Warning. This story has sexual content that may offend some people. The theme may also be offensive to some. Like they say “You can’t please all the people all the time” I would like to thank all those who did take the time to write me, your comments always welcome. If you are under the age that allows you to read such material, please read no further. You have been warned….and don’t forget when all else fails read the instructions first.
                       **************************

For continuity to this story, please read part’s 1 and 2 first

I’d been sitting on the bed, having just fed our daughter and putting her down for a nap, I’d also been daydreaming about the earlier days, the days when I’d been with Tony Mariani and before that Brad and the days of the Book Club…when the door bell rang. It was just as well, I was getting worked up…I mean real worked up at the thoughts that were dashing through my mind.

“Oh hi girls…you look all excited” I said as I let them in. “Want some coffee”

“Yes…yes…but first…. we’ve just had the most marvelous idea…well Tania has” said Sandra, unable to contain herself.

“We’ve put it to the others and they agree…they are all very enthusiastic…we….we….we’re going to start a “Book Club”…do you want to join?’

I stood and stared at them dumbfounded. I just did not know what to say…what did these two mean by “Book Club”? Did it have the same meaning as the old Book Club? The one Sally, Molly and the rest of the old mob used to run, or was this the genuine article…you know a real plain ordinary Book Club.

“Er, you asked Molly about this yet?” I asked suspiciously.

“No…no not yet…we’d thought we’d approach you first, I’m sure if you join, Molly will follow suit…I mean she’s your best friend…right.”

“Yes but…a book club…what do we do…read a book every month then comment on it” I asked. 

They looked at each other and started to giggle and laugh. “No, no silly, not a real book club…you know, the type that you girls used to run…you know with men and things…oh you know what I mean” said Sandra, Tania nodding agreement.

“How did you know about all that” I asked, but already knew it didn’t take too much digging to find out what went on, those four or five years ago, there was always someone somewhere only too eager to tell all.

“We just did…and we have pictures of you and Tony Mariani…together…I mean everyone knows about him and his business…what he does for a living” Tania said.

“Guilty by association…is that it” I replied.

“Well come on Vicki, you know it’s more than that” a smile crossing Sandra’s face.

“Yeh well…that was then…and the last Book Club got me into a heap of trouble…I was lucky to get Mike back…I’ve got a family to think of now” I replied, but the thought did excite me…like the thoughts I’d had just prior to them calling. I’d enjoyed doing the job I did for Tony and to tell the truth I missed it, but I’d been given another chance with Mike. Was I addicted to the male penis…I guess the answer to that was yes. I enjoyed opening my legs and feel that firm hard flesh thrusting between my thighs, but like any addict I had to try and repel all thought of ever doing it again.

“I’m flattered girls…but I must decline your offer…as much as I want to, the answer is no”

There was an air of disappointment; both Tania and Sandra had thought I’d jump at the chance of doing what I used to do. After all I was good at it. Having me help set it up would be a big bonus.
“Oh shit…that means if you don’t join, then Molly won’t either…just think about it will you?” said Sandra.

“I’ll think about it…but I know the answer will still be no…if you need any advice I’m sure Molly and I can help” I said. Then changed the subject and served our coffee.

When Molly arrived later that day I knew that the girls had been over to see her also, trying to persuade her to join the all new Book Club.

“Well what do you think about it…this new Book Club idea” she asked

“Hm, yeah they seem keen enough…but I don’t know…it’s risky, you know what happened the last time, I don’t think our husbands would be so forgiving a second time around, do you?”

“Perhaps not…but I do miss the excitement…it was fun whilst it lasted…I’ll join if you will” she said.

“Mmm….no I think I’ll give it a miss…like you I did enjoy it and I do miss doing it…yes they were fun times….but…um…no I don’t think so”

“Yeh…well me neither…if you decide otherwise tell me” she said and the subject was dropped.

There was no more talk about the Book Club. Molly and I knew that the other women had gone ahead and formed one. Not too well organized, not like the one that Sally had run, but it ran none the less and we would hear of their experiences during our coffee mornings. All the time they applied the pressure to Molly and I, trying to get us to change our minds, win us over and join the Book Club. What they wanted was our expertise, well at least mine…they all knew I’d been a prostitute with Tony Mariani, one of the best. I’d been good at my job and didn’t deny it, it was all that experience they were after.

