicion was Sarah had no idea what her schedule was on Wednesday, but whatever she might have would be shoved aside.
“Wednesday it is,” Tania answered. “I’ll pick you up here at eleven. Would that be all right with you?”
“Oh my… oh my, yes.” Sarah scribbled something on an order ticket and shoved it in her pocket.
“In the meantime,” I said, forcing Sarah to tear her eyes from my wife and onto me. “We need some coffee, and we can probably order.”
The service was wonderful. We only had to think of something to eat, and Sarah brought it. I noticed her “fuck me” eyes were always on my wife.
“The waitress has a crush on you,” I said.
“I know,” Tania answered. “She’s cute, in a clean midwestern way. Do you think she shaves her pussy?”
My wife was being dirty, I loved it. “You could find out if you wanted,” I answered.
“You mean, ask her?” Tania said.
“Have her show it to you,” I mumbled around a piece of French-toast.
Tania looked at me like I was crazy. “I couldn’t ask her to do that, and besides, she’d just refuse.”
“Bet?” I said.
“You’ll have to give me odds. If I do something like that, I want a big payoff for even making myself uncomfortable asking,” Tania told me.
“If she doesn’t do it, you get that twenty-thousand-dollar designer gown you’ve got your eyes on.”
Tania’s face lit up. “And if I win?”
“I’ll buy you a new car. If you touch her pussy, you know looking for stubble or anything, I’ll let you take the plane to Milan to buy that gown.”
“And the car,” Tania drove a hard bargain.
“And the car.”
A few minutes later, the diner still empty, my wife asked Sarah to show her the restroom. My wife moved out of the booth like a leopard, showing no effort at all and asked our waitress to lead the way. I watched as they disappeared around a corner.
I looked at my watch when they disappeared, and I looked back at my watch when Sarah returned, red-faced and breathless, ten minutes later. I wondered…?
A few moments later a smiling Tania slid back into the booth next to me. “When do I get to go to Milan?”
“Talk to me, spill it. You can go to Italy whenever you want to go.”
Tania, while appearing to reach across me for the salt, ran her fingers slowly under my nose. Her hand held the pungent odor of pussy.
“She’s a natural redhead,” my wife began. “She leaves a small patch of dark red, almost brown fuzz on top of her slit.”
“You earned your trip, congratulations. Give me a taste first.”
Tania picked up a small piece of bacon and as if feeding me, let the bacon fall as she slipped her finger into my mouth. Sarah was ripe, I would have described her pussy as “excited.”
“I earned more than a trip,” Tania said. Her head was down, but her eyes were up, looking at me. “She gives good head, not great, but I’ll work on her.”
Tania thought the comical look on my face was hilarious. Just then Sarah came over with the coffee pot, ignoring me she refilled my wife’s mug, using her free hand to caress Tania’s arm.
They smiled at each other as my wife said, “I’m really looking forward to showing you the house Wednesday.”
When Sarah left our table smiling even wider, Tania turned to me. “We need to find a place for you to hide. I invited Sarah over to the house.”
“Honey,” I said. “I have a secret.”
“Oh, and what would that be?”
“I’m about to cum in my pants.”
My wife just smiled at me. “You better not. Remember the conditions.”
 



Chapter 11
 
 
We lazed around all day. Tania and I took a long nap before being ready when William rang the doorbell.
The cocky bastard strolled past me as though he owned the place. Without a word, he walked past the grand staircase and into the great room. The great room was just as the name implies—a large room with several “conversation areas,” consisting of couches, tables, and overstuffed chairs. There were three fireplaces and a wall with six large windows looking down on the pool. The great room was meant to impress arriving guests.
The walls were covered with oil paintings and bookshelves. The entire room appeared to be something out of a different century. Even the fireplaces were huge.
William didn’t seem the least bit impressed as he sprawled in one of the large chairs and hung his leg, cowboy boot and all, over the polished mahogany armrest.
“May I get you anything?” I asked. “The butler has the night off.” My sarcasm was lost on him.
“Yeah,” he said, looking bored. “How about a beer?”
“At your service.” Again, sarcasm had no effect.
Instead of getting him a beer, I sat on the couch opposite him and sipped scotch. “Tell me about yourself,” I said.
“What do you want to know? You want to know how I’m going to fuck your wife?” He was looking straight at me as if daring me to do something about his comment.
“No. I think I know what your answer would be,” I smiled. “Tell me about yourself. Where are you from, for instance?”
“I’m from the east coast. I came out here on a job, liked the place, and decided to come back to stay,” he said.
“What kind of job?” I was just making conversation.
“Look, do you really want to know or are you just making small talk?” he challenged me.
For some reason, I really wanted to know. “I really want to know,” I said.
“I worked for a man who occasionally needed someone with my skill set to take care of a problem for him.” His eyes had narrowed, and he suddenly looked dangerous.
“Could you tell me about your skill set?” I asked, more than a little intimidated.
“I was in a special branch of the military,” William answered. “I developed some unusual skills. Let’s leave it at that.”
“I have a man who works for me, James, he was military, too. I only mention him because he’s from the east coast, and he came out here on a job and decided to stay. Strange coincidence isn’t it?” I didn’t expect any answer, but William suddenly sat up straight in his chair.
“Is James here now?”
“No.”
“Have him call me.” William was used to giving orders.
“I will,” I said just as Tania glided down the long staircase. I could see my wife from where I was sitting, but William had his back turned.
Tania was wearing an off-the-shoulder, peasant dress. The top of her breasts and her deep cleavage were visible. My wife looked at William’s back before pulling her dress up and flashing me.
Tania assumed a modest, legs together pose before pulling up her dress. My gorgeous, petite blonde wife wasn’t wearing panties! Her shaved mound and slit were exposed for just the time it took for her to pull her dress up and let it fall back into place.
William noticed my attention was no longer on him, and as she entered the room, he looked at my wife as if she belonged to him alone. As she walked, her eyes never left his. Tania seemed to be glowing from the inside as William checked out every inch of her, not once seeming to be impressed.
“Well, how do I look?” she asked him.
Without looking at me, he answered, “You’ll look better when we get that dress off you.”
My wife laughed just a little too loud, “You think you’re going to get me naked, do ya?”
“No,” he said. “I think you’re going to get naked before the night is over.”
His overwhelming sense of entitlement was amazing to me. He was talking to my wife, right in front of me, telling her she’d be stripping for him before the night was over. I almost choked on my drink, the gall of the man. As I started to speak, Tania cut me off.
“We’ll see, maybe if you’re really as good as you think you are.”
I felt warmth against my balls. My cock had leaked so much, my balls were wet with pre-cum.
“Bye, honey. We’ll see you later,” Tania said before kissing me on the cheek and whispering, “You’d better make up a guest room just in case. Remember, no playing with yourself.”
Words failed me. I tried to at least say ’goodbye,’ but my mouth was too dry. I watched in dumb silence as my wife left the house on the arm of another man. Not just any man, a man I didn’t like and with whom she intended to sleep.
We’d been playing around with the idea of Tania allowing herself to be enjoyed by another man, but now that it was actually about to happen, I was struggling with the reality. The last time Tania and William had gone out together, I had been confident my wife wouldn’t fuck him that night. Now, I knew she intended to do just that.
I did all the things husbands do, I suppose. I wandered the house and made up the room next to ours. I even unlocked the connecting door so I could peek in if I wanted to. The view would be good, I’d be able to see our bed from the bottom, looking toward the headboard.
I made myself something to eat, then couldn’t get it down. I had a drink or three, maybe four, but my mouth was still too dry to eat. Television and books held no interest—all I could think about was my wife in William’s arms.
The man was insufferable. What if I changed my mind? What if I sent a text to Tania and told her I didn’t want her to do it?
I even prepared the text, but I couldn’t press ’send.’ I put my phone down and looked at the text I’d written for a long time. I reread it and corrected the wording. I had it just right. I was calling off the whole deal. I wanted her to come home, alone, to me.
Then I deleted the text and poured myself another drink before laying down on the bed in the guest room I’d prepared.
When I woke, the room was dark, and I could hear faint noises from next door. I couldn’t make out any words, just a giggly female and a low-pitched male. As I crept toward the connecting door the voices stopped, and I froze, afraid I’d been discovered. A beat or two later I took a chance and put my ear to the door.
“William!” It was Tania. She wasn’t giggling now, she sounded breathless. I silently cracked the door open enough to see William with his hand moving under my wife’s dress.
“You’ve been teasing me all night,” he growled. The bastard was growling at my wife as he held his fingers up to Tania’s mouth. “Lick my fingers, taste just how slutty you are.”
Tania’s eyes never left his as she sucked his dripping wet fingers into her mouth. I watched in awe as her tongue swabbed the palm of his hand, licking up every drop of her lubrication.
“You taste good, don’t you Tania?” he asked.
“Yes.” 
William pushed his hand between my wife’s legs again and held it back out to her. She pushed her tongue between his fingers.
“You like sucking dick as much as you like the taste of cunt?” he asked.
I expected Tania to react to his use of the “c” word, but she only licked faster. “Yes,” she moaned.
“Take my dick out. Let’s see how you do,” he ordered.
My wife wasted no time getting on her knees and opening his pants. As William’s fat cock flopped out, my breath caught. His cock was very black and very large.
Tania was going to take another man’s penis in her mouth, just as we’d imagined so many times. I found I wasn’t ready. I wanted her to stop, to tell him she couldn’t do it. I wanted to remind her how much she loved her husband.
As her tongue touched the large head, my cock throbbed, and I became aware of just how hard I was. My wife licked him like a large black ice-cream cone, the entire time her eyes fixed on his face.
She didn’t just lick his cock and try to get it in her mouth, she frantically licked the sides and even sucked his oversized balls. Her face was slippery with a combination of her spit and William’s pre-cum.
She smiled up at him as she licked the sensitive underside of his cockhead before William lifted her to her feet. As he threw her on the bed, he held onto her dress, so my wife landed on her back, naked, with her peasant dress hanging from her ankles.
The guy was not only wiry, he was strong. Muscles rippled on his chest and arms. He’d tossed my wife with almost no effort.
He ripped her dress free of her shoes and spread her legs. After admiring my wife’s puffy, excited pussy, he kissed and licked his way up her inner thigh. Tania was moaning when her clit was sucked into his mouth.
I’ve never seen my wife react to being eaten as forcefully as she did that night. I’d tasted her numerous times since we’d been married, and while she always said she enjoyed it, as I thought back, most of the moisture had been from me.
She wasn’t lying still tonight to let him work on her. She was arching her body and pushing her pussy into his mouth. They were laying sideways on the bed, so I could watch Tania’s body arch and see her knees bend and spread apart to give him even better access. I had a perfect view.
Her mouth was hanging open, and I could hear a series of grunts followed by a long scream of pleasure as she came. My wife seemed beyond rational thought as William settled between her legs and pushed his large black cock inside her. My view was more limited now as I watched them from the side.
Tania used her hands on his hips to help guide him inside her and to urge him to fuck her harder and faster. Every thrust went through me like a spear.
My wife was being fucked by another man, right in front of me and my cock was throbbing. As I pulled down my pants to free myself, a long string of pre-cum dripped to the floor. I thought I was done, there was so much, I thought I’d cum, but I was still hard. My cock was demanding attention, the sight through the partially open door the most erotic scene of my life to that point.
William repositioned my wife on her hands and knees, facing the gap in the door, and she noticed me watching. William was too engrossed in pushing his erection inside my wife to see me, but Tania gave me a small smile before being fully penetrated. Her eyes rolled up in her head, and she lost sight of me as I moved further back into the darkness of the room.
I leaned against the wall next to the door and listened as my wife groaned. “Fuck me, William… please… it’s so good… oh, shit.”
I was on the verge of orgasm as I slid to the floor, my back against the wall next to the gap in the doorway. My erection was dripping on my stomach as my beautiful, up to now faithful, wife begged a small, wiry black man with a large cock to fuck her.
“He can… he can hear… us,” Tania gasped.
“Tell him what… a slut you are,” William ordered.
“I can’t… please don’t make me,” Tania was begging. “I’m so close.”
“Tell him,” William must have stopped moving.
“Please don’t stop. Okay. Tim, I’m a slut. I’m sorry, honey. I need his cock. Please ask William to fuck your wife.” She sounded desperate.
“Fuck her, William,” I shouted. “Fuck my wife hard.” My voice shook as I stroked my leaking cock.
I staggered to my feet and made it to the door just as Tania reached back to feel this huge cock stretching her open. First putting her fingers to her mouth to get him wetter, all the while she looked at me as if daring me to do something to try to stop her. She could see my erection, and I followed her eyes down to where I was dripping on the carpet. I couldn’t help myself. My heart was breaking, but I was so turned on, all I wanted to do was to stick my cock in her cheating mouth and tell her how much I loved her at the same time.
I could tell her orgasm was getting close. Her eyes were narrow slits, and she was panting, her wet fingers now busy on her clitoris.
“Cum inside me, William,” she moaned. “Give it to me, I want it all.”
William groaned, and holding still, must have started pumping deep inside my wife. “Oh yes, William. I’m.... with,” she couldn’t finish her thought as a long cry escaped her lips. Moments later, William was lying on top of her, his cock still buried deep inside. The door frame in front of me was splattered with my cum. My cock was still throbbing as I dribbled onto my feet.
I eased the door closed and used the faint light from the window to find my way to the bed, a bed that wasn’t my own. My wife and her lover were next door.
I sat heavily and held my head in my hands. Tania had cuckolded me with William.
I woke when I felt the bed dip as my wife crawled in with me. She molded herself to my back and held me. She smelled as though she’d had a shower.
“I’m sorry baby,” she whispered.
“Did you have to enjoy it so much?” I asked stupidly.
“Yes. Please reclaim me, Tim,” she said.
I rolled over and held her in my arms, first kissing her and stroking her back. She tasted as she always had, she felt like Tania, but something was different. She was a hotwife now, she’d fucked another man while I’d watched. I’d seen her cum with his cock inside her. My erection reacted as I remembered what I’d seen. I was poking her as our kissing became more frantic.
“You want me, don’t you?” She said. “You want to fuck your cheating wife. You want sloppy seconds. You want to stick your hardon inside your...” 
She squealed as I rolled her onto her back and fumbled to get her legs apart. I didn’t even check to make sure she was ready for me, I just pushed my cock against her pussy and somehow found the right place. I was surrounded by her warm, wet, softness as I pounded into her as hard and as fast as I could.
When I was done, when my cock was drained, I wanted to talk, but Tania was already moving toward the small guest bathroom for another shower. 
“I’m spending the night with William.”
A short time later, I sighed as I watched her naked form move from the bathroom to the door into our bedroom. I thought I saw her smile at me before she disappeared.
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Chapter 1
 
 
The morning after I watched William fuck my wife, I woke up aching again; my cum had dried on me. I’d been at least semi-erect since my wife left me to spend the night with her lover.
“Tania, I’m dying here,” I told her as she got into bed with me the next morning, completely naked.
“Does your poor cocky hurt?” she asked in a fake little girl voice.
I pulled the covers back so she could see how red and erect I was. Even as she watched, a drop of cream oozed out.
Tania bent over just enough to lick it off the tip of my cock. “Yummy… but I’ll bet Sarah’s puss tastes even better.”
“You’re killing me. You know that, don’t you? You’re killing me here.” I wanted to jack-off. No, I wanted to fuck her again. No, I wanted her to put me in her mouth, it wouldn’t take long for me to cum.
Tania rolled on her side facing away from me. Her light was off, but my lamp was still on, and I admired her perfect heart-shaped ass and her swollen slit. 
“I want you so much.”
“Good. Maybe you can have me again after I’m finished with Sarah.” Tania suddenly turned toward me.
“Tim, we need to talk about last night,” she said. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, and I know, no matter what you say, watching me with William hurt you.”
It was hard having this conversation with her right then. My wife sat up cross-legged on the bed, completely naked, her large breasts standing out from her chest as she touched my face. She looked honestly concerned about my feelings.
“Are you worried about us?”
“Of course.” She was stroking my face, causing her breasts to jiggle. What was wrong with me? My wife had just been used by a black man, in our marriage bed, while I watched, and she was showing concern for my feelings, yet all I could do was watch the movement of her tits. I was either completely normal or completely fucked up.
Tania looked at my raging erection. I couldn’t help it, every time my heart beat, my cock jumped.
“Are you doing that on purpose?” she asked, watching me throb.
“No, I can’t help it, Tania. I’ve never been so turned on. I feel like I’m right on the edge of orgasm, right on the fucking edge. And, ’yes,’ I was hurt watching you last night.”
My wife looked at me with concern. “Tell me about your hurt.”
I took a moment to pull my attention away from my wife’s breasts and collect my thoughts. “I not only felt jealousy and possessiveness—he was fucking my wife after all—but when you seemed to enjoy it so much, I felt a sense of emptiness. It felt like you were about to… leave me for him.”
“Oh, Tim.” My wife looked concerned as she moved to hug me, pushing her soft breasts against me, causing my cock to jump uncontrollably.
“I also felt ashamed of myself.” I was talking softly now because Tania was hugging me so tightly. 
My wife pulled away, her brow wrinkled with worry. She was still holding me as she looked from one eye to the other. “What would you have felt ashamed about?”
I appreciated the way she’d ask the question. She hadn’t said I shouldn’t feel ashamed. There was no should or shouldn’t, it was just how I’d felt.
“I felt ashamed because I can’t satisfy my own wife the way some prick like William did.”
Tania started to laugh and, after a moment, I joined her. 
“Some prick… that’s good, Tim.”
The mood had lightened considerably as I carefully pushed my hand between her folded legs and onto her wet, open pussy. “Tania, your pussy is having spasms.”
My wife started to move involuntarily against my hand. “He really fucked me, honey. I’m still… I don’t know how to describe it… ready for more of him.”
“How about some of me?” I said as I stroked her aroused clitoris, and my cock jumped.
“First,” Tania smiled at me as she ran a finger over my glans, “tell me more about how you were feeling.”
I had to collect myself again. Our fit of giggles and her finger caressing my erection had destroyed my train of thought.
“Here’s the odd thing about all those feelings, the emotions caused by watching the woman I love having sex with another man—a better man in bed. Despite what watching did to my heart, every emotion I felt made my cock harder. By the time you left to go back to him, when you deserted me to return to your lover, I was so in love with you, I thought my heart would break.”
“And now?”
I gathered her in my arms. “I’m so in love with my wife, I don’t have the words to tell her how much.”
Tania sighed and leaned into me.
We spent the day relaxing and becoming comfortable with each other again. William had already left, and Tania seemed as though she was back to normal.
The mood changed when my wife turned to me as we lay by the pool. “I’m meeting Sarah tomorrow. Remember our bet.”
“I remember,” I answered, suddenly aroused. “Should I make up a nest, so I can watch you with her?”
“Yes,” she said. “I don’t think Sarah would be into having my husband watch.” Tania looked at me with a mischievous smile. “At least, not yet.”
I hadn’t told my wife everything I was feeling. It’s true, I was ashamed of my inability to satisfy Tania the way William had. The way she had enjoyed making love with him had bothered me. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t grow a bigger dick, and that was what my wife clearly wanted. I didn’t know if my inadequacy would cause her to leave me. I was afraid, but I made an effort to hide it from her, I “manned up.” Maybe I could be better in other ways?
What I hadn’t told her about was my internet search for the term “submissive.” I found a number of definitions of both the word and the dominant/submissive relationships. We didn’t seem to fit any of them, maybe nobody fit any definition exactly.
After all my reading, I concluded I was, in my own way, sexually submissive to Tania. I felt empowered—in a strange, inexplicable way—when my wife took control of our sex lives. Giving in to her control, even as she fucked other men and controlled my orgasms, freed me to wallow in my jealousy and hurt. It even freed me to enjoy my excitement, and of course, the erections.
I trusted Tania. I knew she’d fuck other guys, maybe several of them, but I also knew she loved me and wouldn’t leave me. I felt comforted by my knowledge.
I realized it was one of the things I had been searching for when I first met my wife. Without even realizing my unmet need, it was one of the things that drew me to her. I didn’t know how I could live without her if I lost her.
The sexual power relationship didn’t carry over into other parts of our lives. We had our own careers, of course, and because of my money, our lives were different and hard to define.
Tania was all bright eyes and cheerful when she came down to breakfast the following morning. I’d already spent time making a nice nest for myself in the huge closet just off the bedroom.
Tania thanked Sasha for everything before turning to me. “By the way, I also have a date with William on Friday night.”
My heart stopped for a moment. “You’re really going out again with that prick?”
“Yep. The only question is, do you want to watch and maybe get to cum afterward or do you want to just… I don’t know… not be here?”
“I always get to watch,” I reminded her.
“Then you probably need to keep the nest you built in the closet this morning.” I thought she’d been sleeping while I’d moved sheets and a blanket onto the floor.
 



Chapter 2
 


 
Later, Tania had a driver take her to pick up Sarah for her tour of the studio, followed by a visit to our house. They’d have been together all day by the time I finally saw them.
Tania sent me a text as they started the drive back.
 
We’re on our way


 
I didn’t go to my nest in the closet. I didn’t need to hide just yet. The closet was the perfect location for several reasons. The first was it was huge, bigger than the average bedroom with big double doors and louvered slats I could adjust to give me a better view. In addition, there was a door leading to the guest bedroom. From there, I could go anywhere in the house.
I went into the basement where I had long before installed a video surveillance system. I was able to watch the car drive up to the door and Tania and Sarah get out, laughing and holding onto each other.
I switched to a view of the front entryway just as they walked in the door. Tania made a show of looking for me before offering Sarah a tour of the house. Sarah was looking around the sitting room in shock.
“This house is just for the two of you?”
“Yes, well there’s the help, of course,” Tania said as she held Sarah’s hand. “I think they’re off today.”
“You have live-in help? How much money do you have?” Sarah was in awe. “I’m sorry, that was rude of me.”
“Everything’s okay, Sarah. Would you like something to eat or drink?”
“Okay.”
“Let me give you the tour, and we’ll stop in the kitchen,” my wife offered, still holding the girl’s hand.
I watched as Sarah fell under Tania’s spell. By the time they walked into our bedroom, the girl was looking at her with adoration. She couldn’t believe how lucky she was to be with Tania.
“Sarah, have you ever been with another woman?” Tania asked as the two stood face to face in our bedroom. My wife tucked a loose strand of hair behind the girl’s ear to caress Sarah’s neck. 
“I’m straight, Tania.”
“So’s spaghetti, until it’s wet.” My wife had a better sense of humor than I gave her credit for.
Tania’s hand was still behind Sarah’s ear, her fingers moving slowly. Sarah closed her eyes. 
“No. Why would you want me? You’re so… gorgeous.”
My wife softly touched her lips to Sarah’s before she said, “I’m going to make love to you, aren’t I?”
“Yes… I mean… er… okay,” Sarah stuttered. Tania was already pulling the girl’s light sweater up by the hem. As the sweater was pulled over her head, her blonde hair was messed, and her small, firm breasts were revealed.
Sarah might have been a B cup, her breasts tiny cones topped by pale, hard nipples. “Oh, crap,” she said as Tania took one of her small breasts in her mouth and sucked the nipple while stroking the other one.
Sarah stood with her hands loosely at her sides as my wife unfastened the girl’s jeans and pushed them down, along with her panties. Tania helped her step out of her clothing before moving in to hold the girl once more. This time, Sarah’s nude body was pressed against my wife’s fully clothed form.
I could hear Sarah’s loud breathing. 
“I can’t believe this is happening. What do you want me to do?” she asked.
“Nothing,” Tania answered, moving her toward the bed. “I’ll take care of everything; you just lie back and enjoy.”
Sarah shaved her pussy but had left a small patch of darker soft red fur just above her slit. Tania spent a long time kissing the younger girl and caressing her body before moving between her legs.
“Oh… nobody has ever… that’s so good… right there.” Sarah loved the attention my wife was giving her.
My cock was a red, throbbing, drooling mess. I had snuck into the closet and taken off my clothing to better enjoy the show. The only downside was my promise not to play with myself.
As Tania spread Sarah’s legs wider and began driving the young woman toward orgasm, I saw my wife squirming on the bed, trying to gain friction on her clitoris.
Sarah bent herself in half as she came, pulling my wife’s head hard into her pussy. She wasn’t saying anything intelligible, just sounds mixed with an occasional ’motherfucker’ and ’oh fuck.’ The girl lost it.
After she collapsed on the bed, her legs spread and her red, wet pussy fully exposed, Tania stripped off her clothing and moved to hug the girl to her much larger breasts. 
As Sarah tried to return the favor by kissing her way down my wife’s body, Tania stopped her. “You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to,” she said.
“I want to.” Sarah looked so sincere. “I want to please you.”
Tania held her at arm’s length and studied her face. “Would you do anything to please me?”
“Yes, absolutely anything. I’ve never eaten a woman before, but I’ll do my best for you.” The poor girl adored my wife.
“Have you ever heard of a strap-on,” my wife asked.
Sarah stiffened in Tania’s arms. “Yes,” she said in a small voice.
“Forget it, you don’t have to do anything. I’m happy to have pleased you.” Tania was baiting the hook, and my cock was throbbing wildly, anticipating what was coming next.
“No, I’ll do it. Whatever you want.” Sarah was pleading. “You can use a strap-on on me, or I’ll use one on you. Anything you want. Please, let me.”
Tania moved to her dresser and returned with a box I’d missed in my search. In my defense, it was a huge dresser. Taking out a pair of what looked like men’s shorts with a hole in the front and a large black dildo, she said, “Would you fuck me with this?”
Sarah was already pulling the shorts on as my wife got on her knees facing the closet door. 
“Just put the dildo through the hole and make it snug against your pussy. There’s some lubrication there, but I don’t think you’ll need much. Just shove it in me, don’t be gentle.”
Sarah—with her young, slender body and small breasts—almost looked like a boy as she knelt behind my wife. Using her fingers, she spread my wife’s pussy open and began shoving the dildo inside.
“Don’t go so slow, give it to me. Fuck me,” Tania cried.
Sarah looked at the back of my wife’s head and lunged forward, burying the black dildo in my wife’s wet pussy. Tania’s head snapped up, and she stared at my hiding place, her eyes wide.
“Now fuck me, fuck me hard,” she wailed.
Sarah started fucking, her hips moving fast. As her knees began to slip on our bedspread, she grabbed a handful of my wife’s short hair.
“Oh yes, pull my hair, fuck me, you bitch,” she cried, her face bright red.
Sarah looked at my wife in shock before pounding into her even harder. I could see the strain on her face and sweat forming on her upper lip as she humped as hard as she could.
It all came to a sudden end when Tania, just beginning to orgasm, fell forward causing Sarah to lose her grip on my wife’s hair, and the dildo popped free. Tania lay on the bed moaning, her hips moving as though the large dildo was still buried inside her.
Sarah knelt beside my wife stroking her back, a look of concern on her face. “Are you okay? Did I hurt you?”
“No… oh, Sarah… no, you didn’t hurt me.” My wife was gasping for breath. 
“Did you cum, Tania?” Sarah asked as she raked her fingers through my wife’s hair as if to undo any damage she might have caused.
“No… still so close.” Tania’s hips were rising and falling.
“Do you want me to…” Poor Sarah was now stroking my wife’s smooth ass.
Tania rolled enough to smile up at the girl. “Do you want to put your mouth there, now?”
In answer, Sarah knelt behind my wife and spread her butt cheeks before pushing her face into Tania’s pussy. Just the contact of her lips on my wife’s overstimulated clitoris was enough.
Tania pushed herself to her knees, her head still on the bed, and screamed as she came.
 
 
Tania fearfully opened the closet door. I was curled up in my nest, watching her as she slowly walked toward me.
“Just tell me if it was too much, Tim. Tell me if I went too far. I love you, and I want to make things right between us.” She knelt beside me.
I slowly uncurled myself, allowing her to see my shriveled cock and the cum coating my lower body and the nest of sheets I was laying in.
“I didn’t touch myself, not once,” I told her.
“How many times did you…?” Tania asked.
“At least twice although I think I may have cum a little more when she put her mouth on you from the back,” I admitted. “I’m sorry.”
Tania laid down in my nest with me, pushing her sweaty, naked body against my cum-crusted one. 
“I love you, Tim. I didn’t think you could take it, I expected to find you either livid or not even here. I’m so, so glad I was wrong.”
“I’ve never seen anything like it, Tania. You were so sexy when Sarah used the strap-on, you came so hard when she used her mouth. You came harder than you ever have with me.”
“I’m sorry,” she said, holding me close. “I’ve hurt you again. I don’t want to do that anymore.”
I held Tania away from me, just far enough I could see into her eyes. She looked as though she hurt deep inside. I’d never seen her look so sad.
“I don’t want to stop.” I don’t know where the words came from. I hadn’t intended to say them, but once they were out of my mouth, hanging in the air between us, I knew it was how I really felt.
Tania allowed a tired smile to brighten her face. “We’ll talk about this some more, it might be different when I’m with another man again, and I don’t want us to regret it.”
 



Chapter 3
 


 


Nicolas Marks called and requested an urgent meeting. Nicolas never requested an “urgent” meeting. He would normally have said he needed to see me as soon as possible. This time, he didn’t even want to meet in my office or at the house, he wanted to meet at a little diner about ten miles on the other side of nowhere. It took me almost two hours of driving just to find the place.
“Nicolas, what’s going on?” I said, sitting on the other side of the booth. I looked around the faux railroad car and back at him in wonder.
“This is important information for you, and it would be… bad if anyone else knew about it,” he said, acting mysteriously.
We were briefly interrupted by the waitress. Nicolas ordered coffee and eggs, and I asked her to make my order the same—I was busy opening a manila envelope Nicolas had handed me.
“We didn’t stop investigating Tania. Perhaps we should have, but one of my agents told me things were getting interesting, so I allowed him to continue for a short while,” Nicolas explained. “The envelope you’re opening only contains information about her ex-husband, Stephen Sebring.”
“Okay,” I said, sliding the envelope open. “You must think this is important information for me to have.”
“Have you ever heard of the Bastardos Manojo crime crew?” Nicolas asked. “Sometimes they’re just referred to as the BaMa.”
“Vaguely.”
“They’re heavily into loan sharking, gambling, prostitution, pornography, including BDSM with females who have not agreed, and even Snuff films if rumor is to be believed. They’re not the biggest, but outside of the Russians and the cartels, they might be the meanest,” Nicholas explained. “The reason this is important to you is your wife’s ex-husband is not only in serious debt to them but is trying to pay it off.”
He had my attention. “By ’snuff,’ you mean?”
“Dead.”
I sat up straight in my chair as I pulled the papers from the envelope. Most were pictures of people I didn’t recognize; the remaining were copies of emails between Sebring and people I hadn’t heard of.
Nicholas took me through everything, page by page, picture by picture. Stephen Sebring was in each picture, talking to one of the BaMa crew. The emails were all in code, and even though Nicholas’s people hadn’t broken it, he was able to give me a pretty good idea of the contents based on the work they’d already done.
The crew owned Sebring. Not only did they own him, but he had put up his wife at the time, Tania, as collateral against his gambling debts—they didn’t care if he was divorced—and now, “Bear” wanted his collateral.
Bear was the leader of the BaMa, Nicolas explained. He was known for his cruelty, deviousness, and his appearance. Apparently “Bear” looked like a bear, both in his build and his copious amounts of hair.
“Here’s the really interesting part,” Nicolas said.
“It’s been interesting up to now,” I added.
“The wife has to agree to be collateral, usually verbally. They get the wife on the phone before they loan the money, but they always record it. There’s more,” Nicolas said, “about your wife.”
“Oh?” I didn’t feel like making conversation.
“It turns out she was involved in her ex-husband’s sexual activities,” he began. “Are you sure you want to know about them?”
I was already feeling overwhelmed and emotionally adrift. The only thing to do was to get everything on the table, let me see all the cards, then decide what kind of hand I had. Just like playing poker in a way. 
“Give it to me.”
“She was involved in parties where wives were traded. Not just once, but on a regular basis. They belonged to what was called a swinging club—a large group of couples who would get together and trade wives for the purposes of having sex with a new partner. Tania was, from all reports, very popular.”
I was holding my head in my hands. “How many parties were there?”
“Once or twice a month for the three years they were married,” he answered. “More than thirty parties. Probably quite a bit more.”
“Shit!” I wasn’t upset about the parties—I was growing a boner beneath the table. I was upset because I hadn’t known. “Give me all of it.”
“She was also known to bring a man home for the purposes of having sex with him while her ex-husband watched.” Nicholas was reading from a file.
“How many?” I asked, still holding my head in my hands, speaking into my coffee cup.
“We don’t know the number of times it happened with any degree of confidence.”
“What do you know without any degree of confidence?”
“We have unverified reports from six men. However, all six were at the same conference in the city the same week, and none of them knew about the others.” 
My wife had picked up and fucked six different men in one week. My cock was rock hard while I felt my stomach churning.
“Is that the worst of it?” I asked, finally looking up at my highly paid investigator.
“No, sir.”
“Give it.” I made a ’give it here’ motion with my fingers.
Nicolas again read from the file, “She was also involved in at least one group sex party.”
“Is that a polite way of saying she was in a gangbang?”
“I believe that is the colloquial phrase.”
“And she was the only woman?” I asked for clarity.
“Yes.”
“How many men?” This was self-abuse now. I was feeling tormented, but my erection was starting to throb, and I had to know more.
Nicolas looked as though the answer caused him pain as he softly answered, “We believe at least twenty men were involved.”
“Could there be anything else? She’s collateral to a mob for her ex-husband’s debts, she was involved in regular wife trading parties, she brought men home to have sex with them in front of her husband, and she was the guest of honor at a gangbang. Do I have it all?”
Nicolas was staring at his plate, still full of food, he hadn’t touched a thing. “You forgot that she’s still in touch with her ex-husband, and of course, you know about the other two guys, James and William.”
“I hadn’t forgotten. How serious do you think this is?”
Nicolas looked up at me, his face troubled. “I think it’s serious, but I only provide information. What you do or don’t do with it is your business.”
I only knew one thing to do with it. 
That night, I sat with Tania in the screening room. A movie played, without sound, of a woman being gangbanged by four large, black men while her husband watched. It was an amateur production, the husband was filming, but it was well done.
At one point, the movie showed the husband so excited, he ejaculated into a toilet while his wife howled and continued being fucked without mercy by her black lovers.
“Why is the sound off?” Tania wanted to know.
“Because we’re going to talk,” I said as she looked at me.
“We’re not going to get all horny watching the movie and fuck?” she asked. “Because it’s making me wet.”
“We might fuck, but first, I’m going to tell you what I’ve learned, then you’re going to talk to me. Keep watching the movie, I think it sets the proper mood. It would set a better mood if you were naked.”
My wife looked confused as she slipped out of her clothes. “You get naked too.” She smiled as I revealed how hard I was while I stripped.
“I had a meeting with our detective earlier today.” 
“We have a detective?” Tania asked while stroking her pussy. “Of course, we have a detective, we’re rich.”
“He was very reluctant to give me a report,” I continued.
“What was in the report?” Tania was more focused on her pussy than on what I was saying.
“It was about you.” That caused her to look at me. “It gave me a hardon.”
“What did he know about me that would make you hard?” I could hear her pussy making wet noises as she pushed first one finger, then two inside.
“He told me you’d been a swinger, how you and Steve had gone to parties almost every weekend and you’d slept with different people. Is it true? Did you like doing that?” I asked, dreading her answer.
Tania’s fingers were moving faster in her pussy, her head hanging down as she watched herself. In a weak voice, she answered, “Yes.”
“You were fucked by different men every weekend. You didn’t know who was going to be fucking you when you got dressed for the evening, and you liked it.” My hand was moving faster on my cock when Tania looked.
“Yes,” she said, “I liked it a lot.”
“He also told me how you’d bring men home and have sex with them in front of your husband. They’d fuck you while he watched and whacked off, just like I’m doing now. Just like you did with William. Is that good for you?” I was pulling on my cock so hard, I was afraid I’d cum too soon.
“Oh shit, honey… I’m so excited… Are you angry because I’m not who you thought I was?” Tania had four fingers inside herself as she rapidly stroked her clitoris with her other hand.
“Are you trying hard not to cum?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“I’m not angry with you, I was excited by it. I pictured you fucking strange men in front of your husband, and I got hard,” I panted. “I almost came without touching myself when he told me about your gangbang with the black guys.”
“Oh, motherfucker… shit… I’m going to…” Tania bent almost in half on the leather recliner. Her legs were spread wide, and her fingers were moving fast in her pussy and on her clit. I realized with a start, her face wasn’t far from her pussy, and she was watching herself cum. Her mouth was almost close enough to her clit she could have licked herself. The realization hit me so hard, I came with her, cum shooting in long ropes, only to land on my stomach and chest.
Tania was still coming when I finished, her fingers stroking her pussy through her second or maybe it was her third orgasm.
The woman on the screen had her mouth open as a black cock was pushed inside at the same time an immense black man was fucking her from behind. Her breasts were wobbling wildly, just like Tania’s had.
“You weren’t mad?” she asked me. “I haven’t told you the truth, and I was… naughty.”
“You lied to me, Tania. You told me you didn’t trust him, the relationship wasn’t right, and you made me believe nothing had happened.”
Tania looked defeated. “I did lie to you, at least, part of what I told you was the truth. I didn’t trust him, and the relationship wasn’t right, but I didn’t know how to tell you the truth. I thought you’d hate me.”
I gathered her in my arms and stroked her hair. “I love you,” I told her. “Open and honest, remember?”
“I love you too,” she said, looking at me. “I really mean it, Tim. You’re the husband I always wanted. You’re kind and gentle, and you take care of me. You even understand my crazy sex drive, now that you know the truth.”
“Were you afraid, before? Did you really think I’d reject you if I knew? Is that why you asked me if I’d ever heard the term ’hotwife?’”
“Yes,” she nodded. “I would have been content just the way we were, but a troublemaking part of me wanted to know. So… what do we do now?”
“I don’t know. I guess we just follow the yellow brick road and see where it leads us. One thing I want to make clear though… I’m not interested in sleeping with another woman, so swinging is out. Also, we need to be careful about getting into a situation where we could be blackmailed. I’m kind of a prime target for something like that.”
“I’m sorry I hadn’t thought of blackmail. I guess just William and maybe Sarah for now,” she said before shyly adding, “Maybe James too?”
 



