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.
                       **************************

If you have not yet read part one of this story it may be beneficial if you did so.

I had my first glimpse of Stanford as we broke through the mountain ranges. There below in the distance was the city, the city that was soon to be my new home, the start of my new life. A coast line of golden beaches and palm trees, stretching forever. The harbour; full of yachts and boats, all enjoying the hot afternoon’s sun and breeze. The sun forming a glare on the oceans surface. An air flight leaving the runway as another circled ready to land.  

Stanford was a large bustling city. A city where it was said you could get anything you wanted…all you needed was money. It was a city well known for its casinos and frequented by gamblers…whether you enjoyed a small flutter or a real heavy bet, you could get it all at Stanford. “Entertainment Capitol” it catered for the tourist, whatever you wanted, whatever you craved for, you could have it…as long as you had money.
Brad’s hand gripped my thigh again, something he’d done quite a bit of during the last few days of driving. He turned to me and smiled. “It’s going to be ok honey…you’ll see, it’s a great place to bring up our kids” he said, continuing to grip and stroke my thigh.

I didn’t feel quite as enthusiastic as he did. I still brooded over what I’d done to Mike, my husband. I’d betrayed him…betrayed not being an adequate word to describe what I’d done to him. I was a slut a whore…and any other words that came to mind. I’d been so stupid…so naïve to think I was so bullet proof. Sally had warned me, warned me not to get too involved, too emotional over a client…and what had I done, I’d got too involved, too emotional. I’d thought of Brad as someone different, a lover perhaps, Brad had got the wrong idea and he in turn had fallen madly and jealously in love with me. I’d become an obsession to him, a must have at any cost obsession and now here I was paying the price…not only me but worst of all Mike, who did not deserve it…he was a good man.
By now he would have read the letter I’d left him. I just did not have the courage to tell him face to face, all the letter had said was, I was leaving him for another man, a man I was in love with and couldn’t bare to be without. It was only partly true. Well I’d made my bed and now I would have to sleep in it…start writing the new chapter to my life…but it still hurt.
I took hold of Brads hand and gave it a squeeze and smiled at him and said “I’m sure your right my dear…everything is going to work out just fine”

We entered Stanford to the noise of traffic and flashing neon signs, advertising their goods and services. None more so than the casino’s. Once through the main drag we turned right and skirted the rest of the business district, before entering the residential area. What I saw were houses similar to the house that Mike and I had bought, then pulling into one of the drives Brad said “Well honey we’re home…hope it meets with your approval” I couldn’t see how it would not…from the outside I was impressed. I’d worried myself all the way here, wondering what sort of home I was coming to, after all I was leaving a very new and very comfortable home behind me. I guess I need not have worried.
“The kids are going to love living here…don’t you think” he was referring to the children he and I were going to have. He’d stopped me from taking my birth control some days before and every time we fucked, he’d planted his seed…it was only a matter of time, in fact there was a good chance I was already pregnant. 

He unlocked the door and deposited my two suitcases on the floor, two suitcases that contained my worldly possessions, the few possessions I’d taken with me when I’d left Mike.

I stood and surveyed my new home. I felt Brad’s arms around my waist, holding me tight, pressing himself against my bum, letting me know he was hard and eager. He stroked my stomach and said “Do you think our little one is in there yet honey” his lips kissing the back of my neck. “Let’s plant some more seed eh” he said. His hand now moving down, rubbing and groping between my thighs. “Oh Brad I don’t think….” He shut me off. “Shhhh honey…just relax…the more we fuck the more chances of you getting pregnant…you do want to get pregnant…you do want my child don’t you”
“Yes of course…”

“Well come on lets do it…lets christen your home coming” he said and then lifted me up, sweeping me off my feet and carried me to the bedroom.

It was one of lust and urgency as he flung me on the bed, and dived on top of me. His hands tugging and pulling my skirt up, over my thighs, around my waist. Next my knickers are being pulled down, roughly and with urgency, over my hips and around my knees. He fumbled with the zip on his fly. I hear the purr of the zip, more fumbling, more shuffling as he takes out his hard cock. I can feel its warmth and hardness between my thighs as he searches for my pussy entrance. Then as he forces my legs apart, “Ohhhh…god….Brad” I gasp as he enters me. His thrusts are deep fast and urgent as he fucks me, his ass rising and falling, thrusting, thrusting, thrusting. This is lust, pure and simple. “Yes…oh yes…oh yes” he keeps murmuring in my ear, as he races toward his orgasm. This was not to be one of our long love sessions, within five minutes he was shouting, telling me he was cuming.
“This is it…this is it…oh…ohhh…ohhhhh!” he gasps and all motion stops as the orgasm hits. His cock spewing his warm seed into me, his tadpoles already racing to fertilize my eggs.

Nothing was said, we just lay there connected by his penis, he was waiting for the swelling to abate, before withdrawing, tucking it back in his pants and doing up the zip.

“Well that’s our first one my love…there’s going to be many, many more…I assure you…come on let me show you you’re new home” he said and waited for me to rise from the bed.

Our first love affair in my new home had been, brutal, intense. I had felt no satisfaction in it. It only added to my own despair at what I had done to Mike. Right now I needed love, reassurance that my future with Brad was going to be good…loving and our children could be brought up in a loving environment.

