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      This is an erotic work of fiction.  Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and damned amazing.

      The hot wife genre appeals to me.  These are the books I like to read and these are the stories I like to tell, so thank you to the people who read my books.  Without you I’d just be talking to myself.

      I’d like to thank Laran Mithras for being both an inspiration and a help.  I’d like to thank Jessica Collins, if this book makes sense, it’s because of her.  If it doesn’t make sense, it’s because of me.  I’d also like to thank the people at Killion Group and particularly Jennifer Jakes for putting up with me.

      Look for my next book, coming soon simply title Annette.  If you like the twists and turns of Vacation Prey, you’ll love Annette.

      Be warned, there is sex in this book, lots of it. Not all of it stickily consensual.  If that offends you, please don’t read any further.  But if you’re looking for a fun, dirty read.  This is it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Prologue

        

      

    

    
      I was sitting in a chair, naked, arms handcuffed behind me, my erection throbbing despite my emotional pain. I was being forced to watch my wife, naked and dripping, humiliate herself for a large, black man.

      She’d begged him to fuck her. She’d sucked his cock in an animal frenzy as he slapped her ass and tits. With her arms also handcuffed behind her back, her face was suddenly dropped into my lap and she was told to suck my cock.

      A voice asked her, “Do you know this guy?”

      As she slurped, drool pooling on my balls, she nodded ‘yes’ before begging her captor to make her cum again. Before I could finish in her mouth—something I’d never done during our marriage—she was pulled off and given her wish.

      I had to watch my wife get fucked while she was made to put a finger in her own ass to feel the black cock inside her. She orgasmed again, screaming. I’d lost count of the number of times she’d cum in front of me.

      The humiliation of my loving wife, formally so naïve about sex, continued for hours. It continued even after I was led back to my cell; even as I was forced to listen to her being gang fucked all night. She begged to be used, to be stretched, to be fucked in all her holes.
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      I’m not a nice man. In fact, I’m a criminal. Even though nobody in law enforcement knows my name, they know my work. I’m a fixer; my tools are influence, money, and sometimes a weapon. I only work for one man; I’m not for hire.

      When Mario has a problem, he comes to me to “fix” it. Most of the time, I simply need to explain things to the “problem” and it goes away. I’ve found that telling stories work best. People understand stories better than they understand threats or declarations. I have a soft, non-threatening voice, except when I have a gun in my hand. If all else fails and I don’t want to use violence, money works well too.

      If everything has failed, and we still have a problem, then I become a cleanup man. It’s in those situations that violence is used. I have two guys who work with me, William and James, but more on both later.

      Other than my work, I’m completely ordinary. I look normal; respectable, even. I have a wonderful, beautiful wife and a house in the suburbs. Since I only work a few months a year, for a lot of money, we’re able to have a very comfortable life together.

      We are very much in love. Julie is perfect for me in every way imaginable; we’re soul mates. We met before I went into the Army, while we were still in college.

      We were randomly assigned as partners in a chem lab.  I’d never met anybody like her before and, at first, I was attracted to her face and body. It was only as we worked together that I discovered her lively personality.

      We spent hours together, talking about important things and nothing. Even though she looked like she wasn’t old enough to have graduated from high school, she was one of the most mature women I’d ever met. A smart, personable, beautiful woman with a fantastic body—I’d hit the jackpot.

      I took Julie’s virginity in my old dorm room. It was the sweetest moment of my life; this wonderful, beautiful woman giving herself to me.

      The more we did it, the better we got at it. By our junior year, we were living together and talking about marriage.  We were deeply in love and together we made the plans for our wedding during the school year. We were married that summer. I’d never been happier, and that happiness has continued for eight wonderful years.

      We were married on the beach at her grandfather’s home. My family gathered for the wedding and to meet Julie for the first time. They were wowed by her. My father didn’t think I had it in me to land a woman like Julie. I didn’t think I had it in me either.

      We spent our honeymoon fixing up our first apartment. We wanted to live using just our own limited resources. Julie wouldn’t allow any of my furniture to be reused, and she was right, she had better taste than I did.

      Julie knew that the army was something I wanted to do, an experience I wanted to have, and she accepted it just as she accepted me. I had been ROTC in college, and I went into the Army right after graduation. I never told her what I’d been trained to do or what I’d actually done.

      The Army taught me much of what I know. I also learned a lot from the first guy I worked with, and the remainder I picked up the usual way; by making mistakes, none of which were fatal, thank god.

      Knowing some things about Julie is important in understanding everything that happened to us. I already mentioned that she’s beautiful—auburn hair, a young woman’s face on a slender body, except for her soft, balloon boobs set above a perfectly flat stomach. Her breasts reminded me of a porn star from the 1980’s.

      She hated when I called them “balloon boobs.” Julie stands 5’2”, three inches taller in the heels she likes to wear.  She’s perfect for me in every way.

      When I went to work for Mario, I didn’t tell her what my job was, but she guessed it wasn’t exactly legal.  She’s an intelligent woman, and she knew that Mario walked the “other side of the line.”  She knew that I could not make as much money as I did, while only working a few months a year, by doing anything legal. She also knew that the safe I kept in the garage was full of weapons.

      She never questioned me; she wouldn’t ask me about anything that I didn’t want to tell her. She didn’t make a big deal of the fact that I might disappear for weeks at a time. She loved me, and that was enough for her.

      Julie, despite her good looks and education, was naïve about sex, but was very daring; she definitely had a kinky side. We were usually conventional in bed—a little oral, then either missionary position or, if we were feeling adventurous, she’d get on top and I’d play with her sensitive breasts.

      Sometimes, we’d fantasize during sex. We’d talk about Julie exposing herself or even picking up a stranger to tease. For some reason, those men were always black. We didn’t do any of the things we talked about, but I noticed that Julie’s orgasms were more intense when we used fantasy.

      Afterward, we’d cuddle together and talk about our love for each other and our plans. We talked about having kids and, someday, grandkids. Growing old together. We were as conventional as a couple could be; boring even, compared to most people.

      Julie liked to take my flaccid cock in her mouth to lick and suck. She loved the feeling she got from making me hard, working her tongue on me. It made her feel powerful. It was another good time for me to talk about our “black lover” fantasy. Julie would give me incredible blow jobs when I did that, but I’d never finished that way, although it was often a near thing.

      When I’d grab my “go” bag and tell her I’d be gone for a few days, she’d smile and tell me to be careful with a good-bye kiss as I headed out the door. I made sure that Julie didn’t have the combination to my safe, which contained, in addition to a full arsenal, most of my alternate I.D.’s. Except for the one hidden in my bag, of course.

      While the safe contains everything from M4 rifles to several pistols of various calibers, my weapon of choice for close work was a .22 revolver. At close range, the .22 is very effective, and a revolver leaves no shell casings to chase down. It’s also relatively quiet, but if I needed a silencer or more power, I had alternatives.

      Julie never asked me what I did. She was very clear about not wanting to know. Knowing who I worked for was enough. Her only comment: “Don’t get caught.”

      I worked for only one man. I understood his business, and I knew what had to be fixed. Sometimes it was just to straighten out a misunderstanding, sometimes it was to help somebody see our point of view, and sometimes it was to make a problem go away.

      I was paid very well for being a consultant per se. I received a W-2 at the end of the year from some corporation I’d never heard of. We even had a Christmas party every year.

      Surprisingly, Julie and Mario got along like long lost pals. I’d see them talking and laughing together, even occasionally dancing. Although Mario is at least thirty years older than Julie, they developed a real friendship. Mario felt protective of my wife, and that feeling helped me when I was out of town for extended periods. I knew that somebody was looking out for her while I was gone.

      Mario was very careful when arranging our meetings. He always assumed that he was being watched and maybe even listened to. He didn’t want the authorities becoming too aware of me. He had prepaid cell phones for me to use, and after each conversation, the cell phone would be thrown away. Pain in the ass keeping five or six cell phones around, but the precaution made good sense.

      Other than all that, I’m just a normal suburban guy you’d never pick out of a crowd. It wasn’t unusual to find me on a Saturday cutting the grass. As far as the neighbors knew I worked out of the house and traveled to meet clients. I did some strange accounting thing, something that wouldn’t help them with their taxes. They soon lost interest in me, although all the wives were friends with Julie.

      No one knew the hours I put in at the gym with a former Special Forces instructor. The gym, along with the running I often did with Julie, was to build muscle and to stay in shape.

      The time spent with my instructor was to learn and practice close quarters combat, using hand-to-hand, as well as fighting with various weapons.

      I was usually bruised, sore, and sometimes bloody after we were done, but it was well worth the trouble.
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      Julie’s sister, Faith, was getting married in Los Angeles, on the other side of the country. For whatever reason, the wedding was held in a moderately undesirable part of town. A part that hadn’t gone totally downhill, but was on its way.

      We booked a room a few miles from the site of the wedding at a chain hotel that I thought would be safer. We’d just have to drive a little farther than the others in the wedding party.

      Because we were going into California, I had carefully checked through only one gun, a Glock 19, a 9mm pistol that I kept in a locked case. I claimed it was needed for target practice only and hoped that the hollow nose bullets wouldn’t be noticed.

      When we checked into the hotel I was surprised by the look of the neighborhood. The hotel itself was fine. It was six or seven stories high and rectangular, with a large open area in the middle of the atrium where breakfast was served every morning.

      Outside the hotel was a different story. We were in a dark, rundown office park, one that offered inexpensive space to companies down on their luck, just starting up, or in a shady business. Parking was at a premium during the day, but at night, the only cars in the lot belonged to hotel guests and employees.

      Julie and I rode the elevator to our room, not knowing what to expect. But the room looked like every other hotel room I’d been in with that chain. Two rooms, a bedroom and a sitting room, separated by a bathroom. Nothing fancy, just practical.

      We had several hours until we needed to be at the wedding. I embraced my wife from behind, my hands automatically going to her breasts. Her hands covered mine, holding them in place as she smiled and turned her head to be kissed. Her lips felt wonderful against mine. My wife has large lips, puffy and soft, they make her look exotic.

      As we kissed, I ran my tongue over her bee-stung lips, causing a soft whimper. The first time I’d kissed her and used my tongue, she told me that nobody had ever done that before. In fact, no male had ever kissed her softly before. She liked it.

      It was a wonderful way to turn her on. Once she was ready, she liked it hard.  She wanted me to demand that she respond, but not at first. In the beginning, she liked it slow and soft.

      My hand found its way under her loose t-shirt to softly caress a nipple. Julie was the same way in bed. She liked to be caressed, lightly touched at first, then hard and demanding. In the end she wanted to be forced to orgasm.

      My wife looks like she’s no more than twenty years old. Her face is clear and smooth, with small features, dimples, and large green eyes; she looked like she hadn’t finished growing up yet.  Her body is well shaped, her breasts large with just the slightest sag, and her areoles are almost too light to be seen against her pale skin.

      As I stripped her, I kissed her neck and upper chest, again so softly she could barely feel it.  I knew I had it right when I felt, more than heard, her moans.  As I worked my way down her body, her moans became louder and my kisses more demanding.

      As I moved between her legs, I made Julie spread herself wide for me. The skin on her thighs is almost too soft to be legal. Her muscles are hard, strong from swimming or running every day. She spread her legs even further as I licked her pussy.

      Touching her with my tongue as softly as I could, I worked my way from her anus to her clit, licking so softly that her petite labia opened for me as she became more excited.

      I softly sucked and licked her clitoris until her moans became loud and constant. That was my cue to suck her clit into my mouth, licking the tender organ and her labia at the same time.

      Julie was wiggling on the bed, pushing herself into my face. Her legs were spread as far as they’d go; her arms held straight out to the sides, as if she had no say in what I was doing to her. This was part of a fantasy of hers, she always positioned herself like this when we made love, like she was tied down.

      My cock was throbbing hard. Nothing has ever excited me as much as the sight of Julie fully turned on. Her nipples hard, her pussy leaking, and her body spread for me to take. Her face, neck, and upper chest blushing from her arousal. I moved up, kissing her as I rubbed the head of my cock along her slit, making myself wet.

      “Oh god, Carlo. Go slow. You know you’re almost too big for me.” Her luminous green eyes were on me now, alive with excitement but ready to be taken.

      As I eased into her, she groaned softly at first, and then more loudly as I bottomed out and started to move, sliding in and out, my balls hitting her anus with each stroke. Julie’s legs wrapped around my waist, but her arms were still held straight out to the side, as if tied in place.

      “Harder, baby. Go harder. I want to feel you cum inside me.” I fucked her as hard as I could, enjoying the feeling as she pushed her hips up to meet me.

      We were kissing when we came, almost at the same time. Julie squealed as I shot deep inside her. She’d told me once that feeling my cock pumping my seed inside her was enough to trigger her orgasm, even without other stimulation.

      She loved the feeling of my hot semen splashing against her cervix and my cock pulsating against the sensitive walls of her vagina. I loved the feeling of her contractions trying to milk even more out of me.

      We rested in each other’s arms until it was time to get ready. Julie showered first and worked on her hair in the bedroom while I showered and shaved.

      By the time she was ready, I felt like I was escorting the most beautiful woman in the world. Her makeup was minimal; she didn’t need much. Her auburn hair was curled slightly, hanging in spirals down the front and back of her dress.

      Luckily, Julie was not an official part of the wedding. We lived too far way, and since she and her sister were raised in LA, they had plenty of friends.  That meant that Julie was free to dress any way she wanted.

      Her outfit was relatively modest—a dark green dress and slip combination that buttoned down the front from her neck to mid-thigh. Below the knees was a slit as the dress continued to her ankles. Julie left the top button undone, which allowed the top of the slip to show. With her breasts, that also meant that some cleavage was visible. She also left the buttons below mid-thigh undone, to show off her legs. The bride was going to be upstaged, but then, what were sisters for?

      Looking at the sexy way she was dressed, an old fantasy came back to me. The one where I watched my beautiful bride being serviced by a stud right in front of me. Sometimes it was someone she knew, sometimes it was just a big black guy. In my fantasy, Julie would have a screaming orgasm, begging him to keep fucking her, telling him what a slut she was. Back in the real world, Julie noticed my growing erection.