Other than that it was just another day as a housewife and mother. I’d given up trying to wheedle out of Mike the significance of EMBRIO…what was it…and what did it mean, how come it made Tony give in so quickly, hell this was mild mannered Mike, we were talking about. How could he know of, or have such knowledge or power, all I got was.

“You don’t need to know” “Better for you, you don’t know” “That’s something I can’t divulge” all very evasive and in the end getting very angry and shouting at me, to “can it”. So I did, I just didn’t bother anymore…it wasn’t worth it. All the same it didn’t stop me from wondering just what he was involved with. Was there a connection to the word embryo…unborn?

I had no idea; I could speculate all I wanted.

“We’re going out tonight sweetheart…a good meal and a bottle of wine…got a surprise for you and what I think will be a delightful evening” Mike had returned home early, that in itself was a surprise.

“What’s the occasion; I haven’t forgotten a birthday or something…have I”

He just laughed “No…no nothing like that…thought I’d like to take my wife out and surprise her, that’s all”

“What about…?” I was going to say babysitter but he had anticipated my question.

“Baby sitter is all organized…young Charlotte form number 27 has agreed to come over”

“Well, what can I say…sounds marvelous…thanks sweetheart” I said and reached up, giving him a long and meaningful kiss.

“Hmm should do this more often, if I’m guaranteed a kiss like that every time” he said, smiling.  

As we entered the restaurant, the head man came charging over to great us. The Amadeus was one of the most expensive…if not the most expensive restaurant in the city. If you wanted total ambiance, great food and a good wine, this is where you came to, when you left, you left satisfied and without complaint. It was the type of place that Tony and I visited on a regular basis when we were together…way back then. Mike was full of surprises lately, this was just another example of my mystery man…the man I called my husband…Mike!

“Ah Mr Gilchrist…nice to see you again…welcome…this way if you please”

“Thank you Stuart…perhaps my wife and I could have a drink before we dine...if that’s ok”

“Certainly sir…if you go throw to the cocktail lounge….the first is on us…then when you are ready”

Again I was stunned, simply stunned. Here was the head guy, greeting and treating Mike like royalty, a devoted customer, someone who obviously visited on a regular basis…How come? That was my question.

“Oh it’s where I bring clients of the firm…they like to make sure we treat them well…only the odd lunch or so” he replied to my question.

“Well you never told me you came to such lavish places…and here’s me thinking you lived out of brown paper bags for lunch…no time for meal brakes” I said smiling at him.

“Only the odd one my dear…only the odd one”

Somehow I doubted that remark. 

I was enjoying the wine and the congenial conversation, when my heart missed a beat, my blood turned to ice and my stomach churned. I thought I was going to be sick. A couple had just walked in the door. I knew not who the woman was. She was dark skinned and most beautiful…in fact very beautiful. And it had not gone unnoticed by other men. The man, well I knew him. If it wasn’t who I thought it was…hell it was a damn good double….Colonel Andula…I knew that handsome face and powerful build anywhere…god he’d fucked me plenty of times. There was nothing we did not know about each others bodies. He knew every cleft, curve and entrance about mine. His fingers had done the walking many a time.

I tried to hide my face, turning away from the person heading in our direction; I just didn’t want him to see me. Mike was smiling as the couple approached.

“Ah colonel….glad you could come” Mike said, standing and holding out his hand for Colonel Andula. “And Aina…so good to see you again my dear…my wife, colonel, you already know” he said smiling “Aina this is Vicki, my wife” as Mike introduced me to the tall dark beauty.
I was speechless, I was stopped in my tracks, trying to recover, more questions…how could all this be…I was dreaming…yes that’ what it was, a dream or a nightmare…I’d soon wake up screaming and it would all just disappear….wrong. It was real alright, and the guy was the colonel. His smile showing those gleaming pearly white teeth.

“And how are you keeping Vicki…long time no see” he said in his rich deep voice.

I was flabbergasted, stunned as I stammered “I’m….I’m fine colonel…yes, yes just fine” looking at Mike for some explanation. If I’d expected any response from him, I was to be disappointed, his attention was on Aina.

“Aina is the colonels sister my dear” this was the only additional bit of information I was going to get for the time being, as we all sat, Mike grabbing the wine waiters attention and ordering more drink. I felt the colonel’s eyes burning into me. I tried not to look at him, to ignore him, but in the end could hold out no longer. His smile continued; the look upon his face, that of someone who had cornered his prey and was now contemplating what to do with it.