Things did settle down, and as time passed; I accepted the situation I’d brought upon myself. My thoughts though, still went back to Mike and I wondered how he was coping and if he had now got me out of his system and had perhaps found another woman to love, although I would think he would be finding it difficult to trust another woman after what I’d put him through. I gave up all hope of ever seeing Mike again and concentrated on the present and the future, what was done, was done. As time progressed I gave less and less thought to Mike…but not totally forgotten, there was and always would be a place in my heart for him
I now focused on the present. All considered, Brad and I got on well. Life was good between him and me, although I never really knew what his work was; whatever he did, income seemed to be plentiful and bought us what we wanted in life. Stanford was an exciting city to live in. Brad and I fucked long and hard, sex between us was great, real great. I never had any complaints in that department and he continued to inject me with his sperm, his seed. We both thought by now I would be pregnant…but no it wasn’t happening…something was wrong and our planned family wasn’t going to be…well not as quickly as we thought. I made new friends both male and female. Brads friends were surprised he had settled down, they’d been on to him for years to find a woman and settle. He never divulged how we had really met and I did not enlighten them either.
It was about now that things started to change somewhat. I think it was the disappointment that I or he, or both, could not produce the child he so desperately wanted. He started to drink more and I could not help but notice he had taken to gambling. Friends who had known him for years told me he’d had a gambling problem before but had managed to climb out of it. Well now he was receding back into his old habits. It did not matter how much sex we had, or how much sperm he injected, it wasn’t happening and the more we tried and the failure for me to produce a child made things worse. We were on a crash course for disaster. He seemed more argumentative and morose, especially when he drank, which was now most of the time. Visiting the casinos was becoming part of our life and I watched as he slowly lost more and more money. Add this to the other woes; it was starting to become unbearable.

His favourite Casino was the Cabaña, owned and operated by Tony Mariani, a well known hood, and just as well known to be ruthless with anyone who apposed him or owed him money…he had and used methods to persuade said people to change their opinion or find the money owing. 
Brad played all the gambling games, but it was cards he enjoyed the most, thought he was number one at it. It was at one of the private card games that I got to meet Tony Mariani. Oh he had charm, lots and lots of charm and his good looks always seemed to manage to win people over. I mean how could such a good looking guy with all this charm be such a crook, nah it just didn’t add up. All the towns’ dignitaries and indeed the countries celebrities would frequent the Cabaña when visiting Stanford City. I could feel his eyes burning into me every time Brad played cards with him and his invited guests. He was real brazen about it. If I caught him staring at me he would just smile, wink and raze his glass at me. Whenever I talked to him, his eyes never went above my breasts, and I wondered if he would be able to recognize my face if ever asked to describe me, he knew I was blond…well that was a start. I knew only too well what was going on in that mind of his. I also knew what he thought about me, gave him an erection…and what he would love to do with that erection. Or rather what he would like me to do with his erection.
These “special games” were always held at Tony’s private residence, a residence that shouted money and affluence, beyond anything that Brad and I could afford, in fact beyond the reach of most people…it was deemed an honour to be invited to such card games. A security wall encircled the property and all it contained. Iron gates security controlled. His own specially chosen guards and guard dogs to patrol at night…security was tight to say the least.

The interior was sumptuous, from walking into the massive entrance hall, the two staircases winding upward either side, marble, granite, wrought iron everywhere, this house had everything, bedrooms, bathrooms a room just about for every occasion. Then there was the swimming pool and being set on the river there was a birth for his boat, a boat that seemed to me about the size of the Queen Mary, Elizabeth or whatever big ship…it was huge, and more accommodation on it than most families had for a home. Such was the wealth of this man, I, like others knew only too well where his money came from…very little of it earned legitimately. This was the guy that Brad had got involved with…well got us involved with
Brad was slowly losing money to him, it was all adding up, sometimes he won, but mainly he lost, and the debt became bigger and bigger, with the passing of time. Then came the time when Tony Mariani sent his heavy brigade to…how should I put it…have a little chat with Brad.
After they had gone I could see Brad was a worried man, pale and drawn. I pressed him for an answer, he refused at first, then broke down and told me he owed Tony money…lots of money…Tony had let Brad continually borrow cash from him, at high interest…loan sharks always lent at high interest. Brad always thought he could control the situation, win the money back that he owed, but then all gamblers thought that…the next bet was always the big one…or the next…or the next…just keep borrowing, just keep gambling, it had to come right one day, well one day was now here…time to pay the piper. This piper was Tony Mariani…not the best or most understanding of pipers.
“I just don’t know what to do…who to turn to for the money…I’m done for…really done for” He said

“What about the house…there must be someone who would lend against the security of the house” I asked

He laughed, “The house is already mortgaged up to the hilt on other investments, investments that will pay off eventually but not now, not this week…god what am I going to do” he said, almost in tears.
“How much…how much do you owe” I asked

“Fifty grand…fifty grand I don’t have…and can’t get…hell I’m done for” he said again

“What will he do…what can he do” I asked

“Make an example of me…like take a piece of me…if I’m lucky…or my life if I’m not…either way it sends a message”

“What do you mean when you say take a piece of you?”

“Huh…a few fingers…or a hand…I’ve heard he gives you a choice…right or left”

“He wouldn’t…not really”

“Sweetheart you really don’t know this guy do you, I’ve seen some of his results before…he means it ok, don’t you worry about that” he said and sunk back in despair.

Seeing him like this, had me worried also.

“What can we do…what can I do?” I asked

“There’s nothing either of us can do...it’s not you he’s after it’s me”

Brad had been given until the week-end to find the cash. We’d thought about making a break for it, just up and off, but we both knew sooner or later he would catch up with us, and right now it was a good bet he was having every move we made monitored.
Then on Friday, there seemed to be a glimmer of hope. An invitation came from Tony Mariani, saying that he would extend another ten grand cash on his loan…to give him a chance to win back some of his losses.

“We’ve got to go honey…it’s our last chance…I may as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb…if I lose I’m no worse off…if I win…well I’m out of this mess and I swear, I’ll never gamble another cent…not one cent”

I was going to reason with him not to do it, but the more I thought about it, I just could not come up with an alternative answer to his problem.