Chapter 4
 
 
“I have something else I have to tell you.”
Tania looked at me questioningly. She was still fondling her drooling pussy.
“Steve was in debt to the BaMa. I don’t know how much or what for.”
“He gambled a lot, I know that much. He liked to play in private, invitation-only poker games. Sometimes, the games would go on for days, and he’d have to borrow money just to stay in. He wasn’t very good at cards. We were broke all the time because of his gambling, and he just kept making bigger and bigger bets, hoping to win back what he lost. It never worked.”
“Did you know he did some work for those guys?” 
“No, but I’m not surprised. They owned him.”
“I’m going to ask you something. I want you to know I don’t mean to hurt you, I’d never do that on purpose.” Tania was watching me closely, her pussy forgotten. “They have guys, who are deeply in debt, give them something important to them.”
“Yeah, I know. All their money,” Tania said, looking disgusted.
“More than that. Sometimes, they take their daughters or their wives in payment.” Now Tania looked shocked.
“What do they do with them? Whore them?” she asked, sitting up straight in the chair.
“Some, maybe, I guess. They also auction them.”
“Auction? To whom? For what?” She wasn’t getting it—maybe she wasn’t getting it on purpose, to protect herself.
“They sell them to other men or groups of men, most from out of town or even out of the country. The buyers can do anything they want, for as long as they want. If the wives or daughters don’t go along, the husband is… well, it isn’t pretty, it involves machetes, and it’s done in front of them. If they still won’t go along, it’s done to them. They usually only have to do it once in front of a group of women to convince everyone.” 
Tania was looking at me in shock. Her brain just wasn’t accepting what I was telling her even though, on some level, she knew it was true 
“Steve worked for them? He was a part of this?” Her voice was trembling. I held her as her body shook. 
“It gets worse.”
“How could it get any worse?”
“He used you as collateral to cover his losses, and now, they want to collect.” Tania didn’t say or react for a long time before she began to shake. “Do you remember agreeing to be collateral for his debt?”
“He called me… one night… it was a stupid call… I had to agree to something before they’d give him more money… I was already packing when he called… I didn’t pay much attention.
“Can’t… can’t we… just… pay them?” In addition to shaking, tears were running down her face. “Tim… help me.”
We weren’t in the mood for sex after that. Tania shyly put her clothing on, her back turned as if she were ashamed. I felt frozen in place, my wife had confirmed everything Nicolas had reported. Not only had she been a ’swinger’ and a hotwife, she’d actually agreed to be security for her ex-husband’s loan from a criminal gang.
I still loved her, and surprisingly, I was turned on by her sexual experiences. I was even a little envious of Stephen. How fucked up was that?
The next day, I paid a visit to our Chief of Police, Scott—naturally, I knew him. It was hard to be a person of means in a relatively small city without knowing everybody worth knowing. He and I served on the board of a nonprofit and ate lunch together at least once a month or so as members of a local service club.
“Chief, I have a problem. The BaMa was given my wife as collateral by her ex-husband.”
“That’s enough. Let’s go for a walk,” he answered. I sat in my chair in front of his desk as he took off his uniform jacket and put on a light, nylon shell without markings. He even slapped a plain baseball cap on his head before leading me out the back of the police station and down several blocks to a small park.
We sat on a bench together, the river flowing peacefully in front of us. After sitting quietly while the Chief made sure we were alone, he finally spoke.
“You have a serious problem on your hands, Tim. The BaMa are not a group to be messed with. We don’t mess with them, and we’re the police. They’re not only better armed than we are even though there are fewer of them, they’re all crazy.”
I was having a hard time absorbing what I was hearing. “You just leave them alone to commit crimes? This is like a Hollywood action movie.”
“If two or three of them do something wrong and we’re there, we’ll take ’em down. The problem is we have to go after just two or three as though we’re a SWAT unit, but we’re not.
“Let me tell you the background on this bunch. You see that city over there?” We could just make out the top of the tallest building in the major metropolitan area a few miles away. “The gangs in that city kicked ’em out because they were considered too violent and too crazy even for them, and those fuckers have been known to have shootouts in public.
“Before long, other gangs got the same idea and kicked out most of their real crazies too, and they all seemed to migrate to this bunch. Now, they didn’t kick out every crazy, they needed one or two to do… well, crazy shit for ’em. So, we’ve got the most dangerous members of every ’club’ within two hundred miles of here. That’s who we’re dealing with, that’s who has collateral on your wife.
“We know what they do. You remember John Mason, the widower who used to be on the board with us?”
“I remember John well. He went to hell after his wife died. Lost weight, lost ambition, drank. Whatever happened to him?”
Chief motioned toward the city with his head, “He’s living on the streets over there, last I heard. But then, he’s not really a widower either. You remember his wife, Jean?”
“I do. Wonderful woman, pretty and smart. Always had a smile on her face,” I said, remembering a summer party in John’s backyard.
“The BaMa had collateral on her too. John had a gambling problem, a bad one, so they took her. The last I heard, she was sold at auction and taken out of the country somewhere. Some asshole in Latin America owned her, used her up, and gave her to his men to use for fun. I don’t know where she ended up. Probably as the white whore in some dirty brothel. John said his wife died, but there was never a funeral.”
“Christ, Chief. Can’t you do anything?” I erupted. “This is serious shit, what about the Feds?” 
“Everybody’s on this thing. Shake up the alphabet, and whatever letters come out, that agency is trying to nail these bastards. They stopped sending in undercover guys when they came back in pieces. There’s a reason we’re sitting out here and not in my office. We both need to be careful, and I even need to be careful around my own people.
“My advice to you is get your wife out of the country, then move her to another country every week. And whatever you do, stay away from Latin America, the Middle East, and Asia. They have connections everywhere, and they’ll find her in those places.” He started to get up.
“Can’t I just pay off the debt? That’s what they want, isn’t it? Money?” I sounded desperate even to myself.
“Probably won’t work. They’d probably take your money and your wife because they’re crazier than batshit, and they think their reputation would be hurt if they could be bought off. Nope, leave the fucking country,” he advised, then he was gone, moving in a direction away from the station, seeming to watch for a tail.
He’d done it, he’d scared the shit out of me. I used my cell phone to call Nicolas.
“I need bodyguards, for myself, Tania, the house, everything. Professionals, not just guys from some agency. Not guys who retired after twenty years from some police force and are looking for something cushy. I need real men, trained men.”
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
“You were right,” Texas reported. “Needle-dick went to the police. Had a nice long talk with the Chief. They even used that park bench he likes so much.”
“What did you hear?” Bear asked.
“Chiefie told him to get out of the country, told him there was nothing he could do to help him.”
“Good advice. You think he’ll take it?”
“Nope, said he couldn’t do it, said he had to stay here.” They’d long since placed a tiny microphone on the Chief’s favorite meeting place. “But I did hear him call his investigator/PI guy. He asked for bodyguards.” Texas was popping peanuts in his mouth as he talked, and Bear was beginning to get angry.
Someday, I’m going to put so many peanuts in this asshole’s mouth he chokes to death.
Then I’m going to use my knife on his fucking throat.
Bear smiled at the thought, and Texas, thinking he’d done well, smiled back which just pissed off Bear even more.
“Put some guys in with the new bodyguards,” Bear directed. “Marks won’t be able to find enough qualified guys, he’ll take what he can find, so he might as well find a couple of ours.”
Bear went back to work, and Texas, knowing he was dismissed, quietly left the shed, taking more peanuts with him. Bear growled when he was gone and asked Hawk to come in.
“Put eyes on that mansion, use some of our honeys on it,” Bear instructed. The crew had a rigid hierarchy when it came to female members. To become a honey, a woman had to have made herself available to every member, been in at least two gangbangs, and proven herself by being useful to the crew. Before becoming a honey, a female wannabe was just called ’cunt.’
 



Chapter 5
 
 
I remembered James and William had some experience, so I planned to talk to them. By the time I got home, they were in chairs by the pool in front of the guesthouse, drinking beers and reminiscing. I pulled up a chair and joined them.
“I have a problem. Both Tania and I have a very serious problem, and I’m hoping you guys might be able to help.”
They just looked at me with flat stares. Not a muscle seemed to move as they took me in, I could read nothing from their expressions. Finally, James broke the silence.
“Better tell us the problem, boss. We’ll see if we can help.”
I talked for a long time, it seemed. It felt good to unpack all the emotions I was feeling to guys who seemed to understand the seriousness of the situation. They both watched me closely as I talked, asked no questions but occasionally exchanged glances.
When I finally ran out of steam, William asked, “When are the bodyguards going to arrive?”
“I don’t know. Nicolas is trying to arrange everything.”
Again, they exchanged glances. “We’ll do some guarding until they arrive. We can’t tell you everything about ourselves, you’re just going to have to trust we can do the job for a short time,” William said.
“Don’t you need guns or something?”
“We’re all set,” James said.
“Talk to your friend the Chief,” William said as he got up to go inside the guesthouse. “See if he can get us permits to carry.”
When I walked into the house, Tania jumped into my arms. “Want to watch me fuck James?”
“Ummm… Tania, we’ve got a major problem to take care of.”
“Nah. It’ll be okay, my ex is an asshole, but he’s not so big of an asshole he’d give me to the BaMa. Never going to happen.” She sounded so happy and unconcerned. I knew there was no way to break through her denial.
My plan to call the Chief had to be put on hold as Tania pulled down my pants and wrapped her bee-stung lips around my rapidly inflating prick. Her tongue felt wonderful as she used it to stroke the underside of my cock head.
We were in bed, Tania lying naked on top of me, her legs spread, and her pussy pressed against my erection. Every time she moved, the wet velvet of her pussy stroked me harder.
“Maybe they’ll gangbang me and make you watch,” she said as my cock throbbed. “You’ll try to hide your erection, but they’ll just laugh at you.” I was trying hard not to cum as she continued. “They have a member they call Mammoth, and I heard it’s not just because he’s really tall. Maybe you’d have to watch him fuck your innocent wife?” Tania had eased my hardon inside her pussy.
“Put your finger in my asshole, Tim.” We’d never played ass games before.
“Are you sure?” I asked stupidly.
“I want you to feel your cock inside me.” Tania moved, giving me more room to get my hand behind her and gather lubrication flowing from her pussy. She moved as I touched her asshole, and when I pushed my finger inside, she put her head on my shoulder next to my ear and panted.
“That feels so good. Can you feel your cock inside me?”
I could feel it. As I moved inside her, my cock rubbed against my finger through the membrane separating her pussy from her ass.
“I can’t… describe how good… that feels,” she breathed in my ear. “Push your finger in deeper.”
My shoulder felt like it might dislocate from stretching so far, and the sensations in my cock had me on the edge of orgasm, but I did as she requested.
“Oh, shit, Tim… cum with me baby… it’s going to be…” Whatever she planned to say next was lost in a long, loud howl of release. Her ass was in spasm, trapping my finger as her pussy squeezed me hard, and my cock exploded inside her.
We held each other until I got up to wash my hands as Tania lay exhausted in bed. I stopped when I walked back into the bedroom to admire the perfect globes of my wife’s ass.
“Are you staring at my ass?”
“Yes,” I answered, lying next to her.
“Good, I’m going to fuck James tonight. I want you to watch,” she told me. “Unless you don’t want me to fuck him, of course.”
“I want to watch.” My cock was already thickening even though I’d just had an orgasm. “But what about this BaMa thing?”
“What have you done so far?” she asked, getting up to slip into a skimpy bathing suit.
“I’ve ordered professional guards. James and William will help out until they arrive.”
“We have all kinds of alarms, we’ll just have to make sure they’re all turned on and stay in,” she said too casually.
 



Chapter 6
 
 
I didn’t feel as anxious as I had with Nicolas or the Chief. Everything was being done, we just needed to stay in as Tania suggested.
My call to the Chief was brief. I’d seen him earlier the same day, after all.
“You vouch for these guys?” he asked.
“Of course.” I had a sudden feeling of dread. I didn’t really know either one of them, except for the size of their peckers.
“I’ll have permits ready, all they’ve got to do is come down for pictures. The permits will only be good within the city, you understand that, right?”
I told him I understood and called the guesthouse. When James answered, I told him the permits were approved, and he and William drove out the front gate. An hour later, they returned, I assumed with the permits.
“We need to do that again,” my wife said as she walked into the room.
I was distracted by the whole permit issue. “Do what again?”
“Play with my ass. I’ve never been fucked by two men at the same time, and you’d be perfect to come in from behind.” She was beaming.
“You really are a slut, aren’t you?” I asked, smiling as I pulled her close to me.
“I am. Does that disgust you?” she asked as she kissed me. “Does my needy pussy shock you? Because now that you’ve let her loose, she just wants to fuck. Can I tell you a secret?”
“Of course.”
“I’ve always had this fantasy, it’s really nasty, and I used to masturbate thinking about it. In my fantasy I was made to strip for a room full of horny men. I used to dance to music when I was alone, and I’d take my clothes off as though I was being watched. I’d even leave the window open, so somebody could actually see me.” She looked at me as though to judge my reaction. 
“Doesn’t sound so bad.”
“After I danced on a stage, they’d make me dance for the guys individually or in groups. I’d have to sit on their laps and rub against their hardons, and they’d get to touch me. I’d sit on a pillow on the bed with something round and hard inside, like a cock, and pretend it was some guy’s lap. I’d touch myself, pretending it was some guy doing it.”
“Where would you touch yourself?” I asked, my cock growing hard despite the fucking I’d just had.
“My breasts, first. I’d pinch my nipples really hard. Then I’d stick my fingers inside myself, and I’d rub my clit. I’d be rubbing against the pillow, pretending some guy was finger fucking me,” she panted. “I wanted to be a stripper, I even tried to get a job in a strip bar, but I was too young. Did you know you have to be twenty-one in this state?” she said, looking at me.
“I still think about it. I heard some of them have rooms in the back where the strippers charge guys to fuck them. When I learned that, I started fucking myself with a dildo, pretending to be a customer,” Tania looked down, embarrassed. “I’d even pretend a group of guys would fuck me. One after the other.”
“Yeah, you’re horny.”
“Damn straight, I am. What to fuck me again?”
“I’m a little fucked out right now.”
“Then it’s James’s lucky night, and I want you to watch.”
I called down to the guesthouse again. When James answered, I told him, “You might want to have William take the first watch tonight.”
“Why, what’s going on?”
“It’s a pleasant surprise. See you later.” 
All the way down to the guesthouse, all I could think about was Tania stripping for a bunch of horny strangers, then taking them into some dirty back room to fuck them. I was shaking with a combination of desire and anxiety. My heart was beating fast, and my cock was so hard, I was regretting my decision not to take my wife up on her offer.
 
 
James met us at the door. “What’s up?”
Tania pulled him over to the bed. “If you don’t mind, my husband will be sitting in the chair.”
“Why is he sitting in the chair?” James asked.
Tania answered him by pulling her dress over her head, her hair momentarily swinging as the dress caught it. We paid no attention to her hair because my wife was now completely naked.
She sat on the bed and spread her knees apart, revealing her red-tinged, dripping pussy. “You’re going to fuck me, James. Let me see your ’too big for most women’ cock.”
James wasted no time stepping out of his shoes and dropping his pants. Naked, he moved toward her, but she had other plans.
Tania had James sit on the bed, exactly where she had been as she went to work on his erection. First licking him from the crown to his balls before taking him in her mouth. I didn’t think my wife could possibly deep throat a cock that big, but Tania surprised me. She didn’t take him all the way at first. She began by taking him to the back of her throat repeatedly. His cock was so long, she had both hands wrapped around him as she sucked him into her mouth. By the time she was ready to take him all the way, his cock was dripping wet to the halfway mark.
My wife did it, she took his massive erection all the way into her mouth and down her throat. I could tell she was fighting her gag reflex as his pubic hair touched her nose. She held him a long time as she worked her tongue to further stimulate him.
James looked at her in shocked disbelief before leaning his head back as his breathing increased. “Tania… you’re the first… oh…” We were both amazed.
My wife eventually had to breathe. She pulled the monster from her mouth slowly, letting a long string of saliva hang from her lips to the end of his cock before swallowing him again.
After she released him the second time, Tania made love to his cock. There’s really no other way to describe what she did. His cock was coated in her spit and his pre-cum as she rubbed it on her face, her neck, her cheeks, her eyes, even her forehead. She marked herself with his cock, all the while panting and moaning her need.
I could see her pussy as she knelt on the floor, already having contractions from the feel of his massive erection.
When he couldn’t take anymore, my wife lay on the bed on her back and spread her legs wide. 
“Fuck me, James. Fuck my pussy in front of my husband. Give me all you’ve got. I need you inside me.” Damn, that was the sexiest, dirtiest thing I’d ever heard from a woman’s mouth.
James wasted no time. He didn’t need to line up, he just plunged inside my wife’s extended twat. There was no easing it in, James just pushed, and Tania took him all the way inside, moaning the entire time.
By the time he bottomed out, Tania’s arms and legs were wrapped around him. “Fuck me hard, James,” she wailed. “Use me, fuck me,
James.” My wife wasn’t at all subtle, she wanted to be fucked hard, and she let him know it.
James was a strong guy; I could see his muscles tense and release all along his back and buttocks as he fucked my wife like a human piston.
It was hard to see on his dark skin, but I could just make out a tattoo. It appeared to be the words Never Quit. I didn’t know what to make of it at the time. I’d seen something similar on William.
James was holding himself up by his bulging arms, and his hips moved rapidly, plunging his long cock into my wife. Tania was doing her part, her breasts pale against her bright red chest as she pushed her pussy back at James as fast and hard as she could.
I watched her have an overpowering orgasm as James pounded her pussy relentlessly. As soon as her orgasm peaked, my wife was fucking him back again.
Her moans grew louder, and she began to beg, “Cum inside me, James. Shoot your load inside my husband’s pussy. Fuck me harder…” I had been jacking off as fast as they were fucking, but I had to stop. How could they fuck like that?
With a howl, James straightened his arms and threw his head back. 
“Oh yes, cum inside me, so deep inside.”
His cock was buried completely in my wife. I watched as his balls repeatedly contracted, sending fountains of sperm deep inside my wife’s womb. 
James collapsed on top of Tania’s body. Both were covered in sweat and breathing rapidly. Tania was smiling, her eyes closed as she caressed his large back.
Tania opened her eyes enough to look at me and smile as she said, “You should go back to the house, I’m going to stay here awhile.”
I pulled up my pants—I’d already used my underwear to mop up my spilled cum. My wife and I smiled at each other as I opened the door.
I met William making his way around the pool, carrying a large military-style assault weapon with a large handgun in a holster on his right hip.
“Tania’s in there with James.”
“Oh, well he’s up. I guess it’ll be me in there with your wife now.” Nothing shy about William.
I heard Tania squeal in delight when William opened the door to the pool house. James just bitched.
Sometime before dawn, I heard the shower running, and a few minutes later Tania crawled into bed with me and molded her still warm body to my back.
“You know I love you, Tim. I had some incredible sex tonight, but it’s you I love. Well, I kinda love James’s cock, too. But that’s a different kind of love.”
She giggled softly before she began to gently snore.
 



Chapter 7
 
 
A few days later, the first of the new guards arrived. James and William greeted them like old friends; apparently, they’d served in the same or similar branches of the military. The tattoos served as introduction enough, at first.
They set up a ’command post,’ and established a system to secure the house and keep ’eyes on’ Tania and myself. I insisted they guard Sasha as well.
Nicholas called with an interesting proposition. “The head guy at BaMa wants to send someone to meet with you.”
“Two questions come to mind. The first is why wouldn’t the head guy meet with me himself? The second, why would I meet with anyone from BaMa?”
“Okay, let’s start at the beginning. Do you know who these guys are and what they do to people?” Nicolas asked.
“I think I do.”
“The head guy never puts himself in a position where he can be compromised by the various agencies out to get them. It’s one of the reasons they aren’t all in jail or dead.
“As for your second question, this may be the only way you can get them off your back before they take Tania. I did the best I could with the bodyguards, but they probably won’t do more than make them angry. Meet with him, Tim. Hear what he has to say. Bring him to your office, he might be intimidated, you never know.” Nicolas was pleading with me to meet with the man from BaMa. I didn’t see an option.
“Okay, Nicolas. I’ll meet with him.”
I had an impressive office in the city with a view of the ocean, a stunning receptionist, and several employees. My company managed my finances. In addition to securities, I had stakes in several companies as well as real estate. Wealth like mine couldn’t just be held under the mattress. It had to be kept busy making more money. They did a good job for me since I was adding around $50,000 to my net worth, on average, every day.
I wasn’t expecting the guy who walked in. He could have been a CPA from the look of him. Wearing a sharp suit, his hair short and well styled, he wasn’t the outlaw I was expecting.
My assistant, Mary, led him through the sofas and chairs in my office and past the floor to ceiling windows with a view of downtown and the Pacific Ocean in the distance. Mary moved deliberately, her hips swinging provocatively until Hawk was standing in front of my oversized desk.
He held out his hand, “Please, call me Hawk.”
I offered him a seat and had Mary bring in a silver tray with coffee service. We settled in and exchanged small talk for a few minutes, each getting a feel for the other.
“How can I help you, Mr. Hawk?” 
“This sounds like a cliché, but I’m sure I can help you, Mr. Wilensky.” He didn’t sound like a gangster. He sounded less like a CPA and more like a corporate attorney preparing to present terms for a deal.
“We know who you are, sir,” he continued. “We respect your position, but we have a mutual problem.”
“You better start at the beginning, Mr. Hawk. I wasn’t aware of any problem we might share.”
“We, by that I mean Bastardos Manojo, hold a note on your wife, Tania, to secure debt from her ex-husband,” he said, sounding just like a corporate attorney.
“I see multiple problems with what you’ve said, Mr. Hawk. It’s illegal to ’hold a note’ on a human being in this country.” I was struggling to match his cool demeanor. I knew if I showed emotion, he’d have already won. “Second, Tania is my wife. She is completely and legally divorced from Stephen Sebring, and he no longer enjoys any ’rights’ to her. We are bound to each other now,” I said, trying to find the right words.
“I understand your position, sir. It’s quite reasonable. However, the BaMa, you don’t mind if I use the organization's nickname, I trust? BaMa does not see things that way. To us, a contract is a contract. It makes no difference who Tania Sebring is currently married to. If you can’t see your way clear to satisfy this note, we may have to take action.” Not so reasonable sounding any longer.
“The contract is with Mr. Sebring, isn’t it? If he no longer has the ’security,’ it seems to me, it’s his responsibility to provide new security acceptable to BaMa.” 
Hawk appeared to be considering this argument.
“However, while you negotiate with Mr. Sebring for new… er, collateral, I’m a reasonable man too. Perhaps, you can tell me how much money it would take to ’clear up’ this problem.”
“Money isn’t the issue. I couldn’t name an amount because no amount would be acceptable,” he answered.
“Are you sure? Perhaps a figure in the high six digits would settle things and allow your organization to save face,” I asked, smiling.
“It would make me very happy, but it would not satisfy BaMa, I’m afraid. I suggest you keep your money, Mr. Wilensky, before you lose it for no good purpose. I will take your counterproposal of substitute collateral back to my superiors for a decision. In the meantime, please consider when and how we might take possession of our security in the event they reject your proposal.”
“You aren’t afraid of the authorities?”
“You’ve been to the authorities, sir. Have they indicated a fear on our part?” he asked.
At that moment, James walked through the door, carrying an assault rifle across his chest. Hawk turned to look at him for a moment before turning coolly back to me.
“This is not the way you want things to go, sir. I’m a rational man, as is my boss. Remember, Tania agreed to be collateral for the debt. We’ll get back to you in a couple of days. In the meantime, you might see the wisdom of our offer. After all, one of our slogans is You can always get a new wife, but you can’t get a new life.”
James and I watched as he buttoned his suit jacket, shook my hand, and calmly walked out the door.
“What the fuck was that?” I asked James.
“We recorded everything, but I’m not sure it makes any difference,” James said. “I’ll call William and have him increase security. If you can arrange for more guys like the ones we have, it might help.”
Mary burst through the door to my office and threw herself on a chair. Her arms were hanging off the sides, and her butt was barely on the chair at all. Her legs were spread, and her dress was pulled up far enough to be indecent.
I’d admired Mary’s appearance and the confident way she carried herself. She always looked classy and almost unapproachable. I’d secretly wanted to fuck her until she screamed. I’d never seen her sprawl on a chair, and I’d never imagined I’d ever see her dress pulled up.
“Mary,” I said. “What’s the problem?”
“That guy… Hawk? Oh… wow. He looked at me.” Mary had been on vacation at some resort with her husband. She’d returned, sun and whisker burnt with a happy, satisfied look. Now her face was even redder than before.
“Guys look at you all the time.” It was true. Mary was a statuesque, brunette beauty. Her long legs and high firm breasts would have set her apart in any crowd, but combined with perfect facial features, Mary was in a class of her own.
“I know, and sometimes, I even enjoy it. But this was different. He really looked at me. He checked me out from my hair to my shoes. I thought he was going to throw me on my desk and… well, you know. The worst part is, I wanted him to do it,” she said breathlessly. “God, I’m wet. I’ve got to go.”
Mary was out of the chair and moving toward the door when she stopped to look at James. Her gaze seemed to settle on the sizeable lump in his pants before she gave an immense sigh and was out the door.
“I’ve never seen Mary like that. Did she actually say she was ’wet?’” I looked at James for confirmation.
“Yeah, boss. Our little girl’s all grown up,” he chuckled.
We both took a moment to settle down, and I fought the urge to put my hand on the chair where Mary had been sitting, then follow her wherever she might have gone. I sat on one of the couches and invited James to sit opposite me on a matching chair.
“What do you think?” I asked him.
“I think you bought us a day or two, no more than that.”
“You don’t think they’d settle for another woman?” I couldn’t believe what we were talking about. We were discussing selling a woman into sexual bondage, perhaps in a third world country. We were probably breaking the law even talking about it.
“Sure, they’ll take the alternative collateral. But they’ll also take Tania and get a twofer,” James said. “They are not the deal-making type of dudes. These are the ’we win—you lose,’ type of guys.”
I punched in Nicholas’s number on the telephone next to me and put him on speaker. When my investigator/advisor came on the line, I told him about the conversation with Hawk, leaving nothing out.
“In my opinion, Mr. Wilensky, you have at most a day before they come for Tania,” he said. “My advice is the same as before, get out of the country. Take her to Scandinavia.”
“Why there?” I asked.
“It strikes me as the one area BaMa doesn’t have good connections. I could be wrong, of course. As I said before, they’re very well connected in Latin America, Asia, and the Middle East. Africa is iffy, and parts of Europe are out of the question,” he elaborated.
“The FBI, any of the agencies?” I asked.
“They’d all like to put these guys away, but they’re not Arab terrorists, and everyone is focused on terrorism. These guys just aren’t high on the priority list, and they’re slippery when it comes to federal crimes.
“They know how to do things, so prosecuting them becomes difficult. For instance, Tania agreed to be collateral, so unless they actually grab her off the street, they could claim she was with them of her own free will, and under questioning by their attorney, she’d have to agree. She knew what she was getting into, it was an agreement among private parties. Probably still illegal as hell, but they’ve made it harder to prove.
“Anyway, the feds would just want to use you as bait, then they’d probably blow their own operation.” James was rapidly nodding his head in agreement.
“One thing you have to remember,” Nicolas continued. “If she ends up with BaMa, she’s gone forever. Do you understand what I’m saying?”
“No, what if we rescue her?” I asked.
“Unless she’s rescued very quickly, I mean within a day or two, well before the auction, the odds are horrible. Nationally, less than two percent of exploited women can be rehabilitated. Stockholm Syndrome is very real and very strong, a connection is built with the men who have them. But that’s not the really bad news.”
We had to wait while I caught my breath. I knew I’d lost all color in my face, and I noticed my hands were starting to shake. “What… what’s the really…” I couldn’t finish my sentence.
“The really bad news is most are dead within ten years, often less,” Nicolas said. “Drugs, suicide, the men who bought them get tired of them, and the buyers are often untouchable in some foreign country, so they just kill the girl. Some will kill the girl if she tries to run away. Many don’t have to bother to murder them; the women kill themselves.
“The few who come back are never the same, they’re full of neuroses. Many are hypersexual, a few are… I don’t know the word… frigid isn’t right, but you get the idea. Even more find it impossible to adjust and run away, looking for a new ’owner.’ That rarely turns out well as you can imagine.” Nicolas had done his homework.
I didn’t know what else to say, all we could do was end the call as I allowed the depression of the moment to overcome me. I looked at James with such a pitiful expression, he felt moved to make a to-do list to distract me.
“First thing, you got to protect your assets. Talk to your finance guys out there,” he said indicating the other offices. “Put everything in a trust or whatever it is you do to put your money out of reach. Take Tania’s name off things, that’s number one. You wanta write these down?”
I reached for a yellow tablet and used my Montblanc Meisterstuck pen to take notes in a shaky hand.
“You gotta decide where you’re going to hide out. Norway’s probably good, up to you. William and I got some friends in… well, places. If you want our help.”
I wrote it down. I had no idea where to go but suggested we could take the plane.
 “Bad plan,” he said. “Airplanes are easy to track.
“I’ve been meaning to talk to you about these new guys,” James began. “There are a few keepers in the bunch like Stan and Blair, but most of ’em are just overweight, out of shape ex-cops or security guards. They got no useful military experience, and frankly, I don’t trust ’em worth a shit. A few might even work for BaMa.”
“Fire the guys you don’t want. Escort them out the gate, keep their weapons, and make sure you search them.”
James gave me an evil smile. “You’re getting to be just like a real boss. Only difference is, you just had a good idea.”
Just then the door opened, and Mary came back in. She looked much calmer now.
“Sorry about the outburst. It won’t happen again.”
“Where’d ya go?” James asked.
“I just had to… umm… use the restroom… you know… for a while,” she stammered, her blush returning.
James and I looked at each other before James said, “You mean, you had to jill-off, right?”
Mary’s blush deepened. “Was I that obvious?”
“You could have done it here,” James said. “We’d watch.”
Mary had moved to stand next to James’s chair. “Maybe you could even help out if you’re free for lunch. Say at… right now.”
I was left holding my pad and pen as Mary and James left my office. Soon I heard Mary’s wailing from outside my door. I opened it just enough to see Mary on her back on the edge of her desk, her skirt pulled up, and James pushing his thick black cock inside her.
I closed the door quietly and returned to my desk to call my finance guys, think about what I needed to do, and try not to listen to the loud groans Mary was making as James fucked her just outside my door. The last proved impossible.
By the time I got home, I was so horny, I wanted to throw Tania down and fuck the hell out of her. For once, she wasn’t with William or James and was ready for anything.
 
 
James and William called all the guards together that afternoon to give new instructions and assignments. At least, that’s what they did after they escorted a large group out the front gate. The former guards were wearing the civilian clothing they’d come to work in and carrying bags that had been carefully searched. Unfortunately, the same couldn’t be said for their minds.
“Nicolas, we need more guards. We had to fire most of the last bunch because they didn’t measure up. Can’t you get us some ex-military guys? I mean recent ex-military, not guys who served twenty or thirty years ago,” I said into the telephone.
“I’m trying, but short of going to someplace like Blackwater, it’s tough. The government is still hiring, and it’s hard to compete with the big boys,” he said. “Unless you want their cast-offs, and I wouldn’t recommend it.”
“Please contact them, Nicolas. I’m sure the head of the company would appreciate the money I’m willing to pay.” I might not be able to compete with the government in every arena, but at least I could pay well and on time.
 