 “We all miss you back at Tony’s…you were one of his best assets you know, has a new girl friend now…but quite frankly, not as good as you” he said

I squirmed at what he was saying, telling me all these things in front of my husband Mike, but Mike was too engrossed with Aina, I doubt that he had heard one word. And the colonel seemed unperturbed at the type of conversation he was having with me.

I took another look at Mike, trying to get his attention, all to no avail as he continued chatting Aina.

“Well that was in the past…I’m an ordinary everyday housewife and mother now” I said.

“Mmm….such a waist…such a waist…perhaps we could entice you to come out of retirement eh?” he said, another of his charming smiles.

“No I don’t think so” I replied.

“You miss it though don’t you…all that excitement and high living…you do miss it?” he asked. His eyes filled with lust, gazing longingly at my low cut dress, the cleavage of my breasts accentuated by my bra. 

I took too long to answer. “No…no I don’t” I lied.

“Ha…I can read you like a book Vicki…I know you miss it”

Sure it was the truth, I’d thought of little else recently, those memories kept flooding back, try as I might I could not stop them from returning, haunting me, challenging me. Challenging me to cave in, join the girls and their Book Club. Just think of all those guys Vicki, keen, eager, lustful guys, guys who would do anything, pay almost anything to remove your panties and climb inside you. God when I thought about the first time, the time with Brad when I was tight as a clam, reluctant to open my legs. Him screaming at me to open up. Well that time was long gone. I’d learned to open them nice and wide since then…right about now my pussy was wet and open at the thoughts running through my mind.

“You’re thinking about it right now aren’t you Vicki” he asked, as if reading my mind.

“No…no…don’t be silly” I replied, indignantly.

“Don’t be silly about what?” Mike chimed in, suddenly taking an interest in the conversation.

“Oh, oh…nothing…nothing…I…” I stammered. I didn’t want things to escalate into a full blown family argument.

“Oh I’m just teasing her Mike…just teasing her” the colonel replied, smiling. 

Mike wasn’t really interested, he was too involved with the beauty sitting next to him, returning his attention back to her.

I’m sure the meal was the best I’d ever had. I just had no real appetite anymore. I drank more wine than food and could feel myself getting just a tad tipsy. Most…if not all my conversation was with the colonel…who was flirting outrageously with me…and making suggestions that needed no interpretation. The truth be known, I wanted to say yes to him…this Zulu warrior type man. His hand brushed my hand, a lingering squeeze, before releasing our grip on each other. Not that Mike would have seen or really cared by the look of it. I’d noted the flirtatious, touchy feely of both of them during the meal. Mike reveled in the jealous looks he received from other male patrons.

“You two booked in anywhere colonel” Mike asked 

“No…no not yet…I guess we should be making a move in that direction…recommend anywhere Mike”

“Yes…yes I can, how about you stay with us, we have plenty of space…how long do you intend being here” said Mike.

“Oh, about four days…five at the most” came the reply.

“Well it’s settled…you’ll stay with us…isn’t that right honey” said Mike now for the first time addressing me.

What could I say…I looked the dagger look at him and said “Yes…yes of course, you can stop with us?”

“Ok…you got a car I take it”

“Yes, a rental” he replied

“Then may I suggest, Vicki goes with you Colonel to show you the way…and perhaps Aina would like to accompany me” He only had eyes for Aina…he was addressing us…but looking at her…I think perhaps the word was drooling at her.

With the bill settled, we made our way to the car park. We followed the tail lights of Mike’s car; I gave the colonel instructions when needed. There was absolutely no need for us to have split up. The colonel could have done this all by himself he didn’t need me to give instructions. I knew what Mike’s strategy was; he wanted Aina all to himself. To continue his flirtations.

My thoughts were interrupted by the hand that had descended on my thigh. It felt warm; as it carefully caressed, gently stroked and squeezed it. I should have slapped it and removed it immediately, but I wanted it to linger there a moment, feel the excitement it gave me. I closed my eyes and dreamed about days gone by. He, becoming a little bolder as the moments passed and not meeting any resistance from myself, continued onward, the hem of my dress being pushed slowly upward, revealing thigh and panties. Now I’d dressed specifically for Mike, the sexy little low cut figure hugging black number, black underwear, black thigh hi stockings, so what could be seen now was the black stockings to the thigh, then bare flesh to my panties, a sight I know lights up most men, but it sure toasted the colonel. His fingers searching, reaching for a way into and around those panties, fingers eager to touch and delve inside my pussy.