Even his card games were sumptuous affairs. No back room gambling here, the food and drink he laid on would keep a normal person for months, dress was pretty formal. Brad had a black suit and bow tie, whilst I had a black low cut dress with straps, short but not too short. I knew Tony Mariani would love to ogle my cleavage in this little number, longing to get his hands on my tits, if I could do nothing else I was going to tease him, let him get all hard, watching me.
Whilst Brad and the hard core gamblers played I wondered around the house. I was just taken in with all this luxury. I also noticed I was the only female there. After two wines I ambled back to where the action was. I stood near and behind Brad, I could see the hands he was being dealt, but I knew nothing about cards. I knew how to play snap and that was the sum total of my expertise. He seemed to be down on the chips he had started with, which gave a good indication that things were not going too well. Then things took a turn for the better. He’d made the sixty grand back. I wanted to tell him to quit, pay off his debt and let’s get the hell out of here. No, he had to keep going, he was on a roll as they say, and he wanted more money than the sixty grand owing. He could do it…or so he thought.
Then I saw the tide turn and the winnings started to go in the other direction…down. It was now into early morning. I was getting tired and wanted to leave, go home.

“Well Brad it looks like you’re on a losing streak, almost out of money, tut, tut, too bad…I did give you the chance to square things away…didn’t I” Mariani said

He was right Brad could have bailed out hours ago and left with a clean slate…but no he had to continue until he now had almost nothing.

There was enough for one more hand…one more deal of the cards. I may not know cards but the hand he was holding, seemed good, real good as he made his bet. The thing was it seemed the others had good hands as well as the stakes kept going higher and higher. One by one they dropped out, folded, it was just Brad and Mariani. Mariani took a long drag from his cigar and studied Brad. “Well fella it’s just you and me eh” he said, his eyes looking for some give away sign that Brad may be bluffing.
“Lets make it interesting…let’s raze the stakes a little…another five grand eh…what do you say fella”

I saw Brads face turn a paler shade of gray. “I don’t have that sort of money Tony and you know it” he said staring straight at Mariani.

Again Mariani lay back in his chair and studied Brad for a while, then turned his attention to me. A hungry look in his eyes. It was akin to a wolf eyeing its prey before making its move.

Another long drag of his cigar, all eyes and attention on Mariani as he ran his plan through his mind again.

“I tell you what Brad…you can use that beautiful woman of yours as collateral. If you win you walk out of here a debt free man…but then if I win, I get your woman…think about it Brad…debt free…what do you say”
“It’s not what he says, its what I say that counts Mr Mariani…I’m not up for collateral….find something else” I replied, furious at the proposal.

“I’m sorry to hear that honey…Vicki isn’t it”

“Yes” I retorted back at him, still angry at the suggestion.

“Well I’m so sorry to hear you say that Vicki…it’s obvious that Brad can’t make the bet…he has no more money and he now owes me sixty thousand dollars, I know he can’t pay back” he said, another long puff ant his cigar and a drink from his whiskey glass.

“I guess its time for all payments to be made” He said after a lengthy pause. “Arnie you know what to do” he said turning to one of his body guards

Brad turned to me, his ashen face and worried brow said it all…he was scared…real scared…as was I.

The other players all looked at one another, then quickly got up from their chairs and scurried away; leaving only Brad and I with Mariani and his other body guard…Max.

“Wha…what are you going to do” I stammered, looking pleadingly at Mariani

“I’m going to take sixty grand’s worth of Brad, and send a message at the same time…that’s what I’m about to do” He replied. With that Arnie returned with a meat clever in hand.

“Oh god no…no, you can’t…you wouldn’t…you’re…you’re….” I gabbled my mouth dry, stomach churning.

“Take hold of his arm boys…place it on the card table”

Brad was pleading with them…promising he’d get the money from somewhere…just a few more days…he’d get it.

“Too late Brad…you knew the rules…when you took the loan…ok Max proceed”

They’d spread and held Brads arm on the table, the idea was to sever his hand at the wrist. Oh god I thought I was about to faint.

I watched as Max brought the clever high over his head, he looked toward Mariani for the go ahead. Then the nod, and the clever swung downward.
“NO…NO…NO…I’LL DO IT….I’ll DO IT” I screamed as loud as I could.

I heard the thud as the clever, sliced into the table only centimeters from Brad’s wrist.

I looked at Mariani and now in a subdued tone repeated “I’ll do it”

A satisfied smile spread across Mariani’s face. “Just in time little lady…just in time…give me a pen and a piece of paper someone”

Max brought forth the paper and pen, handing it to Mariani. He in turn scribbled “I Vicki do put myself up for collateral as part of Brads gambling debt”, in large print, having me sign it and then throwing it into the pot.

“There you go Brad…now you can see me” He said, with that wolfish look in his eye.
Brad sprawled his cards out in front of him…satisfied he had the winning hand.

“Oh well what can I say Brad” said Mariani “That sure is one hell of a hand” I thought for a moment we had won through…we had made it…then…Mariani said “Looks like I have one very sexy, beautiful woman” and spread his winning hand for all to see.

Brad and I stared in stunned silence at the cards that lay on the table, I couldn’t believe it, a card game, I just been won in a bloody card game. Brads shoulders sagged more in relief, than defeat. He was off the hook, debt free. He owed Mariani zilch…nothing, he could start all over, but me I’d given myself to Mariani
“Here Brad take this grand…try your luck…you can take whatever you win…but not the little lady…she’s mine” He said, giving me one of his charming smiles.

“Now honey come over here” He said beckoning me with his finger. I moved around the table and as I approached, he slapped his knee and said. “Here…sit on my knee…bring me some luck”

His arm slid around my waist as I sat on his lap, his mouth kissed my neck and ear.

“Mmmmm…you feel and smell good honey…real good” His hand moving to my breast, squeezing it. “Oh, ho, sweetheart they feel so good as well…I’m gona love playing with them…I can almost taste them now” He said, looking at Brad, relishing in the knowledge he was tormenting him with his actions.

