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   Married couple Trisha and Thomas Spencer lead a seemingly normal life. Both are professors of History and are well renowned for their research into the field of ancient arts. Behind the façade of normalcy however, they lead a life of wanton open sexuality, giving into their deepest urges of lewd and twisted adultery.   Also, influenced by their close friend Mark, a maverick of sorts, they have been sucked into the shady and murky world of underground black-market art collecting. One day when he brings them exciting new information about the possibility of laying their hands on an ancient and lost treasure, they are led on an adventure of epic proportions. An adventure with loads of hot and taboo sex!
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   Trisha turned the keys to the front door and hurried inside. Shutting the door behind her, she hung up her coat and gave her half-wet hair a shake. She had barely been able to avoid the rain which was now pouring down outside.  She walked along the corridor which opened to a vast space inside the house, with the living room and an open kitchen fused together. Putting her bag down on the kitchen counter, she let out a deep breath.  It had been a tiring day at the University; a long seminar she had to sit through and a series of lectures she had to give, had kept her very busy. Massaging the back of her neck, she walked over to the living room space and turned on the lights. As she stepped over to the huge glass windows she looked ahead at the rainy haze. Drops of  rain water clung on to the outside of the glass; she followed them, with her fingers, childishly, as they rolled down to the bottom. The watery haze outside held her in a trance. Thomas would be back home any moment now. He had called and told her that Mark had rung up; he would be coming over. She knew. Mark had called her too. Good. She hadn’t had good company in quite a while.  
 
   Breaking away from her reverie, she walked back towards the kitchen.  As she did she caught her reflection in one of the glass cases on the side wall. She studied the faint image staring back at her. Putting her hand on her hips, and standing on her toes, she did a girlish twirl, her long skirt whirling about her long legs. Satisfied with the result she smiled at herself. Not bad for thirty six. Not bad at all. She had always liked her own figure, but looking at herself now she felt confident. Much more so than what she was in her twenties. ‘Slim’ had given way to ‘curvy’ and ‘lithe had made way for ‘full’.  She stared at the view for a few moments before the doorbell rang. She walked away, happy with what she saw, catching a glimpse of her ample derriere as she left.
 
                 As she opened the door, Thomas stepped in, visibly soaked. Trisha kissed him on the cheek and took his dripping coat from him. As they walked into the house together, Thomas asked,
 
   “Mark not here yet?”
 
   “No, I thought he would be coming along with you.”
 
   “No, he didn’t say anything like that.” Thomas shrugged his shoulders. “Considering the excitement in his voice when I got his call in the afternoon, I thought he’d already be here.”
 
   “Yes he called me, too,” quipped Trisha, “Seemed very worked up. Wouldn’t say anything over the phone.”
 
   As they both settled in to the kitchen, Trisha pulled out a bottle of wine.
 
   “Want a glass? I’m going to have a few. Was a hard day at work?”
 
   Thomas shook his head.
 
   “No, you go ahead. I’ll skip.”
 
   While Trisha poured herself a glass of Cabernet, she looked at her husband, who had seated himself on one of the kitchen’s high counter stool and was rummaging through some papers in his bag. He was one of the nicest men she knew. They had met while studying, both History majors, he a couple of years senior to her. Their deep love for the subject and specifically their obsession with ancient and lost works of object d’arts, had brought them very close. The proximity and the lengthy amounts of time spent together had led to dating and finally marriage. After that they had continued with their passions, and both now held respectable posts as part of the University faculty; him a Professor of Archeology and her an Associate Professor of Ancient History.  But they also had a parallel passion, which was where their good friend Mark came in. It was coincidentally at this, very moment that Trisha’s train of thought was interrupted by the doorbell, again.
 
   Mark stepped in, shaking off the rain. He was a handsome, smart man - tall and athletically built. He had a square jaw and a head full of thick hair. A few truant grays were visible on the sidelines. His physique looked powerful and it was evident he kept himself in great shape. He wore a smart plain white shirt with grey trousers. Striding into the living room, he put his hand on his hips and loudly announced,
 
   “Horrible weather!”
 
   Thomas looked up at his best friend’s antics and smiled.
 
   “Got wet, did you?”
 
   Mark waved away the sarcasm. Instead he strode over to a wall which stood next to the kitchen. On it hung a painting. He looked at it intently, as if for the first time. Trisha knew that painting was not new to Mark. In fact it had Mark written all over it. He was the one who had given it to them.
 