      Her eyebrows went up as she stroked me through my suit pants. “We’ll take care of this when we get back, and maybe you can tell me what got you so excited again.” I decided to tell her I was having our fantasy.  When we got back.
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      The wedding itself was boring as hell for me. Julie, on the other hand, had the time of her life at the reception. She partied with all her old friends, drinking and dancing too much. All the while, I tried to make myself as invisible as I could. I don’t like being seen in public; I never know who might be watching. But I did enjoy seeing Julie dance with strange men, particularly during the slow songs. My erection was still causing me problems.

      I knew that I’d be required to dance with my mother-in-law and maybe the bride too, but I stood at one of the bars for as long as I could, trying to be invisible. Dancing with my mother-in-law had been a chore. All she could talk about was the one black man at the reception. She was incensed that someone would bring “one of those people” to her daughter’s wedding.

      Without warning, Julie was beside me, nudging me with her elbow. “I know what you’re thinking,” she said. Her face was damp with perspiration, as was her chest. She was breathing a little too rapidly for it to be strictly from dancing.

      “What am I thinking, smart ass? No, make that nice ass.”

      “You’re imagining that one of the men I’ve danced with, maybe that tall black man, disappears with me.” She was looking up at me with excitement in her eyes.  We were remembering our fantasy.

      “You go looking for us, and you find me bent over a table in the back with my dress pulled up and my thong pulled to the side. You see us just as he’s shoving his big black cock inside me.” She had her arms around my neck as she whispered in my ear. She emphasized each word as “Big…Black…Cock”.

      “All you can do is watch as he fucks me and I tell him how big he is and how good his cock feels in my pussy. That’s what you’re thinking, isn’t it?” Julie had pulled her head back far enough for me to look at her excited face. My wife had been drinking, but her excitement was real. Her eyes were sparkling, even in the slightly dimmed light of the reception.

      “I can feel his cock when we’re dancing. He’s really big.” There was no mistaking her excitement now. Julie was slowly rubbing her pussy—unfortunately still concealed under her dress—against my thigh.

      “Tell me,” Julie urged, pushing harder against my thigh. I noticed that more buttons had come undone on her dress, at the bottom and at the top.

      “Yes, I see him bend you over a table and pull your thong aside so that he can fuck you,” I tell her.

      “Oh christ, Carlo.” Her eyes were huge. “I’m going to go dance with him again. Then you’re going to take me back to the hotel and fuck me all night.” Julie made a point of rubbing her hip against my erection as she walked away.

      There was nothing I could do but watch her walk up to the one black guy at the party and lead him back onto the dance floor.

      When a slow song was played, Julie allowed herself to be pulled close. Even from a distance, I could see her rubbing against him. As they slowly turned, I could just make out the large bulge in the front of his pants.

      Julie had her eyes tightly closed as they rubbed against each other. When the song ended, they didn’t seem to want to separate. Her dance partner had a wet spot on the front of his trousers.

      By the time Julie was ready to call it a night, it was already 1:00 in the morning, and we had a noon flight to catch later the same day. She made the rounds, hugging all her friends and relatives before we left, slurring her promise to visit again real soon. I helped my wife out to the car. The drinking and the dancing had made her unsteady, but still, she made me promise to bend her over and fuck her the minute we got to our room.

      As we drove to the hotel, I rubbed Julie’s thigh and pushed her dress and slip up, exposing her legs as she lifted herself off the seat just enough for me to get the dress out of the way.  When I rubbed her pussy through her thong, my wife laid her head back and moaned quietly, her thong already soaked through.

      “You would have fucked him, wouldn’t you?” I asked her.

      “If I wasn’t married to the best lover in the world, I would have. I’d have fucked him all night long.” Julie sounded a little wistful as she answered. It was a good thing I was the best lover in the world, or maybe it wasn’t. I would have loved to watch that guy with my wife. I thought to myself that I must be really messed up to want to watch my wife cheat on me. My faithful, beautiful wife fucking another man in front of me. My cock was hard, throbbing at the thought.

      I slipped my hand under Julie’s thong and into the wet swamp of her pussy. Her breathing was getting faster.  “What are you thinking about?” I asked her.

      “That black man with the big cock.” That was a direct answer I did not expect. My cock was now so hard that it was uncomfortable in my pants.

      I was brought back to hard reality when I realized that we had to stop for gas. The morning rush-hour traffic would take more than the little we had in the tank. I hated to stop what I was doing, but there wasn’t a good alternative. I pulled into an all-night gas station about two blocks from the hotel to fill the tank of the rental car.

      There was a group of black guys walking on the other side of the street, laughing and talking smack. They didn’t appear to represent any trouble. In fact, they didn’t seem to even look my way.

      When the gas pump handle clicked off, the machine refused to accept my credit cards, any of them, forcing me to go inside to pay. When I left to walk into the station Julie’s dress was still high enough to expose her entire leg and her pussy. Her head was still resting on the seat back. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling.

      Paying took longer than usual; there were other people in line and the machine wasn’t working very well. By the time I got back to the car, Julie was gone. Her purse and her dress were laying on the seat, but my wife was gone.
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      I did the usual confused husband thing, even though I knew something horrible had happened in those few minutes that I was away. First, I got out of the car to look for her. I looked around the outside of the station, and then inside, in case she had decided she needed something so desperately that she’d get it while she was wearing only a bra and thong.

      I was playing charades now, wasting time while I thought through my options, but trying to look like an innocent husband in case the wrong person was watching. I asked for the key to the rest rooms. Both were empty.

      Back in the car, I examined Julie’s dress more carefully. Not only were some buttons missing, but there was a hint of blood on the top. Pulling behind the station, I retrieved the Glock from the trunk and put it out of sight in my pocket, covered nicely by my suit coat.  The magazine was fully loaded but I put one in the pipe, just in case.

      Back inside, I asked the attendant if he’d seen a red-haired lady because my wife seemed to have wondered off. At first, he showed disinterest, but at the words red-haired lady, his face changed. His eyes widened and started shifting around; he looked scared.

      “No. Nope, no white ladies. Can’t help you,” he added as he turned and became suddenly busy rearranging the merchandise behind the counter.

      “Look,” I started. “I need your attention. What have you seen?” I was losing my cool and my hand was in my pocket, touching my pistol.

      “I can’t help you, mister. There’s a telephone outside if you need to call the police. I have work to do.” His brown face had grown pale. The alarm bells I’d carefully cultivated as part of my work were all ringing. Things were seriously wrong; this guy knew something, and he was afraid to talk to me.

      All my training and experience told me to back off, but this was my wife. I wanted to put the gun in his face. But now wasn’t the time.

      “I need your name for the police,” I told him, although there was no chance I’d be calling them. Still acting as the innocent, I badgered him until I got his name and could verify it. Ali, of course. I didn’t think he was named after the boxer. I held my cell phone to my ear as I walked around to the back of the building. I pantomimed talking to the police.

      Back in the car, I pulled out of the filling station and parked in the dark where I could watch Ali through the big front windows. He was on the telephone talking fast, clearly shaken. Watching him was the reason I didn’t pretend to make a call from the payphone, if it even worked.

      While I watched, I made a call to my employer. He sounded sleepy. I’d forgotten the time. It was almost 4:30 in the morning on the east coast.

      “Mario. It’s Carlo, I’ve got a problem,” I began.

      “Jesus, Carlo, do you know what time it is? Besides, you’re not on a job. What the hell?” Mario really is a sweet guy, but not so much at 4:30 in the morning.

      “I think my wife’s been taken,” I told him.

      “You think? What the fuck? Julie? You better tell me the whole story.” He was fully awake as I told me, starting with the wedding and ending with the attendant on the telephone right after I confronted him.

      “Ah christ, Carlo. What do you need? How can I help?”

      “I need James. I need him to drive out here and bring all my weapons and some listening equipment. The whole “go” bag. Plus, anything else he thinks we may need. Can you spare him, boss?” I asked.

      “Yeah, for this, I can spare him. He’ll have to drive so it’ll take a few days. You okay with that?”

      “Have him drive the RV. I have a bad feeling about this. I don’t like the look of that dress, and she didn’t have much on under it.  I think this is serious. Ask him not to waste any time, please.” I was trying to regain my professional calm, but it wasn’t coming.
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      The attendant was trying to act normal again, but it was clear, even from across the street, that he was agitated. I was debating how far to go. It was best to hit a guy for information while it was still fresh, but I couldn’t do it inside the station.

      So, I waited. Just before dawn, Ali’s relief showed up, and my guy scurried to his car and took off. He was driving a beat up old Honda, and I followed him.

      The streets were starting to get a little busier, but I was a professional and staying with him wasn’t tough. He didn’t expect to be followed.

      While we drove through the back streets, I called the hotel, extending our reservation. A few minutes later, I called the chain’s national reservation center and reserved another room, in the same hotel, under the alias I had with me.

      Ali was not expecting to be put in a choke hold within sight of his own house. While he was groggy, I moved him to the back of the rental car and tied his hands with a flex cuff that I kept with my gun.

      We drove for just a few minutes before pulling into the parking lot of another vacant low rent office park. The town seemed to have a lot of empty spaces; recessions will do that, I guess.

      His eyes widened when he saw my gun. They got even wider when I put him in front of a brick wall and pushed the barrel to his forehead. I didn’t have any of my usual equipment, but I didn’t see him as a hard case.

      “This can go one of three ways. Only three. You understand?”

      “Yes, yes. Three. I understand,” he stammered. This was not a hardened criminal. I took him to be an immigrant from a non-English speaking country. Certainly, in the Mideast.

      “Good. So, you’re listening to me, right? Listen very carefully. If you don’t understand anything, you tell me,” I said.

      “Yes. Yes, I am listening,” he looked scared and anxious.

      “Okay. I’m going to ask you what happened to my wife and who was involved. Here are the three ways things can go. One, you don’t tell me or you lie, and I’ll kill you. Do you understand?”

      “Yes. You kill me.” He didn’t understand.

      “I kill people for a living, asshole. I’ve done it before, and you don’t mean shit to me. I’ll put a bullet in your brain and leave you right here. I don’t care if you live or die,” I emphasized my point, stupidly, by firing a round into the brick wall next to his head. I now had his undivided attention. The noise and brick dust were more than enough.

      “Two, you give me bullshit, and I’ll shoot you in the knee. I’ll leave you on the street to either bleed to death or spend the rest of your life as a cripple, and you’ll still end up telling me everything you know. Do you understand what ‘bullshit’ means?” I asked him

      “Yes, yes.  I understand.”

      “Three, you tell me what you know, including who you called after I left, and I’ll let you go. I don’t give a shit about you right now, so it’s best if you just tell me the truth.” I know my eyes get very cold and expressionless when I’m doing this kind of work. It’s nothing I can control; it just happens.

      He studied my face for a moment, looking into my eyes, before nodding his head.

      “Okay. It was those black guys.  They saw her in the car and took a chance. I’m sorry I couldn’t say anything. If they knew I told you, they’d rob the store and probably kill me.” His English was good, better than most of the goombas I worked with.

      “Then why are you talking now?” I asked.

      “They don’t know that I am here. And maybe they rob and kill me, but I think you kill me for sure.” Very perceptive of him.

      “Who did you call?” I asked.

      “My boss; he owns the station. He said to keep my mouth shut, I know nothing, which is what I did.” That made some sense.  “You’ll let me go now?” he asked, looking hopeful.

      “How do I find these black guys?” I asked.

      “I don’t know. They come by sometimes to buy cigarettes and to steal stuff.  I’ve never seen a car.” That made sense only if they lived close; nobody walked very far in L.A.

      I felt confident that he wasn’t going to tell anybody about our little chat. It was wise for him to keep his mouth shut, and he’d had some practice. The safe thing for me was to just shoot him and make sure he didn’t talk, but I’d never killed a civilian, and I wasn’t going to start now.

      “Where are you from?”

      “Syria.”

      “What did you do there?” I was just making conversation.

      “I was a doctor,” he said.

      “Really? Good to know. You ever patch up gunshot wounds?”

      “In Syria? Are you kidding?” He was smiling at me.

      I dropped him off a block from his house, keeping my flex cuff. “You ever thought about making some money on the side, doctoring?”

      “It is not legal,” he replied.

      “Getting shot isn’t legal either, but fixing the damage can pay very well. Think of it as first-aid.”

      “I have no supplies.” He looked interested but weary.

      “I’ll be by later. Give me a list of what you might need.”

      He did.
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      James called just as I was driving away. He told me that William the Younger was with him so they could drive non-stop by having one of them sleep in the back of the RV while the other drove. He also told me that he had everything from my safe, plus extra goodies that Mario was loaning us.

      It was good news that both guys were black. In this neighborhood, I stood out, but they wouldn’t. James was huge, all hard, bulging muscle, and a shaved head. He scared people just by being around.

      William the Younger, as opposed to William the Older, was the small hard type of guy. The type that special forces were on the lookout for. He could go all day and all night; there was no give in the guy. In addition to being the best shot we had, he was also an expert at entering a building and leaving bugs without anybody knowing he’d been there.

      It was about 40 hours driving time, so with stops only for gas, they might be here in two full days, probably longer. All this was good news. It was 8:00 a.m. now, call it six hours since Julie had been taken. They might arrive by late Monday.

      Six hours was a lifetime to a naked female captive. I had a sick feeling in my stomach. I felt even sicker when I realized that help wouldn’t arrive for at least 35 more hours. The only good news was that I could expect her captors to sleep at least some of the time, maybe. My plan was to make them sleep for a lot longer when I found them.

      My job, while James and William drove, was to sit on that filling station. I arranged to switch rental cars every day for the next week before driving back to the hotel. I didn’t expect her captors to need cigarettes at 6:00 in the morning.

      Besides, they didn’t know what they’d find if they returned to the station. For all they knew, the place could be crawling with police and FBI; it’d be better to stay away for a while.