He reached for the Cuban Cohiba Lanceros cigar on the table beside him, then lighting it inhaled, blew out the smoke and with a satisfied smile, downed his scotch. “Here honey go get me another scotch from over there” he said, indicating where the decanter stood. “Then come back and sit on my knee again” continuing to grin at Brad like the proverbial Cheshire.

“Now let’s play cards”

I returned with his drink and slipped onto his lap. His hand taking up residence where it had been before. Brad watched, anger seething inside him as he saw Mariani squeeze and fondle my tits.

Mariani viewed his cards with satisfaction, throwing money into the middle, his hand now free; fell on my thigh, working up my skirt, my thigh, under my panties, fingering my pussy. His mouth close to my ear he whispered “Oh honey that feels real good, warm and wet, the way it should be. I’m gona enjoy being in there later tonight” then he raised the stakes.

I continued to sit on his knee, his hands roaming freely over my private, intimate places and filling Mariani’s glass when asked to do so. Brads pile of money slowly dwindled to nothing once again. I thought to myself Brad its time you gave up playing cards.   

It was all over, money all gone players all gone. Only Brad now left, he also preparing to leave.

“Let us see you out my friend” Mariani said, his arm around my waist as we walked Brad to the exit. Arnie held the door open for him. He stopped just short of leaving, turned toward us and addressed Mariani. “She also takes it up the ass as well…just thought you should know” he turned and left.
“Glad to know that Brad my friend” Mariani replied, his hand slipping to my bum, squeezing and massaging my buttock.

“Lock up and make sure all is secure fella’s” Mariani addressed his two security guards. “Tell cook we may be a tad late in rising in the morning…Vicki and I are going to be busy for a while” he said smiling. Max and Arnie knew exactly what he meant, broad grins evident on their faces.

Mariani took my hand and led me up the broad curved staircase, I was unsure as to how and what my part in all this was, I realised that we were headed for the bedroom and I was expected to favour Mariani with some loving bedroom fun…but for how long?

“How long are you going to keep me here Mr Mariani?” I asked

He looked at me and laughed. “Oh my dear…you don’t get it do you…Brad realised it…he knows he’s never going to see you again…you’re my woman now…I won you fair and square”. It was now sinking in fast…I’d just been traded off to this man…Brad used me as collateral in a bet…to Mariani I was sixty thousand dollars on hi heels.
“Look sweetheart I think from now on you should call me Tony…I mean Mr is just a tad too formal, don’t you think…after tonight we’re going to know a lot more about each other…a lot more” He said guiding me into his bedroom.
Tony Mariani was about fifteen to twenty years older than I; which would put him around thirty five to forty. He’d kept his good looks, and his hair now tinged with grey, suited him. I could see why woman fell for him…after all he had, good looks, plenty of charm…and of course and abundance of money…his many assets said all that…it would seem he had just acquired another asset…me.

There was nothing small or squalid about his bedroom, in fact there was nothing small or squalid about any room in the house…perhaps the word palace was more apt a description. The bed was the biggest I’d ever seen, made a wonderful playground. 

The lighting was set on soft, warm and cozy. He came to me and placed his arms around my waist, holding me tight, pressing against me, that charming smile of his as he gazed into my eyes.

“God Vicki, but you’re one beautiful woman. I wanted you the first time I clapped eyes on you…Brad was a fool to let you go…I’m sure he is sure going to miss you” his hands now slipping to my bum, squeezing my buttocks and making sure I could feel his hard erection as he pressed it against me. 

With expert hands, he carefully undid the zip on the back of my dress, slipping the straps over my shoulders, letting it float to the floor, and then gazed upon the prize he so profoundly desired and lusted for.

“Oh my god” he whispered and his hands once more slid to my bum, squeezing, massaging, all the time pressing his erection against me. With one hand continuing to massage and play with my firm, smooth, rounded buttocks, the other with expert precision undid my bra, releasing my breasts. A warm hand now touching, cupping, fondling them, finger and thumb teasing my nipple.
“Mmmmm…oh my god Vicki…you’re so good to feel…to touch” he said, my breasts becoming firm as he did so. 

My panties were being pulled down, over my hips, around my knees, falling to the floor, where I quickly stepped out of them. A warm, excited hand between my legs, feeling, searching for my entrance. I was wet and waiting, my legs parting a little as his finger slid inside, accompanied by a satisfied sigh. “Oh god that feels so good” I was placed gently on the bed, to await my new master.

              ***                          ***                           ***

Tony’s gaze was centered on the naked form of Vicki, as she lay on the bed where he had just placed her. A wicked impish smile crossed his face. Never had he seen such beauty. The naked form lying before him, fired his passions, his desires. “God she looks good…what a body…a body that belongs to me…and that wonderful pussy of hers…god I’m gona love fucking her, oh that beautiful smiling face…with full blooded lips…lips that were made to be kissed…she doesn’t even know what she does to a man. Turns him into a raging, lustful animal. She’ll be the best investment I’ve ever made…yes fucking her is going to be so delicious…after all what’s the point in owning a stable full of whores if you can’t indulge yourself with one, now and again, her pussy lips now all pink, wet and open, a flower ready to be plucked or should the word be fucked…she’s trying so hard to resist me…but she can’t, she’s ready for me now” such were his thoughts as his eyes continued to rake her body.

Slowly, deliberately he undresses, he wanted her to wait and wonder. He smiled at her, one of his charming smiles, she in turn, returns a nervous smile, as she waits for him to undress and come to her.

He kicks of his shoes and removes his socks, then his crisp clean white shirt, slipping out of it and discarding it. The belt on his trousers, the zip on his fly, he lets them drop to the floor, steps away from them, the bulge in his underpants now apparent, once they are removed he stands before her, displaying it like some great weapon for her to view and admire. A look of shock, tinged with anticipated excitement on her face.
“Hmmmm yes honey, it’s all yours…yours to enjoy” he says, slowly stroking the shaft as he made his way to join her on the bed. The bed depresses under his weight…and then its two warm naked bodies entwined.  