Chapter 8
 
 
Tania couldn’t sleep through the night—I wasn’t sure there was only one cause. Being surrounded by good looking men with a pass to have as much sex as she wanted was one reason. Fear of the future and BaMa certainly was another. I was getting used to finding my wife sitting in a chair, in the middle of the night, looking out the window. I guess I wasn’t sleeping all that well either.
Two nights later, I woke to Tania poking me in the shoulder. “Wha… what?” I was trying to wake.
“That new guy, Blair is alone in the guesthouse. I feel like a swim, want to watch?” She was smiling down at me. “You know, swimming in the middle of the night is best done nude.”
I was already getting hard as I threw the covers back and followed my wife’s hypnotic ass down the back stairs and out to the pool. 
“How do we wake him?” I whispered. Tania just looked at me like I was actually too stupid to be her husband.
Moving near the bedroom window of the guesthouse, Tania said out loud, “I’m going for a swim, honey. You should just go back to bed.” I understood now, and when she beckoned me near, I pulled her close and nudged her pussy with my erection.
“Don’t do that, Tim. You know how damn horny I am, and you’re restricted.” Tania was smiling as she pushed me away. “But I’m liable to fuck the next man I see.”
With a quick kiss, I turned and went back into the house. By the time I’d reached my study, making sure to leave the light off, Blair was already by the pool, talking to my wife.
I felt the old jealousy coming back. I was watching my beautiful, petite wife seduce another man. At that moment, I resented Blair because he was free to have sex with Tania, and I wasn’t. It wasn’t fair.
I thought we’d just been playing a game to make me extra horny and, if we were, it had worked. I wanted my stunning wife. I was so aroused I was panting as I watched, but there was nothing I could do without making a scene.
Blair was good-looking, I guess. Although I’m not a good judge of other men, he stood somewhere in height between William and James. He came out of the pool house wearing only the boxer-style underwear he’d been sleeping in.
I’m not sure how it started, it didn’t take much. They were standing very close, so they wouldn’t make too much noise and alert the other men. Tania was making a pathetic effort to cover her nakedness, using just her hands. The two of them were almost touching as they talked, and she finally gave up the pretense of covering herself, letting her breasts brush against Blair’s bare chest. My wife’s breasts were so provocatively soft, smooth, and perfectly shaped. Her nipples were already hard, and as she touched him, she closed her eyes and moaned.
“Did you like that?” Blair asked. “What if I were to do this?” He pulled her in, his lips finding hers as my wife’s breasts were flattened against him.
Tania reacted in surprise as he kissed her, then she melted against him. Blair’s hands caressed my wife’s back and ass before moving to squeeze her large breasts. Tania was groaning as she fumbled for his hardon, squeezing him through his boxer shorts before reaching inside and pulling out a good sized cock.
I was momentarily shocked by his whiteness. Tania had been with black men in front of me before, but I couldn’t think of another white guy—it felt more like cheating somehow. Particularly when Tania got on her knees and pulled his shorts down, so he could step out of them.
She held his cock, smiling up at him, before sliding him into her mouth. Blair groaned at the contact and stroked her hair. When he was fully hard, my wife pulled her mouth away, and smiling at him, laid down on one of the lounges.
Blair moved to lay on top of her and plunge his cock inside, but Tania stopped him and directed his mouth to her pussy. My wife wanted to be eaten, she wanted him to go down on her, and she wasn’t going to be content until he’d finished turning her on.
Tania wasn’t concerned about noise now. As his tongue touched her clitoris, her moans increased. She directed him, first to her perineum. She groaned and threw her head to the side as Blair licked her there. Tania allowed him to slowly lick her entire vagina, starting at the bottom and finishing at her clitoris. After several long, slow licks with a flat tongue, he sucked her clit into his mouth, taking the hood at the same time.
I’m not sure what he was doing, it looked like he was sucking and releasing her clit and caressing it with his tongue at the same time. Whatever he was doing was driving my wife a little crazy. She held his head until the feelings were too much, then she just held her hands suspended in the air, her legs spread wide over the arms of the lounge chair.
I could hear her moans of encouragement inside the house. As she neared climax, she pulled him up. Blair had no problem sinking his cock deep inside as Tania pulled on his ass, begging him to fuck her.
His body blocked my view, but I could see Tania’s hands on him and his butt moving as he pumped inside my wife’s pussy. Tania had already been close to cumming, and the action of his cock and the heat of his kisses were proving too much for her.
Tania had her hands on her calves, pulling her legs out straight as her head rolled to the side, and she came. Blair was still fucking her hard, his orgasm delayed by the time he’d spent priming my wife.
He stopped moving when he came. Tania was having aftershocks as she looked up at him and enjoyed the sensation of his cock pumping load after load inside her.
They laid together on the lounge chair for a long time—two nude people, kissing and holding each other. I hadn’t been jealous of Tania’s activities for some time, they’d just been sex. But this felt different. I didn’t even know the guy, and he was cuddling with my wife as though they were a couple.
I wanted to go outside and break it up. It’s hard to confront one’s wife and her lover with a raging, dripping erection though. After watching them, I was so close to cumming myself, in the end, all I could do was go to bed and hope it would go away.
A long time later, Tania joined me. “Did you watch?” she whispered, in case I was asleep.
“Yes. Why did you kiss him so much?”
“He’s a good kisser.” Tania laughed a little. “And I could taste myself on his lips at first. I taste pretty good.”
I had to smile at her, our faces only inches apart. “You made me jealous.”
“Good. I’ll stop if you want me to,” she said.
I was silent for so long, Tania might have fallen asleep when I whispered, “No, don’t stop.”
 



Chapter 9
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
James and William didn’t know it at the time, but one of the guards they’d let go had made a copy of the key to the back gate and given it to the BaMa, who in turn had given it to a woman called Bear Trap.
Bear Trap was a small woman. Except for her face, she looked like she belonged in grammar school. She stood well short of five feet and was, as the saying goes, flat as a board.
Despite outward appearances, Bear Trap had a woman’s genitals and a woman’s needs. She’d gotten her name because she was one of the few women who could take Bear and ask for more. Therefore, she was the “Bear Trap.”
Tonight, her job was to sneak in through the back gate and use her cell phone to take pictures of the guards, and anything else that looked interesting. As she made her way around the pool, dressed entirely in black, she saw something very interesting.
Tania, the woman Bear had taken ownership of from that asshole Sebring, was lying on a lounge chair being eaten by a white guy she hadn’t seen before. Not only was he between her thighs, his head buried in her pussy, but he seemed to be doing an outstanding job. The only thing Bear Trap liked better than being fucked by Bear was being eaten. She could feel her tight-fitting black leggings becoming wet in the crotch as she watched.
Her phone was set to ’silent’ as she took pictures of Blair and Tania, and when Blair’s erection came into view, she switched to video mode. Bear Trap wanted to save the video for later when she was alone.
Bear would be happy with what she had, but she wanted more. With a feeling of disappointment, she left Tania and Blair and crept along the fence, looking for an opportunity to capture pictures of the other guards.
Where the hell is James? she wondered to herself, just before she ducked into the shrubbery to escape being discovered by him. Well, I found him, she thought as she tried to control her breathing.
James was leading some new men on a tour of the grounds, and Bear Trap was able to capture some out-of-focus pictures of the group before they were past her hiding place.
Guessing her luck couldn’t hold forever, she made her way back to the gate and let herself out. By the next day, when her footprints were discovered, the lock on the back gate was changed and electrified.
“We know more about those two guys, William and James,” Hawk reported to Bear. “They used to work for Mario in New Jersey.”
Hawk hated Bear. Two years before, Bear had taken the woman Hawk was going to marry. He held her to ensure Hawk’s continued loyalty, but Bear liked fucking Susan, and worse for Hawk, Susan learned to love being fucked by Bear.
The drugs helped when Bear told her she’d be dancing in the club and fucking clients in the back. Her first paying client was Hawk. He didn’t get over the experience, but there was nothing he could do about it. Susan learned how to inject herself and how to do anything Bear asked her to do for more drugs.
Hawk had begged to get his fiancé back, but Bear had laughed at him. “You’re not marrying a whore,” he’d said. “But I’ll do you a favor.”
Two nights later he called Hawk into his shed. Susan was cowering in a corner, the stub of her left hand wrapped in bloody bandages.
“She’s yours,” he said. “She can’t dance or whore without a hand. You wanted the bitch, you got her.”
Hawk had controlled the urge to attack Bear—it wouldn’t have ended well for him. He had to be careful or he’d be the one cowering in a corner, hugging the stump of his arm to his chest.
Susan was still with Hawk, but her spirit had been broken. She hadn’t smiled since Bear had cut her and could take no joy from sex.
Now Hawk had to warn Bear two of the men he was facing had worked as enforcers for a major operation on the east coast. What the hell are they doing here? Hawk wondered.
 



Chapter 10
 
 
Sasha was getting off on Tania’s dating. “Is a game, right? She goes on dates with these chernyye muzhchiny for fun, is right? Nothing really happen, just have a good time. Sasha understand. You want nice dinner for them? Yes?”
“Yes, a romantic dinner. They’ll sit next to each other, I’ll be at the far end of the table,” I told her. “Then set up the movie theater. Again, they’ll be together up front, I’ll be in back.”
Sasha gave me a look out of the corner of her eye. “Maybe not just game?”
I knew why I was feeling anxious about my wife’s date. I still didn’t like William. I trusted him to do a job for me, but I didn’t trust him around Tania. He was too cocky, and now, I couldn’t trust Blair either. Maybe I couldn’t trust Blair even more than I couldn’t trust William?
When I came out to the pool to tell Tania everything was set, she was swimming nude with William and James. They were playing a game of Marco Polo, the point of which seemed to be feeling up my wife. Or maybe it was my wife feeling up their long cocks. I think they were shouting “Marco” and “Polo” only because they weren’t shouting “pussy” and “cock.”
Tania was squealing, not trying hard to escape when it was her turn. When she caught a cock—or maybe it was a Polo—she didn’t want to let go either. When she stepped out of the pool to shower for her date, I followed her into the house.
“Tim,” she began as she sat on her bathroom makeup bench. “There’s a lot going on, are you okay?”
“I’m scared shitless.” It used to be unusual for me to use such rough language around Tania. “I’m afraid my wife is going to be auctioned off to someone else and used as a… as a… I don’t know what. And if she’s not auctioned because of her asshole ex-husband, she’ll be stolen away from me by some other asshole with a big pecker. That’s if we both don’t get killed in the meantime.”
Tania stood and put her arms around me, pulling my face into her breast. 
“I don’t want to be sold at auction, but Tim,” she said looking into my eyes, our noses touching as she bent over, “you won’t lose me. I appreciate what you’re giving me, I understand the sacrifice you’re making, and I love you even more for it. You understand, I’ll always… always, always come home to you?”
“Do you understand the erection you’re giving me?”
My wife smiled at me, our noses still touching, her arms around my neck. “No, why don’t you tell me about the erection I’m giving you?” she teased.
“I’ve been hard longer, I mean for more time since you asked me if I knew what a ’hotwife’ was than I’ve been hard my entire life before that moment. I’m hard right now, and I have a confession to make.”
“You’re hard thinking about tonight,” she said, smiling at me.
“I’m also hard thinking of you in chains, held without a choice as strange men fuck you.” I could feel my face becoming red. “It’s your turn to be offended by me.”
“I think I just came a little.”
I had been looking down in shame, but now, I looked up to see my wife’s eager eyes. “Being chained and fucked by men you don’t know turns you on?” I asked in surprise.
“Like you can’t imagine.” Tania’s kiss was searing hot, her tongue pushing far into my mouth. Her husband had just unknowingly hit on a fantasy she’d had since girlhood.
“I’m going to get ready for tonight.” Tania moved my hand to her pussy. Her vagina was dilated, and her clitoris throbbed against my finger. She let me stroke her for about a minute before moving toward the bathroom. When she shut the door, I sucked my finger into my mouth.
Since my meeting with Hawk, we had upped security with additional bodyguards and more fencing around what we now called the compound. Cameras and motion detectors had been installed, and a regular patrol schedule was in place.
The two new guards were given the guest/pool house while William and James were moved into the main building. I gave them the bedrooms on either side of ours for security, even though it took away my ’hide and peek’ room. Since both could be accessed from our suite, they provided a constant temptation for Tania.
“We have to talk,” I told her when she came out of the huge bathroom.
“I’m beginning to hate our talks. When will this all be over?”
“I wish I knew. Let’s talk about sex first.”
“All right. Let’s talk about sex!” Tania looked excited by the change in topic.
“You have a date with William, do I get to watch?”
“You do. But I’m putting you back on the ’no cum’ rule,” Tania said emphatically.
“Yes, ma’am,” I said, meaning it. “It’s going to have to be a date inside the compound, but there’s plenty to do. Sasha is cooking for you, we have the pool and a movie ready in the theater, we even have the small bowling alley,”
“Plus like a zillion bedrooms,” Tania said.
“As you say, left unmentioned are the bedrooms.”
“I’ll plan something.” Tania was stripping as we talked. “Are you sure you can handle watching everything?”
“Yes,” I answered, my eyes glued to her pussy as she ran her fingers over her body. “I want to see it all.”
“You’re a dirty boy, Tim. You want to watch your wife fucked by his big black cock.” Tania was breathing harder as she raised one heavy breast and flicked the nipple with her thumbnail. “You want to watch him stretch your wife’s cunt, don’t you?”
My cock expanded fully; Tania so rarely used that word, it sounded lewd coming from her mouth. 
“Do you like it when I say ’cunt?’”
“Yes.”
“Do you want me to tell you how much bigger their cocks are than yours? Because they are, both James and William have longer, thicker cocks than you do.”
I was groaning, my poor prick throbbing as she rapidly fingered herself and held my hand still whenever I reached for myself. Finally, she placed my hands on her breasts to keep them occupied.
“They really know how to use their big dicks, too. I always orgasm with them. You know, I don’t cum when you fuck me?” I nodded ’yes,’ while squeezing her sensitive nipples.
“You’d like to fuck me right now, wouldn’t you, husband?”
I could only nod, my mouth was dry. Why did I crave this humiliation so much? Why did I want my wife to shame me? Why did it excite me when she told me how much better other men were at making love to her? Was it all part of being sexually submissive to her?
“What if you have to give me to BaMa? Would you come to the auction? How would you feel when you saw me led away in chains by some foreigner?” The image of my gorgeous wife chained, naked, and being led out of my sight by some guy in a turban was almost too much for me. I groaned loudly.
“You want to see me in chains! If I’m in chains being used by some foreign guy, what would you be doing?”
My cock was throbbing, I was squeezing her breasts almost flat.
“Maybe they’ll tie down your cock, maybe you wouldn’t be allowed to have an erection,” she tortured me as she stroked her clitoris. “I think I’d like that. What about those cock cages?”
She’d pushed me to the edge of orgasm. “No, Tania. I can’t wear one of those.” My denial sounded weak and pathetic.
“Wouldn’t you like to feel your cock trying to get hard while you watched me, but were stopped by the cage?”
I couldn’t help it. The image filled my brain, and I could swear I felt the cage.
“How would you like to feel my lips on your cage? You’d be able to feel me in some of them, playing peek-a-boo with your cock. Wouldn’t you like to go down on me after James fucks me?” 
I didn’t actually want to go down on my wife when she was full of another man’s cum, but with Tania’s large breasts in my hands, her hard nipples pushing against my palms, and a finger spreading her lubrication on the underside of my prick, the idea sounded much better.
“I’d let you cum, Tim. Not a lot, mostly I’d just let you get close, but sometimes I’d let you cum. Then I’d spoil it.”
I moaned.
“What if you were sold to the guy in the turban?”
“Maybe he’d think it was fun, too. Maybe the BaMa would auction you?” Tania suggested.
“What if I bought you? What if I kept you in chains?”
Tania moaned. “Would you let other men fuck me? Would you let other men fuck your wife while she was in chains?”
“Only the biggest men I could find.”
“Oh, Tim. Cum for me now, think about your wife tied down and fucked while you…”
Tania used one hand to gather up my cum and lick it from her finger while she stroked her clit faster. Her eyes were closed as she got close.
“I’d be… so exposed at the auction… he’d want me so much… he’d want to fuck me right away… I’d be dripping… I’d see you watching… your cock hard… and I’d cum for you before he had me… oh, Tim…” Tania’s orgasm overtook her as she fell flat on the bed, her legs shaking.
We were resting on the bed when Tania said, “I talked with my ex today, well we didn’t actually talk, it’s video chat.”
“Did you get naked for him?”
Tania was quiet for a long time. “No. He wanted me naked, he begged me, but I only showed him my boobs.”
“You did?”
“Yes.”
“It’s a turn on for you, isn’t it?” I asked, my heart breaking a little.
“You know me so well. Letting men see me without clothes?” Tania asked in a normal voice. “Yes. It’s exciting to see how hot and bothered I make men. It’s kind of a power thing.
 Tania smiled at me. “It… excites… no, that’s not the right word. It makes me feel powerful… I can make a man hard just by letting him see my body. But it’s more than that, I feel his excitement, and it… stimulates me.”
“What’s the stimulation feel like?”
“Probably the same way you feel when you get a hardon. I can feel chills through my body. My pussy feels swollen and gets wet. If I’m really excited, sometimes, I can feel my breasts swell. It’s amazing. Damn, you’re making me horny again.”
“Did your ex get naked for you? Did it excite you seeing his cock?”
“Yes.”
“But you kept your clothes on, except for showing him your boobs. Probably just to give him an incentive. Did you make his cock hard?”
Tania was smiling now. “Yes. My boobs always got him hard.”
“Was it big, like you remember?”
“Oh shit, Tim. I wanted him so much. I’m sorry, I really am. It’s not right, none of this is right, I know that. I was just so turned on remembering how he felt inside me.” She was blushing, but I didn’t think her color was caused by embarrassment.
“Did you talk to him about being collateral for his bad debts?”
“Yes.”
“Well, spill it.”
“He got naked and... masturbated. Then I asked him about the collateral business. He said I was going to be auctioned. Is he right, is that what’s really going to happen to me?” Tania suddenly looked afraid. “It’s okay as a fantasy, but now, I’m scared.”
“We’re doing everything we can.” I sounded lame even to myself.
“I knew why the guys were carrying guns, but I didn’t know about being auctioned. What can we do?” It seemed like a strange conversation for two naked people to be having.
“We can protect you as best we can, or we can run away. At least, we can run for a while. Eventually, we’d have to come back, so I think we need to face it here.”
“That’s why my date with William will be at home. What about work?”
“I don’t know about your work. Part of me wants him to see you on television, unafraid. The smarter part of me wants you to stay here where we can protect you. But you can’t stay locked up here forever.” I was confused, I hadn’t thought about all of this.
“I need to talk to some people,” I said, getting up.
“I’m going to see Sarah again, too,” she said as I pulled on my pants.
A chill went through me at the mention of Sarah’s name—what was I missing? I stood for a moment, collecting my thoughts, but nothing seemed ’off’ about Sarah. Still, everything wasn’t right there either.
When I found James, he was sitting in the pool house with a disassembled M16 on the table in front of him. A piece of canvas protected the table, and he had supplies organized beside him.
“Tania and William are scheduled for a date night tonight. I convinced Tania to have it inside the compound. Do we need any extra protection?” I asked him. “Do we need to secure anything? The movie theater, the bowling alley?”
James thought for a moment before saying, “I think we’ll be fine. Feel free to join him if you want. He’s not bashful.”
 



Chapter 11
 
 
Tania’s third date with William started out hot and became more torrid as the evening progressed. James was on duty, working with some of the new guys, showing them the ropes, and keeping them away from us.
Tania was wearing a dress I hadn’t seen before—black, the front nothing but thin strips of fabric across her bare body. It looked as though the dress had been shredded. What remained ended just below her pussy, providing a view of her swollen lips through the artfully shredded dress. The back of the dress was also shredded, showing her ass. Only the sides were a solid fabric.
My wife stood still at the base of the stairs as William and I openly admired her. As Tania moved toward us, her breasts wobbled, and her pussy peeked at us through the black strips of fabric.
She put her arms around William’s neck, completely ignoring me, and teased him with her mouth and tongue before allowing him to kiss her lips.
“I may look easy,” she said, “but my husband’s here, so you’ll have to seduce me if you want to get anywhere.”
She held his hand as she danced away from his touch and led us toward the formal dining room. William had seen the room on his rounds, but he hadn’t seen it the way Sasha had it set up now.
The long table had three place settings. Two were next to each other on one end, and the third was at the foot of the long table as far away from the couple as possible. Candles, grouped near the whispering couple, provided the only lighting. I was sitting in almost complete darkness.
Tania and William had barely been seated when they began playing with each other. William’s hand was busy under the table as Tania held his face and nibbled on his prominent lips. They broke apart as Sasha served them first. She was well into the game, serving me last, using old chipped plates as though I were a barely welcomed guest pulled in from the street.
I felt degraded in my own home. My wife was being caressed at my dining table by another man, an employee, and he was treating me like an unwanted intruder. I was so hard my cock throbbed painfully in my pants. I wanted nothing so much as to take it out and stroke it as I watched my wife’s seduction.
Halfway through our meal, Tania slipped out of her chair and knelt on the carpet under the table. William stopped eating and held his head back, looking at the ceiling, his face twisted in pleasure. I wanted to see what my wife was doing to him, but I stayed in my seat and tried to eat.
They were in the movie theater alone for almost an hour before I slipped into the back. I ignored the popcorn but poured myself an extra strong drink at the bar.
I’d been talking with James, going over the security arrangements and the terminations. He was worried about the guys we let go.
“I think more than a few of them have ties to BaMa,” he’d told me. “They’ve been inside the compound now so they know something about our security. We need to do some new planning because they know our entire setup.”
It was news I didn’t want to hear. I didn’t want to go on the run—it all seemed so ridiculous in this day and age to be running from a gang of thugs. I had money to protect Tania, and we certainly had police agencies who should be able to help us. But apparently, even the Federal guys weren’t interested, and all the locals would do is an occasional ’drive-by,’ and the guy ’driving by’ could be on the BaMa payroll.
“Also,” he told me. “I’ve noticed some women watching the house from the street. I expected BaMa to watch us, but I didn’t expect them to use women. They’re not hard to spot in this neighborhood. Most of them just don’t fit in, if you know what I mean.”
“What do we do about them?” I asked.
“We could try to take one. It might be interesting to find out what they know?”
I gave him permission if he could do it safely. The next day, he had some workmen put together a cell in the basement. He worked quickly, and it turned out much nicer than I had expected it to be.
Tomorrow, I’d call Hawk and try to find out what was happening with the counteroffer I made for them to not take my wife.
Tonight, I was going to enjoy watching her being fucked by a guy I still didn’t like much.
The happy couple didn’t seem to notice me as I sat three rows behind them at the back of the theater. A pornographic movie was playing on the large screen, featuring an orgy while in front of me, Tania was sitting on William’s lap, her face turned toward the screen, his arms wrapped around her. I couldn’t see his hands, but judging by their position, he was hard at work giving my wife a breast massage.
Tania loved having her tits played with and her nipples pinched. The rougher the play, the better, and the harder her nipples were pinched, the more excited she would become. Tonight, her head was back, resting on William’s shoulders as he caressed her. I could see her closed eyes and open, panting mouth. Her lips looked swollen, and her hips were moving, rubbing her bottom against William’s erection.
I could also hear her continuous groaning even above the over-enthusiastic moans emanating from the speakers. Tania moved one hand from around William’s neck down to his lap, and her groans grew louder.
“It’s big… I made you hard.” My wife was smiling, her eyes closed as her hand moved out of my sight.
“Do you want to fuck me, William? Do you want to fuck a married woman?”
I couldn’t hear his response. Whatever he told her was lost in the din from the movie, but whatever it was, Tania smiled and stroked him even faster before suddenly stopping.
“I don’t want you to cum here. I want you inside me. I want you to stretch my little pussy and make me scream for you.”
She was still moving her hips against him when William stood while holding her in place. I watched as they moved up the aisle past me, my wife’s legs wrapped around him, her fist holding an oversized hard, black erection. Neither one spared even a glance for me.
When the theater was empty, after muting the dirty movie still running on the big screen, I walked up to the double recliner they’d been on and sat. I imagined I could smell my wife’s arousal on the lounger they’d vacated.
A thought had occurred to me, and I wanted the quiet to think it through. William would be fucking my wife for a long time, I didn’t think I’d miss much. I’d seen it before.
We lived on a river that connected a good size lake with marinas to the Pacific Ocean. There was no need to feel like captives in the compound, particularly since the layout was probably known to Hawk and the head of the organization, the man they called ’Bear.’ The Bastardos Manojo were likely to make their move right here.
What they might not know is I owned a luxury yacht berthed at one of those marinas. I’d renamed it Tania’s Happily Ever After. At almost fifty feet, it had seven cabins and a crew of eleven, which in our case could be mostly protection. Something to think about—we could cruise two thousand miles or so before putting into port.
I wondered if Sarah got seasick? I already knew Tania loved the boat and had a suspicion William and James would be just fine, judging by the trident, anchor, and eagle tattoo each wore. I reminded myself to get on the web and look up those tattoos to find out what they meant.
Before leaving the theater, I called Nicolas. “Any word from Hawk?” I asked when he came on the line.
“No. The last I heard, Bear just laughed at the idea and suggested they might take the other woman and Tania. He even suggested they take a controlling interest in your company to return your wife to you. These are not reasonable guys.”
“I’m thinking of taking the boat out, we can live on it for a time if necessary.”
“Listen, you’ve got two options and only two,” Nicolas said emphatically. “The first is to give them Tania as though you don’t care about her. If they keep thinking you care, they’ll go after you for more.”
 “I can’t do that, Nicolas.”
“Then, you must think offensively. I don’t know what that looks like, maybe those men you hired can help.” Nicolas was always so precise. “The only information I have that can help you is the Bastardos Manojo have a rival in the Whiskey Priests. But you might just be trading one problem for another if you try to partner with them. Neither works nor plays well with others.”
I made my way slowly upstairs, my mind whirling between the problem with the BaMa and the throbbing in my pants. In the end, my erection won, and I found myself in the dark corner of our bedroom, watching a naked Tania on her knees licking and sucking William’s long black cock. Her left hand was buried between her legs, stroking her clitoris as she worshipped his erection.
I knew Tania was thrilled by William, but I also knew I had excited her by telling her about the BaMa. She still had the mental image of being in chains while a parade of men lined up to fuck her.
“Tie me up, William.”
My mind had wandered, but my attention snapped back to the couple by the bed.
Tania was gathering belts and neckties, she’d even pulled out the nipple clamps I’d bought her, along with the strap-on dildo as a joke present. “Tie me… to… the bed.” She was so excited, she ran out of breath.
Tania lay on her back and spread her arms and legs. “Is this how you want me?” Quickly getting on her hands and knees, she added, “Or, you can tie me like this. Tie me any way you want, just please… do it.” Tania’s hands were in her pussy again. She was rubbing herself hard and fast, the skin of her pussy stretching as she pulled on herself.
William pulled her hand away from between her legs and tied her wrists together behind her back, her head falling to the bed.
“Oh yes… take what you want from me.” Her voice was loud as William snapped the nipple clamps in place.
My wife’s right knee was pulled outward, and a belt was looped around her thigh and tied to her right elbow. William did the same thing on her left side. My wife had some movement, but not much, and her pussy and asshole were exposed.
“Oh… fuck… oh… fuck…” was all she could say as William took over rubbing her dripping pussy. “Yes… do me.”
It occurred to me, my wife was practicing her role of being owned.
“You like being tied up like this, don’t you slut?” he hissed at her. “You like being used by men, not having a choice. Admit it.” William was looping a belt around her neck.
“Yes, forgive me, I love it,” Tania said in something between a wail and a sob.
This wasn’t a gentle fuck for William, he didn’t try to make my wife any more excited than she already was. With her knees pulled up almost to her armpits, her twat was spread open for his thick cock as he shoved inside her without warning.
“Awww…” Tania screamed.
Buried deep inside my wife, William put his feet flat on the bed and fucked her hard, pulling on the belt looped around her neck. He wasn’t very tall, which was probably why it worked so well, but he was as strong as a bull, and he was mating with my wife. His ass was moving too fast to see his cock as he plunged in and out of her. Tania howled, then cried as she came repeatedly.
Her sap made a long, continuous thread, hanging from her labia as it pooled beneath her. I counted four heavy orgasms I was sure she had, there could have been more.
As he fucked her, my wife’s tits had been swinging wildly. William hung onto the belt for a time before bending to take her large breasts in his hands, pulling them to the side of her body and pinching her nipples and the clamps between his thumbs and forefingers to use as leverage for his thrusts.
He howled when he came, his cock buried deep, his balls against Tania’s clit. When he was done, he kissed her and tried to leave, but Tania begged him to fuck her again. Her pussy was stretched and throbbing as more sap pooled on the bed.
But William just caressed her ass before walking out the door. It was left to me to untie my wife and hold her as she came down. I held her as she shook with continued orgasmic tremors. Between quakes, she asked, “Are we okay, Tim? Did you…?” She was revived enough to be able to talk to me.
“I did. I won’t ask what you were thinking. Just nod if it was being sold by the BaMa.”
Tania slowly nodded her head, confirming my worst fear. Neither of us had understood ourselves and certainly not each other when we’d married.
“Do you still love me, Tania? Now that you know what kind of freak I am?”
Tania had my face in her hands as she rained kisses on me. “Yes. I love you, Tim. I really love you,” she said before she quieted down and looked at me with a worried frown.
“I think I’m the real freak here. I’m not the woman you thought I was. Now that you’ve taken the mental chains off me,” her worried frown deepened, “all I can think about is sex. You should just give me to BaMa.”
“No, I love you, Tania.” I laughed quietly. “Our freaks line up like puzzle pieces. We’re meant to be together, and I’m not giving you up.”
Tania’s mood lightened as we kissed and made up. Before long, she was rubbing her very wet, soft, open pussy against my thigh as she moaned. We made love for a long time. She was too stretched; it seemed like we fucked for hours, looking into each other’s eyes.
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
Bear looked worried. Hawk had rarely seen his boss looked concerned, much less worried.
“Our men are too spread out,” Bear said. “We’ve got guys at the poker game, at the strip club, we even got guys moving drugs. We don’t got but a handful here, and some of ’em ain’t worth a shit.
“Besides all that, one of the honeys watching Wilensky’s house is missing. Legs doesn’t know anything, but she loves it rough.”
Hawk ran a mental count as he walked a circle in the small shed. “We have, at most, a dozen members here, right now. Maybe another two or three at the clubhouse and auditorium. But as far as I know, Wilensky only has three or four.”
“You’re forgetting what we know about those three or four. Judging by what our people have told us, they’re good. Maybe military trained. Our guys are street-tough and good in a fight, but it’s not the same. If it comes to a fight, we have to use our advantage. We have to fight dirty.” Bear was thinking out loud.
“We have to hit them when they’re not expecting us. Once we have what’s ours, maybe the fight will go out of them,” Hawk said as Bear nodded and began sharpening his machete. “Besides, being trained and actually seeing blood are two different things. So, we fight dirty, and we draw blood.”
Bear’s evil grin caused the hair on the back of Hawk’s neck to stand up.
 



Chapter 12
 
 
Taking one of the BaMa watchers turned out to be easier than I expected. James had one locked in his new cell two days later.
She was medium height with medium brown hair and a medium build. She looked ordinary. If she hadn’t spent so much time watching my home, I would have thought she was a maid.
“What are you going to do with me? I didn’t do anything,” she said as soon as she saw me. “That big nig… big black guy just took me off the street. That’s against the law. You can’t do that.”
“And yet, here you are,” James said as he backed her into a corner. “Now, we’re just going to have a peaceful conversation, you’re going to tell me what you’ve been doing out there and what Bear’s up to, or I’m going to have some black fun with you. The kind of fun you’re so worried about.”
Just like that, a switch was thrown in her. “I’m not worried about having fun with you if that’s what you want.” Our captive wasn’t retreating from James now. Her hand was out, stroking the front of his pants. “Are you going to use that big, old cock on me? Are you going to have your way with me? Are you going to fuck me?
“Maybe you should tie me up first and whip me to make me talk. Do you think you’d like doing that to a nice white girl like me?” The words were barely out of her mouth when James slapped her across the face. It was shocking to see and hear, but James knew what he was doing. The girl’s head had rocked with the blow, but no red marks had appeared.
“That’s more like it. You wouldn’t make me strip naked, would you, a nice girl like me, and put your big, black cock inside my white pussy?” She was holding her arms out to her sides to make it easy for James to strip her.
She hadn’t counted on William entering the cell, she hadn’t seen him come up behind her. With a loud ripping noise, she was staggered as William tore her dress off her body, leaving her naked, and threw the pieces onto the cot. Her face was a picture of shock as she turned to look at him.
“What’s your name, slut?” William asked, his fingers pinching her face.
“Legs,” she answered fearfully.
William had her cornered against the bars of the cell as he pinched her face until her lips stuck out.
“Why are you here?”
“To watch the house and tell Bear everything that happens.” She was gasping now, trying to breathe as William pressed his body against hers.
“What have you told him?” he demanded.
“I can’t tell you. He’d hurt me.”
“I’m going to cut your tits off if you don’t tell me.” William had a K-bar in his hand and looked ready to use it as he lifted her left breast. I thought it was interesting that even though he was no longer holding her, Legs had made no move to lower her arms.
She moaned as William slid the flat of the blade across her breast. Her legs were inching apart as if of their own accord, and her nipple was hard.
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Legs?” he said, slapping her nipple with the flat of the blade. “You like it rough, don’t you?”
Leg’s only moaned louder and seemed to push her breast out toward William’s knife.
“Tell me what we want to know, and I’ll give you what you want.” William was leaning against the young woman, his huge bulge pressed against her pussy. “I’ll fuck you with my big black cock, and I’ll make it hurt.”
“I told him everyone who came in and as much as I could see inside the gate. I told him everything.” Legs was pushing her pussy against William’s bulge. “I’ve never had a black man before. You wouldn’t fuck an innocent white girl, would you?”
She screamed, mostly in delight I thought, when William made her stand, her fingers intertwined behind her head as he punished her breasts. This was what she wanted, and when William slapped her exposed pussy, it made a wet, sodden sound. She was soaked, her clit so hard, it was visible as he concentrated on slapping it.
“Oh… yes… please, don’t hurt me,” she begged, but she was pushing her pussy out to meet every blow. “Please, don’t… hit me… there.” I’d never seen a woman orgasm from having her genitals spanked.
When William turned her around, she grabbed the bars and pushed her ass out to be spanked. All he had was his hand, but he used it well, leaving her ass cheeks a vivid red before plunging his oversized erection inside her.
“Oh God… a black man is… fucking… me.” She sounded happier than upset. “No… stop… please.” She didn’t mean it, of course, she was already having another loud climax.
When it was all done, William and James offered to let Legs go, but she wouldn’t leave, going so far as to crawl around the cell after them, holding their legs and begging them not to punish her anymore.
 