“Stop…stop…no…no…colonel…please don’t…don’t do that” I said brushing his hand away.

“Oh come on Vicki…why are you playing so hard to get…we both know what we want here…open up, let me in”

“Things are different to the way they used to be…I’m married…remember”

“Oh yeh…you were married the last time I fucked you…remember that” he said 

“I’m trying to turn things around…the way it used to be”

“You’ll never do that Vicki…you like it too much…you’re going to waist…you need to go back to what you do best, what you like to do best…you like to fuck and you know it”

I pushed his hand away and sat back, saying nothing, watching the tail lights of Mike’s car up ahead.

We followed Mike into the drive. He was out of the car and fussing over Aina, laughing and his arm around her waist as he escorted her toward the front door.

“I see my sister and Mike are getting on quite well” said the colonel.

He didn’t have to tell me. I could see they were getting on, getting on a little too well. I was seething somewhat at the sight of them, as they laughed and flirted together.

Mike paid the baby sitter and escorted her safely across the road, back to her house. The colonel, sister and I unloaded their luggage. I was uncertain as to where Mike was going to put them, so decided to wait for his return.

“Oh let’s have a drink or two first…we can make a decision later” was his response when I eventually asked him. He was quickly filling the wine glasses and we were all relaxing and chatting. The more wine we drank the more festive Mike became and the more he flirted with Aina…his arm now around her shoulder as they sat huddled together on the couch. My disapproving looks going unnoticed or ignored.

“We still haven’t decided where our guests are sleeping Mike” I eventually said, trying to brake up the little love scene that was developing in front of me.

“Oh…did I not tell you. You and the colonel are sleeping in our bed, and Aina and I are sleeping in the guests bed” he replied, a supercilious grin on his face.

“I beg your pardon…you’re not serious…tell me you’re not serious” I asked

“Never been more serious in my life sweetheart” he said, looking me straight in the face and still grinning. It was a challenging look…as if to say try me honey.

“I told you I was going to surprise you tonight…well this is it…I thought you’d love the opportunity to catch up with Andula again, from what I hear you just loved having him fuck you…well here’s your perfect chance…with my blessing”

I’d been stunned many times tonight…but this was the ace of aces…I was speechless…who was this guy I called Mike…Mike my husband?
“Well, I don’t know about you two…but Aina and I are just itching to get to bed…I guess we’ll say good night to you folks” and with that he grabbed Aina and made toward the guests bedroom. I rose to make some sort of challenge but found I was unable to do anything, apart from watch the pair of them leave. Then to add salt in the wounds, Aina reached up and kissed Mike on the cheek, then turned toward me and winked. Now I was angry…that was just too much, I had to stop this. I was about to chase after them, when an arm encircled my waist holding me tight and the colonel’s voice said. “Let them go Vicki…you’re not going to stop them” I twisted around to face him, I was about to remonstrate with him, when his lips were upon mine, stifling any further comments. His tongue was in my mouth, my body stiffened, my first reaction was to fight him off but as the kiss lingered on and on becoming more passionate I flung my arms around his neck, both our tongues now in mortal combat, our pent up passions coming to a head.

Now I remember very little for the next few moments. There was a trail of discarded clothing, mainly mine, leading to the bedroom. A dress here, a pair of panties there, a bra, his trousers, shirt and so on. Whether I or he had ripped them of I do not know. All I remember was, being naked and being held in a tight embrace with the colonel…also naked. Our kissing still passionate, his strong hands gripping my buttocks and pulling me against his hard erection. I was just as passionate; I clung to him like a limpet. Pressing myself hard, upon his erection, loving the warm, firm feel of it against my stomach, and rubbing upon it like a bitch on heat. Well I guess I was on heat. With past memories flooding back. My one desire right then was to feel it inside my now, very wet pussy. His hands moved up my back, rested on my shoulders and started to press downward, forcing me to my knees. I knew what his wishes were. We’d done this many times in the past. I let the pressure and strength push me down. I kissed and buried my face in the hairs of his chest, smelt and tasted his body…downward, until eventually I was on my knees and before me only inches from my mouth was his hard erection, the source of many long hours of pleasure. It was the most wonderful and beautiful thing to gaze upon. Ebony black, thick and hard. Looking like some great oak tree sprouting forth from a forest of bushy black pubic hair. Beneath it were slung two large balls, balls that contained sperm, sperm that at sometime during the night or early morning would be injected inside me, the final act of a night of magical love making…his gift from him to me.