   Trisha found it odd that Mark and Thomas could be friends, her husband the decent nice guy and Mark, the charmer, the smooth talker. Thomas had met Mark, also in college, before he was acquainted with Trisha. He was not of the academic bent of mind and soon had dropped out, but his friendship with Thomas had introduced him to the world of antique art. He wasn’t interested in it from a historical standpoint like Thomas or Trisha was; he was fascinated by the monetary value that these objects of art represented. Soon he was a regular in the underground black markets where shady art transactions took place. He learnt the ropes, the tricks of the trade and made numerous contacts. ‘Stolen’ and ‘smuggled’ were words he heard everyday. 
 
   Though Thomas and Trisha didn’t want anything to do with this dark world of his, his ability to turn up with unbelievable and extremely rare works of art fascinated them, making time spent with him immensely more exciting than the theoretical bookish world they were confined to. Soon they were drawn in to his murky arena of work, and they found themselves slowly partaking in small quests to track down valuable and very hard-to-get works of art. Mark would be their network man and general information gatherer, while she and Thomas would do the research and evaluate the true worth of the objects in question. The value of the objects they sought out grew with every venture they undertook and so did the risks that came with undertakings of these kinds. Soon, the adrenaline became a drug and they were addicted. The result however, was an incredible collection of valuable and antique art that they kept well guarded in their house. And amongst their most prized possessions was the painting that Mark now stood in front of. It was a Jacque Pierre Durrant. 18th century. The one that hung in the Museum in New York was a forgery; the one that hung on their wall, the original. Courtesy, Mark Doyle.
 
   “Did you come all this way to look at the painting?” Thomas asked smiling. He was the kind of person who always stayed cool. Never angry. Never impatient
 
   Without taking his eyes off the painting, Mark said,
 
   “What do you know about the Tithean Monks?”
 
   Trisha now walked over to the centre of the living room with the glass of wine she had poured herself and sat down on the three-seater couch that faced the kitchen. Taking a sip, she answered,
 
   “Tithean? Well, as far as I remember, they were a small sect of monks who lived somewhere in central Europe.”
 
   “Close,” said Mark turning around to smile at Trisha and then turning back to look at the painting again.
 
    
 
   Thomas strode across to the bookshelf on the far right corner of the living room. Then looking up and down its length for a few moments, he picked out a book, and returned back to the kitchen counter. He placed the thick blue leather bound book on the counter under the light. The cover read, ‘A History of the Caucasus’. Flipping through some of the pages and stopping at a particular one, his eyebrows went up.
 
   “Aah, here it is” he said in his calm voice, “The Tithean Sect.”
 
   He looked up, with a smile, as if somewhat satisfied,  and then dove back in. “A very small group of highly reclusive monks belonging to a small monastery, located in the foothills of Mt. Elbrus in the Caucasus Mountains. The sect is known to have become extinct by the late eleventh century A.D.”
 
   Mark walked over to where Thomas was sitting at the kitchen counter. 
 
   “I’ll save you the trouble,” he said, slamming the book cover shut.
 
   He walked over to the far end of the living room, near the big glass windows. Then pacing coolly, up and down the breadth of the room, just behind the sofa where Trisha sat he spoke:
 
   “Yes, the Tithean Monks were to be found in the Caucuses, as that, so-bland-of-a book, rightly claims. But that is not what is so special about them. In fact there were many sects of monks in the Caucuses in those times. What made the Titheans special was the inconspicuous location of their monastery. Without specific directions, and if their intent was not to that inclination, there was no way anyone could find this small little stone monastery.  This made it an ideal place for a person, who for example, would wish to hide any object of great importance. A perfect hideaway for let’s say secret documents and artifacts.”
 
   Mark stopped to look at Thomas and Trisha, smirked and said. “Think of it like an ancient Swiss bank account!”
 
   He continued his pacing and his rant.
 
   “So you see the monastery slowly became a treasure trove of valuable information. It never contained any actual thing of tangible value. It was more of things like, letters which if fell into the wrong hands could make empires fall and documents if accessed, would turn a beggar into a king – so powerful was the information stored inside its cold stone walls. The monastery was always shrouded in such mystery and because very few had laid their eyes on it, many considered it a myth. The monastery is said to have mysteriously disappeared by the late eleventh century, and the few people who did know of its whereabouts swore they could find it no more. Some say the monks themselves destroyed the monastery and its contents, as they feared the immensely powerful information stored there - if it were to fall into the wrong hands - could have disastrous results. But till date nobody has heard since about the Tithean Monks.”
 
   With that Mark looked straight at both Trisha and Thomas. He said nothing more. Trisha took another sip of wine and rubbed the nape of her neck. She cocked her head from side trying to relax her muscles after her hard day. The wine had helped a little. 
 
   “I hope you haven’t come all this way to give us this damn history lesson, Mark,” she said.
 