Chapter 13
 
 
It was almost four in the morning, maybe five days after her date with William when Tania got out of bed and walked naked to James’s door. I was wide awake, my erection obvious as I wondered what she was up to. A few minutes later, I found out as Tania and James reappeared, and Tania climbed into bed with me.
“I know you’re awake, Tim.” Her hand was under the covers, stroking my hardon. “You and James are going to fulfill a fantasy of mine.”
“Okay,” I said.
Tania sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me in behind her, my legs on either side, my cock pushed hard against her back.
“Put your hands on my tits, you know what to do with my nipples. James, come here. I want your cock.”
I could see James smiling as he stepped forward and held his heavy cock up for my wife. My prick throbbed against Tania’s smooth, soft ass as I stroked her large breasts, her nipples rock hard as I rolled them between my thumb and forefinger.
Tania was working on James’s cock, enthusiastically slobbering on it as her hips rolled against me with every movement. It was perfect—my wife was masturbating me with her round ass, and I was watching her use her mouth to please another man. For the first time, I thought of myself as a cuckold, and this was cuckold heaven.
Tania must have loved the taste of James’ cock—the way she licked the head with her eyes glued to his face was incredibly erotic. She took him in her mouth as far as she could and released him with a string of saliva hanging from her lip to his cockhead.
“Damn girl, you know how to suck a cock,” James said as he reached for Tania’s breast and pushed my hand out of the way. “Time for a real man to please this woman.”
I held on to my wife’s thighs and allowed James to caress her weighty tits. Tania moaned loudly as James pinched and pulled her rubbery nipples.
My hands were inside her thighs, near her pussy. I could feel a burning heat coming from between her legs, and her body felt slightly wet when Tania pushed me away and directed me to get off the bed.
As soon as I stood up, my wife knelt on the bed and held her arms out for James, she wanted him under her. As James lay on his back, my wife spread her legs and straddled his hips.
His cock was long and thick but seemed more pliable than a white cock hardon would be. Tania held him so she could rub the head between her folds, making his cock wet and teasing her clitoris at the same time.
“I want you inside me, James,” she said as she tried to settle and push him inside. “Please fuck me.” My wife was using her fingers to spread her pussy open as James held his cock steady.
I had the perfect view to watch as his monster disappeared upward, an inch at a time. Tania seemed to be holding her breath as he vanished inside her pussy.
“Oh… James… Oh my god. You’re so big… tell me how my pussy feels.” She wanted him to talk to her.
James let out a deep sigh. “You good, girl. Your pussy’s tight,” James said as he held her hips, and she rocked on his erection. To my surprise, almost all his cock had disappeared inside Tania’s shaven hole.
“Tim,” she said. “There’s lube in my purse. Get it for me.”
It wasn’t as though she’d asked politely. I obeyed her orders and pulled a small bottle of lubrication from her purse and tried to hand it to her.
“No, put some on my asshole. Use a lot, then fuck me there. Do it, Tim,” her voice grew louder as she directed me.
I glanced at James to find his eyes fixed on mine. 
“Better do as the lady says.”
My hands shook as I let a huge glob of lube drop into my palm and smeared it on Tania’s rear entrance. My cock was throbbing hard as I lined up to fuck her.
Tania and James were kissing passionately as I opened her enough to slip past her strong sphincter muscle. I know she’d purposely relaxed to allow penetration, and she was occupied with James. Still, I hadn’t expected it to be this easy.
My wife felt tight around me, tighter than I could ever remember her feeling. Her muscles were squeezing rhythmically as she moaned. It was all out of Tania’s control now, all she seemed able to do was to hang on as James and I worked out our rhythm. James was so much larger than me, he was squeezing my wife’s already tight channel and hugging my cock. I added more lubrication and fucked her tiny hole as James pounded her pussy.
Tania was blubbering as she went from one orgasm to the next with hardly a break between. She wasn’t moving as we fucked her without mercy, she held herself still, with her hands planted on James’s chest, as we slammed inside.
Her head was swinging back and forth, one second looking at the ceiling, the next at James. I was holding her hips as I fought for purchase on the bedspread. James had a death grip on her large breasts.
We climaxed together. I could feel the powerful pulses from his black cock as he shot his load deep inside my wife’s womb. Tania’s head was hanging down, tears fell from her eyes and she screamed when I joined James, adding the weaker pulses from my balls.
I was the first to pull out—expelled to be more accurate, along with almost all my white cum.
Tania flattened herself on James’s body, kissing his lips and face as the aftershocks from her orgasm faded. “James,” she said repeatedly as she kissed him. “Thank you, thank you.” Finally, she turned her head enough to see me standing next to the bed with my poor wilted, dripping cock.
“Thank you, honey. You’ve fulfilled one of my favorite fantasies. I always wondered what it would be like to be taken by two men at the same time. Now I know. It’s fucking wonderful!” She was smiling at both of us.
Tania went to take a shower, throwing two wet washcloths out for us before closing the door on a bathroom easily large enough for three people.
“We can use my shower,” James offered.
“Thanks, I’ll just rest for a minute. That was seriously intense.”
“First time?” James asked.
“Yes, how about you?”
“I’ve done it a time or two, never in the rear, though I understand it’s something special,” he said.
I studied him for a moment before looking to make sure the bathroom door was still closed. “It might have been the best sex I’ve ever had with my wife.”
Now it was James’s turn to study me. “You two have a… unique relationship. Do you love her?”
“With all my heart.”
“Then that’s all that counts,” James said with his eyes half closed.
“Listen, there’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you,” he continued, seeming to fall asleep on the far side of our very large bed. Here we were, two naked men talking, one white and one black, after we’d both fucked my wife.
“Okay,” I said.
“William and me, or William and I, whatever… We haven’t always worked for the good guys. For a while we were… doing stuff… for a gang out of New Jersey. There might even be some paper on us somewhere.” He turned to look as if appraising me.
“Okay,” I said again.
“We’ve been trained, the service took care of that, but we only came out here to bail out another guy and decided to stay.”
“This guy was…?” I asked.
“Another member, so to speak. He found himself in a situation where he needed some rescuing.”
“Did you rescue him?”
“We rescued his wife, that’s my point.” He was standing next to the bed now, buckling his belt. “Then we fucked the shit out of her, and last I heard, she was mostly dating black guys and leaving her husband home alone in New Jersey. So, my point is as follows: make sure you’re willing to pay the price for rescuing Tania before you charge ahead.” He turned and walked out the door to his room, leaving me with a deep feeling of unease.
I’d facilitated Tania’s hotwife lifestyle because it turned me on, seemed to excite my wife’s libido, and she was in charge, anyway. Was I being stupid?
For a flash, less time than it takes to say it, the idea of leaving my wife to her fate with BaMa ran through my head and was gone. I wouldn’t do that to Tania… more, I couldn’t do that to Tania.
My wife came out of the shower naked, her body pink from the hot spray, and her face smiling as she looked at me. 
“What?”
“You’re beautiful and wonderful, and a hell of a good lay.”
“Oh, you’re just saying that because it’s all true,” she said, snuggling up to me in bed. “Did James go back to his room?”
“Yes, unless he’s out with William or something. He didn’t really say.”
“What did you talk about?” Her head was on my chest, her hair smelled wonderful.
“This and that. Mostly about this, you know, our situation.”
“What about this?” Tania sounded sleepy.
“We need more men.”
“I don’t. You two were more than enough for me,” Tania’s voice trailed off as she fell asleep in my arms. It was almost seven in the morning and time for me to get up, anyway. I slipped out from under her arm, giving her breast a lingering look, appraising the still red fingerprints left by James, dressed, and left for my in-home office.
 



Chapter 14
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
Sarah was finally alone in the room. She’d been at the farm most of the day, fucking the guards as they came off duty. This was her second favorite thing to do, maybe third counting gangbangs. She’d have to figure out where fucking another woman fit into her list now that she’d discovered how much she liked it.
Let’s see, she thought. Fucking Bear was definitely first, or more accurately, being fucked by Bear. Sarah laughed to herself. She couldn’t imagine anybody fucking Bear. Second might be just lying here by myself, waiting for the next BaMa to come in and fuck me. Gangbangs and another woman were trickier, but what did it matter?
Sarah smiled and sighed as she propped herself up on a fluffy pillow and wondered what the new woman in the cell in the barn was doing. Maybe she’d be allowed to introduce her to sex with another woman, that might be fun. If she wasn’t selected by Bear for a night, but that almost never happened anymore. Once a woman had been given to the guards, she was rarely taken back by Bear. Sarah sighed again, this time with regret.
Sarah had just started school when she met Hawk. At first, she didn’t think he was her type. Too bolted down with his short hair and expensive suits, he looked like an overpriced lawyer. She liked her men rougher looking, maybe with a motorcycle. She’d been so protected on the farm growing up, but her fantasies had run wild. She’d dreamed of being roughly fucked by a big gang member, one with an equally big cock.
Sarah had masturbated almost every night. She’d constructed elaborate fantasies of being taken against her will and tied up. Sometimes, her fantasies included ropes, sometimes she was chained, but she was always roughly fucked and called obscene names. If her parents, or heaven forbid, her pastor, had ever found out, they’d have had her locked up. Young girls didn’t think about those kinds of things in the little town near the farm.
Nothing stopped Sarah. As soon as she went to bed every night, she’d pull out a huge dildo she’d purchased at a store while on a school field trip. It didn’t take much for her to become incredibly wet—all she had to do was think about whatever her fantasy was at the time and stroke her clitoris.
When she got to the part where the wild looking gang member was ready to fuck her, she’d shove the dildo inside her pussy and start fucking herself. In her imagination, he’d call her a slut or a whore. Sometimes, even worse names. The more she fucked herself and the wilder the names became, the closer Sarah would be to cumming.
Sarah always had to fight not to make a sound, she wanted to scream. It all seemed so real and felt so incredibly good. It turned out, the real thing was even better than her wildest fantasy, and her time with Bear had been the most satisfying time of her life. She enjoyed being the plaything for the guards but as good as it was, nothing compared to Bear and his collection of chains and other goodies.
Hawk had surprised her. One day, out of the blue, he’d said, “You think I’m some kind of corporate type, don’t you?”
“Aren’t you?” Sarah had replied politely, not really paying much attention.
Hawk had taken off his jacket, revealing a sleeve tattoo covering his arm from his wrist to his shoulder. In the middle were the words BaMa in huge letters.
“There’s more. Once you’re a member of the Bastardos, you’re a member for life,” he’d said.
Sarah had looked at the tattoos in shocked silence.
“I know what you want, little girl. I can see inside your soul. You want someone who doesn’t give a shit to treat you like you’ve dreamed of being treated. You want to be fucked without mercy. Don’t you?”
Sarah had stared into suddenly hard eyes as she’d nodded.
“I know what a slut you are, you think it’s a secret, but I know what you dream about.” Sarah felt her panties becoming wet. “You’re going to do three things. Are you listening to me?”
“Yes.” Her voice sounded small.
“You’re going to use the library over there,” he’d said, nodding in the direction of the campus library with his head, “and you’re going to look up the Bastardos Manojo. Can you remember the name?” Again, Sarah had nodded her head.
“Say it, slut,” he’d ordered.
“Y… yes,” she’d said.
“My name is Hawk, remember that too. Then you’re going to meet me tonight, right here by the parking lot at eight. Say it for me,” he’d said.
“Tonight, right here,” Sarah had looked at the ground as if to mark the spot. “At eight.”
“The third thing you’re going to do is to leave your soaked panties in your room. I don’t want to waste time fucking around with any little girl’s panties tonight and don’t be fucking yourself in the meantime.” Sarah suddenly felt on the edge of orgasm. Was this it? Had her fantasy come true, did she really want it?
A short time later, she was in the library. What she read caused her to break out in a cold sweat. Her pussy was leaking so much, it had soaked through her skirt and left a mark on the chair. Sarah had even checked to make sure her period hadn’t started two weeks earlier than it should have, she was so wet.
The BaMa were the real deal, and Hawk was reported to be the consigliere. She didn’t know what that meant until she looked up “The Godfather.” He was important!
She wanted to pull out her vibrator, she wanted to give herself relief, but he’d told her not to, so she didn’t. She waited, sitting on a towel, her panties in the dirty clothes. She was at the spot next to the parking lot by seven-forty-five.
“Show it to me,” a hard voice from behind. Sarah was wearing a cute little skirt she’d sewn herself at home. Besides, it wasn’t fully dark yet, and this was a public parking lot.
Her head was pulled violently back by a hard hand in her hair. “I said show me your cunt. I’m not going to ask again. Do it.” The voice was close to her ear.
She was being held, facing the buildings with their countless windows, being asked to flash her pussy at all those people who could be looking. The thought made her knees weak, and she imagined she could feel her clit throbbing.
Her hands trembled as she pulled her skirt up.
“Higher, higher.”
Her hands were holding her skirt at her waist. She could feel the cool breeze on her pussy and thighs.
“Hold it up, now spread your legs.”
As soon as Sarah’s legs were spread, she felt a finger sliding into her pussy. No boy had ever touched her there, and this was no boy. She knew there was no doubt her clit was throbbing.
“You like this, don’t you? Showing all those people your cute little cunny?”
Sarah nodded.
“Say it. Tell them you like showing everyone your cunt.”
Sarah hated that word, it was the worst word she knew, it was filthy dirty and didn’t even mean what he thought it meant. To her it was just a word for whatever came after ’bitch,’
“I like showing everyone my c… c… cunt,” she managed to rasp.
“Keep your skirt up and get in the car.” Whoever was holding her hair directed her to an old Chevrolet. When the door was opened, she was pushed into the backseat, next to a mean-looking Hawk.
“Who…” she looked around wildly as a giant man got into the driver seat.
“Meet Mountain,” Hawk said. “We’re taking you with us now, see if you’re worthy of the BaMa.” Her hair was pulled back again. “We’ll either own you or…” he left the thought unfinished, but Sarah had read about the machetes. The thought added to the excitement she felt. This was better than her favorite fantasy.
Her head was roughly pulled to Hawk’s crotch, and for the first time, Sarah sucked a real cock. It was so much better than sucking her old dildo—like steel covered in velvet.
For a long time, Hawk taught her how to give head. People walked by the car, and some stopped to watch. Sarah was strangely proud of herself as she worked even harder to please her new owner.
“Deeper, slut. Swallow my cock, princess,” she was ordered. Sarah tried not to gag when the smooth head hit the back of her throat. “Swallow, actually swallow, damn it.”
Sarah swallowed, and it worked. She still had to fight her gag reflex, but his cock went down her throat some.
“Damn, that feels good. I might be able to train you yet.”
Sarah was still trying hard not to gag, but she felt a strange sense of pride. The cock was pulled out of her mouth just as the world started to go dark from lack of oxygen. Sarah coughed, spittle hanging from her lips.
“You did good, little girl. In a while, we’ll see how well you swallow cum.”
She’d played with Hawk’s thick cock as Mountain pulled out of the parking lot and turned down the street to the highway. His balls fascinated her, the skin was so soft, they felt like her labia. She rolled his testicles in her hand as she sucked and licked the shaft of his erection.
Keeping her tongue on the smooth head, she looked up at Hawk’s eyes and tried to smile. This was her reward in life, her fantasy was coming true. Something like that didn’t happen to everybody in this life, but it was happening to her, and it was even better than she’d dreamed it would be.
“Thank you, sir,” she said before going back to sucking.
“What are you thanking me for, slut,” he growled. Hawk knew, but he wanted her to talk to him.
“For making my dream come true, sir. How did you know?” she asked, taking his cock deep in her mouth.
“It’s my job to know. Tell me the truth, you wanted to play with your filthy little pussy today, didn’t you?” Hawk asked.
“Yes, I did...oh, so much… I am so wet, sir.”
“But you didn’t, did you? You do what you’re told, always. Did you look us up?” Hawk asked.
“Yes, I did.” Hawk’s cock came out of her mouth with a pop before she answered.
“Do we scare you?”
“Yes.” Sarah looked scared when she answered.
“Good. What you read wasn’t even half of it, but it was all true.” A machete was held at her throat. “You’ll be a pass around, a sheep after Bear takes his cut. You’ll show every one of us respect.”
“Ye... yes... s… sir,” Sarah got out past the sharp blade pressed to her larynx. Her pussy was gushing freely.
“Bear will fuck you first. I hope your little pussy is ready. It won’t be little when he’s done with you.” Hawk looked cruel. “But we don’t care. He’s the El Jefe. It’s his right. In a few minutes, you’ll see why.” Even his laugh was cruel.
It was four days later before Sarah could move comfortably again—two days of serious fucking and two days healing. It had been worth every second. Sarah hadn’t known her body could feel such pleasure or such pain.
She looked in a mirror and touched the red angry looking ring around her neck. She’d never wanted to go back to college, but she hadn’t been given a choice. Her job had been to graduate and keep her ears open for people looking for drugs, card games, women, or just about anything else. The option Bear laid out had been bad, really bad.
She’d only worked as a waitress for a few days, her assignment was to meet Tania and to let herself be seduced. At first, Sarah had been unsure what to do. She’d never had sex with another woman. After Hawk gave her the assignment, she’d spent a lot of time thinking about what lesbian sex must be like. She’d read stories, both stories written to be read with one hand, and serious articles, and for the first time, she studied pictures of other women to find out what was attractive to her.
It hadn’t taken long. The women she’d looked at had been gorgeous, and the pictures seemed to be drawing her in. She had a general idea what women did to each other in bed, but would that be enough?
Sarah didn’t know how Hawk knew when she’d be called on to serve Tania and Tim. But he had known, and the two had walked into the diner just as Hawk told her they would.
She was good at what she was told to do, and once a month, she was rewarded. This weekend had been a reward—it was about to become a job.
 



Chapter 15
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
The meeting between Bear and Hawk took some time, they needed to plan out their next moves.
“We’ve got to get our hands on both of them, Tania and that wimp-dick husband of hers,” Bear began. “It might not be the most impossible thing we’ve ever done, but there are some difficulties.”
“No shit, there are difficulties. They’re in a guarded compound. To make matters worse, some of those guards are for real. They won’t be easy to take down,” Hawk added.
“Nothing worth having is easy. I know for a fact they’re taking that big ass boat of his out. I’m not exactly sure when or where they’ll be headed so put a man at the marina.” Bear was standing with his back to Hawk as the arrangements were made.
Hawk never questioned Bear. When he made an absolute, definitive statement, he was almost always right. Somehow, he knew they were taking out that ocean liner of Tim’s. A man would be stationed in the harbormaster's office.
“What if they leave when the harbormaster isn’t there? Like the middle of the night?” Hawk wondered before making a second series of calls, placing men outside the marina, able to watch the boat and the direction it traveled. Once it started a journey, it wouldn’t be easy to change direction.
Another series of calls and he had men watching the captain’s home. They weren’t going to take a boat out that seemed as large as the Queen Mary II without the captain.
“We need to check on the asshole’s finances too,” Bear said. “I know he’s worth a shitpot full of money, but I don’t know what happens to it if he suddenly and without warning dies.”
Hawk was beginning to see the vague outline of Bear’s plan. It was a longshot; a lot would have to break their way for it to work. He decided to tell Bear what he was thinking, playing Dr. Watson to Bear’s Sherlock Holmes, just to see how close he was.
“So, your plan is to make sure Tania stands to inherit, then take out Tim but make it look like an accidental death or natural causes. But before you do that, we get our hands on Tania, so when she inherits, we actually get the money. How close am I?” Hawk said.
“You’re damn close, clever bastard,” Bear laughed. It wasn’t a pleasant laugh. “But there’s one or two things you don’t know. Some things that were happening while you fucked our little Sarah.
“Yeah?” It wasn’t a good idea to press Bear too hard.
“You’ll know when I tell you. Now, make sure three cells are made up for guests. Put Sarah in the middle one, made up for two, and that new wife, Pat, in the last one. We’ll give her to the bikers to film, but I want to hang onto her for now.”
Hawk walked out of the shed, heading toward the barn and almost ran into Silky as she opened the sliding door with the used breakfast dishes from the one occupied cell.
Silky was a good-looking woman who had been deeded to them in South Carolina. She was a genuine masochist, wearing an old iron collar along with iron bracelets, “O” rings welded to each one.
She knew she’d been used to secure debts. She’d been ready to leave her asshole husband, and she had thought that BaMa was as good a way as any.
Maybe she was right. Her husband would have killed her by now. His definition of a D/s relationship was different from hers. He didn’t believe in punishment and sex, he believed in becoming so drunk and so angry, he wanted to kill somebody. Unfortunately, the nearest somebody was often Silky.
BaMa used her in the kitchen, but she belonged to Curveball. He liked to tie her and correct her behavior, often with a flogger. Silky loved it, and she was able to orgasm, just from having her pussy whipped. Silky was expected to be available to have sex with any member who wanted her, an arrangement Silky really loved.
Something else Silky loved was ’body modification.’ It had started with tattoos and piercings while she was still with her husband. She’d begged for breast implants. Silky had always wanted huge tits and now she had them.
“Silky,” Hawk said. “Just the woman I wanted to see.”
Silky beamed at him, hoping he wanted to take her into one of the bedrooms—she had a schoolgirl crush on Hawk.
Placing the dishes on the ground, so her ass rubbed against Hawk’s crotch, the “o” rings on her collar and bracelets rang against the steel. “Anything you need, you know I’m here for you.”
Hawk held her hips as he rubbed against her tight ass, causing Silky to moan. “I may just take you up on your offer. But right now, I have other things in mind.”
Silky couldn’t hide her disappointment, but there was hope for later. She looked at Hawk in question.
“Make up three cells and make the one in the center a double.”
 
 
The room Sarah used when she was at the farm was directly across from the front door. All Hawk had to do was to walk in the front and keep going straight into the bedroom. Sarah was naked, sleeping on top of the large bed when Hawk walked in.
“You’re going in a cell,” he told her.
Sarah didn’t react to the news. She didn’t like being in a cell, but sometimes that’s where they needed her. Besides, she might have a chance to practice her new skills on another wife. The thought caused her to smile.
“Okay,” she told Hawk.
“You never like going into a cell,” he said. “Tell me what’s going on.”
“Tania fucked me,” she said, looking straight at Hawk. “I kissed a girl, and I liked it.”
“You think maybe a new wife will be put in there with you, and you’ll be able to provide some much-needed comfort.”
“God, I hope,” Sarah pleaded.
“You might. No need to gather anything, you’re dressed right for the cells as you are.” Hawk held out his hand to the girl.
Instead, Sarah caressed the front of his pressed pants. “Maybe, before we go, you could provide me with some much-needed comfort.”
Hawk had always liked Sarah, and Silky had already caused his dick to stretch, but today wasn’t the time, there was far too much to do. “Not today.” He led the naked girl across the yard and into the barn through the rusty door. The guards watching her wondered what she’d done. They met Silky coming out of the newly made up cell.
“Silky,” Hawk said, “Sarah’s going to provide you with some comfort and give you some lessons that might come in handy.”
Sarah’s eyes lit up as she looked at Silky’s plump tits.
“You won’t need that shift you’re wearing,” she began. Silky wasted no time pulling the loose dress over her head. The tall brunette with huge breasts was slim everywhere else, but her full boobs stuck out like traffic cones. Like every other woman her age, her pussy was shaved. Tattoos covered her body—even her pussy was tattooed to look like a giant butterfly, the wings extending down both thighs.
“Are you going to tie me up? You can if you want.” Silky was starting to pant. “You really should ask Curveball first, but he’ll just want to watch and probably fuck you.”
“Shut up, slut,” Sarah said, threading a chain through the ring on the collar around Silky’s neck and pulling it tight. “You’re going to learn to eat pussy.”
Silky was caught by surprise. She had expected punishment but eating pussy? Then it was too late, her head was already between a pair of sweet, soft thighs, and her nose was full of the smell of aroused woman. The familiar yet strange taste of another female was overwhelming as her tongue licked Sarah’s clit.
She was rewarded with a moan and the familiar yet strange feel of her pussy swelling and becoming wet. She didn’t want to make love with another woman, she wasn’t attracted to women, but she was avidly licking a pussy, bottom to top.
Silky didn’t know what made her stop nor what made her kiss Sarah hard on the lips. Her huge breasts were pressed against the younger girl before she got on her knees on the dirt floor, her hands behind her head.
 



Chapter 16
 
 
We took the boat out long after the marina had officially closed for the night. With William and James, I had two ex-Navy men in addition to my usual captain and pilot. The ship was surprisingly quiet as we moved through the channel and into the lake.
Tania watched in rapt fascination through the porthole in the salon. We’d disguised her as best we could on the way in and kept her below decks with the lights off as we left.
We made love at dawn, moving to the gentle rocking of the boat. I’m not sure if Tania came, her face was against my shoulder, muffling her moans. After I came weakly inside her, I did something I’d never done before. I went down on her wet, used pussy. I swallowed my own cum as I sucked her clit deep into my mouth. I know she came this time as she bucked against my face.
When she was too tender for more, she pushed me away and held my face in her hands as she kissed me and licked me clean. I’d never felt so in love with her as I did then. We fell asleep in each other’s arms.
I walked up on deck then, leaving Tania sleeping. James was standing at the portside railing, drinking a cup of coffee. It was a beautiful morning, the sun was coming up, and seagulls were circling the mast. There was a beach in the distance, and far ahead was a fog bank, looking like a solid grey wall.
“We went through the channel into the ocean?” I asked.
“Yep, this is the Pacific, and it’s living up to its name—calm and smooth like glass.”
“Good. Why are we so close to shore?”
“Skipper’s looking for a place to lay up, the charts show some coves, and he’s checking them out. We need a place to eat and relax,” James answered. “We need a quiet place where there’s no traffic.”
“What about the fog?”
James shot a bored look forward at the wall of fog blocking our path. “It’ll be gone by the time we get there.” He went back to admiring the shoreline.
We drank coffee and talked until we were swallowed by the fog, “Guess I was wrong,” was all he said.
I was turning to go below to my wife when the porthole next to me exploded in shards of glass. As I fell to the deck, all I could think was it couldn’t be glass, it had to be made of something else.
James was next to me, both of us under the port railing as it was stitched by automatic gunfire from below. What bullets didn’t hit the waist-high railing, impacted the wall above our heads.
James was fumbling with his gun—he’d landed on his right side, and his holster was tangled in his jacket. The gunfire stopped for a moment, then started up again, this time aimed at the bridge. Whoever was shooting had either stopped to reload or to pick a new target.
James peeked over the side, only to draw more fire and was forced back. I tried to crawl toward the hatch to get back to Tania, but my path would cross an opening in the railing closed only with a single strand of chain, an opening that was already drawing fire.
“They’re in a Zodiac,” James yelled to me, it was a fast, semi-inflatable boat often used by the military.
“How many?” I yelled back. I don’t know why it was important to me.
“Four,” he shouted. “Fog’s heavy, I’m not sure.”
That meant one driving, one watching, and two shooting. It didn’t make sense, there weren’t enough people.
The shooting stopped, and James took a chance, peeking over the railing, his gun pointed downward.
“Where’d the fuck they go?” he yelled as we heard noises from the rear starboard side.
“Shit, fuck, goddamn it,” James yelled as he charged past me, leaping the wreckage left by the gunfire. I followed aft as fast as I could.
We were too late. James couldn’t fire because they had already loaded Tania into the second Zodiac and were starting to pull away, disappearing into the fog. One of them was holding my wife in front of him, and James was afraid of hitting her as they circled to the south.
My yacht was making a fast turn toward the North, away from the Zodiacs as James charged to the bridge.
“What the fuck you doing? We’re going the wrong way. Go after them.”
The skipper was white as a sheet, his window had been shot out, and his hands were shaking. “I’m going back to the marina. They damn near killed me.”
I had to duck as the man was thrown out of the hatch by James and landed stunned beside me. The boat continued the turn, finally completing a wide circle to follow the fluorescent glow left in the wake of the already invisible kidnappers.
Keeping an eye on some instrument showing the depth, James piloted us closer to the shore.
“What are we doing, James?”
“They were headed somewhere down here. Unless they turned in the fog, we still might be able to find where they beached.”
“How can I help?” I asked.
“Call William on your cell, tell him to meet you back at the marina. And Tim, tell him to ’be ready.’ He’ll know what that means.”
We cruised a long time. The fluorescent wake had long disappeared when we spotted a small strip of sand were two Zodiacs had been beached. I watched as James told the captain to stay steady, and once he was gone, to head back to the marina at speed.
Going below, James found a large plastic bag and some other things, I didn’t notice everything he took. Back on deck, he stripped and loaded his clothing, boots, and gun in the plastic bag before inflating it as much as he could and diving over the side. He held up his hands for me to throw it to him.
For the most part, the bag floated, and James used a cord tied to the bag’s neck to secure it to himself before he started swimming for shore.
“That’s a hell of a long way to swim, he might not make it,” the skipper said beside me. James surprised him, swimming well. Trailing the plastic bag behind him, he was soon ashore.
I decided to find a new captain as we made another turn toward the north, and James pulled his clothing out of the plastic bag. When I lost sight of him, he had his gun out and was investigating the two boats.
William was already waiting for me when we docked.
 



Chapter 17
 
 
We drove William’s SUV as close to the beach as we could. They’d have been close to the water—after they beached, they’d need to get to a vehicle. We had the coordinates, so we knew where the Zodiacs had been found, and we only slowed when we knew we were close.
The back of the SUV rattled as we moved. William had loaded so many weapons, the back felt heavy. William himself was wearing a semi-automatic on his belt and probably had even more on his left side. He had his game face on as he peered out the windshield.
I had a Glock 19, the one gun in our arsenal I had used at a range.
We found the boats first, two abandoned Zodiacs, surrounded by footprints in the sand made by shoes, except for one set of small bare feet. The vessels had been pulled up on a small stretch of beach and were barely visible through the trees.
“James was here,” William whispered as he looked in the boats. I don’t think he was looking for anything specific, just looking. There was nothing to see in the empty boats except expended shells.
We found the spot where James had dressed and followed his tracks through the trees. After a couple of hundred yards, the trees gave way to thigh high grasses.
William squatted and carefully peered over the top of the pony tail stipa grasses. I stayed lower, but neither of us touched the ground with any part of our bodies except our feet. We needed to be able to move in a hurry.
“Shit,” William said out loud. “Come on, boss.”
I spotted James as soon as I stood. He was standing on the side of the road, watching us. He didn’t look happy.
“She was put in a van, probably still naked from the yacht and driven that way.” He was pointing down the gravel road. “All we can do is follow these tracks and see where it takes us. It’ll probably just take us to a paved road, but I’d like to give it a try.”
William jogged back, returning with the SUV. I’d been right about his armament, he had a long knife and several magazines hanging from his belt on his left side.
James armed himself further before climbing in the passenger’s seat. I loaded two extra magazines and put them in a spare pocket.
We drove slowly along the gravel road, James and I looking out the sides but seeing nothing except grasses and occasional trees. Eventually, we reached the blacktop road where the gravel ended and caught a break. Gravelly tire prints turning right.
Two shots, fired from ambush on the side of the road, smashed William’s side window, but miraculously, missed hitting anybody. James fell out the passenger side door with me behind him as William screeched to a halt. William landed on top of me and was gone, his weapon out before I could find my footing.
The men leapfrogged into the shrub, one man moving ahead and stopping while the other moved past him. I was told to stay at the rear and watch for anyone following us.
It took a while to search the area, and all we found were two empty 9mm casings. The shots had been fired in the hope of hitting one of us, but mostly, they’d been fired to slow us down. The footprints we found led us back to the paved road and tire prints from a different vehicle.
The prints disappeared within a few yards, but at least we had a direction. I was on my cell phone with Mary in my office.
“I need maps, all kinds of maps of the south coast. Also, I need a separate office for a special project. Desk, chairs, everything, computers, and ’burner’ cellphones, along with white and cork boards.”
As we turned back toward the city, I called Nicolas. “I need you to join our task force. We need a good investigator. In the meantime, there are two Zodiacs on a beach. We need the full CSI on them and of course, I’ll pay. Get me the best.”
Everything was in place when we arrived. The maps were pinned to the board, and James was able to find the road. We traced our route to the main road and followed it back north and west where it connected with another road in the small town of Putnam. Nicolas walked in as I pulled up everything there was to know about the place.
“There’s no sense going there until we know more,” William said. “But if we’re going, we gotta go soon.”
 
 



Chapter 18
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
There were hands on Tania as she was held in the bottom of the boat, her heart was pounding.
“What the fuck, Sebring!” she yelled. “Why so rough?”
“We had to make it look real, Tania.” 
“What’s with the gunfire? I thought it was just supposed to look like a kidnapping,” she said, her hands free.
“Hi, Tania,” a new voice said.
“Larry?” Tania was shocked. “Why aren’t you at the station?”
“Don’t take off the hood, they might see you. Lie still,” Rocky growled. “Besides, you look good naked.”
 