My fingers tenderly touched the warm, throbbing monster. I wanted to feel and play with it first. Savour it, like someone savor’s a fine wine or liqueur.

“Oh colonel…that feels wonderful” I said as I played with it, admiring it.

“Oh my dear you have no idea how much I have wanted you to do that” he moaned with pleasure.

My fingers curled around the hard shaft, gripping it and gently squeezing it, and then slowing starting to masturbate him. Another joyous moan from the colonel.

“Oh Vicki…Vicki….Vicki” Eyes closed as he soaked up the joyous pleasure.

The touch, sight and feel of it had my own juices and feelings percolating. Each moment I held it…gazed upon it…caused my desires to rise higher. My pussy wet with anticipation.
My tongue was like some snake or lizard, as it flicked out and licked at the warm hard shaft, teasing, tasting and savoring its tangy flavor. My lips gently kissing, working up toward the bulbous head, my mouth opening wide and  gorge upon it, like a hungry animal, forcing the hard shaft as far down my throat as possible.

“Oh god Vicki….Vicki…I’ve so missed that beautiful mouth of yours….that feels like magic” he purred, head back eyes closed, immersed in the euphoria.

It was good to be doing this again. I’d almost forgot, how great it was to be sucking on this mans cock…and there was more delight for me to come.

“Come….come my dear…on the bed” He said guiding and laying me gently down. That smile, those flashing white teeth, as he knelt between my legs, first gazing at my slit, then smiling at me. With his hands holding my legs apart, he buried his face in my pussy. 

I let out a great gasp and a cry as his mouth first gently kissed my pussy lips, then his tongue licked and delved deep, feeding upon my free flowing juices…then I relaxed into a steady moan as he continued feed upon me. My hands grasped the bed cover tight, and then I grabbed his hair, again squeezing, tugging at it, holding and pulling his head hard against my wet pussy. I wanted him to feed upon it and never stop. He released my legs, placing them over his shoulder. My immediate response was to clamp his head firmly in place…I wasn’t going to release him…not without a struggle. Finally his strong hands prized my legs apart, he now knelt between them, his big black cock only inches from my pussy entrance. It was all wet, and opened up like pink fleshy petals, inviting, wanting him to enter.
I knew what was coming next. We’d played this game many times before. He knew I was now worked into a frenzy, wanting, begging have him place that magnificent beast inside me, but no, he wanted to tease, tantalize me with it. He laid it gently at my pussy entrance, tracing the lips with the head. A shudder and goose bumps rippled through my body. I was sobbing, begging for him to put it in.

“Please…please…oh please colonel” 
He grinned and laughed at my pleas. “Oh Vicki…Vicki…Vicki, my dear girl…you really do want it…don’t you?” laughing even louder.

I tried to grab hold of the hard cock, to guide it in, to impale myself on the hard shaft, but he only continued to laugh at my punitive efforts and attempts to get his hard shaft inside me. He was enjoying it, this game we played. Then he pushed the head in an inch or so. I was ready to sigh with relief as it entered, but no, he teased me further by removing it and laughed when I screamed and begged him to put it in. “Oh god…please colonel…put it in…put it in…fuck me…fuck me please fuck me” I screamed. It was torture by pleasure.
“Ok my love….ok…I’ve teased you enough…the time is right” and he slowly slid his cock all the way in.