His hand reaches for her bum…god how he loves to touch it…play with it…stroke it. Then up over her stomach, her skin and flesh warm and inviting to the touch, a soft quiet moan escapes her lips. The hand cups the firm breast, squeezes, massages and kneads it. His warm mouth opens and suckles the nipple like a hungry child wanting to be fed. Oh god she feels so good. I’ve never felt this hard or so big in a long time…this woman is so good. Thinking to himself again. Her sighs and moans becoming louder with each tender touch of his hands and fingers. She loves what he’s doing to her. If she had any resistance or resentment toward this man it was crumbling, and crumbling fast. Her ice cold reticence melting like ice or snow in the heat of the sun. Tony’s mouth now at her neck, biting and sucking at the soft tissue, like a vampire, leaving her skin with a large bruise, a love bight…one of many she would have before the session was over. His lips on her lips…lips meant for kissing…again she tries hard to resist and counter the passion that Tony feels for her…but she knows she is slowly loosing the battle. Once again his mouth moves down her body, over her breasts, kissing sucking at them, down over her smooth flat stomach, his hand presses between her legs, she instinctively opens up a little, fingers exploring, delving. All the time his mouth is moving downward. She sighs and moans again continuing to thaw as she enjoys the feel of his hands, fingers and mouth.
He places her legs over his shoulders, and kisses her warm, soft silk like thigh, up over the top part of her pussy, so near to it but not touching it, he delights in the smell and taste of her body, now the other thigh, gentle kissing, then suddenly he is upon the wet slit, mouth sucking, tongue delving, licking. He loves the taste of her honey, as he feeds hungrily on here pussy. She screams, unable to resist the feelings that raged through her body. Her thighs clamping Tony’s head tight, not wanting him to stop or escape…the battle was over…victory was his. Her hands pulled and tugged at his hair, wanting his mouth to do more, his tongue to delve deeper, as she moaned and sighed…then her body shivered as the orgasm hit.
His feeding frenzy over, he brakes free. Now for the final part, the part he has waited for oh so long…the time to fuck her. He smiles at her, and this time he is rewarded with a magnificent smile and a deep sigh from her, she knows what happens next, as she reaches for his hard penis and guides him in. Her legs are wide apart like a large capitol M, he’s cradled between them, his ass rising up and down as he thrusts into her. Long meaningful thrusts…deep penetration, his cock now wet with her own juices. Her sighs and moans tells him the ice has melted, she has totally capitulated…she is his.
“Oh Vicki…Vicki…you love this don’t you?” He whispers
 “Mmmmm…yes…yes…I do” She softly sighs.

“You’re my woman now Vicki…you realise that don’t you”

“Mmmmm…yes….yes I do”

“You want to be my woman…don’t you”

Again the sigh and the answer he wanted to hear “Mmmmm…yes I do…I want to be your woman….I am your woman”

As Max passes the bed room he hears Vicki’s screams of delight. He smiles to himself, knowing his boss is thrusting into her. Some guys have all the luck, he thinks to himself as he continues checking all is secure through out the house.
Tony’s thrusts are now faster, Vicki’s screams loader as they head toward the finale. Then one final deep thrust and it’s all over. Tony’s cock swelling, throbbing, spewing copious amounts of cum, cum he had stored for this very occasion. 

Both have drunk the final dregs of their torrid love making. They lie entwined in each others arms totally satisfied, but exhausted. After such an exhausting night both mentally and physically, sleep comes quickly and easily in the early hours of the morning.

                       ***                     ***                 ***

When I awoke, the sun was well and truly up and streaming through the bedroom windows accompanied by the everyday sounds of life and activity, the smiling face of Tony Mariani looking down at me. His arm around my waist.
 
”Hey…how’s my woman this morning” He asked
Now it was all coming back to me, our love making, the uncontrollable feelings he gave me and I remember telling him I’d be his woman.

“Oh…I’m fine…just fine” I replied, still half asleep. He rolled on top of me, his hard erection, forcing its way between my legs, then forcing my legs apart and entering me again. Half an hour later he’d finished, I watched his naked form as he made his way to the shower. My life had changed yet again. I recalled what he had said last night; I’d never see Brad again…I never did. I was now Tony Mariani’s woman.

He was a very generous man…to those he wanted to be, friends and loyal allies. To others he was just as ruthless and cruel and would stop at nothing to get what he wanted…which was money and power…and he certainly had a super abundance of that.
He showered me with anything and everything I wanted, Gucci clothing…nothing but the best. I shopped and bought whatever took my fancy, never having to ask the price on the label. I drove the very latest Mercedes sports, courtesy the local dealer. Like Tony, I now had a new power and money to spend.

The papers had my face and Tony’s spread across the pages as I accompanied him wherever we went. I learnt when to make myself scarce and when to be seen with him. The whole world knew I was Tony Mariani’s woman. Meetings and parties were a weekly thing. City and business dignitaries, senators and government officials, they were all part of the scene. Senator Grieves being one of them, always seeking me out, his hands finding one of my firm buttocks to squeeze, his eyes always focused on my breasts. His wife was so charming and friendly, I continually tried to dissuade his attentions, but at the same time knew Tony wanted him on his side…I was on no account to disgruntle the old guy…encourage him in fact, that was his instructions.   

There was little for me to do, except spend money, work on my sun tan and have a good time.

We’d cruised on board his motor yacht Barracuda, many times over the past months...finding and exploring the islands and coves that abounded along the coast. Boasting seven state rooms and powered by twin Caterpillar diesels it was a very impressive boat, it was luxury epitomized and Tony’s pride and joy. He relished in the trips he took on board her, along with entertaining and impressing his friends.