   Mark moved in towards the sofa, standing just behind where Trisha sat. He bent over and took the wine glass from her. Putting it to his mouth he downed the whole thing and then set it on the floor beside him. He then put his hands on Trisha’s shoulders, allowing his long fingers to rest lightly on her skin.
 
   “You seem tired; let me give you a massage, Trish.”
 
    
 
   Trisha didn’t say anything. She knew Mark had come here for a purpose and he hadn’t revealed it yet. She knew it was something which had excited him.Something he wanted to share with them – his closest friends - and the long sermon about the Tithean Monks was just a preface. But she also knew he wouldn’t give it to them so easily. He would juice out all the satisfaction  in watching them guess and anticipate as to what it was all about – that’s they way he always had been – playful. Trisha  let herself relax as she felt Mark’s hands start to move on her shoulders. His fingers were strong, but they glided gently along her bare skin, coaxing all her muscles to relax. 
 
   Thomas, who by now was absorbed in the book that he had pulled out, looked up. He saw the duo in front of him; Trisha seated on the sofa facing him, her legs crossed, her arms by her side limp on the sofa, her eyes closed, enjoying the massage, and Mark, standing behind her intently and keenly working his hands on his wife’s shoulders. He shook is head and delved back into the book. He knew what was coming; he had become used to it. Since that night a few years back everything had changed between them. It had come on without warning during an evening of drunken mirth. Since then they had each discovered themselves, specially Trisha and himself. Mark, his best friend had always been a player. He tried concentrating on the words in front of him. Tithean Monks.  He read a few paragraphs but his eyes and his mind wanted to be elsewhere. He looked up again.
 
   Mark’s strong masculine hands worked carefully along the contours of Trisha’s shoulder, caressing her neck all the way down to the top of her arms. His shirt sleeves were rolled  up to the elbows and revealed his big strong powerful arms. She was clearly enjoying the massage and had let her body go completely. She tilted and cocked her head in small soft motions indicating where she sought the most attention; Mark readily obliged. Trisha let out small little ‘hmm’s of satisfaction and said,
 
   “Yeah, right over there. That feels so good.”
 
   As Mark massaged in his measured slow tempo, he slowly expanded his field of action with every rub of the rhythm. He used his thumb in a circular motion, working his fingers gently, his hands now traveling all the way from the back of her neck to her arms on the side. He rubbed her in this manner for a couple of minutes and then using the same slow rhythmic motion he reached down into Trisha’s chest area. By the next downward journey his hands were inside Trisha’s blouse. 
 
   Thomas looked silently at the sight in front of him. Mark’s hands were now underneath Trisha’s maroon blouse, clearly caressing and fondling her breasts. Though he couldn’t see, he could make out from the movement that his friend’s hands were playing around with his wife’s nipples. He could see Mark giving her tits a tight squeeze.
 
   Trisha bit her lip. She could feel Marks thumbs rubbing her nipples, and she could feel them grow hard for him. She had felt his big powerful hands on her tits so many times before, but it felt great each time. He always had a way of making her feel so aroused as if it was the first time. The blouse was tight and Trisha was a very well endowed lady. Things were getting tight. Trisha unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse.
 
   As his wife undid her blouse down to the middle, Thomas could see her fleshy ample tits reveal themselves. They did not completely free themselves from the constraints of the clothing, but now he could see a glimpse of her big pink areolas, her erect nipples as Mark’s thumbs rubbed on them, hard. He could see his wife breathing faster and harder now as his best friend toyed with her tits. As he did so Trisha reached backwards circling Mark’s waist with her arms, pulling him closer. He bent down and kissed her as she threw her head back to meet his lips. Thomas could see her sucking on Mark’s tongue as his hands now squeezed and caressed her heaving breasts.
 