      I watched the lobby and the hallway to our old room for almost an hour before moving in. I had my minimum necessities out in less than two minutes. Five minutes after that, they were all in my newly rented room. If somehow Julie returned, all her belongings were still there.

      After trying to sleep for the next four hours, I picked up the new car and bought the clothing I’d need for an operation.

      By 3:00 that afternoon, I was sitting in my newly rented car, watching both the station and the sidewalk on the other side of the street. All the while, I was trying to think of other things I could do. Other than driving around the neighborhood, hoping to get lucky, I didn’t come up with anything useful. I was convinced that Ali had told me everything he knew.

      They might have snatched my wife clean, leaving me helpless, but the one thing they didn’t count on was that I wasn’t an average citizen. I was armed, I had help coming, and we had experience finding people who didn’t want to be found.

      If I were the police I’d go door to door in the neighborhood. I couldn’t do that, but logically they were within a block or two of the station. I might have been able to track them down if I’d have acted as soon as I found Julie missing. Instead I’d focused on Ali, time would tell if I’d fucked up or not.

      My only play was to watch the station and follow them if they returned. I just didn’t know how long that would take, or even if they’d ever return. It was still possible that it wasn’t the guys I’d seen, but was one of my old cases coming back to haunt me.

      That last possibility scared me the most.  The black guys were probably amateurs. It was just a matter of finding out where they had my wife, what they’d done, and what they planned to do.

      If it was another professional, it was already too late.  I had to fight the feeling of hopelessness; the dread of losing my wife. There was no predicting what the pros might do.  By now, they’d have either killed her or sold her. She could be on a flight to Asia for all I knew.

      That was the other reason I’d focus on Ali first. White guys or black guys, he’d answered the question for me.

      The black guys presented fears of their own. They took a redheaded, married, white woman in the middle of the night because they saw an opportunity. Every road from that point forward was bad.

      The probability was that they’d rape her for a few days, and then kill her or get her hooked and turn her out. They could be thinking of selling her too so she’d be in a different city. The only good news was that I had some time. A few days, at least.

      There was no way to predict what Julie would do. She’d be scared, but I didn’t think she’d fight them. She was smart enough to pretend to go along, if just to save her life. On the other hand, even the most passive woman, in that situation, might fight like hell.
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      I sat on the station until 4:00 in the morning, changing parking places from time to time by driving around the block, just in case I got lucky.

      My mood was all over the place.  All I could see was catastrophe—my wife raped, screaming as, one after the other, a gang of young drug dealers used her body. Julie, my soul mate, hooked on drugs and trying to sell her body to earn money for more drugs.

      For a time, all I could do was feel sorry for myself. How was I going to live without her? My future was a desolate wasteland of what ifs. What if those guys didn’t come back? If they weren’t coming back, we’d never find her in a city this large. All I could do was blame myself.

      After all that self-pity, I reminded myself that the real victim was Julie, and that it was my job to do everything I could to find her and get her back. Everything else was a waste of energy. I was just stealing mental resources from the job that needed to be done.

      By 4:00, nothing was moving, and I went back to the hotel. It had been 26 hours by my calculations. I figured there was another day before I’d have to plan for the worst. It was interesting to me that, in the time I’d sat on the filling station, not a single police car had driven by.

      I called first to check for messages, but there weren’t any; Julie would call my cell phone, if she could.  Again, being careful, I checked our old room, but nothing had been moved.

      I slept in the new room until noon, picked up another car, a different color, and was back watching the station. If my calculations were right, James and William could arrive that night. They would be checking into a different cheap motel and would call me when they arrived.

      James called at 7:00 Monday night, just as I was starting to think the worst again. I told him where I was, and we arranged to meet around the corner.

      They looked like hell; sleeping in the back of a moving RV wasn’t the most comfortable thing to do. They hadn’t showered or shaved in the small RV bathroom. Even the stubble was growing out on James’ head. I was very happy to see them.

      I had told William about the medical supplies and suggested that they take the time to break into a pharmacy on their way to L.A. When they arrived, William had much of what was on the list. He was very good at his job.

      Along with stopping for a first aid supply fit for the doctor, they’d visited long term parking at LAX. Working quietly, they’d removed the front license plates from two cars parked nose in. As we talked, William replaced our out-of-state plates with the ones taken at the airport, keeping our plates for the long drive home.

      We moved into position where I could point out the station, we even watched Ali arrive for work. I needed to get the medical supplies to him; we didn’t have everything, but hopefully we had enough.

      William walked across the street as the shift changed to buy some food. He wasn’t known, and he wanted to get a feel for the place.

      Just like that, one of the black guys swaggered in, wearing the same red nylon skull cap that they’d all been wearing. He didn’t give William a second glance, just a small black guy buying shit.

      I was texting before the door swung shut. One of the guys just walked in.  William had him.  He didn’t even know he was being watched as James got out of the RV and made his way inside.

      We had two options: take him and make him talk, or follow him.  Following was the most dangerous. We could lose him, or he might not be going back to whatever rock they hid under.

      Taking him presented problems of its own, but it was the safest course. William and James could get the information out of him. They were good at it, although usually the subject didn’t approve of their methods. Tough shit.

      I sent a text to both phones: Take him.

      My immediate job was to scout the area to make sure that none of his friends were around to see him go down. I was good at this, wearing black and moving carefully from shadow to shadow. I didn’t see another living thing.

      By the time I returned, our guy was hogtied in the back of the RV, and James was pointing a huge revolver at his head—a “Dirty Harry” thing that looked like a hand cannon. The RV smelled of urine, and the guy looked scared, at least what could be seen of him around the duct tape covering his mouth.

      William was squatting next to him, an evil look on his face. He’d done most of the takedown, and our guest hadn’t expected him. William’s strength and speed unnerved him almost as much as James’ gun did. Ali had turned his head so he wouldn’t see anything.
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      I’d found a park that wasn’t too far from the filling station and was much better than the office parking lot where I’d taken Ali. There was nothing here but a walking trail; the parking area was quiet and deserted this time of night.

      “You made a mistake, my man.” James could sound so reasonable, even as his voice was deep enough that the rumble could be felt in my own chest. “The woman you took is connected to the organization we work for. You may think you’re tough, but you do not want to fuck with us.”

      “Do you know who I–” He was cut off by William taking out two of his teeth with a straight punch from his left hand. His right was better, but we didn’t want to shut up our captive for good.

      “Oh man, now you made him mad. You don’t want to keep doing that,” said James, sounding so reasonable.

      Our guest was spitting blood and teeth. He looked like he was in pain, but he hadn’t felt anything yet. He really needed to cooperate.

      I could see that he had been holding out hope that we might be the police or that he could bullshit his way out. The punch was a wakeup call.

      He shot William what he thought was a hard look, but he just seemed frightened when he thought he would be hit again. His mean look needed work; it would never do against a hard case like William. I didn’t think he’d served time in a real prison, maybe a county work farm.

      His eyes roamed over the tattoos on William’s arms before he sagged and asked, “Whadda ya wanna know?”

      “Now see, that wasn’t so hard, was it?  We want to know where y’all keeping her. You’re going to stay with us until we know for sure.  Ya feel me?”  I’d never heard James talk like that, but all I could see was the back of his bald head as he bent close to the shaking guest.

      “Take this asshole outside and get rid of his shitty pants.  Use the hose on the side of the RV. We’ll get him some adult diapers on the way back,” I directed.

      A few minutes later, our guest was sitting back inside, naked from the waist down, but somewhat clean, and shaking from the cold-water shower he’d just had. He’d been reminded who was in charge of his life.

      “Okay, shit-for-brains. Where are you keeping her?” Nothing like making a man naked to help loosen his tongue.

      “Well, see, here’s the thing,” he began, I was getting a sick feeling again. “I only knows where they kept her at first, before they moved her some other place.” His voice whistled through the gap where his teeth had been. It was almost midnight, and Julie’s clock stood at 46 hours. Nothing good happens in that much time.

      Noticing the look on William’s face and the gun in my hand, he was quick to add, “But I knows a guy who knows, and I take you to da first house. Maybe that help y’all.”

      “Damn it!  If you’re leading us on, shit-for-brains, I will personally make sure you die slowly and very painfully.  Do. You. Feel. Me?”  I was insane with rage.  He transferred his fear of William to me, at least for now.

      “Who’s the guy?  How do we find him?  And don’t even think about lying to us; you’ll die with every bone in your body broken.” I was very serious about that.

      His voice shaking, he said, “His name be Daddy D.  He run some corners.  I kin show you.”

      “Daddy D?  What the fuck kind of name is that?” I asked.  Three black faces turned to look at me like I was the only white guy around.

      I was the only white guy around.

      In this much time, they could have done just about anything to my wife. Without a doubt, she was badly traumatized. She’d been raped for sure; probably more than once and probably by multiple guys. They could have sold access to her body to the whole fucking city. I shivered with fear and anger. They could have used drugs on her, and in a strange way, I hoped that they had. I hoped she’d been put under when they’d used her body.

      I was scared, and thinking of all the things they could have done just made me more anxious to find her. I could not explain why thinking about this gave me a woody. I was confused and ashamed by my reaction. My wife was probably scared senseless, raped by a gang, and I had an erection.

      What the fuck was wrong with me? I was imagining all the things they could do to my naked wife and it gave me a hard-on. It wasn’t the first time either. The same thing had happened as I watched the station. I was truly a sick fuck.

      Our captive was still talking. “D, or one of the young ‘ums, only come ‘round to resupply and to pick up cash. Maybe once a day.” Shit, time was slipping away fast, and we needed to find some other asshole.

      “What time does that happen?” I asked.

      “Depends. He usually go ‘round the block a few times, just to check up on demand. When it looks like they need a resupply, he meet one of ‘em. Maybe might start circling ‘round midnight or he maybe might start at noon. If he start at midnight, he resupply and pick up the money by 3:00 or so. But he got a lot of corners so it can take awhile.”

      If we were in place on a corner by 3:00 a.m., we might be able to find him or his guy. That gave us only a couple of hours to check out the first house or we might have to wait for daylight.

      “Is he armed? Does he travel alone? What about the corner boys?” I needed more information.

      “He usually got a 9, and sometime he gots guys with ‘em, sometime he alone. He don’t like to call ‘tention to hisself. Drives a big, black SUV.” Yeah, that’ll make him invisible.

      “The corner boys, they maybe have a 9 or two.” A ‘9’ being a 9mm. I wasn’t too worried about the corner boys.  They thought it was cool to fire their weapons held sideways and one handed. Made them look tough. They didn’t know, I guess, that it was almost impossible to aim unless the gun was gripped properly and, depending on the weapon, the casing might be thrown straight up in their face. They worked using fear, but we didn’t scare easily.

      “You’ll be our guest until I get her back,” I said. Under my breath, I added, “I hope none of these guys are close friends of yours. I’m going to kill every one of them.”

      “Whadda he say?” he asked.

      William just told him to shut up.
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      Our guest directed us to the first house. Traffic was light, but we had to take time to get the guy adult diapers. He didn’t like them very much, especially when we made him clean up the mess he’d made in the RV with his hands still tied together.

      The house was in a rundown neighborhood only a half block from the filling station where everything started. It had been a craftsman house once, but now it was boarded up and looked like a crack house. The yard was overgrown and had been used as a trash dump.

      Our dumbass guest kept yelling “that it, stop, that the one” in my ear, until James jerked him backward and told him to shut up and sit down.

      I drove past without slowing and went around the corner, looking for but not expecting to find, an alley—and, of course, there wasn’t one. After circling a few more blocks, we drove by again, this time giving William and James a chance to scope it out. They were much more professional than our guest.

      James applied some camouflage paint to my face. Not much, just enough to make the light spots darker and the dark spots lighter. He stayed in the RV with our new friend.

      After switching back to the rental car, William and I parked a block away. Far enough to be out of direct sight, but not so far that we couldn’t get back fast if we needed to. It was 1:00 a.m. and Julie had been gone almost 72 hours, three full days. I couldn’t allow myself to think about it anymore. I just had to do my job.

      “We only have time for a fast recon,” I said. “Maybe we’ll get lucky and she’ll be there, or we can grab somebody else. But we need to be careful not to be seen. I don’t think we’ll be able to make an entry unless we see something.”  I put on an old watch hat, and William and I took off.

      Moving from shadow to shadow, each of us working a different side of the street, we were at the house in ten minutes. The neighborhood was so quiet that it felt deserted. No dogs barked, there were no lights in any of the remaining windows, and only one street lamp worked.

      William and I crept around the dark house, one on each side. There was no light, either from inside or from the street. It was darker than shit. I had to move slowly and carefully so I didn’t trip over anything and make noise.

      William was already at the back of the house when I arrived. He’d discovered one window that still had glass in it. It opened into a bedroom, but he couldn’t see anything. Every other window was boarded up. We only had one shielded flashlight between us.  We needed to fix that problem.

      We took a chance trying to open the window, and luckily it gave no resistance as I quietly pushed it all the way up. That was my job, William wasn’t tall enough. It was his job to slip inside, along with his .45, for a quick look.

      I kept watch as William moved around. From time to time, I could see his light flash on and off again, so fast it seemed like an illusion. One of his flashes lasted longer than the others, maybe half a minute; a long time if we were trying to stay invisible. I couldn’t hear him or anything else.

      William slipped out of the window without making a sound. I lowered it back in place, and we made our way, just as carefully as before, back to the car.

      “There’s nobody there, but there’s signs. They left a lot of trash, pizza boxes, empty beer cans, crack vials, you name it,” he reported. I eyed him as he gazed out the side window. He didn’t want to look at me.

      “There was woman’s underwear, a bra and a green thong. I left them in case they came back,” he said softly.  We both knew what that meant. “There was also an old mattress,” he whispered, almost too softly for me to hear.

      My blood pressure spiked. I thought I was having a heart attack. We drove a few blocks before I could catch my breath. Goddamnit, they’d done it. They’d fucked my Julie. They’d stripped her and used her perfect body.