 
Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife




Chapter 1
 
 
Bastardos Manojo
Tania had forgotten she was naked. She’d fallen asleep after making love with her husband, not expecting to have a black hood pulled over her head and be carried off the yacht.
Her heart was racing in fear, and the reality of even a fake kidnapping, combined with her nakedness, hit her hard. Her ex-husband, Stephen Sebring, ran his hand up her thigh to hold her pussy. Tania was standing with her legs spread wide to help keep her balance in the rocking Zodiac.
“Rocky, we might have time to get some pussy before we land,” Sebring said.
“What’re you doing Steve? Let me go—” Before she could finish her sentence, Tania was falling backward to the deck, her head bouncing on something made of hard wood. As she lay dazed, impossibly loud gunshots were fired nearby. She wondered how anyone could stand so much noise.
By the time she was able to pull herself back to the present, her ears were ringing, and she felt nauseous. Rocky had taken Stephen’s place and was fondling her breasts, his jean covered erection pressing against her bare shoulder. Despite the noise and the danger, Tania felt herself becoming aroused again. She pulled the hood off, knocking Rocky’s hand aside in the process to find herself looking at Larry’s smiling face.
Her boss at the studio was a tall, well-built black man. Tania had long wondered just how well built he was—did the size of his cock match the size of his fingers and feet? She had longed to find out. Even trying to look innocent while putting herself in position for him to make a move on her while they were on a business trip together. So far, Larry had been the perfect gentleman.
“Larry, what are you doing here?” she managed to say.
“Hey, guys. My bitch is wet.” Sebring’s hand was back between her legs, a thick finger buried deep inside her. Only a short while before, her husband had been where Steve’s finger was now, and Tim’s organ wasn’t much larger.
Normally, the hormones from extreme excitement and danger would have caused her body to react as though preparing itself for sex. Her blood pressure and breathing would have increased. Her body should have been preparing for fight or flight. Instead, she was prepared for sex.
Tania wasn’t confused by what had happened. She wasn’t scared for her life; the men had come for her because she was surrendering herself to the Bastardos Manojo to save her husband. Tania had been afraid of what the Bastardos might do to him and his business, just to get her.
But now, she faced fear of the immediate future. Tania knew the BaMa meant to use her sexually, then sell her at auction. Would they hurt her? Would they humiliate her? They were capable of anything.
Her body had a mind of its own. It liked the idea of being used by a gang of hard men, and as for the idea of being sold for sexual pleasure, that was a turn-on too. Damn body.
“Hey, easy, Tiny, don’t throw us in the ocean. She already hit her head, remember what happened with that Jane broad,” Rocky said.
“That was funny.” Tiny’s voice came from deep inside his large chest.
Steve’s finger was caressing Tania’s clitoris, causing her hips to move despite her efforts to hold still. She could feel her pussy swelling, and she closed her eyes to concentrate on what he was doing to her.
“Jane just walked around in circles and asked every man she saw if he was her husband. All you had to do was say ’yes,’ and she’d fuck you dry. Never seen anything like her.”
“No shit,” Larry said, taking Rocky’s place and slipping Tania’s nipple into his mouth.
“Bear was pissed. He couldn’t auction her, he had to keep her,” Rocky pointed out.
“Gotta lot a great ass,” Tiny said.
“Until she was ’disappeared.’”
Tania did not like the sound of ’disappeared!’
“Oh yeah. I’d forgotten what happened to her.”
“Maybe we should keep this one whole, at least until the big guy decides what to do with her. After all, she’s surrendering to us. The kidnapping thing was just to make it look good.”
Even though Tania was mostly lost in a haze as her ex-husband fingered her and her boss suckled her nipple—she decided the smart thing to do was to keep her mouth shut. She didn’t want to be ’disappeared.’ She spread her legs further—if they wanted to use her, she’d let them. It might not even be all bad.
“The Jane chick really learned to like eating pussy,” Rocky chuckled. “I don’t remember how it started since she’d been looking for her husband.”
“One of the guys wanted to see a girl-on-girl show. I was there,” Tiny reported. “All they had to do was take Jane to the spot, and she took right to it. She didn’t protest at all, just started licking.”
“Tania, you eat at the ’Y’?” Tiny asked, laughing. Tania decided Tiny might be big, but he was simple-minded. He reminded her of a character in a book she had to read in school. She was sure the book had been titled The Grapes of… something, she’d gotten a ’B’ for her report.
“They all do if they’re trained right.” Steve had turned wise regarding women. He was giving Tania a glimpse into the way men thought—at least, how this man thought. She wasn’t at all convinced every woman could be turned, and she knew her ex-husband wasn’t at all wise.
Seemingly without warning, at least to Tania, the Zodiac ran smoothly up a sandy beach and stopped. She was pulled to her feet in time to watch the second craft glide smoothly up beside them.
Four men she didn’t know climbed out and watched the ocean, their weapons at the ready. Tania thought they looked ridiculous but still frightening. The yacht was probably a long way behind them.
She looked at their eyes and realized they were staring intently at her naked body. Not a man was looking where his weapon was pointed. They all looked hungry for her as though they’d never seen a naked woman before. Tania felt embarrassed, and she had to admit to herself, more than a little aroused.
Two of the men rushed over to help her off the Zodiac, their hands feeling as much of her body as they could reach. When her feet were planted on the soft white sand, one of the men pulled her into his body by her ass, his protruding belly making it difficult for him to pull her as close as he wanted. Tania could feel the hard lump in his pants and the excitement in his labored breathing.
It was Rocky who broke them apart and directed Tania to a narrow walking path through the trees, following her ex-husband. The men were behind her, competing for the honor of being the closest to her rhythmically moving butt cheeks. One of the men pushed past her and walked sideways so he could stare at her breasts. He only made it a few feet before falling over an exposed tree root.
“I have to get back,” Larry said when they reached the end of the path.
“Good luck, man,” Rocky answered. “You’ll be out tomorrow night?”
“Wouldn’t miss it.” Larry climbed into a car parked on a narrow dirt road in front of an old van and drove off.
Tania was directed to climb into the back and onto an old mattress. She sat, her back pressed against the rear door and watched the men climb in the side and sit, admiring her naked body. At first, Tania sat with her knees together and her legs to the side. She tried to use her hands to cover her breasts even though it was far too late. She finally gave up the effort as the van jerked into motion, and she needed her hands to help keep her balance.
Tania occasionally moaned as the van’s rusted shocks transmitted every thump in the road to her sore head. They finally bumped and rattled their way down a rutted, winding driveway.
After walking through an open and rusted sliding barn door, she was directed right, then left before being shoved into a jail-like cell, the bars made of road construction rebar. An equally naked Sarah was sitting on the large bunk, looking both scared and relieved.
“Tania, they got you too?” The two women hugged each other, their naked bodies pressed together.
Tiny still had his mask pushed up on his head as he squeezed between them, feeling Tania’s breasts. “You got some special boobs. I hope I get a piece of your ass before…” He looked toward the bars, not wanting to be overheard. Instead, he roughly caressed her pussy before walking out of the cell, locking the door behind him.
“They do that all the time, Tania. I’m always being felt up by these bastards,” Sarah said.
“You’re not a wife, why did they take you?” Tania asked.
“I have no idea, maybe I’m here for you?” she replied as she put her arms around the older woman. “It feels so good to hold you. I’ve been so scared.”
“Do you think you’re really here for me?” Tania asked. The feel of Sarah’s soft body pressed against hers was reigniting her desires despite her fears of the future. Maybe her fears were making her especially horny?
So much had happened. Was that the reason she felt this way all the time—the men and the way they used her body, and the way her husband liked to watch her… and now a beautiful nude woman was pressed against her. Maybe if she hadn’t been fondled by Rocky and her ex-husband. How much was a woman expected to take?
As Sarah’s lips touch Tania’s, Bear watched in rapt fascination on the huge, wall-mounted monitor in the shed. Watching two women make love was a special favorite of his.
“Nothin’ like watchin’ two hot chicks get each other off,” he said to Hawk.
Tania surrendered to Sarah as they lay on the bed. Her legs were spread wide, and her pussy was damp as Sarah stretched out on top of her.
Sarah’s soft lips were a dramatic contrast to the men. Not only were they softer and her skin silky, but she took her time. Sarah wasn’t in a rush.
It had been an incredible morning. Tania had found herself eager for the men. They might have hurt her despite her surrender and her value to Bear, and the idea caused her to shiver in anticipation. What was wrong with her?
Well, they had her attention now. If she was put in with Sarah to give them a show, she’d give them the best show she could.
Even as her mind had been wandering, her body had been responding to Sarah’s kisses. Tania had trapped one of Sarah’s legs between her thighs and was humping her wet, excited pussy against her lover’s soft skin and hard muscles. Her arms were around Sarah’s body, her hands frantically caressing Sarah’s ass as she held her tight. Sarah was humping Tania’s thigh at the same time, the sound of their moans and sighs filled the small cell.
“Well boss, that didn’t take long,” Hawk said peering over Bear’s shoulder.
“I’ve never seen two hornier women,” Bear said. “Look at that billionaire TV chick… we just hauled her naked ass off a yacht an hour or so ago, and she’s already fucking another chick.”
“Remember, she surrendered. We’ll get something for her.” Hawk always put value ahead of sex. Bear turned to look at his number two. Maybe he was queer?
“I heard she likes ’em big,” Bear said.
“True.” Hawk had learned long ago to answer Bear’s questions as simply as possible.
Bear’s laugh sounded sinister to Hawk. “I might not be able to ruin her like I did that last one. If we handle it right, we could do okay.”
“Right boss,” was Hawk’s succinct answer. He knew the BaMa were made powerful, at least in part, by Bear and the fear he inspired. Every gang had dangerous men, but only the BaMa had Bear. His presence made up for other weaknesses.
The fear was legitimate, Bear was famous for his skill with the machete and for his appearance. But what made him boss, El Jefe, wasn’t because the crew felt affection for him. Most of the men hated him. They hated feeling fearful of another man, and the smartest among them knew they weren’t well led.
Hawk was Bear’s number two. His job was to build relationships—like the one they had with the police—and provide Bear with information. Hawk was a good number two, he knew the men and what each could do, and he was smooth in contrast to Bear. But neither were good leaders, Bear led by fear.
“I have a plan for her,” Bear said. He never explained why he did anything. Hawk was momentarily surprised. “Don’t you want to know why I wouldn’t take money from Wilensky?”
“Yes,” a simple answer to a surprising question.
“I’m going to use her to get all the little bastard’s money,” Bear’s smile wasn’t really a smile at all. It was an evil grin. For just a moment he looked like the mad scientist in a graphic novel. “Why settle for just what Sebring owes, plus vig, when I can get it all?”
“I thought there was more,” Hawk said. “You gave me a clue when you told me what to say, when I met with him in his office.”
 



Chapter 2
 
 
BaMa Clubhouse
James and William had been sitting in an old delivery truck they’d stolen, watching the BaMa clubhouse in the city. They’d worked for a mob ’fixer,’ and they knew how things operated and they knew they needed more information about BaMa. The only way they were going to get information was by going out and looking for it, and the obvious place to look was inside what they called the clubhouse.
It seemed clear that the term “clubhouse” didn’t mean a crew hangout. There were few vehicles around, and the building didn’t have a clubhouse vibe. The two had stolen an old truck and driven to the site as soon as they were back.
The structure was tucked into an old industrial area and was surrounded by little used or abandoned buildings and one large storage facility.
The clubhouse looked like it didn’t belong. It was a narrow, one-story building, sharing walls with the larger structures on both sides. The front was brick with the door set back from the street behind a matching waist-high brick wall. Potted plants had been placed on each side of the four concrete steps leading to the entrance. The door itself looked expensive. A polished brass plaque with the simple wording “Bastardos Manojo” was mounted on the brick wall.
They didn’t watch long, time was short, and they needed to find out what they were up against. Both were armed as they approached the door.
James rang the bell and William went to work on the lock. If anyone answered, they’d be shot. It was brutal but necessary to their survival.
“They should be ashamed, using a cheap ass lock like this around here,” William said as the latch popped open. No alarm sounded.
“I don’t think they’re using just the lock to keep people out,” James whispered.
They went in fast, James to the left and William to the right, both crouching and ready to fire. But the auditorium in front of them appeared to be empty.
The auditorium was small and functional with a polished wood floor and bare, beige painted walls. Twenty or thirty burgundy colored padded folding chairs had been set up in groupings before a stage stretching the length of the room, opposite the front door. Steps led up to the stage and to a lectern at the top. Behind the lectern was a plain wooden unmarked door. On James’s left was its twin. It was apparent the auditorium held nothing of interest.
James signaled to William asking, “Which door?” After giving the room one long look, William pointed to the door next to his partner. They found themselves in a narrow hallway extending the length of the building and ending in an exit to the alley. James led the way a short distance to the point where a wider hall joined from the right.
A look into the empty adjoining hall and James saw the door leading to the stage, set in the middle of the wall and about halfway down the hallway on the right. A set of stairs was recessed into the wall and led up to the door. Three additional doors joined the hall from the left.
They had not heard a sound, except the noises they’d made themselves. The building had an empty feel and William and James quickly moved to the first open door. A peek and duck confirmed a small conference-style room. An expensive looking table and chairs were sitting empty.
The second open door led to what appeared to be a women’s makeup room that could have been lifted intact from a strip club. Separate seating areas were arranged along the two walls with chairs set before brightly lit mirrors. The room smelled of perfume and makeup.
The third door was closed and locked. There was a feeling of controlled excitement as William quickly opened the door. James was skilled at defeating alarm systems, he could pick a lock, but William was much faster.
The third room was littered with cardboard brown banker boxes set alongside wooden crates. It was impossible to tell if they had just been moved in or were ready to be moved out. The banker boxes were filled with files, the crates held weapons. As William moved through the boxes and crates, James turned to investigate a locked filing cabinet.
As he bent to open the lowest drawer, he was hit solidly in the back with an aluminum baseball bat. James went down, stunned. The swing had been aimed at his head, but fortunately, missed by just enough. James fell sideways, knocking over a stack of three banker boxes and giving William a few seconds warning. William was always ready, it was how he’d survived so long—he knew he wore a target because of his size. He had to be quicker and better than the much larger men who thought he’d be easy prey.
When he turned, he saw Tiny drop a baseball bat and charge at him from over James’s large, sprawled body. He would have been seconds faster if James and the boxes hadn’t been in his way.
William’s mind was already working on the problem. He’d drilled for days on just this sort of situation. The man charging him was huge but unarmed. He’d taken out James, no easy feat, but he was showing no finesse, just a straight charge. Which could only mean he had one of two things in mind. He was either going to just run William down, in which case it was too late to get clear, or he was going to launch a wild blow with the hope of taking his opponent out.
William prepared for the wild blow.
Tiny—like many large men before him—thought he’d have no problem with the much smaller William and made the classic mistake of launching a large roundhouse punch designed to take his opponent out of the fight quickly. Had the punch connected, Tiny would have been right. But William moved into the swing and used his left forearm to deflect the arch of the downward blow around his head. Tiny was so strong even a miss caused William’s arm to go momentarily numb.
Taking a large step forward, William used what weight he had, combined with his forward momentum to throw a throat strike to Tiny’s larynx, using the web of his right hand between the thumb and forefinger. Many men had underestimated how incredibly strong William was, particularly his hands. The throat strike landed perfectly and was enough to fatally crush Tiny’s larynx and put him on the floor, clutching his throat and gasping for air.
James was slow to regain his feet. The fight had been over in seconds, just the way they liked it. William was bent over, holding the back of a chair and breathing hard, slowly bleeding off the adrenaline that had flooded his system.
“You know how to do that tracheotomy trick with a ballpoint pen?” James asked.
“I saw it done in a movie one time,” William answered while watching Tiny clutch his throat with one hand, holding out his other, asking for help. “We could call an ambulance.”
“Yeah, or I could hit the fucker with that baseball bat and put him out of my misery,” James said rubbing his back.
“Now where do you suppose he was hiding?” William wondered. James shrugged his shoulders, winced, and went back to work on the locked file cabinet.
“Hey, hey, looky here,” he yelled, holding up a stack of one hundred-dollar bills.
William quickly joined him, eyeing drawer after drawer stuffed with bills. “Wanna count it?” James asked.
“Yeah, not now, but yeah, I wanna count it. There’s thousands here,” William said lifting a stack of money in a brown paper wrapper that said ten thousand dollars. “Look how many of these bundles there are in here. Shit, there’s twenty of ’em in this drawer.” After doing some quick math, he announced. “That’s two hundred thousand dollars, I think, in just this one drawer. How many drawers? Five? Holy crap.”
The two of them moved what they wanted—two loose files and all the weapons and money—to the alley door. James locked the room with a now unconscious Tiny inside before moving their truck into the narrow alley parking lane, reserved for the clubhouse.
“Whatcha think?” James asked.
“I think we leave the door to this room locked, just like we found it. Maybe nobody goes in for a few days,” William guessed, his arms bulging from the weight of the wood crate they were carrying.
“By then, maybe nobody gives a shit,” James added. “That was a cruel thing we did, leaving a guy to just die in there.”
“You talking about a guy makes films of women dying? The same guy who sells… fucking sells, women into slavery? That the guy you think we been cruel to?” William mocked.
“Yeah… you right. Still, a bad way to go,” James said.
“We keepin’ the money, homey,” William said after a pause.
“Damn straight we are,” James agreed.
“Wanna just take off with what we got?” William asked.
“Nope, you?”
“Nope, I kinda like Tim, and I like the hell out of his wife,” William smiled.
James grinned in agreement.
 



Chapter 3
 
 
Tim Wilensky
I’d called Mary to find an unleased office in the building, and to begin pinning maps to boards with the roads highlighted. It would be too difficult to gather around a computer and look at the same map. Besides, I could poke holes in paper to mark positions. I knew there were answers, and computers could be useful, but time was short.
It took a lot longer than I’d hoped, and to top it off, James and William had disappeared.
Mary had the keys to an empty, plain, two room office suite in the basement of the building. We’d opened it up together, just as a truck arrived with furniture for us to use.
“We’d have been here sooner,” the driver explained, “but some black assholes stole the truck we were going to use.”
I dismissed his comment as irrelevant and concentrated on the maps one of our associates had found. I was informed—as humbly as an employee can inform his boss—maps are damn hard to come by, everyone else used a computer or cell phone. He had a hell of a time even finding a paper map.
We were able to download satellite pictures showing the houses and driveways for miles around, including the houses on connecting roads. There were hundreds of possibilities, all within five miles of the turn.
Why hadn’t we just downloaded the maps and printed on the large, blank, blueprint paper we had available? Like we had printed the satellite images? I guess my guy had done what he thought I wanted.
There were so many possibilities shown in the satellite pictures, we couldn’t possibly check them all in person. We didn’t know with any degree of certainty if Tania was even there.
“Tim.” William was standing next to me. I had no idea when he’d come in. “James and I have some news. Hi, Nicolas.”
A six-foot table was in the center of the room we were in, with folding aluminum chairs on both sides and the end. James was sitting in one of the chairs, his weight threatening to buckle the legs. In front of him was a computer screen where he was flicking between dozens of open tabs.
He was talking before the three of us had even taken our seats. “Sarah is missing,” he began. “The waitress Tania slept with, the one she introduced to other women.”
He printed a screenshot and looked at the second tab. “Tania’s ex-husband, Stephen Sebring is also missing. At least no one has seen him for a week. A friend of his, an ex-con named Rocky, is also gone. It might not mean anything, guys like him are here and gone all the time. Still, the timing is suspicious. There’s more,” he added, printing additional screenshots.
William had taken each of the sheets and pinned them to a board behind the table. “Might as well give us everything you have,” he said.
“Wait. James, where are you getting this?” I asked.
“Your buddy the Chief. He hates the BaMa with a passion, he sent me the links. He’s checking some things while pretending not to give a shit,” James said. “So, to continue, two guys who worked for us at the mansion, sorry, at your home, are also gone. Nothing special about them except they're both Italians—Mario and Luigi. The Chief thinks they may have mob connections, but cops think all Italians are mobsters.
“I’ve also collected a sheet on every missing married woman in five states. I limited the search to the last thirty days. Now, you might think there couldn’t be any, or it would be on the news. But, just for comparison, some seventy married women in the right age range disappear each year in just this area.
Some are found, of course, some just ran off or whatever. I couldn’t get a good number for true disappearances, but I’ve got sheets on six women who look like good possibilities within the last month,” he printed six pages for William.
I sat in shock. “It’s likely BaMa is auctioning six women every month?” I asked the room in general.
William turned to look at me. “Probably more than six,” he said. “Lots of small towns, they might not all get reported.”
“I don’t want to be an asshole, but how much is he making on this?” I asked.
“It’s not BaMa’s main business, not even close. To them, it’s probably more of an enjoyable sideline. I couldn’t even guess how much six or seven women might go for at auction. I’d think not a lot, especially compared to the gamble they’re taking. It’s the kind of thing that could make the Feds interested. They do it to solidify their international contacts, but mostly for their own amusement.” James had been studying.
“So, they’re probably going to use my wife ’for their own amusement,’” I said with rancor.
 “We need to check out some of these places,” William said. They ignored my comment.
“Nicolas,” James continued. “You need to follow up with the Chief personally. We need to know where they might be keeping Tania, and ask him for weapons too, just in case word gets back to BaMa. They’ll think we’re desperate.”
I looked in silent amazement as the two of them showed us crates of weapons. They had 9mm and .22 caliber pistols with silencers, M4 carbines with silencers, a Mossberg Shockwave shotgun, and M16s, together with thousands of rounds of ammunition. They even had three rocket-propelled grenade launchers, complete with ammunition.
They looked at Nicolas and me without expression before grinning widely, satisfied with their haul.
“Where in hell?” I asked.
“Better you don’t know,” James said. “If anybody asks either of you about these guns, you don’t know where they came from. Still, it’s a good idea to ask the Chief if he can supply us with weapons.”
“Yeah,” William said. “We want to catch them by surprise. We want them unprepared, thinking we’re hurting for arms.”
“Gentlemen,” Nicolas said. He’d been studying the file folders William had handed him. “We now have records on two women these guys sold. These files not only give us the women’s names but also who ’bought’ them. We even know how much was paid. This information alone is enough to put at least a few of the BaMa away for a very long time, and maybe even rescue some people. We also, by the way, have an address.”
William and James seemed to ignore the sound of a copy machine running. I watched them as they examined and, in some cases, applied lubrication to their new toys. The two files were in good hands, and they had other things to concentrate on.
I went to the boards and studied the maps, searching for the address Nicolas had found.
 



Chapter 4
 
 
Nicolas and the Chief
The Chief liked the old park bench overlooking the river, but when he met Nicolas, it was far away from the city. After taking a long, roundabout drive, the Chief pulled into a small campground in the mountains. The camp was run by an odd couple who knew to pretend the Chief of Police, out of uniform, was just another camper looking to get away.
The husband looked to be a fit man in his fifties. His hair, at least what he still had in a fringe around his bald dome, was turning grey. His wife, on the other hand, was a pretty, brown-haired woman in her twenties.
The husband always looked glum to the Chief as though something horrible was about to happen, and he knew he’d be screwed when it did.
At first, the Chief had mistaken the wife for the older man’s daughter. She looked as though she could still be in high school. She was pretty—shining brown hair and a perpetual smile on her face—but not beautiful the Chief thought, presentable seemed to be the right description.
One time, he’d shown up late with his camper and had to go into the office in the front room of their home to check in. The office was walled off from the living quarters on two sides with the check-in area behind a wall-to-wall counter.
The Chief rang a bell on the counter and waited. He could hear faint whispers and the sound of a person hurrying. The wife had appeared at the office door, dressed in a long, loose, silk, colorfully decorated, Japanese-style robe. As she checked him in, her robe had parted, and the Chief had seen a long, thick, black dildo attached to a strap-on below her waist. The artificial cock was poking out from in front of the wife’s shaved pussy. She’d noticed him looking and had demurely retied the robe.
“Well,” she’d said. “I better get back to taking care of my husband. You know how men are when they're kept… er… in suspense.”
The Chief sat at a picnic table at a campsite, far from other people and waited. He was thinking about the wife—he thought he knew what she’d been doing to her husband, but not how she had him in ’suspense’—when Nicolas sat down across from him.
“I’m assuming this has something to do with Wilensky and his wife,” the Chief said. “I’ll go out on a limb and guess BaMa’s in there somewhere too.”
“You’re a good guesser, Chief,” Nicolas said.
“You know I can’t do anything to help. I’d like to, you know that too, but I can’t.” The Chief squirmed a little on the hard wooden bench. Thinking about the wife had added to his discomfort.
“I know, but maybe you can do one thing,” Nicolas said. “Tim’s got a couple of guys working with him, you’ve probably seen them.”
“Black guys, one’s huge, the other a wiry-looking, small fella.”
“That’s them. They were some sort of special forces in a prior life, served together. From what I’ve gathered, they’ve seen some hairy stuff, and they’re committed to getting Tania back in one piece,” Nicolas said.
“I wish ’em the best. I could maybe give you a lead on where she might be, but that’s about all I can do. Except arrest anyone who’s actively out to hurt people.” The Chief looked disgusted.
“The fact is, I can’t even rely on my own men. Hawk has spread so much money around, I don’t feel as though I can trust anyone.”
“I’m happy to take your best guess on location, but I’m hoping you can help one other way.” Nicolas was looking off into the trees as he spoke. “They need weapons. Frankly, I don’t know how that helps you, except, perhaps, take some of the BaMa out of action.”
“You’re smiling like you made a joke. How long have I known you?” The Chief was picking at a loose piece of wood on the table as he spoke. “But I got nothing for you. The weapons we have are all locked up and accounted for in the station. I can’t help with that, all I can do is give you a guess as to where they're keeping your girl.”
“Perhaps this will help you in some way, Chief,” Nicolas said, carefully placing two file folders on the table between them. He’d made copies of everything and stored them in Tim’s safe.
“What now?” the Chief said, sliding the file folders forward. He read fast, his eyes growing large before slamming the first folder closed and opening the second.
“Where the hell did you get these?”
“Are they of any help to you?” Nicolas acted innocent.
“Hell, yes, you know they are. These are files on two missing women, and they confirm those Bastardos auctioned them. The files even record who bought them and how much they paid. If the files are real,” he questioned, turning ’cop eyes’ on Nicolas.
“They’re real, and I can tell you where you might accidentally find boxes of these file folders. Files that persons unknown were careless with.” Nicolas didn’t want to ruin the chain of discovery. “Could you, or somebody, prosecute with this information?”
“Boxes, you say? Let’s say it’s true, and something can be found to back ’em up like a living woman or a body. Yeah, I’d say even a lazy prosecutor could jack up people with this kind of information,” he said. “Why did those stupid, arrogant thugs put all this in writing and keep it? Oh hell, I just answered my own question.”
The Chief had Nicolas write down his best guess where Tania was held. They chatted for a while about how the boxes might accidentally be found—at the right time.
“I hope you survive,” the Chief said, getting in his truck. “I doubt you can wait for the Feds. Even if they had those files right now, they’d have to investigate and impanel a grand jury while making sure no BaMa people were on it. Hell, could be months before they had the first indictment.
“A lot of lives will be saved once the gang is taken out,” he continued. “You understand, I can’t jeopardize everything for one woman at this point as much as I’d like to?”
The Chief looked sad as he started his truck and pulled out of the campground. It was a dangerous period for both of them. Nicolas hoped they hadn’t talked for the last time.
It took Nicolas almost twice as long as it should have to get back to the small office where Tim waited. He hadn’t always been a private detective. Once-upon-a-time, he’d been a decorated police officer in a much larger city. He used every trick he knew to lose a possible tail, and after he pulled into the underground garage, he stood behind his SUV, gun in hand, until he was sure he hadn’t been followed inside.
Unfortunately, he’d been wrong.
 