We’d cast off early, and made for the open sea. Today we had the senator accompanied by other dignitaries, along with Elisha, Shona and Crystal…three of the girls who worked for Tony. Needless to say the food and drink was in abundance and the lunch which was set on the after deck under the sun canopy was par excellent, salmon with a crisp salad and plenty of good wine. Sitting next to the senator, I’d had a constant battle to repel his wandering hand which continually stroked and felt my thigh. Being dressed in only a bikini, displaying my abundant assets, had only helped to fuel his lusts and desires. Lunch finished, we sat and enjoyed more wine, the men a fine brandy and the smell of cigars permeated the air. First Crystal, then Elisha and finally Shona vanished below decks, each accompanied by a male dignitary. A rocket scientist you did not need to be, to know the reason why. Tony summoned me to accompany him below and I followed him to out personal suit.
“Look Vicki, when I leave here, the senator is going to pay you a visit…I want you to be nice to him…real nice…you know what I mean” He said.

I stared at him in disbelief at the implication.

“You mean you want me to have sex with him…is that it…is that what you mean Tony?”

“That’s exactly what I mean…what you do here this afternoon could make the difference to me getting a big contract or not getting it…he has specifically asked for you, and you alone”

My look must have said it all.

“Awe come on woman, you must have known I was going to ask you to get involved one day…hell I paid enough to own you and I’ve given you everything you’ve wished for…now its time to go to work…it’s not that you haven’t done it before, Brad gave me the low down on you”
He was right of course, I had known that one day he would be asking me to come across for him; I’m surprised he hadn’t asked me before.

 “This will be your contribution to the business…our business…we need this contract” he said.

I looked and listened to him for a while, then eventually said “Ok…ok send him in…I’ll take care of him”

“Good girl…remember, nice…very nice” He said, smiling and winking, then left.

I sat on the edge of the bed, deep in thought. It was like the days of the Book Club, when I waited the arrival of a client back then, only this client was far more important and influential. I could see and understand why the yacht had been brought out here and anchored where it was, away from the prying eyes of the paparazzi. To all intents and purposes it was just another day out for Tony Mariani, his girlfriend and their friends.
Apart for the gentle throb of the diesel generator the boat lay quietly at anchor. My thoughts were interrupted by the nock on the door, followed by the entry of the senator. A man now in his sixties, a full head of hair now grey, and portly around the middle, as the good life and lack of fitness took its toll. He was casually dressed, dressed for the occasion. Hawaiian style shirt unbuttoned, showing his barrel chest and overgrown stomach, also a pair of shorts and boat shoes.

“Hallo Vicki…this is indeed a pleasure…a pleasure I’ve looked forward to for a very long time” he said making his way toward me.

“It’s about time we got to know each other a little better…what do you say?” He said, slipping his arms around me.

I looked at his smiling face and said “Yes…of course senator why not?”

“Hmm now let’s forget the formal stuff eh…call me Eric…much more fitting, under the circumstances”
“Ok…Eric it is” I said giving him my warmest smile.

Being dressed only in a bikini, there was little to take off and his continuous attention and admiring glances had not gone unnoticed all the time we’d been on deck.

He held me tight for a moment, and then his hands moved to my bum, under my bikini briefs feeling and squeeze my buttocks. He then pulled my briefs over my hips and down to my thighs. Gravity did the rest and I let them fall freely to the deck. His touching and groping of my body gave him an erection, which he pressed against me, the thin material of his shorts did nothing to hide or contain it. His kissing was a little clumsy as he pressed his mouth to mine, his hands now fumbling with my bikini top, once it had been removed, he stared transfixed at my naked body, his lustful eyes taking in every inch, every curve.
“Oh Vicki…Vicki” he purred, then breath hissing outward through clenched teeth.

“God you’re the most desirous woman I’ve ever seen…it took quite a bit of persuasion to get Tony to let me have you…but you’re going to be worth it…I have the feeling we’re going to be good friends…real good friends” he said, his mouth once again on my mouth. 

He pushed me backwards, both of us falling on the bed, he on top of me. It was just as well the mattress was thick and soft to cushion the fall. The senator was no light weight as his body fell on mine. He fumbled, struggled and shuffled to remove his shorts and kicking off his shoes. I now felt the warm hard shaft of his cock, pressed against my stomach. I bent my knees and spread my legs to form a cradle for him to lie between, then reached for the hard shaft, grasping it; I gave a gasp of delight at its sheer size.
He just laughed “Impressive…ain’t it…not bad for an old guy eh…the wife still enjoys it…sired three sons and two daughters has that” he said proudly “I’d love to sire a child or two with you my beauty…I could give you some fine children…yes mighty fine children” still smiling. 

I guided the monster between my thighs; the senator could feel the tip of his cock enter my warm wet, inviting pussy. “Ohhh yes” he purred and with that pushed and thrust inside me, his ass immediately starting to rise and fall. Thrust, thrust, thrust, thrust a nice steady easy rhythm. “Oh yes my dear, I could easily and willingly give you children” he said continuing to hump up and down between my thighs, his cock thrusting into my pussy, time after time after time. The euphoric feeling he was receiving was beyond belief.
“Oh Eric…oh Eric….” I sighed as I started to feel the wonderment of his cock sliding in and out  