      “Damn it!” I bellowed. It wasn’t a good idea to be on the hunt with emotions threatening to spoil my judgment. I knew that, but I gave myself some time to let it out.

      Back at the RV, William and James were quiet, giving me space. Our guest just looked scared, even though he didn’t know what had set me off.

      “Okay,” I looked him in the eye. “Where do we find Daddy D?” My voice sounded calm to my ears. Inside, I was anything but calm; I was fighting to put the contents of the house into a mental box. A box that I would open and examine later.
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      As we pulled away in the RV, leaving the rental car, a set of headlights followed us. James, looking out the rear window, was the first to spot them.

      “I think we’ve got company,” he said. I heard him jack the slide on his pistol, even as William did the same.

      I was driving, but paying close attention to James. I told our guest to grab onto something, as best he could, because the ride could get rough.

      The car tried to pull up on our left side, which made sense. I was on that side, and taking out the driver would be their best bet.

      James was shouting for me to move left to block them as a bullet tore through the rear, narrowly missing their own man, and embedding itself in the back of my seat. I could feel a small bump where the bullet almost penetrated. It would have lodged in my back.

      Their hardened street thug was screaming, “They kill me. I dead ‘cause I with you. Oh mother, please don’t let ‘em kill me.” I think they’d lost a recruit.

      It’s not like on television. Bullets don’t just bounce off cars making a little ping noise. They tend to go through if they only hit sheet metal. Maybe they lose some energy, but they can still cause serious damage.

      Now I was pissed off. They’d not only shot at us, they’d tried to kill me. I knew that it was random chance they came close to me, but it felt extremely personal.

      As we raced along the road, James and William took cover as much as they could. William was as low in his seat as he could get. I couldn’t slide any lower and still drive.

      I knew we couldn’t get away from them in our lumbering RV, and eventually we’d run out of space on our left. We were bound to get into traffic, and we were sure to be stopped by a traffic light eventually. The three of us decided on a strategy. We wanted to be ready to act first and fast. Shock and awe, as somebody called it.

      William saw the light first, two or three blocks ahead. Traffic was stopped, so we would not be able to run it. As we got closer, I could see that the cross street was a major road with continuous traffic. We’d be stopped three or four cars back from the intersection.

      James had stowed his pistol in favor of a TAC 9, converted to full automatic fire. In addition to the seated magazine, he had another ready. I didn’t expect the fight to last long enough for me to be in it.

      William had his usual .45 out and ready. When the RV slowed, they were out before we came to a stop. Using my mirror, I could see the surprise registering on the black faces in the car behind us.

      James opened up with the machine gun, shocking all of us with the sudden, loud noise of fifty rounds firing in 4 seconds. The passengers in the other car were shocked by the passage of bullets through their windshield and into their bodies. The driver was killed immediately, and the shooter was hit bad enough that his career as a bad guy was probably over.

      The noise was deafening, by the time everybody was back in the RV all I could hear was, “What? What did you say?” Even our captured gang member was looking from one of us to the other, trying to understand what was being said.

      As we sped away, ignoring the blare of car horns, I looked out the side mirror at the damaged car behind us.  The back doors flew open as two more men dived out, both bleeding. They weren’t coming after us, though; they were running away from the distant sirens.

      We’d fucked up…badly. Instead of shooting, we should have been capturing. I’d just let the two guys go who might have known where Julie was being held. Hell, I hadn’t even taken the guy we’d wounded.  Dumb.
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      We split up again before cruising the corners. William stayed with our personal gang member while James and I took a new rental car. William needed to stash the RV and use my first rental. I left that to him, our guest wasn’t going anywhere. He thought they’d shot at him on purpose, and the sound of the TAC 9 had caused him to fill the adult diaper. His loyalty to the gang was crumbling; we made him clean himself and put on a new diaper. Some tough guy.

      We had to assume that they’d have eyes on us and that they’d recognize the RV if it showed up again, what with the bullet hole and all. Besides which, RVs weren’t common in these neighborhoods. I didn’t like leaving William, but I couldn’t think of an alternative. They could stay at the low-rent motel.

      The corners were empty at 3:30 a.m. Just what you’d expect—a few hookers still on the street hoping for one more john to make the night—but nobody was set up to sell product.

      By 5:00 a.m., one guy had arrived to meet the SUV. A sleepy looking, young black dude, his pants low on his ass. He was probably not a top guy. They talked for a few minutes, made some kind of exchange, and the SUV pulled away.

      James and I stayed in the car. It didn’t feel right and paying attention to those feelings had kept me alive so I listened to them. We decided to follow the SUV.

      The big SUV was easy to keep track of, even as it made random turns designed to throw off anybody following. At the next stop, James slipped out and planted a GPS unit under the fender.

      It was a typical placement, except that one of the gang members was sitting behind the wheel, and James is a big guy. He was careful, watching the rear-view mirrors, watching everything. It took him only a few seconds. Still, it was impossible to know if he’d been spotted.

      I followed, but at the end of the block, I turned right to pick up James. The GPS told us that the SUV had gone straight.

      Ever since I’d seen the young guy at the corner, I’d doubted that the person we’d seen riding in the SUV was Daddy D.

      We followed the GPS from blocks away, through three more stops, all close together, before it pulled up in front of another boarded up, deserted house. We drove past, our generic American car shouldn’t make an impression, and we’d have a different one in an hour.

      This time, we rented a larger crossover before picking up William and our guest. It was full daylight when we parked in their hotel lot, and I needed time to think. We couldn’t do anything during the day except watch, and watching could get us made. We needed to wait until dark. Time to eat, sleep, and clean up. Time to get ready. Time Julie didn’t have.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          12

        

      

    

    
      We parked a block away after one drive by for a final look at this boarded-up house, it was William and me again. We decided to approach the same as before—one on each side of the street getting there, then one on each side of the house. We’d meet in the back.

      Both of us were dressed in full gear—black tactical clothing, two semi-automatic pistols, 9mm in plastic belt holsters, a smaller .380 in an ankle holster, extra magazines in a plastic belt case, and a small powerful flash light. The only difference was that William wanted a .45 on his hip. I thought it was too much, that it would get in the way, but I had to trust William. Each of us had a combat knife strapped to his leg.

      James had set us up with a small microphone hidden in our clothing. Because of our limited supplies, we could only talk or text each other on our cell phones, but we could hear each other through ear pieces. In addition, James could hear both of us back at the motel. If we got into trouble, at least somebody would know about it.

      I neared the house from the left. William had disappeared around the right.

      And that’s the last thing I remember.

      [image: ]

      I suddenly woke up with a headache, naked and laying on a concrete floor. My hands were cuffed behind my back, and my legs were tied together.

      I was shivering because somebody had thrown a bucket of water on me. A person who looked to be the real Daddy D was standing a few feet away. He seemed to be studying me.

      “You don’t look like a guy that could cause this much trouble,” he said. “Is that bitch so important to you? So important that you’d take out at least three of my guys and hunt me down?”

      He bent to go through my gear, examining each item carefully. “You have some serious stuff here. Does your friend have this much equipment?”

      “He has a .45 instead of a 9,” I answered. No sense in being bashful about it. He either had William or he didn’t.

      “What’s the third guy using?” He knew about James.

      “A magnum, a TAC, and an M4.”

      He looked shocked. “A Dirty Harry gun and a cut-down M15? Christ, we already heard about the TAC.” He didn’t look happy at the news. “What was your plan? Take us all out?”

      “Just get my wife back. That’s all we want.” I was hoping that he’d be impressed enough to just give her to me.

      “What do you do for this organization you work for to warrant all this help and equipment?” he asked. “I’d never give this much help to find some other guy’s bitch.”

      “I’m a messenger,” I answered, not happy that he’d called my wife a bitch.

      “You just deliver messages?” he asked.

      “Yes, just a–”

      I was hit with an electric jolt that caused me to lose consciousness for a minute. When I came to, I was laying curled up on the concrete floor, fighting to get my breath back. My mind felt muddled, like I was thinking through peanut butter.

      “Nobody would go through this much trouble for the wife of a fucking messenger. You just got zapped with a prod made for bulls, by the way. You don’t want to keep lying to me.” He looked amused. “Now, what are you to this organization?”

      “I’m just a soldier; nobody important.” It took me a lot longer to recover this time. My heart felt like it had stopped. When he spoke again, he sounded like he was a long way off. I was thinking very slowly. It was English, but it didn’t make much sense to me at first.

      “That was two. Nobody has ever lived through four and been normal again. Most have just died. Those that lived, their brains were scrambled like an egg. So, I’m going to ask you again, what are you to this organization?”

      I had to take some time to clear my head. I was having a hard time understanding, but I knew I couldn’t take more of that cattle prod.

      “I’m a fixer,” I answered.

      D drew back in surprise. “You’re a mob fixer? No shit. You kill people? I would never guess that. Just in New York or everywhere?”

      “That’s kind of the point. People aren’t supposed to guess. I’ve worked here too.” Even my own voice sounded muffled to me.

      “Give me a name. Someone you’ve ‘fixed’. Prove it.”

      I had to think again. My brain was starting to clear, but I needed a name he’d know. I gave him the name of a celebrity.

      “He committed suicide. Try again,” D said.

      I laughed at him.

      “He committed suicide by shooting himself twice in the head and then dropping his gun in a dumpster ten blocks away before he died? It was covered up,” I told him. He sent one of his guys to do some checking.

      Less than an hour later, he was back. “The studio covered it up, but he was killed. I guess maybe you are a fixer.”

      “I just want my wife,” I said again.

      “That’s a problem.” He was thoughtful. “Your wife’s not the same woman she was when we took her.” I didn’t like hearing that.

      “I’m going to have to show you what I mean,” he said.  “Maybe she won’t want to leave us. I don’t know. She’ll have to decide for herself, but I don’t want a fucking war with you guys. People will die, the cops will get interested. She can leave with you if she wants to go.” He looked thoughtful again. “Might already be too late. There’s still two of you out there, and that shooting with the car…”

      “Tell me, is my man alive? The one you took?” he asked.

      “When I left to come here, he was. Pissed and shit himself a couple of times, but he’s still breathing.” I wanted him to know that things had gotten serious.

      “Pissed himself? Christ, you guys are something.  Okay, you’re going to watch your wife. I’m not going to start anything; she’ll make the first move. You’ll see what she’s like now. Later, you’ll get a chance to plead your case with her, see what she wants to do.” D was not a dumb guy; he showed signs of having some education.

      “Rest, get over the jolts. She and I will go at it again in a few hours. I’m starting to get horny anyway, and she always wants to fuck.  She’s a kinky-ass slut.”

      My wife was kinky and wanted to fuck all the time? She had her moments, but surely he had the wrong woman.

      My clothing was still in the room so I hoped William and James were hearing everything. Maybe they even knew where I was, because I had no idea.
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      I wasn’t tied to the chair, I just sat there naked, my hands cuffed behind my back. In front of me was a bed with a brass rail. Part of the rail was covered by a thick towel, held in place with duct tape.

      Handy stuff, duct tape; it had been used a lot the last few days. The mattress was covered with new plastic, I wondered where the old plastic was. I didn’t know what I’d see, except for Julie and D. I knew that he planned to fuck my wife, and not for the first time.

      My heart was racing and sweat was forming on my forehead; I was scared and excited at the same time. My emotions were fighting each other, but the one that wanted my wife to be the same naïve Julie that I loved won out. I didn’t want her changed. I didn’t want her to enjoy any of this. I didn’t want her to be a “kinky-ass slut,” …at least, not with D.

      At the same time, I didn’t want her hurt. I didn’t want her scared. The very idea of Julie hurt, hurt me.  The opposite of Julie being scared and hurt was Julie not being scared and hurt; of her wanting what was going to happen to her and enjoying it. I didn’t want that either. I just wanted to have her back the way she had been before the wedding.

      I was willing to pay almost any price to have that happen. I didn’t need revenge; I just needed my wife. We’d get in the RV and leave.

      D walked in, naked. He was a big guy, and his dick was larger than normal. Very black; longer and thicker than mine.  There was another naked black guy in the room; his equipment was also oversized. He was introduced as Big Al.

      D nodded to me and stood by the side of the bed, looking at the door behind me. I watched Julie walk in, wearing only high heel shoes and a rhinestone collar.

      She didn’t even look at me. As soon as she saw D, she ran to him, throwing her arms around his neck. She was kissing him wildly as he stood motionless. Her hand was on his bare cock, stroking him, making him hard. D still hadn't touched her. He just looked over her shoulder at me.

      “You want me to fuck you, slut?”

      “Oh god, D. Please make me yours. Use me. Let me suck your cock, D. Let me please you. Please.” My breath caught in my throat. I felt like I’d lost her already. A lump formed in my chest as my damn cock started to get hard. I could feel it rising on its own, normally one of the best feelings in the world. D looked at my crotch and gave me a small smile; he’d guessed my secret.

      My wife fell to her knees, taking him in her mouth. She was frenzied as she sucked him, licking his shaft and his balls. Things she’d never done with me. Making groaning noises as her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach.  She was rolling his balls in her hand when…

      Whack! The first spank caught us both off guard. D was so much taller than my wife that he had no trouble keeping his cock in her mouth while he spanked her ass. Julie squealed as she pushed her butt toward his hand. “Spank me, D. Spank your dirty girl…I’m such a slut,” she said and then went back to slurping on his now hard cock.

      She stopped when D grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face off his cock. “Oh, yes.  Ah, ouch, yes! Hurt me, D.” His hand came down on her ass again, harder than the first time.

      My wife put her head on the floor as he spanked her. Julie was panting and growling, her hips thrusting as though he was already inside her. “Please, D, fuck me again. Fuck your slut. Make me your whore.” Keeping her head on the floor, she stood.  Her legs were stiff at the knee as she offered her ass to be punished. Her swollen-looking tits hung almost to the level of her chin.

      My heart was already breaking. I’d never seen anything as perverted, as dirty, as what I was watching. My naïve, young looking wife was acting like a cock hungry slut. More than acting, she was a cock hungry slut, and worse yet, the cock she was hungry for wasn’t mine.