Chapter 5
 
 
Tim
Wilensky
I had one more thing to do. I called the contractor who had constructed the small cell in the basement of our home.
“Roy, I need you to add another cell. This one needs to be big enough to move around in, even big enough for exercising,” I told him. “Also, put in one of those stainless-steel toilets and a sink.”
“When do you want it?” Roy knew I didn’t care what it cost, and he didn’t care why I wanted it. He had asked the only question that mattered.
“Yesterday,” I told him, knowing he’d be working on it overnight if need be.
I’m not sure why I ordered a larger cell. I knew we were dealing with dangerous men, and I didn’t know what would happen. Legs had already wandered into our lives and wouldn’t leave. She was sleeping in the smaller cell, and we didn’t bother locking the door. She was free to go, but she wouldn’t leave.
“One more thing, Roy. How’s the remodel on the old bar going?” I’d bought an old bar about six months before. The only reason I bought it was the old guy who owned it wanted to retire but couldn’t afford to pull the plug. I just happened to be the only person sitting at the bar while he told me his life story.
I could see why he’d had no offers. It needed a lot of work, and nobody wanted a fixer-upper bar. It was basically one big room with a bar along one wall, an office and storeroom in the rear. He had shown me around, proud his paid-for stock would be included in any sale.
On a whim, I bought the bar, and the old guy retired. The liquor license expired with him. Since then, the bar had sat unoccupied, a storeroom full of liquor.
Roy was fixing the place up and upgrading the office to include a reception area. “I’ll have it ready for you this week. It looks great, too bad you don’t have a license. Maybe you could open it as a private club?”
“Yeah, a strip club,” I said.
“Don’t even joke about it,” Roy said suddenly serious. “Strip clubs are all owned by the BaMa. They’re mean fuckers.”
“I was just kidding, Roy,” I said before hanging up.
I had no idea what to do with the bar. It was in a lousy location—about the only thing it was good for was strippers.
I stopped myself. I was thinking about strippers, and I owned a disaster of a bar on the edge of town, between a horrible neighborhood and a dirty little manufacturing operation. In fact, a garage that seemed to work only on large motorcycles wasn’t far away. There were always bikers hanging around.
The only thing it was good for was as a tax deduction. I had only a vague idea how it worked, but a business costing money and bringing in nothing had to be useful for something.
This wasn’t me, I thought. It wasn’t the way I had lived—I was rich, I associated with other rich and influential people. Now, I had a wife who was having sex with others, both men and women. More—I enjoyed watching her. I was so glad I’d met Tania. She’d changed me for the better, I thought. If only Bear and the BaMa weren’t holding her.
In addition, I had a jail cell in my basement, and another was being built. Not to mention the out-of-business bar nobody knew about.
I left the office and walked carefully along the sidewalk to the parking garage we were using. The first place anyone would look for us was in the parking garage under my building, and I didn’t want to make it easy. Instead, I’d picked a garage down the block, and exposed myself on the sidewalk every time I drove in or out. It hadn’t taken me long to recognize my mistake.
I tried to make sure I could remember every car and every person I passed, but soon gave it up, there were just too many.
Rather than going in the door and down the stairs, I walked down the exit vehicle ramp, stopping at the bottom to see if anyone had tried to follow me. I seemed to be alone.
Then I got stupid again, ignoring an old white van parked next to my car. I was purposely driving a plain three-year-old Toyota, so I wouldn’t attract attention. It would have been better if I’d had a driver and been guarded when I was vulnerable, but James was busy.
The van appeared to be something a painting contractor would drive. There was always work being done in one of the buildings. I didn’t give it enough thought.
A black hood was slipped over my head, and my hands were handcuffed behind my back before I could react. I tried to shout when I was picked up and thrown into the van. Tape covered my mouth; I couldn’t even open my lips far enough to explore with my tongue. A sense of panic overcame me.
“Just calm down, we’re not going to hurt you,” a rough voice said next to me. All my brain heard were the words ’hurt you.’ Oddly, the thought calmed me somewhat. I didn’t want to give them a reason.
I was shoved against the metal wall of the van, a boot pushed into my back to hold me in place as the van moved. All I could do was groan with every bump. The van had worn shocks, and I swear I could feel every pebble along the way.
“Turn right,” a muffled voice said from the front. We drove for a long time, and I tried to remember the turns, but I had no better luck than I’d had on the street. Eventually, we turned left onto a badly rutted roadway, and I knew exactly where we were—the BaMa farm.
I smelled dirt when I was lifted from the van, and something sharp was pushed against my throat.
“You know what this is, asshole?” the same voice asked. I didn’t respond, what could I possibly say?
“It’s a machete, asshole. You try anything, and you’re dead.”
I doubted him, I didn’t think they wanted me dead. I thought they wanted something else from me. His comment relaxed me more. They could have killed me in the parking garage. I’m not sure what clicked in my head, but it all made sense.
I heard the squeak of a rusty barn door being opened, and I was pushed forward. It wasn’t easy walking with a hood over my head and my hands cuffed. I did the best I could until I was inside the rusty door and surrounded by the smell of freshly cut wood.
“Step up, asswipe,” a different voice said like his voice box was full of gravel.
I stepped up and over some kind of low barrier. I felt a breeze as the door was closed behind me. The smell of dirt was strong again, mixed with the same freshly cut wood odor. I was led to my right for a few steps, then left.
After walking about fifteen feet, I was pulled to a stop. The hood was roughly pulled off, and I was looking at an open jail-type cell. It wasn’t as nice as what Roy was making for me. The front, including the door, was made from road construction material used as bars.
A naked Tania was facing me, a heavy metal collar around her neck, a chain connected the collar to the rebar next to the open door. My wife’s arms were held behind her back, her legs were spread wide, and her face was flushed a vivid pink. Clamps were on her erect nipples, a thick gold chain hanging between them. A very small, remote-controlled vibrator was held against her clitoris. I could see the small, purple, bullet-shaped thing, but I couldn’t see what was holding it in place.
“Tim,” her voice shook. “It’s not what it looks like.”
Tania looked to my left. “Bear, please… I’ve done everything you wanted.”
I turned to track Tania’s gaze, and what I saw caused me to take an involuntary step back. It was my first sight of the crew’s leader. Bear was truly immense, but that wasn’t my first impression. My first sense was of hair. His head was a wild, untamed mop blending into a huge black, equally untamed beard. Even his arms were covered in long strands of hair, and fur covered his naked chest and back.
“Wanna see your wife fucked, Tim?” he growled. He took off his loose pants and exposed the ugliest penis I’d ever seen. Uncircumcised, it was longer than James’s and much, much bigger. It looked more like an arm and fist than a standard issue male appendage. Even his god-ugly penis had hair growing half way up its abhorrent length.
“Get the pants off this fuckwad,” he ordered a guard. They rushed to obey his orders, stripping my pants from me and leaving me trying to cover myself.
“Tell hubby why you’re here, cunt,” Bear ordered my wife.
“Please, I love him, Bear. That’s why I’m here.” Tania looked at me. “I gave myself up to settle Stephen’s debts. It was the only way to make sure they didn’t kill you. I gave myself to the BaMa because I love you.”
“Well, don’t stop now, slut. Tell him about the auction,” Bear demanded.
“They’re going to auction me.” Tania was trying not to cry. “They’ll sell me to the highest bidder to pay Stephen’s debts, then I’ll be out of your life.” Tears began falling freely from her eyes. “Please understand, Tim. It’s the only way, you couldn’t protect me forever.”
“Tell hubby what you want, Tania,” the leader of the BaMa ordered.
“Please, don’t do this. I love him, Bear. Please leave us that,” Tania begged, wailing.
“So, you’re naked and chained in this cell because it’s what you want?” Bear was trying to sound as though the thought was too incredible to be believed. He wasn’t doing a very good job of it.
“Yes, it’s true,” Tania answered.
“Bear,” I said. “Why won’t you let me pay the damn debt? If it’s money you want, let me take care of it.”
Bear looked at me as though I were shit he’d stepped in. “I don’t want you to pay because I want all your fucking money.” He had a look of vast cruelty. For the first time, I understood just how much trouble we were in. I’d stupidly underestimated things. Finding men the caliber of William and James wasn’t easy, but I hadn’t even tried. I’d screwed up—royally.
For the first time, I notice Sarah as she stepped forward from the corner of the cell. “Is she wet?” Bear asked her, ignoring me.
A naked Sarah pushed her hand between my wife’s legs. “Oh, yeah. She’s wet, Bear.”
“Tell him, Tania. Tell hubby what you want,” Bear demanded again.
“Oh, damn. I don’t want to say it, not to my husband. Please, Bear, just do what you did last night. You know that’s what I want more than anything,” she begged, her voice shaking.
“That’s what I want more than anything,” he mocked in a sing-song voice. “I guess ’anything,’ doesn’t include telling your husband what kind of slut you are.” Bear pushed a button on a small controller in his hand, and Tania began to shake.
“Oh… Bear… not the vibrator.” Even her voice was vibrating. I could see the muscles in her stomach moving and her breasts jiggling. The tiny vibrator was so powerful, it was making the chains leading to her nipples shimmy.
“Oh… please,” she gasped, but Bear turned off the remote as Tania became more excited. She was left shaking and gasping for breath.
“What’d we do last night, you needy slut? ’Please what?’ Talk to your husband.” Bear’s voice seemed even more like a growl than before.
“I told you I wanted to turn myself in, to honor the contract with… that man. I told you I was going to come to the clubhouse, anyway, you didn’t need to take me.” Tania was breathing hard, her legs spread wide. A drop of moisture rolled down the inside of her right thigh.
“Then what? Don’t make me drag it out of you. Tell hubby the truth,” Bear made as though he was going to push the button again. A guard was holding out a sharpened machete for him. “Don’t need that right now but keep it close in case I need to use it on pencil-dick here,” he said, nodding at me.
Tania had turned herself in? We’d been working to protect her when she’d been kidnapped from the boat and I’d spent most of my life in fear of kidnapping. My family had always been targets, we had so much and there were people always looking for an easy score. She turned herself in? I was having a hard time reconciling the two realities.
“I asked you to please… fu… fuck me.” Tears were streaming down my wife’s face. “I wanted you to do it. I offered myself to you.”
“We’re getting there slut, you’re doing good, finally. Are you telling the truth? Tell hubby,” he ordered.
Tania turned to look at me. “It’s the truth, Tim. Every word. I was going to give myself to them to save you. I love you, I didn’t want you hurt. But he’s changing me. He’s used that thing, and he’s kept me chained with Sarah,” Tania sniffled, her tears were threatening to fall again. “You’re a good man, you’ll find someone else.”
“Ain’t that sweet?” Bear interrupted before I could say anything. “She wanted to save needle-dick here. What a girl. Now tell this poor excuse for a man why you’re wearing chains and nipple clamps.”
Tania looked truly ashamed for the first time. She wouldn’t talk until Bear threatened her with the button again. “Bear, please, no more.” My wife was squirming, trying to get away from the vibrator on her clit before the button could be pushed again.
“Tell hubby why you’re all chained up. I’m done being nice,” Bear took the blade from the guard. “Next time, I’m taking one of his toes for my collection.”
The guard tried to put my bare foot on a wood block. I struggled against him until Bear tapped me on the side of the head with the butt of the machete.
“Stop-the-fuck dancing around.” I stopped dancing around and allowed my barefoot to be placed on the wood block as my head cleared. I hadn’t been hit by another person since boarding school. I felt more shock than pain.
Tania looked at me in concern, her beautiful face distorted by worry lines.
“I’m in chains because I like it,” she shouted at Bear. “I like being fucked by that thing between your legs, and I like being chained like a wild animal while you do it.” Tears ran down her cheeks as she added softly. “I’m just an animal, too. I’ve gone feral, just like you. I feel like I’m in heat.”
It shocked me. It might make sense to lie to Bear, but I thought my wife was telling him the truth. This wild man had turned her into an untamed animal who only wanted sex. It was worse than the peaks, plateaus, and overwhelming desires Tania had described to me. I couldn’t breathe as fast as I needed to get enough air to my lungs. My cock was straining erect, drops of pre-cum falling to the dirt between my feet. A sheen of cold sweat covered my body.
“Hear that, wiener-dick?” he said, stroking the ugly thing between his legs. “Wifey wants her some Bear. Maybe I fuck her ass tonight.”
I briefly wondered how many names he could invent to insult me and my cock. The names seemed to roll off his tongue without difficulty.
Tania was crying softly, but Bear was smiling triumphantly. “Maybe I’ll give you to my men when I’m done. How about that?”
“Anything you want, Bear.”
“Maybe I’ll let needle-dick have a turn. How about that?” Bear asked.
Tania glanced at me. “Anything you say, Bear.”
“How about that?” he said for the third time, looking at me. “She’ll let her own husband fuck her if I say so.”
“Would you let him fuck you if I said he couldn’t?” Bear was walking to the cell.
“No, Bear.” Tania’s eyes were sad as she followed his movements.
My wife had just said I couldn’t have relations with her if this hair-covered creature said I couldn’t. What the fuck? I felt a surge of anger.
“Assume the position, slut,” he ordered, walking into the cell and standing behind my wife.
Tania bent forward quickly, and I noticed for the first time her collar was not only heavily padded, but it was missing a large slice of the front. Not enough was missing to slide her neck through, but the opening was enough to allow her to breathe and talk. My wife leaned forward at the waist, her head facing the rebar and me, letting the collar and chain take her weight. Her legs were far apart. I could look down the beautiful spread of her back as she watched me. She was wider at the shoulders, her smooth back tapering to her impossibly thin waist before widening again into her lush hips and thighs.
“Tell hubby what you want. It’s okay you don’t want it, you can say ’no’. I’ll just turn on your vibrator while I fuck young Sarah here.”
“I want you to do it, stretch me again. Please, Bear, don’t make me wait.” She sounded desperate. Sarah looked disappointed.
He’d really fucked my wife earlier? My heart fell through my stomach and landed on the dirt floor. I felt protective of Tania, I didn’t want her torn apart by Bear’s fist-like erection. I couldn’t help my own cock growing hard and twitching—my erection felt wonderful. I wanted to stop this defilement of my beautiful wife. I wanted to save her, but my chest felt funny at the thought of watching him fuck her. I wanted both.
Bear was hard when he stepped up and roughly shoved his erection into my wife. Tania screamed as she was suddenly stretched too wide.
“You’re hurting me, aww… God. Oh, shit, Bear. You’re tearing me in two.”
Bear paid no attention as he ferociously fucked my wife. Tania tried to get away—his cock was so thick, he had to be hurting her. It was like a solid, hairy arm had been brutally shoved inside her. I could see between her thighs as the hair on his cock whipped against her pussy. He held her by the hips in his strong hands, pulling her body back against his.
For only a second or two, Tania ran out of voice to scream and was starting to push back on her own. Her face had gone… wild, maybe thrilled is a better description. It was as though her higher brain had stopped working, and she was only thinking with her pussy. She looked… eager and excited. How? … what was happening? He was ripping her apart, but she was starting to fuck back at the cock battering her.
“You like it, don’t you, slut?” Bear growled. “You think you’ll ever be any use to pencil-dick?”
Tania’s wails were gaining in volume. She was wailing as loud as she had been screaming just moments before.
“Well… answer me,” he demanded.
“You’re ruining me, I’m stretched so much, I cum when I dream of your cock…” Tania was bawling as she screamed.
“Your pussy’s mine now, isn’t it, slut?”
“Yes, Bear… I want you to have it… I want it more than anything.”
“You cum yet, slut?”
“Yes…more than once.”
Bear started fucking her even faster as Tania raised her head to yell as loud as she could at the ceiling. This wasn’t the shriek of pain, it was a cry of ecstasy. She’d become a beast, rutting with her hair-covered primal mate.
“My cock’s all you think about, isn’t it, whore?” he growled.
“Yes… I’m sorry…. Tim.” But it didn’t seem as though she was sorry, at least not right then.
I watched my wife, still bent at the waist, the chained collar around her neck taking her weight. She was whimpering as she cried.
“He’s changed me… I’ve changed.”
Bear stopped moving, his immense balls contracting powerfully as he came deep inside my wife’s womb. Tania grunted with each throb as they traveled the length of his arm-like cock. He seemed to cum for a very long time.
Tears were running down her face, and I could see a puddle forming beneath her as his cum created a steady drip from her pussy to the dirt floor. Her mouth was hanging open as she tried to talk, a white chalk of dried saliva in the corners of her lips. Her eyes looked glazed, empty.
“He’s made me an animal like he is,” Tania whispered. It wasn’t said with any sign of regret.
I’d lost my wife to this beast, this hairy criminal, but my cock was fully erect and throbbing as I watched. I was ashamed of myself for being excited by what I’d seen. I still wanted her, and I desperately loved her, but I could never satisfy her like Bear. I looked down at my smaller, deflating cock with mild loathing.
When Tania orgasmed, it was sometimes an epic event. Her entire body would vibrate, and while a climax might last a matter of long seconds to an ordinary person, my wife’s orgasms lasted much longer. Once she started to cum, her orgasms would continue to arrive with only short ’plateaus’ between them, for as long as she was stimulated.
As I stood outside her cell, feeling sorry for myself, I thought about the time Tania had explained her sex cycle, a cycle featuring repeated powerful orgasms when she would become lost in the sensations. She’d be unable to get enough, always looking for another climax like a drug addict. Her brain would crave the oxytocin and endorphins released during orgasm. She was not only in a self-described sex-cycle, she was now a woman who had hit her sexual peak.
I was led away when Tania was forced to her knees to clean Bear’s hairy cock with her mouth. She was licking him passionately, swallowing the mixture of his cum and her own abundant lubrication.
I was locked in the small cell between Tania’s and the turn leading to the sliding door out. Inside was only a cot, an iron ring embedded in the wall, and a bucket. My wrists were cuffed in front of me, and a long chain was used to secure my handcuffs to the ring on the wall. My pants were not returned.
I easily heard every sound from Tania’s cell. The first was Bear swatting her ass as he left, only to smirk as he walked past me, followed by the sounds of Sarah cleaning her with a towel and my wife’s crying.
“He saw me,” she cried to Sarah. “He knows what I’ve become.”
I was about to yell I didn’t care, I loved her. I sucked in a breath to yell to her but interrupted before I could utter a sound by the noise of men coming down the hallway.
“In here,” Sarah said. “Bear just finished with her, so now it’s your turn if you’re men enough.”
“Damn straight, we’re men enough,” a chorus of men’s voices answered her.
I tried to count the men as they walked past but gave up at ten. I recognized some of them—her ex-husband Steve and I guessed at Rocky based on his tattoos. The remainder were large, often heavily bearded, muscular gang members, and each must have had a thick swollen cock to be selected.
“Where’s my husband?” Tania anxiously asked the group in general.
“Don’t know, don’t give a shit,” was the general answer even though they’d walked right past me.
“Oh God,” Tania groaned as the first man pushed inside her. “Rocky, why are you doing this to me?”
Rocky didn’t answer, he just grunted as he fucked my wife. I listened as her ex-husband went next.
“I know you’ve missed this cock, haven’t you Tania?” he asked.
I thought I heard a soft “yes,” but I couldn’t be sure. I could hear her moans as he drove his erection home, this time she climaxed as her ex-husband claimed her once more.
I didn’t sleep the rest of the night as the men gang fucked my beautiful wife, and I was forced to listen. I jacked off, stopping when I felt myself getting too close. I didn’t want to cum to the sound of another man inside my Tania. After a long time, my quivering organ subsided a little. Tania never seemed to stop. She announced each climax with a scream of satisfaction.
It must have been near dawn when Rocky came to my cell and asked if I wanted a turn. Without waiting for an answer, he led me into the next cell. My wife was lying on the bed, a large, overweight gang member on top of her. Sarah sat next to her, holding her hand.
As soon as the fat fucker grunted and came inside Tania, I was pushed between her wet thighs, cum was flowing from her. She was so stretched, it seemed as if I could see deep inside.
She looked at me with blank eyes and no show of recognition. I was just another hard cock to the female beast in front of me. I couldn’t really feel her vagina. I pushed into what felt like a warm distended vat of cum, only finishing because I was so aroused, not only from what I’d seen and heard done to my wife but because of the crushing emotions I felt.
I came for a long time as Tania wrapped her arms and legs around my body and came with me. It must have been the sensation of a man climaxing inside her for so long that set her off. It wasn’t the feel of me, I’m sure she couldn’t feel me any better than I could feel her.
Even though I knew I’d lost Tania, certainly to Bear and perhaps to the entire gang, I loved her, and I lusted after her. But my turn to fuck my own wife left me feeling empty and heartsick.
 



Chapter 6
 
 
BaMa Farm
William walked slowly through the woods behind the farm, wearing a ghillie suit. The camouflage suit covered his entire body and head, even covering his legs and feet. The ghillie was designed to look like the natural environment with artificial grasses covering the entire surface, appearing remarkably like the grasses growing wild where the woods began. William had spent a lot of time combing the suit out and adding real grass to make it look even more authentic.
An elastic wrap, made to match the ghillie suit, covered his silenced M4 semi-automatic rifle. A separate matching tarp could be used to cover an old cardboard coffee cup he used to relieve himself and a water-filled canteen. A large empty cardboard coffee cup from a national chain wouldn’t look out of place almost anywhere. William was covered, coming and going.
He passed a poor excuse for a patrol—three guys wearing whatever they wanted, one even in pointy-toed cowboy boots. William knew where they were from a long way off, he could smell the smoke from their cigarettes. Rather than patrolling separately or even in a group, they were all standing by a tree, smoking and talking. Judging by the number of cigarette butts on the ground, this was their favorite spot.
They were armed with an assortment of weapons—all had handguns in holsters, two had assault-style rifles that had been left leaning against trees. William watched the patrol long enough to determine they weren’t much threat to him despite their armament.
Further to the west, he spotted an observation post. Two guys, dressed in black, had dug a deep, well-camouflaged hole. It appeared one was always on duty while the other rested. What was confusing wasn’t who they were, but rather, what they were watching.
Their focus wasn’t on the woods or the obvious approach paths. They were watching the farm. William stayed well behind them and out of sight. He didn’t like the look of this O.P. These were professionals, and they were only interested in the BaMa farm.
He made his way east, taking a large detour to avoid both groups and settled into a shallow depression in the earth just as the sun was fully up. With the ghillie suit in place, William was almost invisible even to someone standing next to him.
All night, he’d heard men yelling from the barn and a female crying between groans and loud wails. By the time William was settled, men could be seen walking around the side of the barn and into the small rear door. They looked happy, worn out, and well-armed.
William heard them relax inside the barn. They were given orders to stay quiet and to expect trouble from the woods. The men were also told not to depend on the patrol for a warning. The voice giving orders was loud enough to be heard clearly.
Another interesting thing was the presences of “U” shaped brackets on the door and barn walls, obviously meant to hold the long, wooden, three-inch by five-inch crossbar that had been left lying in the dirt.
Far to his right was a small farmhouse. In front of him was a shed that might have been used to store small, miscellaneous farm equipment. The large equipment had been left scattered about, all too rusty to be useful for much except decoration.
A short time later, a man completely covered in hair left the farmhouse and made his way across the yard, bypassing the barn to the shed. William expected him to come right back out, but nothing happened. Apparently, he was going to spend the day inside.
William had come prepared to stay where he was for days although he’d hoped it wouldn’t come to that. As hours turned into days, he was grateful for the food he’d lugged in, and he was becoming more aware of his own body odor.
Watching the farm had turned into an endurance contest made even harder by watching the hairball—William’s name for the man covered in hair. His entrance into the barn was always followed a short time later by the sounds of Tania crying in ecstasy.
Using a camouflaged covered scope, William watched as a white van pulled up to the front of the barn, and a man with a black hood over his head was led out. Judging by the man’s walk, his build, and his lack of pants, William guessed he’d found the missing Tim.
Hawk had climbed into the van with him. Two crew members were in front when they pulled out, driving down the rutted drive to the larger gravel road.
 



Chapter 7
 
 
Tim Wilensky
I must have slept because I remember waking to the silence. The men were done with my wife, all I could hear was crying.
“Tania,” I yelled. The crying stopped.
I tried again. This time, I was rewarded by a small voice.
“Forget me, Tim.”
“What’s happening?” I asked.
“Just go on with your life.” She sounded so weak.
“Good advice,” Sarah said. “Your wife is gone. You should know when to give up and move on.”
“What do you mean gone? She’s right here, and I love her—no matter what—and I know she loves me too,” I yelled. My answer was the sound of renewed crying. I heard Sarah comforting my wife even more over the next few days.
Bear visited Tania repeatedly. I was kept in my cell for long days, but I was treated to the confusing sounds of Bear’s visits at night. I should have been angry or at least jealous, and I was. A man was fucking my wife every night, and all I could do was listen and grow an erection.
I’d hear Tania scream Bear’s name and beg him to fuck her. She was wild sounding as he pushed inside her again. He was tearing her apart, and she’d scream in pain, just as she had the first time I’d been forced to watch. Then her cries of pain would change to cries of intense pleasure. Her screams of joy seemed to come sooner each time Bear visited her.
Maybe I was fooling myself. It seemed she was looking forward to his visits. It even seemed as though the pleasure lasted long after he’d slapped her on the ass and left the barn.
Sarah was a big part of that, of course. The women would take pleasure from each other until the darkness gave way to the first morning light coming through the old barn door.
I couldn’t begin to understand all of it, but my wife had changed. She wanted that cock inside her, a cock that looked like a grown man’s arm and fist. No, she needed it. She didn’t sound human when she screeched in heat.
The sound left me hard and throbbing. I wanted her to be like that with me, but if she couldn’t, I wanted to experience it with her. I wanted to watch my wife have such intense gratification. Unable to do anything but listen, I had to learn to be satisfied with what I had.
I sat on my cot after he left one day and tried to think about the future. Even if we were able to rescue my wife—and I didn’t see how we could—our lives together would never again be the same.
It was as though she had become a different type of being. An animal of sorts, with an animal’s unquenchable need, and only Bear could satisfy her. While she was with Bear, she regretted what she was doing to me, but her regret sounded less sincere by the day. What she was doing had become natural to her, she needed what he had, and he wanted what she had.
Still, I couldn’t leave her here. I loved her and cared for her. More importantly, I needed her. I needed to love her, and I knew her life would be short, and ultimately, full of pain if I deserted her.
Tania was led past me and out of the barn on one of the days. I couldn’t tell what time it was, much less what day. I could tell night from day by the opening of the squeaking barn door. I knew it was daylight when Tania was led out. She didn’t look at me.
It was daytime again when an exhausted-looking Tania was led past me toward her cell. Bear was leading her by a chain attached to her collar.
“Stop here,” he ordered. “Tell hubby whatza been doing.”
Tania turned her tired eyes toward me. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and her face seemed lined with exhaustion.
“Remember my stripper fantasy?” she asked in a raspy voice.
“Tania, I love you. Remember, you said you’d always return to me.”
It was as though she hadn’t heard as she continued.
“I lived my fantasy. I danced naked in front of a room full of men, loud men who wanted to see my body. It excited me that I excited them. It turned me on. What’s the matter with me?”
She didn’t wait for an answer, nor I suspect, did she want one.
“Then I danced for some of them alone, and I let them touch me, everywhere. I wore my collar.” She looked at Bear for permission to continue.
“Then they fucked me. They all fucked your wife, one after the other, some came inside me, some came on me.” She seemed even more exhausted than before. “I don’t know how many times I orgasmed with them. I was more than just a slut. I need to sleep now.”
As Bear led her away, I felt a deep, dark despair. He’d more than stolen my wife from me. He’d stolen her from herself. It was a foul human crime. We’d both lost so much.
Bear was a psychopath or maybe a sociopath, I didn’t know which, but there wasn’t much doubt he was one or the other. But what did that make her husband, a man frozen in fear for his wife while sporting an erection?
No more was said, but the sound of her desperation continued until I was taken away. The black hood was put back over my head, and I was in a van. I’m pretty sure we were driving to some place in the city.
The first time the hood was pulled from my head, we were in the back of a motorcycle repair shop, I thought it looked a lot like the biker place not far from the bar I’d purchased. In front of me stood four large men and one short thin man, wearing leather motorcycle vests. Behind them, standing on their tiptoes, their wrists tied to a wooden beam above them, was a woman I’d never met and my own receptionist, Mary.
“Tim,” Mary looked frightened. “Please, help me.”
The short thin man with wild black hair and a long scar on his face stepped forward and ran the flat side of a machete over her face.
“They call me ’Stinky,’ you can call me mister, Timmy. Now, we been given these here women to make some movies with. I really only expected Pat here, but old Bear threw in this here Mary girl for free.”
Mary was trying to get away from him, but she could only move a few inches on her toes. “Tim,” she sobbed.
“Now, here’s the really odd thing,” Stinky continued. “She claim to be scared and begging for help, but we had to take her panties offen her ’cause they were so wet from her dew.” The men laughed as he held up a sodden pair of pink bikini panties.
“These your panties, girl?” he asked.
Mary looked ashamed as she answered “Yes” in a very small voice.
Stinky cut the back of Mary’s skirt and let it fall to the oil-stained cement floor. Her smoothly waxed pussy was puffy looking between her silky, stretched thighs.
“Now this here girl,” he said, standing next to the redhead. “She married to some guy who bet more than he had and now she belong to us. We gonna make a movie with her. You wanna be in a movie, girl? Maybe you become a big star.”
The pretty redhead was breathing rapidly, her chest rising and falling as Stinky talked.
“’Course, ain’t no tellin’ how a movie’ll end. Sometime, the star die at the end. Just can’t tell,” he said, using the sharp blade to cut her clothing off.
Pat had a pale body, her areola so pale as to be almost invisible on the tips of her smallish sized, pointed breasts. Her pubic hair was bright red, the same color as the hair on her head, and the red bush completely hid her lower lips from view.
I felt pushed from the back. I hadn’t been allowed to put on pants, and to my embarrassment, my cock was almost completely hard. Stinky turned to me.
“Now, I see you secretly enjoyin’ this,” he chuckled as he looked at my growing erection. “Here’s what’s goin’ happen. First, we all gonna fuck the redhead. We gonna make a movie of it, and your ’ceptionist is gonna watch, maybe along with you.
“Now, at the end,” he continued, “after we all satisfy ourselves, one of two things gonna happen. I bet you wanna know what those things are, don’t yah?”
I nodded my head yes. Mary was looking at my cock with interest, no longer trying to escape as two of the men caressed her body.
“You do wanna know? Well, okay, I’m gonna tell yah. At the end,” the spokesman said, “Pat here could end up, how would you say? Deceased; lots a sick-fucks’ll pay to see that sort of thing. Ain’t for me, I prefer option two, but it up to you and Mary here.”
He turned to look at us as he continued. Pat’s eyes were wide, and her face had grown even more pale.
“Option two is this, Mary here joins us. She and Pat become part of our happy family.”
“So, there’s your choices, Mr. Timmy,” he said. “You can have your ’ceptionist back, just as she is, but little ’ol Pat goin’ meet her maker, or you can give ’em both to me, and we treat ’em good, but they stay with us.”
“Why me?” I said.
“’Cause you gots all the fucking money, Timmy-boy,” Stinky said. “Oh, silly me. My head just ain’t connected sometimes. You gotta give us money too. That is if’n you want the pretty little redhead to go on breathing. We givin’ up all those movie profits, so you gotta pay.”
“You can’t just kill a woman.” The entire thing had become surreal to me. I couldn’t make this choice.
“Tim,” Mary yelled as the two men continued to work on her body, causing her to moan. “Don’t let them kill her.”
“How much?”
“A million dollars,” he said, staring at me.
“Too much, I don’t even know her. Why would I care a million dollars if she lives or not?” I was working on the theory that if I just gave in, they’d want even more.
“Okay,” he answered, running his blade over Pat’s small tits. She looked down in horror at the machete. “I guess I understand.” He turned to look at me, “How about you fuck her first, you know? Get to know her?”
“How about I just give you half a million dollars, and we call it good.”
“Deal.” He couldn’t control himself, the greed showed in his eyes. “Half a million dollars and we let ’er live. Dang, this a good day, ain’t it? ’Specially for Pat here,” he said, smacking her ass.
I was looking into Mary’s eyes. I wondered what her husband would think of what I’d done. I noticed drops of a clear liquid running down her leg—what was that about?
“Pat,” the spokesman said, putting his machete back in his belt. “This your lucky day. ’Course, we got us some serious body work to do, and we still got most of a movie to shoot, but at least you gonna be alive to join our happy group.”
Pat’s face was no longer white, she was blushing deeply as the men untied her from the beam. As we left, I saw them spreading Pat out on a dirty blanket while Mary was prepared for her first piercing, this one on her clitoris.
 



Chapter 8
 
 
When the hood was removed for the second time, I was in the back of a small auditorium with a shining wood floor, rock music played softly from overhead speakers. The hood had kept me in the dark, and the sudden light hurt my eyes at first. I must have been a ridiculous sight, naked from the waist down, my hair and face dirty from being locked in a cell. I squinted in the bright light. My arms were handcuffed behind me, guards on either side.
Hawk was standing on a stage on the far end of the small room. The audience consisted of four groups of men. Some of the men were looking at me, their faces blank. I must have been judged to not be a threat to them.
Bikers from the same band holding Pat and Mary were in front of me. They looked as tough and focused as their brothers in the garage.
An old man with a short, white beard was sitting far to my right, wearing an Arab Keffiyeh on his head. He looked like a long-dead, famous Palestinian leader. He was surrounded by younger men, wearing the same head covering. The younger men scuffled for the right to whisper in his ear.
A group of young men, dressed like stockbrokers, were sitting together in the front. I thought they might be speaking French, but their accents made them impossible to understand.
Three Latin-looking men with heavy black beards sat next to me. I was sure I heard them talking to each other in Spanish, but mostly, they were silent, watching the others. The groups ignored each other, except for the Latin Americans. They had moved their chairs behind the groups and to the side.
For a short time, it appeared the bikers would try to move back, to be behind them. I had the ridiculous picture in my head of each group trying to be in the back until they were all lined up against the outside door. Fortunately, the others elected to stay where they were.
“You won’t be here long, pencil-dick. This is what’ll happen to your loving wife,” Cueball said. I turned to look at him in shock. This was real. This was fucking really happening. Women, wives, were about to be auctioned!
Most of my money was invested and hard to access. I couldn’t just sell a business I owned somewhere and have the money by tomorrow. But now, I wished I’d used whatever I could lay my hands on to fight the BaMa. If I had, maybe Tania and I wouldn’t be sleeping in cells, and I wouldn’t be watching this auction.
Hawk stepped to the podium. “Welcome. This is how the auction will work. In a moment, I’ll bring out all the women for you to see. I will ask questions of each, then you’ll have an opportunity to meet the young ladies as they circulate through the audience. You’ll also meet the men who used their wives as collateral to cover their gambling debts.
“The women will be auctioned one at a time. Each group of you is required to place a bid on each woman, using the ’bid sheets’ you were given. Obviously, you’ll bid high for the woman you want and lower for any you don’t want. We understand the strategy as long as you place a bid for each woman.” Hawk had carefully enunciated each word of the last sentence. It was clear to me, he wanted no misunderstandings.
“You’ve been told what the minimum bid amount is. As a helpful reminder, it's printed on the top of the bid sheets. Also, no one group will be allowed to leave with more than one woman. We want to be fair to each of you.
“In the meantime,” he continued. “Feel free to order drinks at the bar.”
Hawk called for a break while the men ordered drinks and talked. The break was a long one and by the time they were loose with alcohol and the noise level had increased, he called the auction to order.
“If you are ready, let’s proceed.” There was a buzz of excitement.
“What the hell?” I asked. “They each have to bid for each woman?”
“If a group doesn’t want one of the women, they just bid low. I’ve seen a woman go for the minimum. Those are the breaks,” Cueball told me. “If they want one, they bid high.”
The door at the back of the stage opened and four women walked in. Each was naked, except for high heels, their wrists chained behind them. A number from one to four had been written on their bellies to make bidding easier.
The first woman was a short, perky blonde who seemed happy to be there. Perhaps she was drugged, I never found out.
“Why are you here?” Hawk asked her.
“I agreed to be collateral for my husband’s debts,” she said, smiling at the crowd.
“So, you agreed to be here?” Hawk said.
“Yes,” she answered brightly.
“You know you will belong to the winning bidder? They’ll own you, and they can do anything they want with you.”
“Yes,” she seemed excited.
The second woman was a tall brunette who was carrying a little too much weight on her hips and breasts. She was covered in tattoos and piercings.
Hawk asked her the same question, and she answered in almost exactly the same way but not so brightly. I had the impression she’d been here before. Maybe not with the BaMa, but she’d been sold sometime in the past.
The third woman was a tall, stately looking brunette who viewed the men with disdain.
At first, she refused to answer Hawk’s questions, but she was quickly reminded of her place when Cueball was called upon to hold her cuffed arms so she couldn’t move while Hawk snapped nipple clamps on her. She tried not to react, but we could still hear her moan in discomfort. Her eyes briefly closed as the teeth dug into her nipples.
She looked from one to the other of the crew members, her eyes watering before taking a deep breath and admitting she had agreed to be collateral and was to be auctioned at her own free will. I could see her jaws clenching as she told Hawk she’d agreed to be sold and disgraced.
I doubted she was telling the truth about being here of her own free will. The clamps apparently didn’t hurt enough to stop her from glaring at us again.
I did a double take when the last woman was brought out—she could have been Tania, apart from her height. Her breasts were equally large, and she was almost as beautiful. Except she was crying so hard, her face and nose were bright red. Huge sobs racked her body, and snot ran from her nose.
When asked the first question, she answered, “I’m being auctioned because my husband doesn’t love me anymore. He asked me to be coll… collera… something, and I agreed because I love him. But he just kept losing our money, and now I’m being auctioned.”
“Did you agree to be collateral,” Hawk asked her gently.
“Yes. I agreed because I love my husband,” she sobbed. Her voice broke on the last word.
“So, you’re being auctioned to one of these groups of your own free will, knowing they can do anything they want with you. They’ll own you?” he pressed.
“Ye.. ye… yes, I agreed,” she finally got out before breaking into sobs so powerful, she would have fallen to her knees if a crew member hadn’t been there to hold her up. She might have been the saddest person I’d ever seen. My own eyes filled with tears of sympathy.
“Am I allowed to bid?” I asked Cueball.
He grinned at me. “She got to you, didn’t she? You want to save her. Be her knight in shining armor,” he answered in a mocking tone. “Well, you can’t.”
I tried to get the bikers’ attention. Maybe if I agreed to pay them back with interest, they’d do it for me. After all, I owed them a lot of money already.
Cueball pulled me back. At that moment, I hated the bald BaMa. I just wanted to help her. I wanted to help all of them, I didn’t want to just stand here and watch. I felt their pain even the two who weren’t showing any had to be hurting.
Four men were brought out to stand next to the women. A large, equally tattooed man stood next to the tattooed and pierced woman. When she turned to smile at him, I saw her labia were pierced, and a heavy gold ball hung from each. I winced at the sight, imagining the weight hanging from my testicles.
A man who looked like a business executive, dressed in an expensive suit stood next to the regal-looking brunette. She glowered at him, and I believe if she were freed, she’d have strangled him. He just looked pathetic.
A preppy looking blonde young man stood next to the short blonde woman. They smiled at each other, and I thought I could read the woman’s lips telling him this looked like fun. She was obviously either delusional, drugged, or a sexual thrill seeker.
The last man looked like the guy next door, maybe he was a plumber. He stood next to his blubbering wife, his muscular arms crossed over his chest, and totally ignored her even as she begged for his attention.
The reaction of the bidders was revealing. The bikers were talking amongst themselves and gesturing toward the regal-looking brunette. I think she presented a challenge to them, someone they’d enjoy breaking. I’d seen what they did to women.
The old Arab was staring at the short blonde although he was interested in Tania’s taller clone as well. The men stood when Hawk sent the women into the audience. They took full advantage of the availability of chained females moving between the groups.
The bikers ganged up on the regal-looking brunette. Hands were everywhere as her chain was tugged and pulled. Her husband looked like he was dying, standing alone on the stage—he couldn’t keep his eyes off his wife.
“Howard,” she yelled as a finger was pushed inside her pussy and another finger inside her ass. “Oh… Howard.”
But Howard just looked interested. He moved toward the front of the stage to get a better look as the brunette began rocking between the thick fingers. I could see a bulge appear in his dress pants and expand a short way down his leg as his wife moaned and the chain connecting her nipple clamps was tugged.
Her head was down, and her hips were beginning to move when Hawk blew the whistle to keep the wives all moving between the groups. The regal brunette was breathing hard, and her upper chest had turned red by the time she was released to the French-speaking stockbroker types.
“Hey, guys. Could you have made her any wetter?” a young stockbroker type yelled to the bikers with an accent almost too thick to be understood.
“What can we say, man?” a big biker answered. “She likes us.”
The brunette stared back at the bikers with a look I had a hard time understanding. There was disdain on her face but also lust. She ignored her husband although his cock made a hard, short tube in his pants.
The old Arab tried the tattooed woman before passing on her and exploring the small blonde. The tattooed woman said something to the stockbrokers that had them howling in appreciation.
When the bids were read, the bikers had the regal brunette. She glared at her pathetic looking husband, his debt now cleared.
The stockbrokers had the tattooed and heavily pierced woman. She exchanged a look of remorse with the man who gave her up before bending over a chair and offering herself to any of her new owners who wanted her. I was pretty sure she’d offered her sexual appetites to get their bid.
The young, vivacious blonde was holding the old man’s arm as his younger associates crowded around.
The Spanish speaking guys had won the crying Tania-lookalike; their low bid not low enough. She was still crying as they talked amongst themselves, probably wondering what to do with her. I noticed a tear running down her husband’s hard-looking face. He still hadn’t looked at her.
The groups were lined up to leave by the back door. My guess was they would leave in the order their cars were parked. Hawk spaced out their departures so a large group of men—with chained women—wouldn’t be seen leaving all at the same time.
“I wonder what they’ll be like in a month?” Cueball said. “You think that stuck-up bitch might be a different woman?”
My two guards were laughing as they worked their way down the list, “That pierced cunt will wear those office boys out, she’ll fuck ’em so hard, their little dicks’ll fall off.”
“I doubt the one who was crying will be alive in a month,” the other said in a matter-of-fact manner.
“Yeah, she’ll either get with the program, or they’ll lose her.”
I shuddered. She’d looked so much like Tania, I could imagine her lying in a ditch somewhere. If life were fair, her husband would be charged with the crime. After all, he was guilty.
 



Chapter 9
 
 
James, Blair, and Stan
The three of them had followed the white van with Tim inside. As the van took a wandering course, both to confuse Tim and to check for a tail, James changed directions.
“We’re not following the van?” Blair asked.
“I know where they’re taking him,” James answered before adding under his breath. “At least I hope to Christ I do.”
The narrow parking strip at the back of the BaMa building had five plain sedans, a chopper, and another white van parked nose to rear, facing the exit. The parking strip was longer than the building and just wide enough for a delivery truck. A curb ran along the driver’s side, separating it from the alley. With only an entrance and exit, the cars had to leave in the order they arrived. James and William had loaded their truck on the same one-way lane.
The van had been the last vehicle to arrive but had been backed in so it could leave at any time. The cars were all so plain, they appeared to be rentals. The chopper was parked sideways in front of the last car. The first vehicle was the anomaly, a large Mercedes, a rolled-up prayer rug on the floor in the back.
“We’re going to make a stop first,” James said, looking at the chopper. “I think there’s something we can handle and still make it back here in time.”
There weren’t many members at the biker’s garage when the three of them stormed in. The three working on bikes were quickly tied up—they’d been intent on their work and weren’t armed.
The four in the back office were equally easy, they weren’t armed either, but they presented an entirely different picture when an enraged and huge James burst through the door. Pat was on top of a naked biker, her nipples now pierced, and her pubic hair shaved except for a strip of bright red on her pubic bone. Bells had been attached to her nipple piercings, and they rang continuously as she bounced up and down on the hard cock of a biker.
Men were on either side of her, their erections out as Pat sucked first one, then the other while being fucked from below. Movie cameras, set on tripods, captured every minute.
Pat had been fucked almost continuously since she’d been spared by Tim. She no longer remembered, nor cared about, the man who had made her responsible for his bad gambling habits.
Stinky was with Mary who now had a vertical ball piercing through her clitoral hood. Every movement she made caused the ball at the bottom of the ornament to rub against her clit. Mary was in a constant state of sexual tension which was causing her to have massive, and often unexpected, orgasms, followed by irritation as her sex became sensitive, but the stimulation never stopped.
On her left leg and left breast were the outlines of tattoos that had not yet been inked. Her breast would be surrounded by a snake, its mouth attached to her nipple. The biker’s crest would be on her left thigh. Both were planned to be in full color.
Mary thought she might want the tattoos. She’d fought the piercings initially, but now, try as she might, she couldn’t remember why. She turned to look at the intruders as they burst in, guns drawn, but instead of being startled, she appeared to welcome more men to the party.
Blair and James stopped to look at the decadent scene in front of them. Mary ran to James, another orgasm close.
“Thank you, James,” she said as she kissed him. “I could use you again in say… oh hell, right now.”
Her hand was down the front of his loose-fitting pants, feeling wonderfully soft and warm as she stroked him. As excited as Mary made him, they didn’t have time before getting back to the clubhouse auditorium.
When they left, taking Mary and Pat with them, the garage had been searched and any weapons were in the back of the van. The bikers were tied up, their clothing gone. Only pleasant memories remained.
 