My own enjoyment of the moment was met by his own as he too groaned with each and every inward thrust. “Uh…uh…uh….uh” The joyous, union lasted about fifteen minutes, then the senator could no longer hold back, as his cock unloaded the frustrations he had harbored for this woman for so long. One final deep thrust and it was all over…for the present.
He lay next to me, holding me close, telling me how wonderful it had been. I in turn told him what I knew he wanted to hear, and how good it had been also. As we lay there we heard the clanking of the anchor being hauled up…we were about to move on…as indeed was the day, before we arrived back at our wharf, the senator had mounted me one more time and one more time impregnated me with his sperm.
This of course was not to be the end, but only the beginning for me and the men I was about to service. Meetings with the senator, like most others were carried out with discretion. The limousine picking me up, driving to the back of whichever hotel or meeting place, then being ushered in the back entrance, up to his room via the service elevator, and then the reverse in the early hours before dawn, making sure no prying eyes saw us together. The senator was now one of my many special clients. Clients from different parts of the globe. Saudi Arabia, Africa, Asia anywhere, where a man who wanted to purchase a high class prostitute, at a high price…I was available for them.
Tony seemed unfazed that I was being fucked by so many other men. It was after all just business and I continued sharing his bed. I was after all, helping him bring in more and more revenue, something he reveled in. 
I looked back over the four years I’d been with him. I had indeed been a good purchase or investment for him. I’d repaid the sixty thousand dollars many, many times over and it was conceivable I would repay it many times again in the future. It wasn’t only the money they paid for me, but the many promised contracts that went with it…we’re talking millions of dollars…oh yes I’d been a very good investment for him.
I knew in time I would have to move over for another, younger model. I had made provision for that day, by carefully stashing a little bit here and a little bit there, so that even now I was quite a wealthy woman. I thought how lucky I was, not having to pound some pavement, night after night, down town waggling my ass, to entice some guy for sex, then going to some back alley or car park, and receiving a pittance for my efforts.

I’d often thought about Mike and how he was getting on and what he was doing. I’d never received any notification for a divorce, and wondered if he had a new girl in his life. My life for the future looked pretty much the same as it had been for the past four years. Tony Mariani and servicing more clients for him. Life hadn’t been too bad for me. Tony was pretty good to me…treated me well, and I think he did love me in his own inimitable way. I’d grown very fond of him, but had not come to love him…not in the same way I had…and dare I say still loved Mike. I wondered how our lives would have been if I had not been so stupid with Brad. Brad had moved on just a month or so after he had lost me to Tony. I’d driven by the neighborhood and seen the Century 21 for sale sign on the front lawn…there was no sign of Brad….where he went I do not know…I cared even less. Mike seemed to be on my mind more and more these days and I lamented the fact that I could not change things back to the past, back to where we used to be…who knows maybe we would have had a family right now. There was little prospect of Tony and I having a family…with Tony it was business as usual…oh well.
                     ***                             ***                   ***

I’d been mingling with the patrons at the casino. Gerry and Ollie a couple of older guys, who loved flirting with me…or any well curved female come to that, had just finished having their sly grope…when I heard a voice….a voice I had not heard for the past four and a half years…my heart started thumping and pounding in my chest, even before I turned around.

“Hi Vicki…how’s my wife doing these days?” It was Mike, looking tanned and fit as. His white teeth shining as he smiled at me. God he looked good….no he looked great

“Oh god…Mike….I….I…” I couldn’t say anything as I stared at him. I wanted to through my arms around him, hug him, kiss him.
“You don’t seem to have changed much…still as good as ever…life must have been good to you” He said

“I guess I’ve been fortunate” I replied, still lost for words, the shock of seeing him there still with me.

“Er…what brings you down here” I asked

“A holiday…and to look my wife up…see how she is”

“Then I take it we’re still married…no divorce”

“No…not by me…I guess I still loved you and hoped one day you would return…but alas it would seem not”

I felt an arm around my waist as Tony sidled up to me.

“Hi honey…who’s ya friend” He asked, looking in the direction of Mike.

“This is my husband Mike…Mike this is Tony Mariani” I said, introducing them.

“Ah…the long lost husband…nice to meet you Mike” Tony said, holding me tighter, making sure Mike was getting the message.
“Yeh…thought it was about time I looked my wife up” Mike replied, acid in his tone.

“Hm…don’t forget you’ve got the Saudi government official coming to see you” Tony said, making sure Mike got the meaning of it. Then kissing me on the cheek, he turned and left saying “Nice to have met you Mike…must catch up for a drink sometime”

“You’re boyfriend doesn’t seem too pleased to see me” Mike said.

“He’s being protective…it’s a territory thing…sees you as a possible threat”

“Could I be” he asked

I considered the question. “I don’t know…maybe” I replied.

“Can we meet and talk sometime…somewhere neutral”

“Sure…there’s a nice little coffee shop on Hinton Ave…The Sugar Plum Café…I’ll meet you there…one hour”

“I thought you had a….client to meet” he said

“That was Tony’s way of letting you know, what I do…there is no client…see you in an hour” I said and I watched as he left the casino.

When the time came, I made my way out the back door, away from the overhead cameras, picked up my car and headed for the Sugar Plum Café.
I’d not long ordered a latte, when Mike walked in. It was like old times seeing him there. My heart pounding like a teenager in love. God he looked better than I’d ever remembered him. 

He ordered a coffee and joined me.

“Why did you come here Mike” I asked

He looked at me and said nothing for a moment, just studying me. “To find you, to see how you were getting on, to talk to you, to see how you feel about us…you and me…a thousand questions I guess”

“I know it won’t help matters, but I regret doing what I did to you and I guess sorry isn’t a good enough word…I’d deceived you and you didn’t deserve that…you’re a real good guy…we could have made something of our lives, if not for my stupidity…I did it partly to protect the other girls”

“Well you needn’t have bothered…shortly after the scheme was blown…Alison got caught out and blew the whistle on the rest…biggest scandal and blow up of marriages ever…there’s only Molly still there…her husband eventually got over it and they got back together…the rest…well they’re history”

“So why are you here now Mike…you must have a reason”

“I wanted to see if we could make it back together…you and me…start again”

I looked at him, pondering my next move.