      My cock was standing straight up, a large drop of pre-cum on the tip, but Julie didn’t even know I was in the room. D was right, she might not come home with me. She wouldn’t if she was asked right then.

      The spanking continued for some time, and each time, Julie asked for more. Her ass turned a bright red.

      Julie was sent to her back on the floor, her head only a foot or two from my feet, but all she wanted to see was D, unless she’d already seen me and didn’t care. D straddled her, pinning her arms with his knees on her shoulders, his cock looked especially large, hard, and very black.

      He started fucking her mouth as she lay in front of me. He was making her take him to his balls. She lost his cock on one stroke and growled as she fought to get it back in her mouth without using her hands. She wanted to be used like this. She was making animal noises. It sounded like she was barking. His cock would go so far down her throat that she couldn’t breathe. D didn’t seem to care. He’d wait until her face was bright red before pulling out and allowing her a moment to catch her breath.

      My wife didn’t waste those moments. She wanted his cock. She raised her head as much as she could, using her tongue to lick him as he held his cock just far enough away that she had to stretch to reach him. She always reached him, though.

      I noticed that the juices from her pussy were making a puddle on the floor under her. Being forced to suck his cock was making her so hot that her pussy was soaked.
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      Julie stood before him, breathing hard. I could see her chest rising and falling; her nipples hard points on her breasts. My wife threw herself at D again, hugging him, kissing his lips frantically, their tongues fighting each other.

      For the first time, I noticed Julie’s new tattoo. An Ace of Spades had been tattooed on my wife’s left breast. I knew what that meant—D had marked Julie for all black men, and I think she knew it.

      D easily pulled Julie’s arms behind her back and snapped handcuffs on her as she bent to suck his large cock.  “Oh, god…yes. Lock me up, D.”

      D shoved his cock into my wife’s mouth, pushing it in so far that her nose was pushed against his pubic hair once again. Drool was running in a long string from her mouth as her face turned red and she started to choke.

      He let Julie pull off just long enough to cough before she swallowed D’s cock again without being encouraged.  She was clenching her thighs together, trying to create friction between her legs, as she frantically sucked him.  “Oh…oh…ah,” she moaned each time she inhaled his erection.

      “Do you want my black cock, Julie?” D asked, holding his cock just out of reach.

      “Yes, please give me your black cock. I’m your slut, D.  You can do anything you want to me.” I could see my wife’s juices matting down her auburn pubic hair before dripping to the floor. Her pussy was gapped open, so much so that I could see the bright pink inside.

      She was trying to get her hands to D’s cock. Reaching around her body, her fists opened and closed as she moaned in frustration. The handcuffs stopped her.

      She swallowed D’s fat cock as she stood again, bent at the waist, her hands cuffed behind her back. Offering her ass to be spanked and moaning with each hard whack.  Her ass growing redder, her sucking more hectic.

      I’d never seen a woman this frantic for sex. A woman with so much need. Not even in the wildest internet videos. If I hadn’t seen Julie with my own eyes, I would not have believed her capable of being this stimulated, this excited. I was in shock. My damn cock was visibly throbbing, while my brain felt incapable of thought.

      Just a few days ago, Julie thought I was the greatest lover in history. Now, she had an Ace of Spades tattooed on her breast, and she wanted to be used by a big black guy. Worst of all, she didn’t even know, or maybe care, that I was in the room. My cock was fully erect, hurting from being so hard, and yet, her attention was only on D’s prick. How had this happened?

      How did Julie become such a slut in such a short period of time? Was she drugged? That was one possible answer, but I had to face another. She was having incredible sex…life changing sex; she just wasn’t having it with me. Life-changing meant, by definition, that her life had changed. I was not a part of her new life, and I might never be a part of her life again.

      My sad emotional state was now even more in conflict with my hard arousal. I had never been this turned on, and certainly not without my cock being touched or being inside someone. Shit, D was right. She’d never be the same. How would I win her back? Could I even win her back?
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      When I came out of my funk, Julie was on her knees, her head on the concrete floor again. Her crotch was aimed at me as D put lube on her asshole.

      “My ass…oh, yes!”

      My wife wanted something in her ass?

      D used the fingers of his left hand to fuck her asshole, his right hand buried in her pussy.  Julie was inflamed, pushing back to him as he added a finger to each, followed by a third in her pussy.

      “Oh…yes…yes…oh,” she moaned each time he entered her. I could see her labia, looking much longer than I remembered. Her labia came together to form a knot that I couldn’t remember seeing before, and from my angle, I couldn’t make out what it was. D noticed me trying to see and, pulling on my wife’s collar, moved her sideways to me. Now I could see that the “knot” was her clitoris and hood, swollen and protruding. I had no memory of being able to see her clit before, and now it was clearly visible, swaying with her labia. How the hell had that happened?  What had those bastards used on my petite wife?

      D finger fucked her faster as Julie reached between her legs to pull on her clit. She wasn’t stroking it; she had her forefinger and thumb on it and was pulling it, and its hood, away from her body. Her head was swinging from side to side with her mouth open, making those animal barking sounds. With a roar, she had her first orgasm, crying out as it overwhelmed her senses. There would be more before D was finished.

      D moved her again, facing me this time, as he continued using his fingers on her.

      “Ouch…oh, yes…do that.”

      Big Al wrapped his hand in her hair so that she had to look at me. She watched my face as she once again pulled on her distended clit until her next orgasm hit, so soon after the first.  “Yes! Oh…yes. Oh, god!”  She was looking at my hard cock as she came. She was watching my cock drool along with her orgasm.

      What was left of my heart shattered in my chest. She’d seen me. I think she’d recognized me. She’d cum on his fingers while looking at me. They’d changed her more than I realized. They might have even changed her physically, or maybe she changed herself.

      D pulled her by her collar, making her stand, bent at the waist. She panted as she pleaded with him, “Please…no more.   I can’t take it.”

      Once again, D’s cock was filling her mouth. This time, Big Al shoved his oversized cock into my wife from behind. Julie grunted with each stroke as he slammed into her, until another orgasm overcame her and she let D slip from her mouth. I was amazed by these guys; they never let up, and they never came themselves.

      As Big Al continued to fuck her, he slipped what looked like a butt plug far up her ass. The plug had a bell attached by a cord so that it hung between her legs. Every time he slammed into her, the bell would ring. Every time my wife humped her hips, the bell would ring. I would hear that damn bell ringing all night.

      As Big Al fucked her, D shoved her face into my lap. “Suck him, slut. Do you even know whose cock you’re sucking?” he asked.

      Julie seemed to vacuum me into her mouth as she nodded her head yes. Her mouth felt wonderful. She’d never been much for giving head; now, she was fantastic. Her warm, wet mouth surrounded me, her puffy lips caressing me as she bobbed on my erection. Her tongue was licking and stroking the mushroom head of my erection. I was straining, trying to hold off. I thought about vacuums. Could they have used a vacuum to make her clitoris seem larger?

      Before she could finish me off, Julie was pulled off my cock and put into the chair next to me. Sitting on the front edge so that the bell in her ass could swing freely, her hands were cuffed to her ankles so that her legs were spread wide.  Big Al knelt between her legs and roughly shoved a large rabbit-style vibrator into her. The “ears” were large and encircled her clitoris. Unlike many vibrators, this one plugged into the wall. Big Al didn’t fool around, he just turned it on high.

      From inches away, I watched as Julie went ballistic, screaming as tremors were sent deep into her vagina, and along the “ears” surrounding her clit. I could see her stomach vibrating, but that was nothing compared to what was happening to her clit. It was visibly throbbing, along with her labia.

      My wife screamed as one orgasm followed another, or maybe it was just one very long, very strong orgasm. She screamed in ecstasy as Big Al pinched her nipples, and she couldn’t stop cumming, the bell in her ass ringing continuously. When the vibrator was removed in mid-orgasm, Julie cried in protest.

      She was unable to stand as she was pulled from the chair. Big Al had to hold her up at first. I don’t think her orgasms had stopped. D was laying on his back on the bed. His oversized cock sticking straight up.

      With a cry, Julie was between his legs, and the vibrator and her husband were forgotten. With her mouth on his cock, her feet pushed against the bed like she was running; her ass high in the air, trying to get closer to his hard-on. The bell rang with every move she made. She was making those strange noises again as she straddled his leg, her feet still pushing against the mattress, her pussy open against the bare black skin of his thigh.

      Her hands were on his hips, trying to pull him closer to her mouth even as her feet were pushing her higher. Julie ended up in a ball, his leg caught between her thighs and pushed hard against her pussy, her mouth frantically worshipping his erection as she made growling noises deep in her throat.

      I could see her eyes looking at him with devotion written on them. More than lust, her eyes held a connection. Her eyes scared me more than anything else I’d seen; I had to look away. Even looking at my spit covered cock was better than seeing the adoration in my wife’s eyes; worship for another man.

      My wife’s face became wild as she sucked and jacked D’s cock. D pulled her hair, hard, to make her stop. “Oh yes. Yes, D…hurt me. I’m your slave, D. I belong to you.”  Christ, did it get any worse?

      “Will you be my whore? Will you fuck strangers for money for me? Bring me the money?” D asked her.

      “Yes, D. Oh, god…yes. I want to whore for you. I’ll do anything for you.”

      My stomach bottomed out as what little hope I had left evaporated.

      “Okay, you were right, D. I’ve seen enough,” I said.
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      “No, you haven’t, Mr. Fixer. You’ll watch until I'm through with you.” Julie’s eyes widened for just an instant when he said the word ‘fixer.’ If you didn’t know her as well as I did, or had, you wouldn’t have seen it. Julie was panting, breathing hard, and moaning.

      But inside Julie the slut, somewhere, was my Julie, and she’d heard what D said about me. She’d always known that what I did wasn’t legal, but now she knew what it was, and even though she was so turned on that it probably didn’t make a lot of sense to her, there was no unknowing it now. I hoped she’d remember.

      Julie urged D to lift his legs. I couldn’t imagine what she had in mind until she licked the length of his cock and continued to his anus. My wife was licking a black guy’s asshole! Again, what had they done to her? D groaned as she licked. I was sure he was going to cum as Julie started to jack his cock at the same time.

      When he couldn’t take any more, my wife’s hands were cuffed again, with the chain wrapped around the towel covering the brass rail at the other end of the bed. D started spanking Julie’s large breasts.  Whack!  They couldn’t swing far, and they instantly turned red. She was kicking her legs, rubbing her thighs together and showing D and Big Al her dripping pussy. Ringing her bell.

      “Ouch! Oh, yes…thank you, D.  Thank you for slapping my boobs!” Julie was thanking this asshole for hurting her tits? I would have killed him then if I could have.

      “D…somebody…please, fuck me. Fuck my cunt, my ass, please. I want you to cum inside me,” she was begging D, almost out of breath, showing them her pink inside. Begging him to cum in her and possibly make her pregnant.

      This time, a leash was attached to my wife’s collar.  As her head was pulled up, D spanked her bright red ass.

      “Oh, yes…more! Please.”

      Julie was wiggling around, trying to get under D’s hand, showing her enflamed pussy. As she moved, drops of liquid were thrown off her labia. She was so turned on, so excited, that it looked like she was squirting. I don’t think she was, I think she was just producing so much lubrication that her violent movements were throwing it clear.

      As she moved, D reached around to snap a clothespin on her enlarged clit and hood.

      “Oh god…my clit!” she screamed.

      “It’ll hurt even more when I take it off,” D said, laughing as he finished rubbing lotion onto her ass and into her asshole.

      When it was his turn, Big Al pushed into her pussy. His large cock met no resistance as he bottomed out.  He had her on her back, and Julie spread her legs as far as she could as he entered her. After a few strokes, he pulled out and waited for her to beg him to go back inside and fuck her as he slapped her pussy with his erection, she didn't disappoint. She begged for him mercilessly. My wife was fucking back at him as hard as she could when he thrust back inside her, trying desperately to make herself cum again. She didn’t seem to notice as I was led out. For the first time, I noticed the camera that had been set up to record everything.

      Before I was locked up, I heard her screaming again and that damn bell ringing.
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      Back in my cell, D warned me, “We’re all taking turns on the bitch today and filming every minute. You might want to keep something over your ears,” he said laughing as he left my cell, his erection leading the way.

      I wasn’t laughing. As soon as the door closed, I was scrambling over to where my clothes were piled. I began talking into my pants, “I hope you guys can hear me and have GPS. I’m back in my cell. I don’t think Julie’s coming with us, but I’d be happy with a rescue.”

      All that day, I could hear Julie being used as D rewarded his men with the married white woman. What had they done to make her so insanely horny, and how had her clit and hood become so visible?

      I tried to think of a logical explanation other than her pulling on them. There hadn’t been time for surgery; it was a ridiculous idea anyway. I suppose they could have used a vacuum, but that sounded unlikely.  I didn’t see how the results would last this long.

      Maybe it had been there all along and she just needed to be turned on to this level; she just needed to be fucked by D, probably several times.  Maybe while the other guy, or one of their whores, sucked her clit.

      All night, I listened to Julie being fucked; the bell rang continuously. It sounded like all the guys used her, most of them more than once, while my wife screamed and begged for more. She was very graphic; it was clear what she wanted. The more I thought about it, her swollen labia and clit were probably just from excitement and overuse.

      I jacked my own cock in time with her fucking, but I wouldn’t let myself cum. I wanted to, though. I wanted to stick it in Julie’s ass. But I wasn’t going to cum on my hand to the sound of my wife being used by a gang of strangers.

      Why was she so turned on? Drugs? Maybe so, but she showed no other signs. Could she be hypnotized? Was that even possible? I thought a person couldn’t be hypnotized into doing something they didn’t want to do.

      What a fucking mess. I was a naked captive with an erection that wouldn’t go down because hearing my wife orgasm repeatedly was keeping me sexually excited. In my imagination, I pictured what they were doing to her—a full-on gangbang with each gang member having a turn with my wife. Some finishing inside of her, some finishing on her body, while she wailed and went from orgasm to orgasm. What the hell had happened to her?