 
James wasn’t as good at cracking locks as William was, but he was better at disabling alarms. Taking his time, he managed to unlock the fire door and short-circuit the alarm. All the while wishing William had been there to help him.
The three men slipped inside, and James led them left to the first door, the one leading to a conference-type room. They could hear noises from the auditorium, but the back area they were in was deserted. Blair and Stan were sent to make their way carefully down the hall, silent as they searched the room with the makeup tables and passed the door to the stage.
They stopped in front of the locked third door and looked at each other while holding their noses. James had warned them about Tiny. It was a good thing the smell was limited to the area just in front of the door—people had been in the hall all morning. Fortunately, no BaMa members had gone inside. The two stood behind the door to the stage, next to the steps. They’d be hidden, at least initially, by the door as it opened.
Each was armed with a silenced .22 and police-style wrist ties. From their search of the makeup room, the guess was four women. Judging by the cars and the motorcycle, maybe fifteen to twenty men. A lot for only three to take, the element of surprise wouldn’t last long.
The door to the stage opened and a short, naked blonde, her hands cuffed behind her, made her way carefully down the stairs and turned left. She was followed by an older man in Keffiyeh headgear and three younger men.
James was standing inside the conference-style room, just out of sight of the hall. He could hear the blonde talking to her new owner as they passed.
“Are we going somewhere exciting?” she asked. “Because I’ve never been anywhere else. Do you like my ass?”
James was confused by her reaction. Could she really be this stupid? He decided there was nothing he could do for her as much as he wanted to. He was here for Tim.
The French speakers were next, laughing as they led their new purchase past the conference room and out the back door. The woman was flirting with her new owners.
James had been lucky, nobody had noticed the alarm had been short-circuited. Perhaps it had just been turned off.
Again, there was nothing he could do except take the chance on a quick look. The woman was exactly his type—a little heavy in the breasts and ass, lots of interesting markings. He wouldn’t have minded having an opportunity with her.
The men were each displaying weapons as they neared the alley door and slipped outside.
James started to leave his hiding place to look for Tim, just as the stage door opened again and a wailing woman was led, tripping, down the stairs. He did a double take—she looked so much like Tania, he was momentarily confused. The men looked like South Americans and had already drawn their weapons by the time they walked past James’s hiding spot.
James wanted to step out of hiding and save her. His body itched with frustration after he’d briefly caught sight of the woman. Her mouth was open as she cried, tears streaming down her face. She was choking on her own tears by the time she walked past his hiding spot. He could feel her anguish and pain.
The final woman was a tall, dark-haired, magnificent looking lady, still glaring as she walked. He knew she was the last. James did the only thing his conscience would allow.
Stepping out of the door, holding his weapon in both hands, he shot the bike-riding leader in the forehead with his silenced .22. The man’s eyes looked up as if surprised by the hole that had appeared just above his left eyebrow. After that, things threatened to fall apart.
The other gang members didn’t go down easily, they were all reaching for weapons as Blair and Stan fired, using the same silenced .22 models. The only real noise was the sound of their bodies sliding to the floor.
James couldn’t think about standing clear as he opened fire again. By the time the last biker went down he had his gun out, an absurdly large .44 Desert Eagle. It did him no good, it had taken too long for him to react and for the gun to clear his holster. Still, he had it in his hand when he died.
The three men didn’t have time to celebrate. Blair and Stan were already stepping over bodies and inserting fresh magazines as James moved to the regal brunette.
“My name is Alice,” she said before James could say anything. “Not slut, not whore. I’m Alice.”
“Okay, Alice, we don’t have much time. Sit in this room, and we’ll try to get you out alive,” James said.
“I won’t go back with my husband, kill him if you want.” James was startled by the look in her eyes. “And get these fucking clamps off my tits. Feel me up all you want, just get the clamps off.”
For the first time, James saw a look of fear and worry in her face. “You’re alive and free. We’re going to try to keep it that way,” he said.
Impulsively, she kissed him, and James felt a thrill go through his body. It wasn’t the usual excitement he felt when a beautiful woman’s lips met his. He wished they had more time.
James could hear noise in the hall as he ripped the clamps free and Alice stifled a groan.
James charged onto the stage. Hawk looked at him in shock before being hit with the butt of the enormous Desert Eagle and sitting down hard. It was a handy gun to put down Cueball with a through-and-through to his right leg. With a gun as powerful as the Eagle even a wound like that could easily mean death. James was just disgusted he’d missed center mass.
Tim sat down on the wood floor; the smartest thing he could have done as his other guard gave one weak attempt to move him before running out the door to save himself.
Stan went after him. They didn’t want him free to give the farm a warning.
Blair recovered the keys, and the husbands were all ordered to take a seat.
Alice, true to what she’d told James, wanted nothing to do with her husband. “Castrate the bastard,” was all she’d say except, “I’m going with you, I think I may like black men.”
James just smiled. The feelings he’d experienced when she’d kissed him were still present.
Stan came back in, locking the front door behind him. “The other guy’s behind a dumpster,” he reported. “There wasn’t time to arrange anything fancy, and I didn’t want him warning the others.”
“What do you want to do with these guys?” Blair asked, pointing at the husbands.
“You other guys, get out of here and keep your mouths shut. What you did today was disgraceful and probably illegal. Go home, and remember, if you talk, we know where you are.”
“You,” he said as he laid a hand on Alice’s husband’s shoulder, “I’ve been asked to castrate.”
“Alice, please,” Howard said as he tried to crawl to his wife.
“Fuck you, Howard,” Alice said. “I want a divorce.”
“Alice, please,” Howard pleaded. Alice just ignored him and turned to James as he unlocked her.
“Oh, damn. I was just beginning to wonder if you cut off everything or just the pecker,” James said. Alice giggled.
They’d saved one, James thought. Not good enough, they should have saved them all. He was not in a good mood as he led his small group out the fire door.
Hawk had stared in surprised at the bikers as they walked past their bodies. His toughest customers were dead on the floor. He had just assured Bear they were safe from Tim Wilensky despite his wealth.
Hawk was secured when James led him to the BaMa’s beat-up van. James stopped suddenly to read the bumper sticker.
 


“I break for rainbows and unicorns.”


 


“Really?” James said, looking at Hawk.
“It was there when we got the van,” Hawk said sullenly.
“I’d burn it to the ground if I couldn’t get that sticker off,” Stan said, standing behind them.
 



Chapter 10
 
 
Tim’s Conference Room
Hawk was in chains, and Stan had treated Cueball’s wounds as well as he could. When they gathered back in the conference room at the office, Alice, wearing a dress much too small for her, wouldn’t leave James’s side as he stood at the head of the table.
Mary and Pat had found some blankets and were huddled under them, their naked bodies pressed together, the bells gone from Pat’s nipple piercings. Much to Blair’s disappointment.
“Okay, what do we know?” His cell phone was on speaker next to him on the table.
William held his earplugs tight, listening from his hiding place while he watched the barn. Men had snuck in and out all day. If they were trying to keep their ambush secret, they were doing a poor job of it.
“William, can you talk?” James asked.
“Some, be patient with me,” William responded in a whisper. “Useless patrol in the woods. Also, two guys in black, in a hole, watching the farm from the west.”
Hawk looked up in sudden surprise.
“Women are held in the front part of the barn,” William said. Tim nodded in agreement, neither Hawk nor Cueball said a thing.
“The backdoor to the barn looks like a trap to me, maybe a full-grown ambush, but I’ve got a solution.”
Hawk started shaking his head.
“Farmhouse to the west, unknown occupant. Shed to the east, big hairy guy’s been in it all day, he slept in the farmhouse.”
Hawk looked shocked again.
“Where the fuck is he?” Hawk asked, only to be answered by another blow to the side of his head, leaving him dazed.
“What about the front?” James asked.
“Looks like two guards on the road, one each, west and east. I can’t tell much about the front of the barn, but I have seen some movement. One guy between the house and the barn on the west…” William reported before going suddenly quiet.
James didn’t try to reach him again, William had gone silent for a reason.
“Tim, what do you know?” he asked.
“Once inside the front of the barn, the cells are to the right. I think three of them. The first was my cell and should now be vacant. Tania and Sarah are in the next. Sarah might not be a good guy, she’s probably with the BaMa assholes.”
Both Hawk and Cueball glared at him.
Blair held his .22 to Cueball’s head. “Can I just end him?” he asked James.
Cueball turned his glare on Blair. “Yeah, he’s useless to us.” A moment later, Cueball toppled off his chair and landed at Alice’s feet. Everybody at the table jumped up or froze, their eyes wide.
“What the fuck, Blair!” Tim shouted. The sight of sudden death was new to him and shocking. James looked a little sick, but otherwise he didn’t react.
Alice, after being held captive by the BaMa and actually sold to the bikers, just looked at Cueball and kicked his lifeless body as hard as she could with a high-heeled shoe she’d been forced to wear.
“He was getting on everybody’s nerves, and he was too dumb to know anything,” Blair said in his own defense.
Mary and Pat had both put their hands over their mouths, allowing the blanket to fall to the floor. For once, sex was the furthest thing from everyone’s minds as Mary rushed to check on Cueball.
Very little blood was dripping from the hole in the side of his head. There was no exit wound.
Hawk was slammed back into his chair by James’s huge hand, the noise causing Mary to look up. She couldn’t remember what had excited her about Hawk. He didn’t look like anything special now.
Hawk was shocked—his eyes dilated, his skin white and clammy. He’d had no idea Tim’s bodyguards could be so ruthless. He’d badly underestimated them. He’d seen Bear do similar things, of course, but that was Bear, not Hawk. Hawk was good at what he did, but he wasn’t on the killing side of the business.
“What about this guy?” Blair said pointing to Hawk.
“Hawk’s going to talk to us, aren’t you Hawk?” James said. “You’re going to tell us everything we want to know.”
“Yes… er, no,” Hawk’s voice was shaky. “You’re all going to die,” he finished without conviction.
“Tim, go ahead and finish,” James directed. “If Hawk doesn’t talk, we’ll just cut off his arm.”
Blair had a fake smile on his face as he picked up the machete. He’d never actually cut off a man’s arm, but Hawk didn’t know that as he felt urine dripping down his leg. This was the same man who had just shot Cueball in the head, he might be capable of anything.
Tim gathered his wits for a moment before continuing his report, “Okay, well—we’ll have to clean that up I suppose.” 
Mary knew where a roll of plastic was in the office supply closet. Stan helped her roll the body onto the sheet and secure it with shipping tape wrapped around it.
“The last cell contained Pat,” Tim continued, nodding at her. “I’d heard her crying, but I didn’t see her until I was in the garage the first time.”
“The cells are to the right as one enters the barn, I don’t know what’s to the left,” Tim finished.
“What about this ambush?” James asked.
“Don’t know, the corridor with the cells leads to a plywood wall. Doesn’t look like the actual back wall of a barn, there could be more room behind it,” he guessed.
Hawk looked dazed. “You’ll all die,” he said again even more weakly.
James turned to Hawk.
“Tell me why you think we’re all going to die?” James asked calmly.
“There are too many of us, and we’re too loyal. We’ll hunt you down and kill you.”
“Who’s the boss? I know it ain’t you. Tell me about this guy, Bear,” James asked in a reasonable tone.
“No,” Hawk answered, his voice barely audible.
“Why’s he in that shed?” James asked.
“I don’t know anything about a shed,” Hawk said.
“Blair, you have that machete?” James asked. “Cut off his left hand the next time he says ’no.’”
Blair reworked Hawk’s chains, and his left hand was held on the tabletop. He planned to hit the wrist with the flat of the blade if necessary. He couldn’t make himself cut off Hawk’s hand. The group looked slightly sick, except Alice. She glared at Hawk, feeling pissed off.
“Hawk,” James began. “We’ve met before when you visited Tim’s office. Do you remember?”
“Yes,” Hawk said.
“Good.” James walked behind Hawk’s chair, out of his sight, to stand next to Alice. Nobody missed the adoring look she gave him.
“Now comes the hard part for you. You’ve got to give us your boss or your hand. Do you understand your choices?” James asked.
“Yes.”
“Is the shed Bear’s office?”
Hawk hesitated a long time, finally looking at his left hand and the sharp blade about to fall. “Yes.”
“Is he alone in there?”
With a big sigh, Hawk answered, “Yes.”
“Did you get that William?” James asked.
The cell phone connection clicked twice. William got it.
“You know what to do. I’ll call when we’re close.”
“Now, tell us the rest, Mr. Hawk.” Everyone at the table was surprised when Tim Wilensky spoke up.
“The Arabs don’t represent a middle eastern country, do they? Which group of terrorists are they? Maybe one of the small groups, or an old group trying to start up again,” he asked.
“The old guy was Black September. He was in Munich during the Olympics,” Hawk said. “They have weapons, but not much money anymore.”
“Doing good, Hawk.” Tim continued, “The Spanish speakers. Shining Path maybe or a group in Columbia? FARC or ELN?”
“I’m not sure, either FARC or ELN, I can’t keep them straight,” Hawk acknowledged. “They’ve got money, but Venezuela isn’t a market anymore. The communists get what they want from Cuba, so the FARC is a faction out of control.” Hawk looked embarrassed, but the blade still hung above his left wrist.
“Finally, the French speakers. They’re not really French, are they?” Tim asked.
“Yes… I mean, no. They’re French, they’re just second-generation French. Their parents came in as refugees, and they’ve never been accepted. I’ve been told the French aren’t good at assimilation. Their plan is to embarrass France while buying some good American pussy at the same time. We don’t consider them to be very serious, but their money spends just fine.” Once the floodgates had opened, information flowed.
“Meanwhile, you’re buying weapons from the US Army, what’s the connection?” Tim asked.
“Money,” was all Hawk needed to say.
“The FARC guys provided your drugs. The Black September crew sells your weapons in the Mideast. The bikers, I guess, are your sales force here, and as for the French, they both buy and sell for you. Am I right?”
Hawk swallowed deeply, but his mind was racing. Maybe this wasn’t so bad, maybe he could rid himself of both Bear and these annoying assholes at the same time. He’d be the only one left standing if he could just play it right.
“You’re right, on all counts,” he said.
“Tell me about the shed,” James asked.
“Not much to say. It’s just an office for Bear. He’s got some guns in there but nothing special. He always works alone. He’s too paranoid to let anybody know what he’s doing,” Hawk answered. There, maybe he’d signed Bear’s death warrant.
“He doesn’t even own a computer, keeps everything on paper. He’s afraid the government would be able to hack a computer, and he doesn’t understand them, anyway.”
“Tell me about the snuff movies,” Tim asked.
“The bikers make them. They’ve made three that I know of. We sell them to a guy who sells a lot of things on something called the ’black web,’ but we’re not connected.”
“One final question, Hawk,” James said, leaning over him. “Where can we find the Columbians?”
Hawk’s face showed surprise when he tried to twist enough to see James. “I’m not sure. They’re the most secretive, except for terrorists. I always assume they stay in some cheap dump by the airport.”
 
 
The women insisted on coming with them. Mary offered to take Alice and Pat to her home, but both wanted to see what would happen and to help Tania if she needed it.
In the end, Mary found a long coat in the office closet and wore it, making her look dressed. Her plan was to drive around the airport motels and look for the car the Spanish speakers had used. It was a long shot, all she had was their description and the make and color of the car. It was only later she thought about her husband.
In the van, James was driving with Hawk beside him and Blair behind with an automatic weapon pointed at Hawk’s back. Hawk knew if Blair fired, he’d be cut in two.
 
 
Tim Wilensky
We took a big chance returning to the clubhouse, but nobody had a better idea. It took only moments to pull Cueball’s plastic-wrapped body out of the van and leave it inside the club’s back door.
We were able to move James’s van, leaving the biker’s chopper and car to be found. Three blocks from the clubhouse, I used Hawk’s satellite phone to call the Chief.
“You might find something interesting in the BaMa clubhouse,” I said when the Chief answered. “Did you know, they forgot to close the back door, and I’m sure I heard someone screaming?”
“Yeah? I don’t need a bullet in my back,” the Chief said.
“I don’t think there’ll be any bullets to fire,” I answered. “Besides the files Nicolas told you about, you may just find some bodies.”
The Chief was suddenly interested. “Tell me more, Wilensky. What bodies, who put ’em there?” But by then I’d hung up, and he was talking into a dead phone. I disabled Hawk’s phone, and Stan threw away the parts.
I wondered what they’d think of one body wrapped in plastic.
 



Chapter 11
 
 
Tania’s Dungeon Cell
It was apparent Sarah had learned a lot about pleasing a woman. Tania had been fucked again by a lot of men the night before, some had just been anxious to get off, but others had wanted to make it last.
It hadn’t mattered to Tania. After the fucking she’d enjoyed with Bear, she couldn’t feel each man in her pussy. She enjoyed the pounding they gave her, but it wasn’t the same after Bear.
She felt a sense of pleasure and power as they howled and emptied themselves inside. The feeling almost made up for her lack of sensitivity.
Tania belonged to them now—if they wanted to gang fuck her that was their right. She tried to think of Tim, but only a vague picture of him came to mind. Oddly enough, the clearest memory she had was of his face as she’d howled in orgasm when Bear had fucked her in front of him. It hadn’t even just been an orgasm. It had felt like her entire womanhood was being touched by Bear’s hair covered cock. It had felt as though he’d taken possession of her.
The men had left Tania lying on one of the cots, and Sarah had carefully cleaned her body. She’d been left, not only covered in semen but also covered with a coating of sticky sweat. Sarah had cleaned it all, leaving Tania to rest on the cool, crisp, clean sheets they’d been given.
While Tania had rested, Sarah had cleaned herself. She’d been fucked once or twice by men who couldn’t wait or who, somehow, had needed more after coming inside Tania.
When she was cleaned, she crawled between Tania’s thighs and spread her legs. Tania’s pussy was bright red and swollen. Her vaginal entrance was visible, still leaking a line of white sperm. Sarah licked it up.
She licked Tania’s pussy from the very bottom where sperm continued to seep out, forming a widening wet spot, to Tania’s throbbing clitoris.
“Oh, hell… so good,” Tania groaned, her hips coming off the cot, pushing her pussy against Sarah’s mouth and tongue.
“Is this what you want?” Sarah asked, her fingers lightly touching Tania’s spasming clit. “You want me to lick you more, right here?”
“Yes… please,” Tania groaned.
“Do you like when I make love to you?” Sarah asked as she flicked Tania’s clit with the very tip of her tongue.
“Yeeessss.” Tania was pushing her pussy into Sarah’s face, her eyes tightly closed as Sarah licked an orgasm from her.
 



Chapter 12
 
 
The BaMa Farm
William wanted to lock the back door to the barn. Since the bulk of the BaMa crew was inside waiting for the ambush, it seemed like a good idea to keep them bottled up.
A short rain front had moved in and was coming down heavily as William crept forward on his hands and knees. Every few feet he’d drop to the ground, the ghillie suit making him virtually invisible as he tried to listen for manmade noises over the pounding of the rain.
All he heard was what sounded like a party from the barn. He hoped there wasn’t a door connecting the front and back halves. Any doorway would ruin the plan, and a lot of Bastardos Manojo could be free to join the eventual fight. It made no sense the BaMa crew had been coming and going through the barn’s back door if there were an inside passageway.
After advancing a few feet at a time, William finally reached the six-foot-long, three-by-five-inch board that would bar the back door. The iron brackets looked old and rusty.
William, moving as quietly as he could, put all his weight on the two outside brackets. They held his weight and appeared solid.
Still moving as quietly as he could, William picked up the long plank and placed it across the four brackets, holding the door securely closed. He clicked his phone twice and moved to leave just as a hangman’s noose fell around his neck and jerked him off his feet.
William’s first instinct was to grab for the rope, but his training wouldn’t let him drop his carbine. The noose tightened as he was lifted, struggling and spinning in circles, up the side of the barn.
He hadn’t paid attention to the closed hayloft door. William grew up in a city, he didn’t know farms and barns. If the hayloft door had been pointed out to him, he still wouldn’t have immediately understood its function nor the function of the hook in the overhang above the opening.
His vision was narrowing, but his hearing was sharp as the two men pulled him up the side of the barn by the neck. The rope they used led from the hayloft door, over the huge hook, and down to William.
“What we goin’ do with ’em?” Texas asked, pulling on the rope. “I never expected the little fucker to be so heavy.”
“Cut ’em in little pieces, maybe, if he’s still alive,” Buzz answered as he helped pull on the rope.
William could hear them as he tried to raise his M4, but his hands weren’t working right. His brain was giving orders, but his body wasn’t fulfilling them. To his embarrassment, he felt warm urine running down the inside of his suit.
He’d lost feeling in his hands, and as the M4 dropped, William’s finger jerked and fired one round almost straight up. He was rewarded with a squeal of pain, the rope around his neck loosened, and he dropped a foot. It was a hard-won victory as the rope dug into his neck again.
The next time he swung around, he was face to face with a strong looking bearded man, straining as he held the end of the rope secure. Texas, blood dripping from an open wound in his left leg, was scrambling to tie it off.
“Leave about eight feet, ya worthless Texan,” Buzz bellowed while holding William.
William couldn’t breathe, he wasn’t sure how long it had been since he’d taken a breath. Had it been today? William could no longer remember as his vision narrowed from the outside in.
“Now what?” Texas said as he sat beside the free rope and tried to open his pants to look at the wound in his leg.
“Now, we just let ’er go.”
William had the sensation of falling—he didn’t feel the rope suddenly jerk to a stop, and he didn’t feel his neck snap. He swung in lazy circles at the end of eight feet of rope, urine dripping from his ghillie suit, his carbine on the ground beneath him.
“What the fuck?” a third voice said in the hayloft.
“We got one, hung the fucker too,” Texas said proudly.
“Good for you, you two dumb mother-fuckers,” Griller said. “Let me make sure I got this straight. You killed their lookout without finding out what he knew, you killed the one guy could easily have removed that fucking crossbar locking us inside, you didn’t get his cell phone or whatever the fuck he’s been communicating with, you don’t know how many are coming—all ’cause you didn’t ask him.” Griller had run out of steam.
“You,” he ordered Buzz. “Cuff this dumb piece of shit.” The man hastened to comply, placing plastic cuffs on the wounded Texan.
“I’m sorry, boss. We were just trying—” Buzz didn’t get to finish his thought as a machete blade was buried in his neck from the back, severing his spinal cord. He didn’t die immediately, Texas was able to watch his eyes swivel wildly before stopping and staring at him. Texas watched the eyes glaze over and slowly turn white.
 
 
Two Watchers in the Woods
The two guys looked at each other in shock. “Who the hell’s the guy in a ghillie suit?” One ducked down in the hole and held a satellite phone to his ear as he called in. His report was quiet and brief. Within seconds, he was covered in black again, crouched next to his partner.
“They don’t know who he is either. We’re to get ready to go in if we’re signaled.”
They’d been watching the farm for a long time. They hadn’t been discovered because the patrols were so incompetent. By day, the patrols went into the woods to talk and smoke, standing around a tree. By night, the patrols often didn’t go out. Neither of the men in the hole believed their FBI credentials would protect them if they were discovered.
 



Chapter 13
 
 
Tania’s Cell
Rocky’s station had been outside, between the barn and the farmhouse, but boredom and heavy rain had driven him inside the barn. Things were quiet, the rain muffled the noise coming from the back, and it seemed like a great opportunity to see what the women were doing.
What noise he could hear didn’t seem to matter, his concentration was on the two women. As he walked in, Tania had her hands on the cell’s back wall as an equally naked Sarah spanked her ass.
“You’re bad, Tania. You like fucking that animal, don’t you?”
“Yes. I can’t help myself,” Tania was crying.
Rocky loved the sound of a lady in tears. He particularly loved the sound of a naked, gorgeous lady crying while being spanked.
“Tell me why you can’t help yourself,” Sarah said as she noticed Rocky’s rapt attention. “Tell me the truth. What does he make you feel?”
“He makes me forget myself,” Tania screamed. “I can’t think with that huge, ugly thing inside me. Are you happy now?”
“No,” Sarah swatted her again. “He hurts you.”
“Yes.” Tania was starting to cry again. “At first, it hurts so much, I scream. It feels like he’s tearing me in two.”
“You like having him hurt your pussy?” Sarah was caressing Tania’s bright red ass.
“No… yes. After a while… oh shit, it starts feeling so good.” Tania was pushing her ass into Sarah’s caress, and Rocky released his straining cock.
“When you forget yourself, do you forget your pussy?” Sarah had leaned forward to whisper in Tania’s ear, loudly enough for Rocky to hear.
“No… it’s like I’m one giant pussy… that’s all I am… he’s taken me away from myself and replaced me with this big throbbing clit,” Tania was beginning to pant at the memory as she answered in a small, soft voice. After all, she was talking with another woman, one she’d been intimate with. “A pussy with no thoughts and no memory… just pleasure.”
Tania turned around and noticed Rocky for the first time. “Did you like that, asshole?” she snarled. “Do you want to fuck me now?”
Rocky knew he couldn’t be caught far from his post outside, but the sight of the two naked women was too much for him. “I’ll watch you if I want to. Fuck her or something,” he said, not daring to go inside a cell when he was supposed to be on duty.
The sound of heavy footsteps coming through the sliding door caused Rocky to bolt for the third cell—it could only be one person. Bear stopped outside Tania’s cell. 
“I take you outside yourself? Make you one giant clitty?” He was laughing to himself.
“Hey, asshole, Rocky. Get out here,” he yelled toward the third cell.
Rocky was scared. As big and tough as he was, he had no interest in challenging Bear. “Yes, sir. I’m sorry for being off watch. I just wanted to get dry. It won’t happen again.”
“Yeah, it probably will, and I believe you. It’s wetter than shit out there, but I’m betting you also wanted to see if you could score some pussy.” Bear didn’t look like he was in a punishing mood.
Rocky looked down at his feet. It felt so strange to fear another man. Rocky had been a top guy in prison, a dude some major players were afraid to test, and now, he was frightened of a guy who was all hair.
“Get back to your post, I’m taking Tania with me. You can fuck off again when I’m gone.” Bear opened the cell and threw Tania over his shoulder, causing her to squeal in surprise.
Rocky was impressed. It wasn’t that Tania weighed much, she didn’t, and Rocky had lifted far heavier weights in jail. But throwing a living person over your shoulder, particularly one who didn’t want to go, was different from lifting weights in the prison yard. Rocky didn’t think he could do what Bear had just done and make it look so easy.
Judging by Bear’s grin, he knew it too.
Tania couldn’t see out the side window, a hood covered her head. Her arms were handcuffed above her, the handcuff chain wrapped around the convenient handle located just above the passenger side door. Tania’s breasts were on full display as they drove.
Bear couldn’t reach Tania’s pussy, but he looked at her perfect legs whenever he could. He’d miss fucking her, but there was always another woman to break in. Besides, she wasn’t screaming as much now, and not screaming ruined it for him. Though he did love the way her boobs bounced as he drove. He went out of his way to hit every pothole in the road.
“Are you going to fuck me again?” Tania asked, spreading her legs slightly but acting afraid.
“What about your husband?” he asked, taunting her.
“He likes to watch.”
“Ol’ Tim was hard watching us,” Bear commented, swerving right to hit another dip in the road. “You want me to fuck you? Do you want me to stretch you and make you cum?”
“I don’t know,” Tania softly answered, followed by a shy sounding, “Yes.”
They were in front of the biker’s garage when Bear leaned over and put his hand between Tania’s thighs, causing her to jump. 
“Your pussy’s wet, girl. You want some Bear, you gotta beg for it.”
“Please,” Tania said.
Bear pinched her clit between his big thumb and forefinger. 
“That ain’t beggin.’”
“Please fuck me, Bear. Stretch me. Oh God, that hurts,” Tania said as she tried to bend forward against the handcuffs.
“Better,” Bear said, letting go of her clit. “Let’s go inside.”
The black hood was still on Tania’s head as they entered the garage. She almost collided with Bear when he stopped suddenly as soon as they were through the door. He drew his machete.
“Wait here,” he said looping Tania’s handcuffs high around a broken-off piece of piping.
She didn’t know where they were or what she was cuffed too, she only knew she was held fast. “What’s going on?”
“Quiet.” Bear was already moving through the garage. For a large man, he made almost no noise. Bikers were still on the floor, tape over their mouths, their wrists held behind their backs with plastic cuffs, tape around their ankles.
They watched Bear, their eyes wide as he circled the garage. He held his fingers to his lips as they watched. Bear pointed to the office door with a questioning look. The man he was looking at shook his head ’no.’
Bear visibly relaxed a little and quickly pulled the door open, but all he saw were four more men secured on the floor. Someone had taken down the entire group. Bear cut the cuffs of each man and laughed as they ran to the restroom.
The men walked slowly past Tania as they returned—a naked woman with wonderful breasts handcuffed and on display in their garage. She couldn’t see them through the hood, but she knew she was being looked at by men. Tania didn’t outwardly react, but it excited her.
“Who took you guys down?” Bear asked.
“Big black guy and a couple of big, but smaller white guys,” was the answer.
“This big black guy. Shaved head, stronger than hell, lots of tats, maybe?” Bear asked.
“Yeah, that’s him. He even took our women with him.”
“What women were they?”
“The one you give us. You know, da redhead with small boobies and some chick named Mary,” a thin biker answered.
“No shit? Where were they headed next?” Bear put a massive paw on the biker’s chest causing him to back up a step.
“Shit man, I don’t know. They took our guns, those assholes. Left us all tied up like you saw.” He was worried. He knew Bear’s reputation, and he didn’t like the look of the blade Bear was holding.
Bear glared at him, his eyes unblinking until finally, a smile broke through the hair on his face. 
“It’s okay, man. Just tell me a couple of things. How did they get all of you? Lots of guys with guns?”
“Well… you see, um, the redheaded chick… um, when she found out she was goin’ live… you know… she got.” He looked around for help that wasn’t coming. “She gots… friendly.”
“She was… friendly?” Bear repeated. “You mean, you were all fucking the bitch, probably had your pants off, and James just took over?”
“Well… when you put it like that.”
“How would you put it? Don’t bother answering. We need to arm you guys, they’ll be coming back,” Bear said, taking Tania’s hood off her head. “Oh, and Tania here is mine. I don’t share—so no freebies. Do you all understand?”
The bikers had been eyeing Tania’s naked body as she pretended to be shy. All the eyes on her were making her even hornier.
 



Chapter 14
 
 
The BaMa Farm
The first guard had been easy. He’d recognized Hawk’s van and bumper sticker before it pulled up next to him. When he looked in the driver’s window, he’d even seen Hawk, but he hadn’t seen the gun until too late. Stan cuffed him and taped his legs together before kicking him down into the water-filled ditch. Stan watched just long enough to make sure the man hadn’t gone down all the way. He’d live.
All the way to the farm they’d been calling William’s phone. That he hadn’t answered didn’t concern them much, he could have been busy.
“You’re taking out a lot of men today, James,” Hawk said, acting as though he’d switched his allegiance.
“We’re not done yet.” James looked determined.
James and Stan entered the farmhouse first, James from the front and Stan from the back. They cleared the building fast, nobody was home. Blair kept his weapon trained on Hawk in the van, Tim beside him. Pat and Alice huddled in the back, covered in blankets.
 
 
Griller, in charge of the ambush in the barn, had a conundrum on his hands. Texas had been brought down from the loft, but he had a bullet wound in his leg. He had killed Buzz, and his body was still laying in the hayloft. Cueball, Welder, and Hawk had all gone to the auction. The two Italians and Bricks were in the woods on patrol but were worthless at the best of times. Rocky and two others were outside on guard duty. Everybody else was waiting in ambush with him. Only Shovelhead who was guarding the two women and Bear were available. He briefly wondered where Tiny had been stationed.
After giving the situation some thought, Griller concluded he’d be better off slicing his own wrists than calling Bear.
He called for the rocket-propelled grenade launchers. If aimed right, maybe they’d take out the crossbar keeping the door closed. Both launchers were aimed and fired, but two problems presented themselves. The first was the men firing them didn’t know how to aim and missed the crossbar. The second problem was the rockets needed to travel a certain distance before they armed themselves, which was probably good news for the BaMa crew. All they did was punch small holes in the back of the barn, proving it was impossible not to hit the broadside of a barn if one were locked inside it. The rockets exploded in the woods near the patrol.
Griller could now look out through the holes, but otherwise, they did him no good. As much as he tried, he couldn’t reach the crossbar, and all he’d done was to waste potentially valuable weapons.
 
 
James parked the van on the west side of the barn, and along with Blair, walked its length, James in front and Blair about six feet behind him, until they reached the far corner. They were startled by the loud noise of grenade launchers, but when the launching was followed by useless explosions in the woods, they continued to move forward.
The useless explosions weren’t wasted on the FBI watchers. To them, it seemed like a really good time to lay even lower in their hole, causing them to miss James and Blair entirely.
James peeked around the corner of the barn and quickly pulled his head back. “Shit,” he said, almost too loud. Blair looked next, his face losing color as he whispered in James’s ear. “Are we blown?”
James looked again at his friend’s dead body swinging from a rope. “It’s not good. That’s all I know.”
“What do we do next?” Blair asked.
“The house is clear, I say we leave the back of the barn until last. Let’s go in the front. We can’t leave it behind us while we go to the shed,” James reasoned.
 
 
“Come here,” Sarah said. “Put your dick through the bars, I’ll suck you.”
Rocky moved toward the bars, his cock quivering at the thought of a blowjob from Sarah. He had a moment of doubt before he pushed toward her, through the bars. 
“No funny business,” he said.
Sarah just smiled at him and put his cock in her mouth. At first, it felt wonderful, Sarah’s mouth was so hot and wet as she sucked him. He was shocked at the sudden pain of her teeth biting down on him.
“Goddamnit,” he yelled as loud as he could.
 