“You know that can never be Mike…Tony Mariani just would not let it happen, even if I wanted it” I replied

“Do you want it…would you come back, if you had the chance…more important do you want to come back”

“Oh I’ve thought about it, long and hard…many…many times recently…but it’s just not possible. I mean look at me…take a good hard look…you know what I am…what I do for a living…I’m no longer the sweet innocent teenage girl you married a few years ago…I’m a whore…a high class whore. I’m good at my job and I don’t come cheap…I’m worth a lot of money to Tony…he isn’t going to just roll over and say goodbye darling, just like that”
“I know only too well what you do for a living…I read the press…I’ve seen your picture in the papers many times with Tony Mariani, and I know what his business is…I’m still asking you…would you come back if given the chance?”

I took a sip of coffee, looked at the passing traffic and the people scurrying to or from work…thinking over Mikes question. I’d thought long and hard about Mike in the past few months and had to admit I’d longed to return to the times when I was just plain Mrs Vicki Gilchrist, with a couple of children, hell at twenty five it wasn’t too late.

“Yes…yes I would…but I don’t see it happening…never in a million years”

“Leave that to me…I can take care of it…if you say you can leave all this behind…walk away from it…I can make it happen”

I just stared at him, trying to see if there were any hidden fish hooks or alternative agendas behind Mikes request…I’d never really know…and he would never tell me anyhow.

He took hold of both my hands, gently squeezing them. “If you really want this you have to trust me…now once again…do you want to return home…you know home, the place you left a few years ago”

Tears were already forming in my eyes, as I looked at Mike and nodded. “Yes…yes I do...but you’ll have to watch out for Tony…he can be dangerous…for both of us” 
His hands gripped mine tightly, a warm reassuring smile. “Please…you don’t have to worry about Mr Mariani…I can take care of it”

We continued to meet at the coffee shop for the next two days. Talking and planning our departure. Mike seemed supremely confident, I was more cautious, I knew Tony only too well. I couldn’t see him capitulating quite as easy as Mike thought.

We entered the casino together. I asked one of the girls to get Tony to join us. His face showed no pleasure at seeing Mike and I together, maybe he had worked out what the meeting was all about.

Mike wasted no time with small talk; he came straight to the point.

“I’m taking Vicki home…we’re leaving this afternoon…she’d not coming back” he said, looking directly into Tony’s eyes.

A wicked smile spread over his face. “To hell you are…there’s no way she’s leaving here…her work is far too important to me…if she leaves there’s a penalty to pay, and Vicki knows the penalty” he said, taking a drag from his cigar, blowing a stream of smoke skyward and sinking back in the chair.

There followed a long pause and I thought I was about to be dragged off, and Mike shown the door. Then Mike said. “Does the word EMBRIO…mean anything to you Tony?”

There was a long silence, I’d never seen Tony look so ashen, or so scared all the time I’d been with him. He glared at me, then Mike and said “Take your whore wife and get out of here…it’s time I found a new one anyhow” he rose, charged out, crashing into a couple of customers, barging them to one side.

I just watched in disbelief. “Hell…what did you say to him…what’s EMBRIO…what does it mean” I asked

Mike just smiled and said. “It doesn’t matter…Tony got the meaning…come on Mrs Gilchrist, let’s go”

We stopped at the fashion shop on the way to the airport to allow me to purchase something a little more comfortable to travel in…the last time I’d use Tony’s credit card, before he canceled it. My safe deposit box and money was ok where it was, that I could pick up any other time…and I waved goodbye to Stanford.

                               *****                    *******                    *******

I stood in the front room of our old house…my old house, looking through the window, the same window I’d watched and waited for the arrival of Brad. The old grandfather clock still doing its slow tick, tock. There was a certain stillness, a quietness I’d missed all these past years, a couple of kids played on the front lawn of a neighbours property. Mike approached me from behind, his arms slipping around my waist, his warm mouth, gently kissing the back of my neck. I felt goose bumps at his touch and kiss. 

“That’s what this home needs Vicki…a couple of kids…why don’t we start?”

I twisted around to face him, kissed his lips long and full. “I think that is a great idea…how about we start right now”
               *******                       *********                ************

The neighbourhood itself hadn’t changed much…only the inhabitants, the exception being Molly…all the other wives were new to me. I got to know them as the weeks and months passed. Instead of Sally being in charge of the wives club, it was a woman called Sandra…same type, took charge of everything…organized this….organized that. I, like Molly, just went along with it.

I’d just fed our daughter Louise and put her down; she was in a deep sleep. I sat on the edge of the bed, the same bed I’d entertained Brad and all those other guys a few years ago. Memories came flooding back, faces, a kaleidoscope of faces. Not only the faces of the men I’d entertained here, but the hundreds of faces from my time spent with Tony Mariani. I looked at the bedside table where I’d carefully laid out the first condom ready for use. Then all those other men who’d paid money for the privilege to use my body for their pleasure. Different nationalities. White, brown, black, some smiling, some serious, each body different in size and girth. The senator, chubby, or Colonel Andula, broad shouldered, muscular, and built like a Zulu warrior. His pearl white teeth when he smiled at me. The muscles of his ebony black ass, twitching, flexing, as it rose up and down, between my legs. Thrusting hard, thrusting deep My hands clutching and squeezing his buttocks at the same time, pulling him in, in as far as I could get him…feeling every inch of his magnificent cock. My moans, my screams, as I respond to his thrusting. God how I loved being fucked by him. Then there was Peter…oh yes Peter. He’d place his hard cock, only inches from my face. I’d see the blur of his hand as he furiously pumped the shaft. I’d wait and watch the slit and eye on the bulbous head as he did so, then a stream of warm, white fluid would burst from the end and splatter on my face, nose and mouth. Using his finger he would, scrape and scoop the fluid and feed it to me, telling me it was good for me. The continuous slap, slap, slap of flesh against flesh as they thrust into me.  Yes all the images from the past were there. I suddenly realised my panties were quite wet. I suppressed a moment of excitement as I went to answer the door bell.
It was Sandra and one of the other wives Tania. 

“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?’