“Oh god…oh god…oh god” I whimpered, my breath taken away, as I watched it slowly vanish inside my warm velvet tunnel. It was a sight I’d seen and enjoyed many times, but never tired or sickened at seeing and feeling it. He knew how much it pleasured me…he had after all been my favourite client and my heart rate always increased when I knew he was going to be coming over.
He rocked back and forth and I relished at the sight and feel of the shaft as it fucked me. Thrusting, thrusting, thrusting. From now on it would be a series of different positions. I would be moved from one position to the next. I was his to command…to do his bidding. I wasn’t going to argue or resist. I knew it would be of benefit to both of us….I would receive the euphoric feelings just as much as he did. From here forth I would moan, sigh and scream. Lying on our sides, he behind me, his body close and warm, a hand firmly massaging, gently fondling my  now firmed up breast and nibbles, one of my legs on the bed, the other held high, pointing to the ceiling, he thrusting into me. My moans, screams and shouts for more, always shouts for more. I could not get enough of him. Then he places me on all fours, like a dog on a bitch. His hands on my hips, holding me tight like a vice, unable to move or escape, even if I’d wanted to. The sound of his flesh slapping into my fleshy, firm butt…slap….slap…slap. That same flesh quivering like ripples on a pond, my breasts wobble and swing back and forth, like two large jellies, a reaction to his thrusts. Stopped only when his hands cup and squeeze them…adding further euphoria, as we unashamedly indulge ourselves, I hear similar sounds from further down the hall, from the other bedroom where Mike and Aina were likewise engaged in frenzied sex…god I hope none of the neighbors could hear us…if they could, they would be well aware of what was going on in the Gilchrist house.

Having fulfilled his lusts. The colonel lay full length on top of me. His warm body pressing my own body. His mouth and my mouth were locked together in a passionate kiss, tongues wrestling with each other. I clung to him, fingers digging into his flesh, I was unable to resist moaning, groaning, begging him for more, to go harder and deeper. My legs were wrapped firmly and tightly around his body. The muscles of his ass, contorting, flexing as he humped and thrust between my thighs. The time was near, I could now sense the urgency in his thrusting, in his moans…the pace becoming quicker, quicker, quicker. I hear him whisper the words in my ear. “I’m cuming my love…I’m cuming” then with one final deep, inward thrust, his cock pulsed a further three times, each pulse discharging a stream of warm white fluid, as his balls contract…going from the size of golf balls to marbles, releasing their sperm.

“Oh god Vicki…Vicki” he sighed, and lay still, both of us drained by the torrid love making 

“Oh Vicki…you’re too good to be wasting your time here alone with one man….you need to be back out there…doing what you were meant to do…doing what you do best, you know it your self” he said, as he looked me squarely in the eyes, a more serious look upon his face.

“I think I already am…don’t you” I replied.

“Does this mean what I think it means…you’re going back to the business?”

“It certainly looks like it…don’t you think?”

“God that is the best news I’ve heard in a long, long time my dear…there’s going to be an awful lot of very, very happy men out there…believe me” he said, the smile spreading across his face.

“Do you think Tony will take you back?”

“I’m not going back to Tony…I have other plans…plans that don’t include Tony Mariani” I replied.

This night was not one for sleep…or at least very little sleep. The colonel had a ferocious and almost unquenchable appetite for sex. I knew from previous experience with him, no sooner would I relieve him of one erection, than he seemed to have acquired another, just as big, just as hard as the previous one.
If I’d managed two hours of sleep that would have been it. I awoke, cradled in his arms, his hand cupping and massaging my breasts, finger and thumb tweaking my nipples, a piece of very hard flesh pressing between my buttocks. I rolled onto my back, spread my legs wide, and returned his smile as he entered me one more time.

The colonel and his sister stayed the full five days. I partnered and slept with the colonel and Mike with Aina for the duration. I said little to Mike as to why and really I did not care anymore. He had his reasons; his agenda and I knew it would be revealed as time went by. Mine not to reason why. I had my warrior to keep me happy and contented in bed, even though I slept little. I wanted as much fun with him as I could get during his brief stay. There would be time for sleeping later, for now I was happy to have him fuck me.
“So what was all that about?” I asked Mike after our guests had departed.

“What was all what about honey” he replied.

“You know damn well what I’m talking about…bringing the colonel and his sister into our lives…our home, or was it his sister Aina you wanted and thought the colonel was a bonus for me”

“Well wasn’t he…it didn’t sound like you were complaining to me honey…in fact you were most definitely enjoying it…so what’s your problem?”

“I thought we were trying to get back together…make a fresh start…family and all that”

“Oh no honey…I think you must have got all that wrong…sure I said we’d get back together and have a family…but who said anything about happy ever after”

“How come the colonel knew where I was…where I lived you must have told him”

“Yes…yes I did know him…I knew how much he liked fucking you…and how much you liked him to fuck you…I thought I was doing you a big favour”

“You’re hiding something, there’s something you’re not telling me…what is it?”

He just laughed, saying “You may never know honey. I’m under no obligation to tell you”
“What about you and Aina…you continuing to see her?”

“Whenever I can…when she visits with her brother, I will”

“And us…what about us?”