      My emotions were so fucked up that they were slowing me down as I tried to figure a way out of this mess. I’d given up on the idea of taking Julie with me; I thought it was surely too late. She was gone, and I needed to recognize that. I needed to deal with the loss of my wife.  I needed to grieve, but now was not a good time. Right now, I needed to exercise and figure out a way to escape.

      I finally fell asleep, only to be awakened by a cum-covered Julie pushing her breasts into my back, moaning in my ear. “Carlo, I love you. I hope you know that, but I’ve learned some things about myself,” before taking a deep breath.

      She rubbed herself on my back before throwing her leg over mine and humping her slimy pussy against my thigh. She took her time dragging her slit up my leg. “Oh god, Carlo. Will you fuck me, or do I disgust you too much?” Her hand crept down to my erection. “I guess you’re not too disgusted,” she mumbled with a laugh in her voice.

      After all I’d seen her do, she wanted to fuck me now? She still looked so innocent, my small auburn-haired wife. It was hard to believe how deprived she’d been yesterday. Begging black men to fuck her, to make her their whore.

      Julie crawled on top of me, trapping my erection with her pussy without using her hands. There was no friction as I slid deep inside her.

      She lay on top of me, my cock trapped in her cunt, as she whispered, “I really do love you, Carlo, but I never knew sex like this existed. I need big, beautiful, black cock now,” she said, panting.

      “Did you see my tattoo?” She showed me the Ace of Spades tattooed on her breast. Her nipple looked swollen and red. It was dimpled on both sides; the clothespin had been used there last. She humped me and said, “I really like being treated like a slut. Could you ever do that, Mr. Fixer?”

      She was watching me carefully. “I never knew what you did.  I knew it wasn’t legal.  How many men have you killed?  NO!  Don’t tell me. I don’t want to know.”  She was shaking her head, but her hips were moving faster.

      She was quiet for a time…fucking me, moaning softly. She suddenly stopped and asked, “could you ever let me fuck a black man?”

      That was it. I grasped her by the throat and started choking her. She moaned and fucked me faster; she liked it! “I’ve killed a lot of men, you whore, and I’m going to kill your friend, D, too.” I threw her off me. She sat stunned, her pussy dripping as she choked her own neck and rubbed herself.  She was looking at me in surprise, even as she continued to turn herself on.

      “You don’t love me anymore, do you? You can’t forgive me for what I’ve become. Well, fuck you,” her voice squeaked as she got up to leave, her hand still trapped between her legs and her throat bright red.

      “I love you more than you can imagine. I love you even more now, seeing you like this. I don’t understand how I could have a hard-on the whole time,” I blurted out, almost yelling.

      “If you want to be gang-fucked by black guys with huge cocks, okay. If you want me to spank the shit out of you, okay to that too. But don’t ever pity fuck me, you bitch!” I was mad, and she knew it.

      “You still love me? Oh, Carlo, I don’t care what you do for a living; I’m yours!” Then she thought for a minute. “Did you mean the rest of it?” she asked hopefully.

      “Yes. How are we getting out of here?”

      “I’ve got to go back; I’ve been in here longer than I should have. They’ll do me some more, Carlo, and I want it, so prepare yourself. I’ll think about how we can get out…”  She paused for a long time as she stood ready to go out the door, before finishing her sentence, “…if I’m ever leaving.” She opened the door and was gone, leaving me surrounded by the smell of sex and with a bad feeling.

      I wish I’d asked her for a cell phone so I could call James and William. They could hear me, I hoped, but we couldn’t talk.

      My clothing was still piled in the corner. My hands were cuffed in front of me now, and my legs were free, so I could at least get my pants on. Maybe my shoes too. It made me feel better not to be naked; not to be so exposed.

      Julie’s visit was eating at me. She had changed. I had a million questions. None of it probably mattered; my wife wasn’t sure she wanted to leave.

      My options were few. I could mug the guy who brought food and emptied the pail used for waste. They’d been careful, though—never coming in alone, making me stand as far away as possible while they left the food tray and changed out the bucket.

      I could try to grab D if he ever came back. A long shot, but I’d look for an opening. In fact, looking for an opportunity was all I could do right now. Along with praying that James and William got to me before D decided he didn’t need me alive anymore.

      I hoped there was GPS on that microphone otherwise, if no one had seen me taken, they would have no idea where I was. Hell, I had no idea where I was.

      I also had no way to tell time. Sometimes the meals were far apart. Sometimes one would follow the other almost immediately.

      Every day or night, I couldn’t tell which, I’d hear Julie wailing and screaming. I’d hear the whack of spanking, and sometimes something louder. I could tell by the sound which part of her body was being spanked. She was even more graphic and louder than ever. I suspected that she wanted me to hear. It would have been impossible to count the number of orgasms she had.
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      When the door slammed open, I was doing pushups, trying to stay in shape, stay sharp, and pass the time. Julie charged in, her eyes wild; she was completely naked and covered in blood. My eyes were immediately drawn to the large knife in one hand and the ring of keys, including the one to my handcuffs, in the other. Both my wife and her knife were dripping red onto the concrete floor.

      “What the fuck, Julie?” I was caught by surprise.

      “I killed him; I killed the son-of-a-bitch. Let’s go, right now!” She took a minute to unlock me before turning to run out the open door.  After less than a second, I followed her, a million questions in my head.

      As she ran, I saw the carving on her ass for the first time. A large ‘D’ had been carved very recently on her left buttock. The wound was still dripping blood. It was possible to see her path just by following her red footprints.

      I caught up and grabbed her by the waist, easily picking her up. At first, she fought me, but when I pointed to her vivid footprints, she relaxed in my arms and gave me whispered directions.

      Nobody was around, but I couldn’t stop to ask her questions. In a few turns, we were at the door and then outside into a busy industrial park. My wife was naked and covered in blood as perhaps 20 or 25 men stopped working to stare at us.

      I’d never been so happy as when an old van pulled up with William at the wheel. James already had the side door open. I threw Julie in and quickly followed her as William hit the gas.

      “I killed him when he carved his initial in my ass. Bastard. He went too far. I used his own damn knife on him,” she said, utterly livid. “I cut his fucking throat.”

      I was glad he went too far, but not that my wife now had a large ‘D’ that would probably leave a scar. I was glad that the spell had been broken and we’d escaped—together.

      Julie needed medical attention, and I knew where to find it. Ali was home, ready to leave for his second job. He looked tired and not happy to see us.

      “How much money we got, guys?” I asked.

      “Enough,” James answered.

      “A thousand dollars, cash. You fix up my wife and let us stay here long enough to get cleaned and ready to go,” I offered.

      Ali looked us over carefully. He examined Julie and the supplies that William brought in from the van.

      “Two thousand. I think there is some risk to me.”

      “Okay, agreed.  Get started,” I said.

      James handed over half the money; he’d get the remainder when we left. Meanwhile, William was asking our sizes—he was going shopping. Julie didn’t want anything ‘dorky.’ Somehow, William understood what she meant and was out the door.

      Ali sent his three children into the basement. The less they saw and heard, the better. His wife would act as his nurse.

      The first thing Julie and I did was to take a shower.  I carefully washed the wound on her ass as she scrubbed her pussy. She must have washed it three or four times. She wanted to wash the men off, I guessed. Her pussy was still dripping from the inside when she finished. Her clit was visible as she rubbed her swollen labia long after they were clean.

      As she neared orgasm, Ali came in and led her to a guest room that had been quickly converted for exams. I didn’t stay, but I wasn’t worried; Julie wouldn’t let go of her knife and Ali’s wife was there to assist him.

      While Ali worked, James told me that they could hear much of what was said in my cell. Apparently, the reception wasn’t perfect, but they got the gist of it. The GPS wasn’t perfect either. It took them within two blocks.

      That meant they knew my wife had become a black cock slut and that I’d watched her. They knew that it turned me on and that I’d given her permission. Well, there went the neighborhood.

      Julie was groggy when Ali called me in almost two hours later. The wound on her ass had a large bandage on it to go along with the ointment on the bright red globes of her tits.

      “She’s had a lot of sex lately. Her vagina shows tears and signs of abuse, as does her anus. I’ve treated both as best I could,” he began. “She should be in a hospital, maybe have a rape kit done. She’s maybe been drugged, but I can’t identify what it was. Apparently, it excited her genitals somehow and it appears to be long-lasting, perhaps permanent.” A rape kit wouldn’t be necessary.

      “I don’t like the tattoo, but it was professionally done and there’s no infection. I’ve put more ointment on her. It should heal well in just a few days,” he concluded.

      “Can you remove it—the tattoo?” I asked.

      “No, it’s on there, probably forever,” Ali finished.

      “What about the swelling of her…um…genitals?” I asked.

      Ali gave me a look over his eyeglasses. “They are, I think, a result of overuse. If she doesn’t use her ‘genitals’ for a few weeks, they could return to near normal if her desires wear off in that amount of time.”

      “Near normal?” I asked.

      “I think the flesh has been stretched, maybe too much. Only time will tell,” he said.

      “What if she does…er…use them?”

      “I have no idea. Let her rest, if you can control yourself for two weeks or so.” Ali was still looking at me over his glasses, a small smile on his face.

      “What about V.D.?”

      “Too soon to tell. I’ve given her Acyclovir for herpes, but I don’t have anything else. Again, a hospital.” He was right, but I thought we’d have to take our chances.

      “Now, your turn.” He examined me thoroughly. His only comment was that my penis had been erect for an extended period. That could harm the tissue, and I should rest for two weeks also. A little too handy, I thought.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          19

        

      

    

    
      Early in the morning, we moved from the stolen van to the RV, and drove almost 50 miles away from Ali’s home. We found a campground where we could regroup, rest, and replace what we could since my weapons were gone.

      Julie hadn’t woken when we left Ali’s house. She’d slept in the van. “Carlo,” she moaned before we left, “that guy touched my pussy. You should touch my pussy.” Then she started to snore again.

      Just as I fell asleep next to her in the RV, it occurred to me that if William and James had seen my wife naked, so they’d also seen her Ace of Spades tattoo.  They’d know what that meant.

      It was dark in the campground when I woke to the sound of Julie moaning. “Oh, James…you’re so big.” I crawled out of bed, and, peeking around the corner, I could see just enough of my wife’s face, her tits hanging between her arms, as James fucked her from behind as hard as he could.

      “Stick your finger in my ass. I’m so close…please, do it to me,” she begged. James continued fucking her while he buried a finger in my wife. Julie’s face changed—her eyes closed, her mouth opened; she was making those animal sounds again as she started to cum. So much for letting her rest for two weeks or so.

      William didn’t wait. Pushing James aside, he buried his cock in my wife’s pussy while she was still cumming. Her scream was enough to wake everybody for miles around.  “Oh, god…oh, yes.  God, yes…this cock feels great!  Fuck me hard.”

      Julie turned and winked at me when she saw my open eyes and the bulge in my underwear where I was stroking my erection. “Show me your cock, honey.  Let me see you playing with yourself while you watch me cum again.” I moved out of the shadows just enough for Julie to see my hand. That was all she needed to give her another orgasm as William flooded her overused pussy.

      When they were done with her, she crawled into bed with me. Her soft hand caressed my hard-on. “I hope you really like watching your wife fuck black men. I had to convince them that it was okay, that you didn’t mind,” she whispered in my ear.

      “What about waiting until you heal?”

      “I can’t tell you how much better it feels now, when I’m swollen like this,” she whispered back. “When I cum, it’s everywhere—from my clit to deep inside, like my whole body is cumming. It’s overwhelming, and so intense! I want to do it again…right now.”

      I reached down to stroke her pussy. She was so wet that there was a puddle under her already, not surprising; two guys had cum inside her. Julie’s labia were swollen, and, again, no surprise, her clit was hard enough that I could jack it like a miniature dick. Apparently, nobody had done that before. I used her hood to jack her clit like a very small cock.

      “Carlo…wow! Do that…keep doing that. Ah!”  We could chalk up another orgasm as she kissed me hard, her mouth open, her tongue working frantically on mine.

      I guess I was a cuckold now, or maybe just a wife-watcher; I wasn’t sure of the exact definition. A guy who likes to watch his wife fuck other men, but doesn’t participate. Except I was now wondering how wonderful her clit would taste in my mouth while another man fucked her. A black man, because that’s what she wanted now. For some reason, the thought did not revolt me as it once might have.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          20

        

      

    

    
      Our goal now was to clean up D’s gang of merry wife-bangers. D was dead, but if he couldn’t pay for taking my Julie, I was going to find guys who could pay.

      We started by returning, in a rental car, to the industrial park were William and James found us. We wouldn’t make the same mistakes we made last time. No drive by, and we’d stay within sight of each other.

      We approached the building from the rear in the dead of a rainy night. We passed rows of dark windows, but no other doors. The front door was unlocked.

      We were heavily armed and wearing full black, along with ski masks and our quietest footwear. Except in a direct light, we’d be almost impossible to see.

      We could follow Julie’s blood drops and footprints back to my cell. It was locked, as was the door next to it. We’d passed three doors along the way, so we retraced our steps to the one nearest the door to the outside.

      Turning the knob very slowly, I cracked the door open just enough to peek in. A blonde white woman was tied to a wooden frame. Glass, test-tube shaped suction devices were attached to each of her nipples and between her legs, to her clit and hood. A vacuum—I knew it!

      I could hear the machine running, even over the woman’s loud moans. She was a natural blonde and her body was almost perfect. She was riding from orgasm to orgasm as her clit was sucked far into the glass tube.

      I could see the wedding rings on her left hand. I didn’t think she’d volunteered. Each time she approached orgasm, a black man would hold and kiss her. At first, she resisted, but soon, she was actively seeking his mouth.

      When she came again, she complained about the tenderness in her pussy. He eased the tube off her clitoris and rubbed some lotion on her. After more of the same kissing and caressing, the machine was turned back on. Her eyes were almost as wild as Julie’s had been. The whole operation had been set up to connect her orgasms to a black man. The Ace of Spades tattoo was vivid on her left breast.