 
They signaled their intention to Stan in the van and cautiously approached the barn’s open sliding front door. They could hear a man’s screams coming from their right.
James rounded the corner first and found himself about fifteen feet away from a large man standing with his pants around his ankles and his cock sticking through the bars, held securely in Sarah’s mouth. Blood was dripping from her chin, and Rocky was swearing and trying to bring his weapon up to kill the bitch. James hit him on the back of his head with the Desert Eagle while he was still confused.
Sarah jumped up as Rocky fell and his damaged, but still largely intact cock slipped from her mouth. A huge man, dressed all in black, turned toward her. 
“James?” she whispered. “I’m so happy to see you.”
Relief flooded her body too swiftly. One moment she’d been a prisoner, collaborator turned sex slave, the next minute, James was standing in front of her, and Rocky was on the ground, groaning, his cock bleeding into the dirt.
Before she could make sense of the sudden change she blurted out, “There’s another guy with the keys in the next cell, taking a nap.”
Shovelhead was tied up before he was fully awake. Swearing at the two men, he vowed a universe of pain on them before meeting the same fate as Rocky. Both men were left tied in the cell.
Blair left to explore. Besides confirming the plywood wall cut the barn in half, he discovered an empty club room. A bar ran along the far wall, and tables and chairs of different sizes were scattered over the dirt floor. Beer bottles and empty glasses were everywhere, even on the pool table by the left wall.
James unlocked Sarah’s cell while Stan brought in Pat and Alice, along with Tim from the van. The suddenness was making Sarah feel disoriented. Where had everybody come from?
“Where’s Tania?” Tim asked.
“Bear took her, not long ago,” she answered after thinking for almost a full minute, trying to remember through her mental confusion.
Leaving the women with Blair, James led the men back to the van to get Hawk before leaving for the shed. Hawk walked in front, a gun at his back. He hadn’t seen William’s body, so he didn’t know why James was suddenly so angry.
They’d circled the shed, looking for a way out or in other than the door, but there was nothing. Just solid weathered wood, there wasn’t even a window for ventilation.
Stan and James prepared to enter as Hawk knocked on the old wooden slat door. The three waited, James and Stan ready to hold their guns on both Bear and Hawk. They had no interest in rushing in and facing a blade in the hands of a man who knew how to use it.
Hawk knocked again and yelled, but the small building felt empty. The three couldn’t hear a sound from inside.
James indicated for Hawk to open the door and go in. It was unlikely Bear would cut his own number two if he was even there, and James and Stan could follow Hawk in.
After the buildup of tension, they were disappointed to find the shed empty. Bear should have been inside with Tania. Instead, there was just a large, high-definition television mounted on the wall above the desk showing Blair in the cell. The women were talking to each other, but Pat was concentrating on Blair.
“Damn it. Goddamn it.” James could feel his heart pounding in his chest as testosterone flooded his system. He was ready for action—they’d hung his friend, and someone was going to pay.
He didn’t care to watch Blair and Pat as she backed him into a corner of the cell and kissed him. The high definition television clearly showed her hand on the front of his pants.
James turned and tried to grab Hawk, but Tim stood in front of him. “James, please wait a minute. Let me talk to you.”
James was in no mood to talk, but he wasn’t in a mood to get physical with Tim either, the man had earned his respect. He stood still, his body vibrating in rage and frustration.
“What?” he yelled.
“Take a breath, James. I can help you get what you want,” Tim said in a calm voice. Inside, he felt anything but calm. He was forcing himself to stay cool. Bear had his wife, William had been hung, there were so many things to be angry about, the only thing to do was to calm down.
“Look, James. We have some things going for us, and we need to take advantage of them. We have Hawk and a lot of Bear’s records, we know where most of the crew is, we know some of the women are safe for now, and James, we have money and weapons,” Tim said.
“Yeah? What do you want to do?” James demanded. He was still on a knife’s edge, but he was thinking more clearly.
“I want the crew to surrender to us,” Tim said. After a second, both James and Hawk started laughing.
“Wait.” Stan was looking seriously at Tim. “That’s not so dumb.”
“Come on Stan, they outnumber us like ten to one,” James said.
Stan took Hawk by the back of the neck, crumpling his starched collar. “They’re locked up inside a barn. They’re not trained, James. It’s just a bunch of crazy yahoos with guns. They’re dangerous, but they’re not smart. This guy is the brains of the bunch, what does that tell you?”
James looked at Hawk’s face as Blair put more pressure on his neck and bent his head up and down. The spectacle caused James to break out of his anger long enough to laugh.
“Okay, how do we get them to surrender?” he asked.
“We have three things working for us,” Tim said. “They’re not strategic, they’re simply not smart that way. They may be good street fighters individually, but they don’t know how to work as a unit.
“Secondly, we have Hawk. They may not think much of him, I don’t know. But they know without Bear around, he’s the man.
“Third, we have money. I could make each one of them a millionaire if I wanted.”
James was already opening the door and taking Hawk with him, Stan rushing to walk beside him. “What’s the plan?”
“Get Blair and those RPGs. My buddy Hawk and I are going to stand in front of the barn door and have a talk with them. You and Blair are going to stand off just far enough to aim the rockets at their white asses. Tim will make them an offer they can’t refuse,” James answered. “That is if Blair isn’t busy fucking Pat.”
 



Chapter 15
 
 
Biker Garage
Bear had been working on the bikers, trying to get them organized to either defend the garage or find and kill James. He wasn’t making much progress on either goal.
The small, thin biker, Stinky, was no leader. He’d done a good job getting money out of Tim in exchange for not making a snuff film with Pat, but he couldn’t maintain control of six guys.
Their real leader, the one who had proven himself and might have known what to do, was dead in the hallway behind the auditorium in the clubhouse. Stinky was trying to organize guys who had sworn their undying allegiance to the club, but who rode alone.
They listened to Bear. They knew who he was, they’d moved his drugs, and they’d injected some of it. Nobody challenged him, he was too fast and too good with his machete, but they didn’t rush to obey him either.
The only thing they tried to do was to arm themselves. Four members mounted their rides and roared off. The goal was to find people they’d worked with or sold to and take their guns.
Two of the four returned with pistols, the other two kept riding. Bear was down to four bikers, himself, and Stinky. It was unusual for him not to feel in control and stronger than any situation required, but he was having doubts now.
In the office with Tania, who was fooling around with something behind him, he tried calling the farm. When that failed, he tried Hawk’s cell and failed again. Finally, Griller answered when Bear called.
“What’s happening,” Bear growled.
Griller had no intention of telling Bear what was happening. It was better to lie and have the rest of the day to fix things. If he told Bear the truth, he might be a dead man, no matter what happened.
“We’re just waiting for the sons-of-bitches,” he reported.” It was the truth as far as it went. They were waiting for whatever came next.
“Uh huh, so you haven’t seen or heard anything?” Bear asked. “Because I haven’t heard from Hawk.”
“Can’t tell you about Hawk.” Griller was starting to sweat. “Haven’t seen or heard from him either.”
Much too quiet, Bear thought. Nobody is hearing anything. What’s that line from the old cowboy movies? “Maybe just a little too quiet.”
“Here’s what you’re going to do, Griller,” Bear said. “Are you hearing me?”
“Yes, I can hear you just fine,” Griller said, somewhat confused by the question. Of course, he could hear Bear, they were talking on the damn cell phone, weren’t they?
“You get out there and find Hawk. He’s either at the farm or at the clubhouse, either way, you find him. When you do, hand him your phone and have him call me.” The menace was clear.
“Yes, Bear. I’ll do it right away. What about the ambush?” Griller asked.
“Leave somebody else in charge. Go find Hawk.” The line was disconnected before Griller could respond.
“Stupid fucker,” Bear mumbled.
Tania was watching everything with a lot of interest. What was going on with the BaMa? she wondered. She moved behind Bear and pushed her full breasts into the back of his head as she tried to wrap her arms around him. 
“Maybe a blowjob would help?”
The sudden feel of Tania pillowing against him emptied Bear’s mind. This was a woman worth keeping, he thought as a light chain went around his neck and cut off his air.
 



Chapter 16
 
 
BaMa Ambush
Griller responded to Hawk’s yell, but when they peeked through the holes made by the wasted rockets, they saw James holding a tied-up Hawk. Gunfire erupted, aimed in every direction except where they were standing outside.
“Christ, this truly is the gang that can’t shoot straight,” James said to Tim as holes appeared seemingly everywhere in the outside walls of the barn. “I wonder how long before they deafen themselves?”
He wasn’t far off, inside the barn the noise was thunderous. Dust had already been stirred up, now it mixed with the smell of burned gunpowder and lead, immobilizing several men as they tried to cough hard enough to clear their lungs.
The floor was littered with cigarette butts, and two of the men watching all the coughing decided it was a good time to fire up again. Nothing was really happening, and besides, they’d shot off most of their ammunition. Those guys outside had to be dead or gone.
Smoking was not a good idea in a barn filled with dry hay and wood. The fuel for a good fire became the fuel for a great fire when one of the coughing men broke one of the hanging kerosene lanterns providing light.
The men weren’t familiar with kerosene. They’d thought of it—if they had thought of it at all—as a primitive form of gasoline. Probably good for the lanterns but it didn’t give off much light.
Kerosene proved them wrong. One of the lit cigarettes was dropped at the edge of the spill, and only seconds later, the men were pounding on the door to get out. Weapons dropped, and men were running over each other in a desperate attempt to escape the smoke and flames.
On the other side of the plywood wall, Sarah was showing Pat how wonderful it felt to be loved by another woman. Pat was on the bed, her legs open as Sarah spread her labia and licked her exposed clitoris.
Alice was watching with a great deal of interest. She wanted James, he’d saved her from being sold, he’d rid her of her asshole husband. He was tall and strong and had a lump in his pants Alice wanted to explore.
Pat’s moans were getting louder as she approached her peak, causing Alice to press her thighs together tightly. She wasn’t interested in another woman but watching Pat start to cum was having an effect on her. Maybe it would be worth a try? Why not? she wondered.
Pat was holding Sarah tightly, and Pat had reached out to stroke Alice’s thigh when they all smelled smoke. Alice was the first to react, grabbing Pat by the arm and pulling her off the bed.
“We have to get out of here,” she shouted, leading them to the sliding door.
They were outside, huddled naked in the rain when they saw Tim running toward them from around the barn. He stopped, pointed at the farmhouse, and ran back to join James. If he’d been affected by the sight of three naked women, he didn’t show it.
James lifted the bar off the door and let the men pile out. All were coughing now, most had darkened faces from the smoke. When they were all out, James grabbed two of them by the neck and pushed them back toward the door.
“Find your friends. Save them too.” James wasn’t leaving anyone to burn.
Not many noticed, but a few did. James cared more about saving their lives than Griller did—fucking Griller. They were standing near the woods, the heat of the fire preventing them from getting closer to the barn. The two ’volunteer’ rescuers had already returned, carrying and dragging three crew members.
James almost didn’t hear Tim’s report. The sight of his friend hanging silhouetted against the flames was causing James’s anger to erupt again.
“The women are okay, they’re in the farmhouse,” James finally heard.
He turned toward the crew, now unarmed and weakened.
“Who killed my friend?” he said. “Who the fuck did this to him.”
Griller finally spoke up. “Guy up in the loft there,” he said, pointing. “I killed him for it. You don’t have to do nothin,’ he’s dead.”
“You order it?” James demanded.
“No. I thought it was the dumbest fucking thing I’d ever heard of.” Griller looked around for support. Texas, dragging his wounded leg, edged toward the back of the crowd of blackened, coughing men.
“He did that to the one man who coulda ’lifted the crossbar. Stupid as all hell,” Griller said. “’Sides that, we didn’t get to talk to him. Maybe find out what you were goin’ do.”
James wanted to shoot the stupid Bastardo. Only Tim’s hand on his arm stopped him.
“You’re all surrendering,” he said loudly. “If you don’t, my friends are going to shoot those rockets into you.”
For the first time, the BaMa saw Blair and Stan standing with RPGs, aimed at them from just enough distance. One by one, their hands went up. A short time later, Tim was back with lengths of rope from the shed.
 
 
The two Italians and Bricks, who were on patrol, had first run to find out what all the excitement was about, but had thrown themselves on the ground to avoid the wild gunfire coming through the walls of the barn. When it slowed and ended, they took one long look at all the holes, the strangely suited figure hanging from the hayloft, and the large black man holding their boss trussed up in chains. The three of them looked at each other and in silent agreement, turned and ran back through the woods as fast as they could. They were not heard from again.
 
 
The FBI agents lay flat in their hole and called in for further instructions. They were told to hold tight, somebody would call them back. The next morning, not having heard, they made their way back through the woods to their parked ’plain-wrap’ car and left.
 



Chapter 17
 
 
Biker Garage
Even with all his paranoia, Bear had noticed, but dismissed, the half-horsepower electric motor and attached chain. The gang had collected it from a customer who was slow to pay and, lacking any other place to store it, had simply left it laying behind the desk and forgotten it was there. The motor plugged into an ordinary wall outlet and was designed to be easy to operate, plug it in and flip the switch. It wasn’t terribly powerful, but it was formidable enough.
Now he was digging at the chain around his neck, throwing his considerable strength and weight against it, but he was held tight. Only when he finally passed out was the chain loosened enough for him to breathe. He didn’t feel the injection in his left arm.
Bear was floating in a dreamland of naked women when he felt himself becoming erect. He marveled at how wonderful it felt as his cock swelled. It felt like a balloon inflating. The thought brought a smile to his face.
“Why are you smiling?” a female voice asked.
Bear went back to savoring the throbbing of his immense penis, without answering, until he felt a soft, warm, and wet female tongue licking it.
Bear tried to open his eyes, but for some reason, they wouldn’t work. His hands were still bound, and besides, it took his attention away from floating while a woman licked his prick. There didn’t seem to be any need to open his eyes or move his hands. He didn’t need to do anything but enjoy the moment.
For a while, he debated with himself while he savored the erotic feelings. Was it part of the dream? Was there really a woman licking his erection? He finally decided it didn’t matter. The sensations suddenly stopped, and Bear groaned in frustration.
“I think you enjoyed it,” the same female said. He tried to place the voice, but the sensation of being rubbed against soft, wet flesh made concentration impossible. When the flesh separated, and he felt his cock being forced inside a very wet vagina, Bear moaned again.
She was loud, screaming in his ear as she forced him further inside. Bear pushed up with his hips—in his dream, a beautiful young virgin was sitting on him, trying to get his cock inside her tight pussy.
He loved the scream, he’d always been excited by pain. Almost every woman he’d ever had had screamed. Tania had screamed he was tearing her apart. The memory made his cock even harder.
She was sitting on him, his cock was fully inside. Bear drifted in wonder, it so rarely happened a woman could take all of him.
How was she fucking him? He had a hard time keeping track of his drifting thoughts as the unseen woman raised herself and dropped down on his erection, taking him deep inside, repeatedly. She had to be squatting, her feet planted on the bed, using her thighs to raise herself, then dropping on his erection. Her hands were on his belly, he could feel her pushing against him as she raised herself.
The beautiful young virgin looked like she was lost in the pleasure his cock was giving her. Her mouth opened, and she moaned loudly. No, that was coming from the woman who was fucking him.
Bear tried to get into her even deeper by pushing his hips up as she started down. He was rewarded by an even louder shriek of pleasure.
It felt as though the dreamlike virgin was cumming. Bear could hear her peak, and after a second or two, peak again, but he couldn’t tell if it was real or in his dream.
It didn’t matter, he felt like cumming himself. His orgasm was close, so close nothing would stop it when the woman on top of him suddenly jumped off.
Bear felt the coolness of the air on his hot, wet erection. He was so close, his cock was throbbing. But rather than spewing a volcano of sperm, he felt his cum retreating. He moved his hips, trying without success to orgasm. He moaned in frustration.
“How many… holy shit… how many times should I… wow, look at him… should I do that?” the voice said.
Bear didn’t hear the answer. He was dreaming of the beautiful young virgin walking away from him. Her ass was perfect, but he couldn’t make himself go after her. Another injection in his arm helped him sleep.
 
 
Monster wasn’t confused, even seeing Hawk chained and all his friends with their hands up. He’d been in the back of the crowd when the door was opened, and everybody had rushed out, but now, he was standing only feet away from James, a large machete hidden behind his leg. He worked for Bear, and no matter what was said, his job now was to protect Hawk.
With a roar, the huge man lunged at James. Monster was big and certainly strong, but his experience was using intimidation. He wasn’t skilled, and he hadn’t needed to be in a real fight in years.
James was momentarily surprised by the large man’s attack. The blade seemed immense as Monster lumbered toward him. Training and instinct took over, and James waited until his attacker was the right distance away.
James moved left with Monster’s eyes following him, but Monster wasn’t fast enough to adjust his attack. James aimed a kick at Monster’s right knee. Hours of practice paid off as the kick connected, stopping Monster’s forward momentum and forcing his knee backward, allowing James to move in close and shove the machete hand to the side. A knee to Monster’s abdomen forced the air from his lungs and allowed James to take him to the ground.
The fight was over as James delivered a knee-drop followed by several well-executed blows to Monster’s head and throat with stiff fingers. Most of the crew felt sick looking at Monster’s backward-facing knee and hearing his wails of pain. James stayed on his knee and looked up at the BaMa crew.
“What’s it going to be?”
Nobody had ever defeated Monster, it wasn’t considered anymore possible than defeating Bear, and he’d been armed. He was too big and far too mean. Yet here he was, lying on the ground in serious pain, disarmed, completely out of the fight in seconds. Taken down by an unarmed black man.
The reaction surprised James as the group of large, bearded men stood back from the groaning Monster and held their hands out to be tied. 
“We need to see the bikers,” James said to the others. “But only two of us can go, two have to be here to guard these guys, not to mention, take care of the women.”
“I’ll take care of the women,” Blair and Stan said in unison.
“Not a chance. Blair, you’re coming with me. Stan, you guard these guys. Tim, you’re on the women if that’s okay with you,” James said.
When Tim walked into the farmhouse, Sarah was on her knees working on Pat’s pussy. Tim sat down to watch, his thoughts on Tania, but if he had to be distracted, this was the way to go.
 
 
James and Blair had armed themselves with as much as they could carry and use. From the front of the garage, James yelled for the bikers to surrender. He yelled the farm had been taken, and he had Hawk.
Blair was preparing a flash-bang grenade when the door opened, and Stinky came out with his hands up, leaving Blair fumbling to put the pin back.
“We’ll surrender,” he said. “All we gots is like one old pistol and a blade, man. Youse win.”
“Where’s Tania?” James asked.
“In the back with Bear, but you don’t be needin’ some grenade or nothin’. He all done for.”
James didn’t believe him. He was careful as he opened the back door and jumped inside, his weapon pointed at a naked Tania. She was stroking a chained Bear’s huge cock.
“Hey, James.”
 



Chapter 18
 
 
The Chief and the FBI
The bodies in the clubhouse were an interesting bunch. The FBI, Interpol, and just about everybody else was engrossed in the boxes of files. The Chief thought he would be spending the remainder of his career working on the cleanup. If he didn’t happen to ’officially’ find James, he wouldn’t be disappointed.
One of the biggest surprises was when a deputy brought Stephen Sebring in to see him. He wanted to surrender for the kidnapping of Tania Wilensky.
“Has Tania been found?” he asked Sebring.
“I heard Bear has her.”
“We know that, Sebring. Is he holding her at that farm of his?” The Chief was inches from Sebring’s face.
“No… no, he has her. He took off with her.” Sebring was trying to peddle backward, but a deputy was holding him in place. “I don’t know where he is, he’s just gone.”
“Got to find her,” the Chief said. “What’s she wearing?”
“Nothing, far as I know,” Sebring answered.
The Chief paused, surprised by the answer. Bear was running around, somewhere, with a naked woman? He turned away to hide the lump in his pants. He wanted to be in on the arrest.
“I have to hand you over to the FBI, kidnapping’s federal. First, tell me why you want to surrender?” the Chief asked.
“I know what surrendering to the FBI might mean, but if Bear finds me, I know exactly what will happen.” Sebring was looking for safety from the BaMa.
“Chief,” a deputy was trying to interrupt. He was met with a scowl. Interrupting the Chief was almost a capital offense. The deputy wilted under the heat of the glare, expecting to have his badge ripped off his uniform blouse.
“What?” the Chief bellowed.
“Um… we just… um, I mean… a body was discovered, Chief.” The man was frightened. He needed this job, but the news was important.
“We already have bodies. Why is another one so damn important?” the Chief demanded.
“Um… it wasn’t here. Frank found him in a ditch.” The deputy quickly pointed to a spot on the map and tried to ease away, but suddenly, the Chief wasn’t glaring, he looked interested.
“Better tell me what you know,” he said in a milder tone.
“They found him cut up pretty bad in a ditch, just outside of Putnam,” he said. “He’s already identified the deceased as…” They waited while the deputy consulted his notes.
“Nicolas Marks. Runs a PI shop in the…” he didn’t finish. The Chief was already running to his car, leaving Sebring in the deputy’s care.
 



Chapter 19
 
 
Under the Bridge Motel
Mary had decided to check one more motel before going home to her husband. Although Tim didn’t know Mary was a hotwife, he now suspected something was going on with her and Bill. Mary had called home and told her worried husband she’d be there as soon as she could. She hadn’t yet told him about her new piercing.
Bill liked to watch. He’d watched her at the hotwife resort, and if he couldn’t watch, he liked to hear her whisper in his ear the naughty things she’d done.
But she’d been gone for days, and excitement had given way to fear. He’d held off calling the police, but he would stay troubled until she was home.
Mary had seen enough seedy motels, this was the last one, the Under the Bridge motel, aptly named because it was located under the roadway leading to the airport.
The motel was two stories, old, and poorly maintained. Each room opened directly onto a walkway, and in the case of the first floor, the parking lot.
Mary was parked nose first by the office. She didn’t intend to go in, she was just so damn tired. She didn’t know what the Latin men looked like, but she knew what to look for in general. She’d been told the woman looked like a taller version of Tania, and she guessed that was enough. She’d know her if she saw her.
It was by chance she was looking down the long walkway when a door opened, and a Latin looking man came out, pulling a woman with a strip of duct tape over her mouth. She was naked, her hands bound with a chain. Even in the weak light, Mary could see she was hysterical behind the tape.
Mary ducked down in the car seat. Her eyes just above the level of the dash, she saw a second door open, and the woman was handed off to another man with a look of disgust on his face.
When everything was quiet again, Mary drove through the parking lot, her headlights off, and noted the two room numbers. She pulled over a mile away and watched traffic as she called Tim with the motel name and the room numbers.
Bill was fascinated with her new piercings.
“Every time you move it rubs against your clit?” he asked. “Show me.”
Mary showed him, and when she’d showed him enough, she fucked him. Mary wasn’t tired anymore.
 



Chapter 20
 
 
Monster was in the emergency room, covered by the Wilensky cash-pay medical “insurance,” which just meant Tim would write a check, when his cell phone rang. Mary was excited but controlled. When he had the information, Tim called James.
“Mary found them,” he said. “She found the guys with the Tania lookalike.”
“No shit. That had to be a thousand to one shot. How many men do you remember seeing?” James asked.
“Three,” Tim answered.
“Me too. Only three.” James sounded tired. He put his cell phone on speaker with Blair and Stan.
“We got three guys in at least two rooms,” he began. “They could be in three rooms, we don’t know. We only have two rooms confirmed. They also have a woman who looks like a tall Tania. How do we take them?”
The four men tossed ideas around for a while before deciding they were too tired to get fancy. A simple, direct approach was probably best.
At the motel, Stan knocked on the first door and heard a sleepy voice ask, “¿Qué?” What?
 Stan answered, “Tomar la perra.” Take the bitch.
He heard swearing in Spanish before the door was open by a man in baggy boxer shorts, his scrawny legs and fat belly made him look slightly ridiculous. James pushed him back into the room, his hand over his mouth. Blair was right behind him, his gun out, looking for companions.
“Otros hombres, ¿dondé?” Stan shouted. Other men, where? He was answered by the man spitting on the floor.
James was simply too tired for that shit, and the Columbian found himself on the floor, his head bleeding badly as James held the machete to his feet. The blade was already swinging when the man shouted.
“¡No! espera… espera.” No, wait... wait.
James had to walk around the room after stopping the blade. He’d wanted to hurt the Columbian, he’d wanted to hurt him bad.
After a lot of awkward back and forth, they knew the answer. The other room held two men and Sophia.
After that, it was easy. One man came out in the morning, checking to make sure they were safe. He didn’t check well enough, he hadn’t locked the door behind himself, and all three men were tied up before breakfast.
James pulled out of the parking lot, fighting to keep his eyes open. Blair had taken a blanket for Sophia, who was still crying hopelessly and refusing to be comforted. Blair had left a “do not disturb” sign on both doors. It was Tim’s job to call the Chief.
 



Chapter 21
 
 
The Wilensky Mansion
Bear lay on his mattress in the prison in Wilensky’s basement. It was okay as far as cells went—two separate rooms, one with a solid concrete block for a bed frame, a large mattress of some comfortable foam on top. A stainless sink and toilet unit were nearby.
The second room was set up for exercise. The floor covering felt like a mat from a fitness center. Around the perimeter was a track measured out on the hard floor. Painted on the wall was a chart, indicating the number of laps that would equal a mile, another painting showing exercises that could be performed on the soft floor. Pushups, crunches, planks, and more were all shown.
Bear was starting to feel shaky and nauseous as he stood and faced the bars. “I need a little something,” he said.
A man he didn’t know pointed at the wall. “You know the rules, give me the rest of your exercise for today. You owe me a mile walking and two more sets on the floor.”
“You’re an asshole,” Bear said as he began to walk.
He needed that shot, but he had to earn them every day by exercising and eating the food they gave him. He would just as soon live on the drug whatever it was.
The drug put him in a fantastic dream state at first. He wasn’t in a cell, he wasn’t even with the BaMa. He relived his time with some of the wives they’d taken, each dream so vivid, it was as though it was real. He was always surprised to find himself locked up when he would slowly come out of it.
 
 
Tim Wilensky
“Why do you want to keep Bear caged up in the basement? It doesn’t make any sense after what he did to you,” I asked. 
Tania was sitting naked on our bed, looking at me as she begged for Bear’s life.
Blair had a room on the far side of the house with Pat. Some nights, it was just the two of them, on other nights, Mary would come to visit. On nights when the noise reached all the way to our suite and Stan’s, he would join in, and the four would party all night.
Everybody might be involved, and the party would extend throughout the building when James and Alice visited. It looked like James had found the woman he wanted to settle down with, but he had seen and done too much. Alice, on the other hand, couldn’t get enough of James. She even had a giant ace of spades tattooed on her back, but she made it clear she was for James only—unless he wanted to share her, of course.
The most expensive part, at least for me, was paying off my bet with Tania when she first seduced Sarah. It was supposed to be just Tania and myself going to Milan to buy one gown. Two people buying one gown.
It ended up being five women as Alice, Pat, Mary, and Sarah joined us, along with four men, buying a lot of gowns. Sarah made the convincing argument since she was the subject of the bet, she should participate in the reward. Alice just said she and James were coming with us, learn to live with it.
Our food and liquor tabs were enormous, and the sex was legendary. I need to write down all that happened some day.
The women were excited and happy as they talked and laughed, spending an insane amount of money. The four of us smiled along with them. I was happy they were all having so much fun, but mostly I was looking forward to the evening’s live sex shows back in our large suite.
Tania and I had spent a lot of time becoming reacquainted before we left. We’d needed to build a new relationship from scratch.
“I love you, Tania,” I told her. “I was hurt, humiliated, and humbled but I never stopped loving you.”
“I love you too, Tim,” Tania assured me. “You know how Bear changed me, I can’t deny what happened. But I never stopped loving you.”
“I’m ashamed how much watching and listening to you with Bear turned me on,” I told her. “I’m even more ashamed I fucked you during a gangbang and came inside you, I was so excited.”
Tania laid her head on my chest. “Knowing I turned you on excites me,” she said. “But I didn’t know about the gangbang. Will you tell me about it?”
Tania had been stroking me as she talked. I totally forgot to tell her the story.
Later, Tania had pulled me into the basement where Bear and Legs were still being held in cells. 
“I’m going to tell you my plan. If you don’t like it, we can do whatever you want. Okay?” she asked. “But, please say you like it.”
“Okay.”
“Here’s what I have to tell you. Are you ready? Once I say it, I can’t unsay it.” Tania looked so serious, I stood next to her and held her in my arms.
“I want to keep Bear as a pet. There, I said it.” She was breathing faster, almost panting.
“Come again?”
“I might.” Tania was panting. “I don’t want to hurt you. I love you Tim, but the sex I had with him was the best I’ve ever had. It was just sex, I hate the bastard, but I don’t want to do without it.”
“You want to keep him as a sex toy?” I asked, my cock getting harder. “What about me?”
“We’ll make love anytime you want. In fact, I’ll do anything you want. I love you, Tim, but you like to watch me, so you might as well watch me with Bear.”
“We’re keeping you,” I told him. The pounding of workmen in another part of the cavernous basement could just be heard. They were busy remodeling. Tania had decided we needed a playroom, complete with BDSM equipment. 
Bear was sitting in his cell, his monstrous, hairy cock hanging between his legs. Our other guest from the BaMa, Legs, had finally left one day. I guess she wasn’t getting what she needed from us.
Bear said, “I don’t understand.”
“You belong to Tania,” I told him. “You have one job, keep her satisfied. Do you think you can do it?”
Bear gave me an evil grin as his cock began to grow, and Tania pushed her way around me. Before I could stop her, she was on her knees, licking his balls and moaning as Bear caressed her hair.
“What if I made her a hostage?” he said.
“There are three armed guards in the house,” I told him. “They have orders to shoot you.”
Bear looked at his monstrous body compared to my wife. They’d have plenty to aim for. “Good point,” he said as his cock grew even harder.
That night, I chained my own wife to the bars of Bear’s cell. She was already dripping as I snapped the collar around her neck.
“Assume the position, slut.” Tania bent over from the waist, moisture ran down her legs.
“Please don’t make me wait, Bear,” my wife begged.
As he plunged inside Tania’s pussy, she yelled, “Damn, Bear, you’re hurting me. Your cock’s too big, I’m tearing inside.”
Bear never seemed to care, he just fucked her harder, and before long, my wife was fucking back at him. The pain didn’t last very long now, she’d grown to accommodate his size.
Her howls were so loud, the neighbors would have heard if we had any. Blair was upstairs, probably eating his heart out the same way I was eating mine out as I watched. It never failed. Whenever Tania was taken by Bear, I’d get hard and start to drip. I’d also realized, as much as I loved my wife, I also loved watching her with Bear.
I watched him fuck her for over an hour before walking up the stairs, leaving my wife chained in a cage with her pet Bear. In the morning, I found her slumped to the floor, only her head held up by the chain and her collar.
Her body still looked sweaty and sticky. When she tried to stand, her ass was pointed at me, and I could see her pussy. Her vagina was stretched open, looking red and inflamed. A white liquid was running out of her. Cum had dried over her entire pussy.
“I finished fucking your wife about an hour ago,” Bear said as he ate his breakfast.
“Did you two sleep?” I asked in amazement.
“No. I didn’t want to stop, she feels too good.”
Bear had been fucking my wife for almost seven hours. I was amazed at his stamina; the guy really was a wild animal.
Tania looked at me with vacant eyes that only began to clear as I unlocked her and helped her to her unsteady feet. The look she gave Bear as we left his cell broke my heart again. 
“Bring the slut back whenever she needs more Bear,” he said, stroking himself. “I think I’ve got her stretched just right.”
I pulled on Tania’s chain to keep her from going back to him. As I helped her up the stairs, she said, “I’m going back tonight, this time, chain my arms too.”
My sex life consisted of me watching Tania stretched almost to the breaking point by Bear. Maybe followed by a tired blowjob from my exhausted wife. I was a seriously sick fuck, but at least I knew it.
“Remember,” she said, “I’ll always… always, always come home to you, Tim.”
 



Chapter 22
 
 
Hawk was rushing. He’d been acting as the head of the BaMa while they reorganized. He got his orders from James, who had given up his usual sweatshirts and jeans for custom made suits, but he’d been told someone else was really running things. All the ownership titles had been in Bear’s name—his real name turned out to be Benjamin Oliver Asher Hayes, Jr. 
Wilensky’s lawyers had taken care of everything. Hawk could only guess how much money had been spent.
“The clubhouse in Tim’s bar is working out great,” Hawk thought looking around. “Way better than the old place.”
Hawk stood still, thinking about how the BaMa had changed under the new boss. Gone were the women held as collateral. The games went on, and money was lent to needy gamblers. It wasn’t their job to cure idiots of a gambling addiction, it was their job to collect, and James was very good at collecting. If Monster needed help that is, which wasn’t very often.
The new boss, who he hadn’t even met, already seemed to know every one of them. “Who the hell…” he wondered.
They still had the strip clubs and the active back rooms. The managers had all been replaced, but that was because with Bear missing, they thought they owned what they managed. They, and sometimes their bouncers, were quickly persuaded to move on. Hawk didn’t think anybody had died, but he knew James could be ruthless if necessary.
Hawk shook his head in amazement. Even with so many members of the BaMa being run off because they were crazy and cutting back the business, they were making more money than ever. 
The only two Hawk had lost track of were Texas and Griller. He heard talk about them being in the hayloft when William died. Probably not a good place to have been.
There had been talk that the BaMa were now associated with Mario’s mob on the east coast because of James’s connection. If that was true, meeting the new boss might be a challenge.
Two of the east coast guys were sitting at the bar, so the rumor could be true enough. He just didn’t understand it. Mario’s crew was the mob, and the BaMa weren’t acting like a mob outfit. These guys were officially here because they had been friends of William and wanted to pay their respects on behalf of themselves and Mario.
Hawk’s thoughts turned to Bear. The guy was just gone—no body had been found, there had been no reports of a Bear sighting. He wasn’t like Elvis.
Hawk realized with a start James was standing next to him. 
“Nice, isn’t it?”
“It’s great, James. Probably the nicest bar around, and we’re the only ones who can use it. Tim did all this?” he asked.
“Yeah. Pool table and everything. First class all the way,” James said. “Well, you ready to meet your boss?”
They walked down the short hallway and into the reception area where Mary greeted Hawk with a huge smile. Her body was in turmoil—Hawk and James together. She’d seen Hawk enough to get over the biker garage. Now, she pressed her thighs together tightly, feeling a thrill.
“If you boys aren’t busy later, you know, I’ll… um, be around,” she said. “Otherwise, you can go right in.”
Hawk’s mind was on Mary when he opened the door and Tania looked up from her computer. His surprise was total.
“Hi, Hawk,” she said. “I’m your new boss. Take a seat, and we’ll start.”
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