“Well at present it’s business as usual…we’re just a good old husband and wife”

“No separations…no divorces….nothing” I asked

“Nope…not as far as I’m concerned…I’m quite happy with things as they are” 

All conversation on our future was blocked and non committal. I was wasting my time with him. I could not understand why he had asked me to return and start over afresh. He was a different person…not the Mike I remembered from the past…had my leaving him been the cause. I knew what I had to do and I’d start first thing in the morning.

“I’m joining the Book Club” I said to Molly when she came for morning coffee.

“You’re what…I thought you had squashed that idea” she replied.

“Yeh well things change honey…not only I’m I going to join, I’m going to run it, I think they need a little help from a real pro…and I mean a real pro”

“Whow…what can I say…apart from count me in”.
The girls were only too happy to have me take over, as much as they had tried; they found they were a little out of their depth. It was all new to them and some were scared in case hubby found out.

I was able to vet most of the men, instinct and experience telling me who suited who. Getting to know which city official liked to stray and have a little fun with a good looking female helped, once you found one, it was an easy step to the next…then the next, word of mouth…being the thing. Discretion and trust being the key for all parties.

We had a good little business going. They liked the extra cash and with the experience they were getting good at the job. If Mike knew about it he didn’t seem to care and likewise I couldn’t care less whether he knew or not. There were calls from Aina from time to time and I think visits also. The colonel never accompanied her when she came, and she always stayed at a hotel when she did visit. I learned that she was his half sister. Same father…different mother…hence her lighter skin.
I guess we all thought everything was going to be one long summer and no winter, but it was obvious our little business had come to the attention of one of the local “Escort Agencies”. He was the equivalent to Tony Mariani, only a smaller fish than Tony. Ran a few girls but it was obvious we were doing some damage to his business. I didn’t realise one of the appointments I’d made for myself was the owner of this club, an Evan Maxwell. I should have known who he was. He was too knowledgeable, asked too many questions regard our little business. It was about a week later when he made his move. It was a move that would effect all our lives forever…we just didn’t realise it at the time.

He came to see me...him and a couple of his heavies.

“I want to take over you’re business Vicki…I want you and all your girls to work for me. I’ll give you a good percentage…not as much as you make now, but if you work a little harder, with a few more clients you’ll soon make up the deficit…it’s a good offer and you’ll have my protection as well”

“You must be joking…why the hell would we want to give away our little business…the girls are more than happy where they are…why work harder for the same money…you’re crazy” I said

He looked at me hard and long then said “Because you won’t like the alternative…that’s why” continuing his eye contact.

“I can ask the girl’s, but I know they, like me will say no”

“I hope you don’t come to that decision…I really do Vicki, I’ll want you’re answer by tomorrow…let’s go guy’s” he said, rose and left.

I sat staring out the window, pondering what he had just said, in particular the threat if we did not accept his offer…I didn’t like it…I was scared.

I called an emergency meeting, and told the girls what had happened and the threat if we did not accept. Obviously there was great concern that they would have to be a lot more active, with more men. More activity meant a greater risk of being found out. It was decided we would not accept his offer and maybe it was time to consider winding up the Book Club. I told them I did not think doing that would put Evan Maxwell off. He’d continue to try and persuade us to work for him.

“Well what is your answer…yes or no?” Maxwell asked the next day when he called back.
“We’ve decided not to join you…it’s our business and we don’t see why we should just hand it over to you Mr Maxwell”

A long pause followed then “Well I did try…but if you want to remain independent then I respect that decision”

I could not believe he was taking it so casually. I really thought threats would have followed.
“Ok Vicki I can only wish you and the lovely ladies all the best…no hard feelings eh”

Now I knew there was something wrong…a bit like when someone says “Trust me…” you know not to.

I told the girls what he had said and there was a sigh of relief all round. “I don’t trust him girls...he’s up to something…I don’t know what…I don’t think we’ve heard the last of Evan Maxwell”

“Oh you worry too much…we stood up to him and called his bluff…we won” said one of the girls.

“I wish I could believe that…I truly do” I replied, still concerned.

When it did happen, I could now kick myself. I should have seen it, but didn’t put it together. I mean we had never had a total booking for all of us at a similar time. Sure we’d had a couple or three, going to a motel for a couple or three guys, but all of us in the one morning and different motels or private addresses at slightly different times. It had never before happened. The only one not involved was Amy who was baby sitter for the day.