      “Please…why are you doing this? Where’s my husband? Oh, no…”  As she came again, his arms around her, she eagerly searched for his mouth.

      Next, he set up a machine with a black dildo that automatically fucked her while she was being sucked.

      “Oh…no. You can’t do this. Damn, that feels good…”

      We’d found their next victim. They clearly didn’t think I’d be back. They’d changed my wife; how many other women had they taken?

      Two of us walking forward, one walking backward, our guns at the ready as we made our way to the next door. Once again, I eased it open. William and James wanted their turns, but I pointed out that it had been my ass in the cell and they could shut the fuck up.

      A stunningly beautiful woman with shiny dark hair and larger than normal breasts was on her hands and knees sucking a fake black cock while the vacuum sucked her clit and nipples. The harder she sucked, the harder the vacuum sucked and the stronger her orgasms.

      She was being trained to give frantic head. As with the other woman, a black gang member held and kissed her. The woman became more frantic as she continued to orgasm. There was an Ace of Spades tattoo on her breast also.

      We could hear two of the gang members talking about the girls. “We ever get a women we just can’t use?”

      “Oh, we use ‘em. We just get ‘em hooked and then turn them out to make money for us,” punk two answered. “See how it work? D was damn smart. Too bad that bitch slice his throat open like that, and too bad for the bitches we turned out. The new stuff we give ‘em tends to make their pussy numb, but it makes ‘em so high, they just want to make money to buy more of it. Before you know it, they can’t live without it. It just makes ‘em junkies nobody will touch, eventually.”

      “What about the husbands?”

      “We don’t need ‘em anymore, either way. We just torture ‘em by making ‘em watch their wives and shit, then we take ‘em out in the desert.” That’s what they had planned for me. I loved that throat-slicing bitch of mine.

      “How long does this treatment last?” Punk one was asking all the questions I would have asked.

      “Month, the way we use it, but I’ve seen it never wear off. You know horny Helen? She was a wife maybe a year or two ago. She still fuck a fire hydrant if it fit inside her.” The evil bastard started laughing. “And one damn near could, now.”

      We all listened carefully to the conversation, and when they left, I had William and James peek in the room. We needed a plan, and they needed to see the door in the back wall. For some reason, neither remembered seeing a door and had to look again, more than once.

      We retreated to the outside door. It was the best place to set up a defensive. In whispered voices, we discussed a plan, which always came down to the same options. Wait for the enemy to come to us or go to the enemy. There were variations, of course, like making the enemy come to us, for instance, but it still came down to one of the two basic options.

      Going at the enemy meant going by one of the women, to a door that might or might not be locked, into a room or rooms that contained an unknown number of gang members with an unknown number of weapons. We ruled that idea out without much discussion.

      The room with the brass bed appealed to me. We could set up there, and they’d come to us. We assumed that the two locked rooms were both cells containing husbands. If they were still following D’s game plan, they’d come for a husband first, giving us a gang member to take down and an early warning of when they’d be in the brass bedroom.

      The only problem was that we didn’t know when they’d come for a husband. It could be in an hour; it could be in two days. We didn’t know the process, and we didn’t know when the women were first taken. If we waited too long tonight and nothing happened, we could be leaving in daylight. Our alternative was to leave and sneak back in the following night.

      Leaving was easy; we were standing by the door.  William went first, with James and I right behind him.  If something went wrong, we’d be together.

      Back at the RV, my wife was naked and sitting cross-legged, masturbating on the bed, her boobs wobbling with the effort. “Damn it, Carlo. What did that bastard do to me?” she whined.

      Julie’s pussy was open, dripping wet, with her clit clearly visible. Now I knew what they had done to make that happen. I didn’t understand everything yet, but I was beginning to understand how they’d turned my sweet wife into a sex-starved, black cock slut. Maybe it could only work because she secretly wanted it to happen. Maybe it was a desire buried so deep, after being raised with such a racist mother, that she didn’t even know it was there.

      She was running her fingers over her pussy—what used to be a slit but was now a wide gash—whimpering with each pass.

      If we figured Julie had been there five or six nights before I was taken, hadn’t been allowed to sleep while those machines were used on her, and that they’d given her drugs to keep her awake, the pieces started to fall into place. They’d kept her sexually stimulated for 144 or more hours; all the time, making her think she was dependent on D. There was no telling what other drugs they’d given her, or what was in that cream they used when she became too sore to continue. No wonder she was having a hard time coming down. It was a wonder she hadn’t crashed.

      James patted me on the shoulder and headed for one of the couches, folding his clothing and slipping on his headphones before falling asleep.

      William sat on the edge of the bed with a bottle of lube in his hand. We’d talked about this. It seemed cruel to use Julie this way, but she was still in perpetual sexual excitement, and there was something I wanted to do.

      Julie gave me a look before bending to take William’s cock in her mouth, groaning as she frantically worked at making him hard. William smeared a glob of lube on and in her asshole. My wife wiggled her ass and groaned louder as he worked.

      When William was fully erect, he directed my wife between his legs and, holding her by the hips, lowered her ass onto his erection. Julie whimpered the entire time. That was my wife, the woman that I had pledged to love until death, about to be fucked in the ass by another man, and I had no more control over this situation than she did.

      “Oh, yes…ah. That’s so good…. I can feel you,” she moaned as she pushed three fingers into her pussy to touch the large black cock through the thin wall separating them from her ass.

      I slapped her left tit, causing her to moan and to shift her focus to me. I didn’t want her to think that, just because I was kneeling between her legs, she was now dominant.

      I pulled her hand out of her cunt and started sucking on that prominent clit, sucking like it was a miniature erection.  Using my tongue to lick and tickle the underside before sucking her hard into my mouth and releasing.  Pushing my head back and then forward, my lips holding her clit hood to make it slide.

      Julie was crying as she started to cum. The sensation of having a cock in her ass and my mouth on her clit was too much for her. Neither William nor I would stop until she fell off us and lay on her back. Her eyes closed as William jerked off on her face. We watched her lick and swallow as much cum as she could reach.

      I spread her legs and penetrated her in one push. By now, I was so turned on that I flooded her after only a few strokes. Julie held me close, kissing me while I fucked her, whispering that she loved me.
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      Julie joined us around the fold down table in the front of the RV as we laid out a piece of paper with a hand drawn map of the place where we’d both been held. William tried to get everything as accurate as he could and as close to scale as possible.

      Julie couldn’t help us with the back part of the building. She hadn’t been there, but she could identify the room she’d been trained in. She listened to our discussion very carefully.

      “Okay, so I might be this way forever? Horny Julie?” Tears were pooling in her eyes and running down her cheeks. “Carlo, I was not curious about black men, I swear.”

      William and James exchanged a look.

      “Actually, Julie,” James began. “We think you were. We’d even talked about it…about you. You had ‘the look.’”

      I didn’t bother asking what ‘the look’ was. Now that I had to face it, Julie had been curious about black men even before the wedding reception. Not in an overt way, but it had been there. She probably would not have acted on it, if she hadn’t been taken.

      Our captive was named Jerome, and with D dead, he decided to join us. He thought they’d already tried to kill him, and he was convinced that if he showed up after being with us, he’d be a dead man anyway.

      We tested him first with his hands and feet free, then wearing clothing. Finally, in small ways, he proved he really had switched sides. I didn’t trust him with a weapon, or with our eventual plan, but it was good not to have to guard him constantly.

      Jerome was a big help in putting together parts of our plan, even if I didn’t feel that I could confidently trust him with everything just yet. He knew the gang. He knew that, with the numbers we’d taken out, there were only about eight or nine members left. He knew the new leader, the man that had been in the room with Julie and D. Big Al, they called him, because of the size of his cock.

      Coming up with a plan was still a bitch. Even though we knew the old saying, 'no plan survives contact with the enemy', we still needed a place to start. What was our goal? Just kill the guys and get the fuck out of dodge?  Did we plan to free the husbands and wives? And how would the women feel about seeing their new lovers dead?

      There was no humane way to go. We were going to kill some people so no matter what we did with the husbands and wives, we were already being callous.  Still, we needed to at least unlock the cell doors.

      Letting the husbands loose and pointing them in the right direction might cause enough confusion to give us an advantage.

      Step one was find out where the wives were. Step two: let the husbands loose. But should we point them to where their wives were or to the brass bedroom. There were good arguments for both, but it finally came down to the fact that, if they got to their wives first, they might just take off. Was that good or bad? They’d be chased, and we could take out or capture some members that way.

      If they went to the brass bed and it was empty, they might charge through the back door and be dead without doing any good for anybody. If one of the wives was being fucked, there could be enough panic to give us an edge.

      Julie was all for directing them to the training rooms and making enough noise to make sure they were chased. We could take them in the bottleneck by the back door. That made sense, and more importantly, Jerome agreed.

      We needed two plans because we didn’t know where the wives would be. One for the training rooms and one for the brass bedroom. Maybe another if one was in the bedroom and the other was in her training room. The way to beat the problem of splitting up was to go as soon as we could…that night.

      It sounded cold-blooded; we were planning how to kill people. The alternative of calling the police never entered my head, it wasn’t the way we thought. We took care of our own problems.

      We spent hours working out the logistics. What needed to be done first, then second? Where would we set up? All the time knowing that, in the end, the plan wouldn’t matter. When we finally stopped to sleep, James offered to take Julie into the bedroom. She gave me a long searching look before agreeing to go with him. William and I used the couches. I put on a headset so I wouldn’t hear my wife being fucked, but still, the sounds of her moans and screams were not entirely blocked out.

      I didn’t feel good about my wife being their sexual plaything or the way she responded to them. But we’d decided, Julie and me, that if she felt the need so strongly, it was better she was with two men we knew. My erection told its own story, however, it really turned me on to know that Julie she was getting this much sexual gratification.
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      William hooked up two cameras as James and I locked up any weapons we wouldn’t be taking with us. One camera was pointed down the RV from the front, showing the two couches. The other was aimed at the bed.

      We pulled over a block from the RV to look at the images on my iPad. We’d only been gone a few minutes, but Jerome was busy trying to talk Julie into bed. Now I was pissed off; he’d been one of the group that took her in the first place.

      Julie was easily resisting him. It was a long drive back to the East Coast and she was my fucking wife, Jerome could end up in a shallow grave. I called him on his cell phone and told him to knock that shit off or just go ahead and shoot himself before I did. He stopped.

      The door to the clubhouse was locked, for the first time that we knew about. They could have deserted this location because of the problems we’d caused, in which case, we’d accomplished our mission, and it was time to go home. But we had to make sure before we drove out of town.

      William had the lock opened within two minutes and watching carefully for booby traps, we walked inside. Julie’s blood trail was still visible, and after only a few yards, we could hear a woman's high-pitched scream in what sounded like an orgasm.

      We checked the first training room we came to, entering as quietly as we could.  The dark-haired wife was fucking herself on a dildo attached to the top of a pole embedded in the concrete floor. Her hands were held above her head by cuffs attached to the end of chains embedded in the ceiling. She was raising and lowering herself on that large dildo, moaning and screaming with each movement. One of the gang members was holding a magic wand vibrator to her clit while she moved up and down.

      One other gang member watched, stroking his erection, as she begged him to fuck her. Whenever she looked about to orgasm, they’d make her stop and pull the vibrator away. She was begging them to please let her cum, to make her their slut; she promised to do anything they wanted. Her oversized boobs were jiggling as she pushed herself up and down on the dildo.

      None of them saw us slip into the room. The gang members didn’t know we were there until arms slipped around their necks in choke holds.

      We tied up and gagged the two gang members, then stripped off their pants, underwear, and shoes. After we took their weapons and used the flex cuffs on them, they were no longer a threat to us. I voted to castrate them, but was voted down by James and William. They didn’t want to waste the time or flood the room with blood.

      The dark-haired woman—Joan, as it turned out—didn’t care, she just wanted one of us to fuck her. For right now, we freed her arms, handed her the vibrator, and took the keys from our captives.

      I asked her what her husband looked like, but she couldn’t give us a clear answer. Taking a chance, we unlocked the cell directly across from her training room. Inside was a man, tied up as I had been, he was stiff and groggy; we released him from his cell.

      We left him handcuffed and naked as we directed him to follow the bloody footprints and drops, then wait for us by the door.  He was not to stop, no matter what he thought he heard.  He was so defeated that he just nodded his head and shuffled along the corridor, his hands covering his genitals, following Julie’s trail.

      To confirm my suspicions, we also checked the second cell—my cell. We found another husband and sent him to the door; as far away from their wives as we could get them. They were both too defeated to be of any use to us.

      Both were told to stay quiet. Under no circumstance were they to come back down the hall, no matter what they heard.

      The second training room was empty, leaving only the room with the brass bed and the club house in the back to check.

      We discussed our approach. I explained how the room had been set up when I was there, but the husband would not be present and D was dead.

      If we charged in, we might find an empty room, or just one guy and the blonde wife, or we may encounter too many gangsters to handle. If we charged in, we would take them by surprise, but that could result in a dead captive.

      Our best option was to peek in first, if we could, before busting in the door. I opened the door as slowly and quietly as I could, just enough to see in.

      Facing me was the pretty blonde woman with her head resting on the bed.  A large black man was behind her, moving his hips as fast as he could. The woman had one hand between her thighs, stroking her clit, and the man had his eyes closed in concentration.

      “Please, Big Al, fuck me hard. Make me your whore…I want to be your whore. Oh, god,” she pleaded with him.  I could plainly see her enlarged clitoris and hood as she stroked and pulled them.

      In addition to Big Al, there were three others watching the action. They gave no sign of noticing me looking in. The door into the clubhouse portion was closed.

      I left the door slightly ajar as we huddled. It seemed safer than opening it again, and we could hear the blonde wife howling through one orgasm after another. There was silence before we heard Big Al lay on his back and order the blonde to crawl up his body and suck his slime-covered cock. Much the same action that Julie had gone through, except the husband wasn’t in the room and she was probably doomed as soon as they finished with her.