I’d arrived at the appointed time. It was a house in the suburbs, nice garden neat and tidy with white picket fence. The guy who answered the door seemed genuine. I had no reason to worry or think that anything was amiss.

“Oh come in my dear…please come in” he said, standing to one side and letting me past.

I remember little else, apart from being grabbed from behind, a chloroformed cloth pressed against my face…then total blackness.
*****************************************************************
I was slowly regaining consciousness; there was a thump, thump, thump ringing in my ears as I became fully conscious I realized it was the sound of a diesel engine in the back ground. It was hot stuffy and hard to breath. Two dull light bulbs hung from the bulk head. I became more aware that I was not alone then Molly was leaning over me.

“You alright honey” She asked

“Yes I think so” I managed to reply “Where are we”

“On board a ship…well away from help” 

“How did we get here I went to keep an appointment then….” I stopped right there. I remembered walking into the client’s house, his warm inviting smile then a hand from behind with a chloroformed cloth, oblivion, then here.

“Oh god…it was a set up wasn’t it…the same happened to you girls didn’t it”

“Yes I’m afraid so we all got called out at the same time…made it easy for them didn’t we” She said.

“Yes well we weren’t to know…it was Evan Maxwell wasn’t it”

“Well if I had to guess that’s who I’d say it was…it’s his pay back for not selling the business to him and then working for him”

“So what do you think he’s up to what’s his plan…he can’t keep us here forever can he”

“I don’t think he has any intention of keeping us here…he has something else worked out knowing him something more sinister” She said

We were all down here together Norma, Denise, Robyn, Ellen, Molly, Sandra, Tania and our newest girl Maria, Maria had joined us and had proved to be a great asset. There were other women as well but I did not know any of them.

“Who are the others I asked.

“Like us they all know Even Maxwell…that’s the connection and I think we all pissed him off”

We were indeed in the bowls of the ship a large steel storage space by the look of it, the dull light hardly reaching the far corners, leaving the area in shade.

“How long have I been here” I asked

“Not much after we arrived…you seem to be the last”

We talked amongst our selves trying to work out what was in store for us…one thing was certain Even Maxwell was behind it.

Suddenly the retainers that locked the door turned and the door opened, Even Maxwell stepped in a sardonic smile on his face.

“Well, well, well it’s so nice to see all you splendid gorgeous ladies together…getting to know each other are we”

“I guess you all know why you are here and the reason you are here…each and every one of you chose to cross me…I do not like to be crossed and now you are going to realise you’re mistake in doing so”

“Well what is it you want from us tell me” I asked

“Oh I don’t want you to do anything…you have already done it…nothing”

“I came to you in good faith offered you a brilliant deal and you turned me down…I don’t like to be turned down” He said

“So what now…what becomes of us” I asked followed by a chorus with the same question from the other girls.

“Oh that’s quite simple…I sold you to a dealer in Iran…you know far east…a long, long way from here, they just love western women over there, pay a fortune for you”

“Iran what’s out there for us” I asked knowing only too well the answer to the question.

“Well Vicki, contrary to belief they have brothels out there…so as you can see you will be doing the same job you were doing here…but I really don’t think the pay is as good…in fact I don’t think they pay you at all” He said laughing.

“You really should have taken my deal…I thought I was paying you a real good generous wage”

“It was our business why should we sell it and work for someone” I asked

“Because I said so and I wanted the business to compliment my others it was a straight take over that’s all”

There was silence as I thought it through.

“I suppose it’s too late to make a deal now” I asked

He laughed again. “Oh dear me yes Vicki…it’s all done and dusted nothing I can do about it now…the money has already changed hands…you’re someone else’s property I only came to wish you all bon voyage and I hope you all do well in your new home” His laughter ringing through the ship.

“You’ll never get away with this Maxwell…my husband will find out and track you down…you’ll never get away with it” I screamed at him.

He laughed even louder and said “Oh my dear I have already got away with it…you really don’t understand do you…your husband Mike was in on it. You sail at midnight…high tide you see best time…oh well must be going...maybe we’ll all catch up again…but somehow I don’t think so…toodle pip” and with that he turned laughing, and left the storage space, the clanging of the door ringing in our ears.

At midnight the sound of heavy diesels and dockside workers told us all we were about to sail…for where…well that we would find out when we arrived 