      “Oh…god, I love your cock…”  Another quick peek showed me that one of the men who had been watching was now buried in her as she sucked and licked Big Al’s organ. Her hand was between her legs, caressing herself and the balls of the new man behind her when she could reach them.

      James and I stepped into the room while William guarded our back from the hallway. The two men watching died quickly; the blonde didn’t notice, but the two men using her did. Unfortunately for them, they were naked.

      “Well, go ahead…finish up. I don’t want to shoot a man with a hard-on,” James said.   thought he was being more than fair. Still, the blonde didn’t notice us; not until the erections deflated, then she started to whine.

      “Don’t stop…please.  I need more.”

      She screamed when both men fell. There wasn’t much blood, but still, it was hard to miss the reason for their inattention to her needs.

      I was holding her within seconds, trying to shut her up as she worked to get my pants off me while rubbing her sloppy pussy on my leg. I wasn’t there to fuck her, although I suddenly wanted to. I handed her one of the vibrators and tried to find out how many were in the clubhouse. She was incoherent; only able to beg for more sex, preferably from James.

      There were only two members in the clubhouse playing cards at a table about ten feet inside. They looked up in surprise as two men, dressed all in black and wearing ski masks, came in pointing guns at them. Before they could do anything stupid, I pointed my Glock directly at the right eye of the member sitting closest to a weapon. James held his finger to his mouth, telling them to be quiet.

      From the other side of the half open door, we could hear the blonde bringing herself to orgasm as William held her. She was completely unfazed by the carnage around her.

      Very quietly to my gang member, I asked, "How many more?”

      Quietly, he said back to me, “We’re it. Who the fuck is you?”

      I didn’t believe him. “How many women have you turned in here? Tell me the truth, or you can die very quickly right now.” James opened the door so he could see the bodies next to the brass bed.

      His face froze in surprise. “Holy shit.”

      “How many?”

      “I don’t know, maybe six or seven since I’ve been here. I was working a corner until…what month is it?” His silent partner helpfully told us that they both been in the clubhouse about a year.

      This meant that, other than the corners, we’d wiped out the gang. It also meant that we had several important decisions to make.

      The first decision was solved by using one of William’s explosives in the room that stored the gang’s supply of street drugs and vials, effectively putting them out of business…at least, for now. There was another room in the back that was used for processing and money counting. There was nobody there and no drugs in sight. We left it alone.

      We blindfolded and cuffed the remaining gang members and took them, along with the women and their husbands, out to our van. Along with the people, I loaded up all the movies that the gang had taken. I wanted to keep Julie’s, but I also wanted to see how many other wives had been caught in their web. Maybe there was something that could be done.

      There was plenty of clothing around for the women, but they refused to get dressed. As soon as we were in the car, they were trying to get the four handcuffed gang members, or either James or William, to fuck them.

      The husbands, of course, wanted their wives, but the women weren’t interested yet. They made it clear that they wanted one of the black guys, and they wanted them right now. It would be some time, and a lot of miles, before the wives were reunited with their husbands. In the meantime, the husbands learned the joys of being cuckolds.

      By the time we arrived back at the RV, James had given into temptation…twice. I could watch the action in the rear-view mirror as, pussies swollen and clits distended, they lowered themselves onto James’ large cock.

      The husbands just watched, their hands still cuffed and their erections obvious. I took the husbands aside, and used the keys to their handcuffs as an incentive for them to listen and to do as I instructed. I told them what had happened to their wives and why they were acting as though their own husbands didn’t exist.

      More importantly, I told them what would have happened if we hadn’t gotten them out. After a lot of back and forth, they got the message that the best thing they could do was to watch and, if they could, enjoy what they saw, and just wait.

      With as much compassion as I could muster, I explained that if they became a problem, they could walk home dressed as they were. They’d seen enough to know that I could enforce that threat.
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      I wasn’t sure how this would work. Both the saved wives, Missy and Joan, wanted William to fuck them, and both their husbands, despite our talk, look confused and angry. Both women looked like they had been well used already; their pussies looked shiny wet.

      Our first stop was a return to Ali to do a check-up on the two women. When Missy and Joan returned, they showered together, scrubbing each other clean until William joined them. He said he wanted to help in any way he could—a real giver, that guy.

      We could all hear the sounds of sex coming from the shower. The husbands lost color in their faces, but they followed my advice and did nothing to interfere. Missy’s husband even wanted to watch. His erection wasn’t very large, but he was hard. Joan’s husband just looked angry. His cock was flaccid.

      There were seven black men in the RV as we started east, counting Jerome, William, and James. We kept the four gang members handcuffed, hooded, and diapered, but that didn’t stop Missy and Joan from trying to get at them. Even Julie looked like she wanted a crack at the gang members. I didn’t understand why they’d want to fuck the same guys that had kidnapped them, fortunately the diapers cooled their desires somewhat.

      Most of us without hoods enjoyed the sights and sounds of the three women taking care of each other. None of them had been with another woman before, but now, they were so horny, they’d fuck just about anybody. They were nothing alike except that each had an Ace of Spades tattooed on her left tit, a collar around her neck, and a preference for large black men.  James became so tired of fucking them that he took to hiding out.
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      Julie and I started our private talk about the time we bypassed Las Vegas. We had a lot to discuss, like what had happened and what our plans were for a future together. My wife was a changed woman. We had to find a way, together, to deal with all that had happened and how she had changed.

      “Carlo,” she began, sitting next to me on the bed in the back. Everybody else was up front, the husbands were trying to talk to their wives and Jerome was driving. The half-naked gang members were sitting quietly, for now.  Another decision that had to be made.

      “Carlo, we need to talk,” she said, very matter of fact; except for the fact that she was naked and teasing herself, we could have been sitting on our bed at home.

      “You’ve seen me do some things; things that I can’t or don’t want to stop doing.” She was looking me in the eye, only occasionally glancing at my crotch. “I can’t undo what you’ve seen, and frankly, I wouldn't want to undo it,” she said, her breathing picking up.

      Before gathering Julie in my arms, I had to take off my pants and underwear, releasing my straining hard-on. “I wouldn’t want to undo it either Julie,” I said.

      At first, my wife could only stare at my erection. I couldn’t imagine what she was thinking. Finally, my words hit her. “You wouldn’t? You like me like this? You like slut Julie?” she asked incredulously. Her eyes were suddenly on my face, judging my seriousness.

      I took one of her hands and put it on my erection before caressing her bruised boob. “I love you, Julie.  I’ve never stopped loving you. I know that you want to fuck black men now and, apparently, be with women too,” I said. “You make me insane with jealousy. My heart breaks a little each time, but it makes me want you even more. I’m watching the person I love have incredible sex in front of my eyes. I get more turned on each time it happens.”

      “What made it all work was the constant orgasms and probably the drugs too. Plus, those guys were incredible lovers,” Julie began. “They could go forever, and they’re really big. I didn’t like how they stretched me, at first, but now, I have a hard time thinking about anything else. Do you hate me?” I assured her that I loved her more than anything.

      “What about the way your pussy looks…the size of your clit. What caused that?” I asked her.

      “I’m not exactly sure. They used this vacuum thing on me for a really long time, I wasn’t allowed to sleep. They kept me constantly turned on. Something was being done to me every minute for, what was it? Ten days, total?” She thought for a while.  “When I’d get sore, they’d rub some cream on me and then keep going. After a while, I didn’t get sore; I just stayed horny. I don’t know what was in that cream.”

      She stopped to think again. “They showed me how good sex could be; how wonderful it could feel,” she said as she softly stroked my face. “I didn’t feel anything for any of them…except maybe D. I didn’t fall in love with him exactly, but there was something there—an emotional connection. Until I cut his throat, of course.”

      “That cut the connection?” I asked. Julie just gave me the ‘don’t be a smartass’ look that all wives seem to have available to them.

      “It’s hard to describe the orgasms, Carlo. Being forced to cum, without rest…it got to the point where my whole body came. Does that make sense to you?” I admitted that I probably wasn’t the right person to ask.

      “After a while, it was like my orgasm would just flow down my chest and stomach and up my legs to my pussy, where I could feel it flow out of me, along with my juices. After that happened once, I wanted to feel it again, and then again. I want to feel it right now.”  Her eyes were glowing as she reached out to stroke my cock.

      My wife crawled onto my lap, pushing my cock into her wet hole. “Oh, god, Carlo.  I love you so much. I didn’t mean those things I said back at the clubhouse. I mean the things I say to you now,” she said.  She was puffing as she fucked me.

      As she sped up, her hips moving as fast as she could make them go, she gasped, “Carlo…oh, god, honey.  I’m your slut now.”  Her eyes were on mine as she slammed her pussy down on me.

      “You’ll do anything I say?  You’re my whore?” I asked her. I had a plan.

      “Oh, yes, Carlo. Anything you say…tell me what to do.”

      I reached over to the side of the bed where my bag was and pulled out a big vibrator.  As I held the large ball at the end of the vibrator to her swollen clit, my wife began to have repeated orgasms. Finally, I came too, and she fell off me, laying on the bed with her legs obscenely spread, showing her pussy contracting and leaking our combined juices.

      We could both hear the noises coming from the front of the van as the wives found willing partners. “Did you mean it? You’re my whore, and you’ll do anything I say?”

      Julie looked at me with a new fear in her eyes. Her pussy was still spasming, pushing my sperm out and onto the sheets. “Yes…please…” she whispered.

      I don’t know what she meant by the word ‘please’, but I guessed it was something like ‘don’t make me stop’.

      “You’ll only fuck who I tell you to fuck or who I say is okay to fuck.” Julie was nodding before I was finished. “There’ll be more as we go along, but that’ll do for now.”

      Julie looked relieved as she hugged me. “Now, what are we going to do with the wives and the gang members?  I won’t kill anybody else. So, what do you think?”

      She thought for a few minutes. “We can’t just dump the wives. We don’t know when, or even if, they’ll return to normal. They don’t even fully realize that their husbands are here.” Julie was tackling the problem logically.

      “So, unless they are willing to leave with their husbands, we either keep them with us—in which case, Mario will be happy to share them or put them to work—or we find a safe place to leave them. A home or a church or something…but they might just fuck them too, for all we know,” she reasoned. “At least with Mario, we know who they’ll be with, and he’ll let them go if they come out of it. We take them with us.”

      That was one problem addressed, if not solved. “What about the gang guys?”

      “Well, we either kill them or not.” Julie was starting to sound like she’d been doing this all her life. “If we don’t kill them, they’ll always be there, maybe looking for a chance. Not Jerome; I think he’s your guy now.”

      “So, we kill them?” I asked her.

      “That seems like the smart thing to do.” Her hand was absentmindedly toying with my soft cock.

      I was laughing as I lifted her off me. “You can eat whichever woman has just been fucked. Then you can have Jerome, but never the guys wearing the flex cuffs.”

      With a squeal, Julie kissed me and headed toward the front of the RV. A few minutes later, I heard one of the wives whimpering.
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      Later, when we stopped for the night, we left Jerome and Julie to guard our prisoners while William, James, and I held a conference just outside. We could still see inside the RV, but we couldn’t hear anything.

      I went through Julie’s logic with them about the wives and husbands. We all saw the sense of it. The big question, however, was what to do with the gang members. William wanted to make them dig their own graves in the desert and shoot them. James liked the idea, but pointed out a downside to it, in the end, we decided against that solution.

      I was trying to find another way to handle things without any killing. There was a lot of desert in front of us; we didn’t need to have a solution right now. Although, the sooner the better.

      The husbands also wanted to have a private meeting with me, which made sense—three white guys whose wives had all been turned, and tattooed, by a black gang. We’d found the guys some clothing along the way, and they’d been able to clean up.

      It turned into a very interesting meeting. Larry, who was married to the blonde, Missy, wanted to try and get her back. He wanted her to stop fucking the black guys so much and spend time with him. I told him we’d work on it, but we wouldn’t force her to do anything.

      A man after my own heart, he enjoyed watching her with William and James, but he just wanted her to get use to him again and realize that he was her husband. Once that happened, he hoped they could work things out long term. His main problem was that their car and other things were back in Los Angeles still. I told him that we’d fly them back, once Missy was ready to go.

      Missy was now talking about being a stripper and not going back to her boring old office job. Her husband was struggling with the idea, but my guess was that, in the end, he’d let her do whatever she wanted to do.

      Bob, Joan’s husband, was a completely different story. He didn’t want anything more to do with his gorgeous dark-haired wife. He asked if we could get him some more clothing and a plane ticket out of Salt Lake City…a ticket for one. I told him that I was sorry he felt that way, but we’d help him. I guess Joan was staying with us. Bob didn’t care where she was anymore. His marriage was dead, as far as he was concerned.

      I came up with a plan for our gang members. It was the middle of the night when we pulled up, in another rental car, in front of the main Salt Lake City police department building. Working quickly, we moved our hooded and naked gang members to a concrete park bench and handcuffed them together and to the bench. There was a certain amount of bitching, some of it very loud, but we were gone before anybody noticed.

      Duct taped to the bench, along with their I.D.'s and two of the videos they'd shot, was an unsigned typed note informing the police that these were gang members wanted in Los Angeles for kidnapping and sexually exploiting women, and they were welcome for the help. I bet the police in Salt Lake City didn’t think we’d done them any favors.

      When we got back to the RV, James was laying on his back while Julie sat on his cock, moving her hips as fast as she could, and Joan sat backward on his face, smothering him with her pussy. The women were holding and kissing each other while James did his best to keep up, but his orgasm hit just as we walked in.

      Missy and Larry were in the back, deep in conversation. I hoped they were making a start toward working things out. She knew who he was now, but she still wasn’t herself.

      Julie let out a squeal and ran to me, her breasts bouncing and her pussy dripping. Joan just lay down on top of James and rested her head on his chest. I think the Joan problem had just solved itself.

      William looked a lot happier when I eased Julie in his direction and took the wheel of the RV, heading toward New York and a new life.
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