    After being satisfied with tasting each other so salaciously, Mark circled round to the front. He sat on the sofa, right next to Trisha and gestured to her with a quick nod of his head. Trisha got up from her seat, and sat back down again, but this time squarely on Mark’s lap. She rested back, putting the weight of her body on his chest. Mark was tall and heavily built and Trisha’s legs, hung on either side of Mark, not reaching the ground. Her long skirt fell around her ankles, draping he legs.  They were both facing Thomas now, who was looking straight at them from the open kitchen counter. Trisha looked straight into Thomas’s eyes, making direct eye contact with him. She could at the same time feel Mark’s huge erect shaft rubbing against the flesh of her butt, through the light fabric of his trousers. She squirmed purposely on his lap, mashing his rod under the weight of her meaty ass, arousing him more. As she did so, Mark reached around and pulled Trisha’s skirt up, lifting it up above her waist. Trisha sat there on Mark’s lap, now open; the naked flesh of her creamy white thighs resting on his strong broad legs as she straddled him. She wore dark purple panties which covered what little womanhood she had left to hide. Her blouse, in a state of disarray, half open, revealed everything that it was supposed to hide, making it look kinkier than if it would have been full opened. She loved sitting there on another man’s lap, displayed and bare in that way. And it was not just any man. It was her husband’s best friend. As she tilted her head to the side, still looking at Thomas, Mark’s hand circled round to the front and slid between her crotch. He felt around and cupped her mound over the thin material of her panties. She was sure he could feel her moistness already as she enjoyed the warmth of his palms pressed between her legs. With his two fingers, he pulled her panties aside and revealed her furry patch. It was neatly trimmed and partially hid the sizeable slit of her cunt underneath.  Trisha could see Thomas’ gaze travel slowly to between her legs - exactly what she wanted. Exactly what made all this feel so good in the first place. She loved the feeling of being enjoyed by other men, ravaged by them, while her husband watched. It had started off almost by accident a few years back and had evolved into an unsaid understanding between them both. Mark had been their first. Then it had been other men. Thomas always watched.  She could see him now, his eyes glistening as Mark opened up her up to his sight. Mark’s used his two fingers and rubbed them along the length of her hairy gash. Soon he found her little button joy. He pressed it between his two fingers and Trisha was forced to let out a low moan. He now rubbed on her clit in a circular motion with one hand and with the other he reached up and slid his hand inside her blouse and caressed her tits. In sheer ecstasy, Trisha felt her legs spread out instinctively, as she opened herself up wider. The folds of her pussy quivered as Mark rubbed hard on her nub. A charge, almost electric ran up her spine, as she sat their, naked with her husband’s best friend, rubbing her cunt to an orgasm; her perverse womanhood  on display in front of her ogling husband as she writhed in filthy joy. She could feel a deluge coming on inside - her head reeled and she let out a cry of delight as she felt Mark lightly pinch her clit just before the climax. She responded by moistening his hand with her womanly juices as she came hard; in waves.
 
   As Trisha recovered from her orgasmic upheaval and her heightened senses had calmed after a few moments, she looked ahead at Thomas still sitting behind the kitchen table. Her gaze shifted harply downward, underneath the counter, where she noticed, Thomas’ now unzipped with his cock in his hand. As he looked at her  - his wife - spent and drenched in her own cum – sitting there on his friend’s lap, with her panties moved to the side, her naked gash open for him to use, he stroked his tool. His eyes were hazy with a strange look of satisfaction. Trisha now twisted around and gave Mark a deep kiss on his lips. As she did, she said,
 
   “Love you for making me cum so hard, baby.” 
 
   She said it loud, so that Thomas could hear. She noticed Thomas’ stroking increase in speed as soon as she had uttered the words. She got off Mark’s lap and got on the sofa on all fours with her hands and legs on either side of Mark. In this position, she faced Thomas and her ass was almost in Mark’s face, who was still sitting as he had been. Trisha lowered herself down to rest on her elbows and her face came down to Mark’s crotch. She unzipped him and reached inside. Though she had held his girth many times before, she couldn’t help but smile to herself at its sheer size as her hands touched the warm skin. As she pulled out his huge shaft, she could immediately smell the sex on it. It turned her on again. She looked back once at him and gave a coy smile. Mark raised his eyebrows with a crooked smile on his face. Because of her reverse posture, her naked ass cheeks were right in front of him and he gave it a hard slap, sending ripples down the flesh of her big protruding rump. Turning back, Trisha eyed the huge meaty rod in her hands. It looked powerful, just like the rest of Mark’s body. She pulled back the foreskin to reveal the red tip. Then with her tongue she flicked Mark’s cock hole, using it to just work on his sensitive tip. Mark let out a guttural groan and threw his head back. His hands instinctively grabbed Trisha by the meat of her hips, clutching the fleshy curves tight. Trisha slowly lowered her lips on to the already moist head of Mark’s cock. As she did she looked up, locking her gaze with her husband’s.
 
   Thomas stroked his cock hard as he took in the view in front of him. With Trisha looking straight at him she could see her lips encircle Mark’s deep red cock head. As if mocking him, she kissed the tip of it’s huge bulbous head. Thomas beat his rod harder. Trisha now took Marks’ cock fully into her mouth, not breaking her gaze from Thomas’. He understood that she wanted him to see her, while she sucked on another man’s cock. Not his. But his friend’s. His best friend’s.  When all this had started a few years back Thomas’ didn’t know what to make of it. Did he enjoy the humiliation or did it hurt him? Did it delight him or did it pain him when he saw the lust in his wife’s eyes when other men clawed and played with her nude body? As their tryst with this taboo had progressed and as the barriers had fallen, Thomas didn’t know where the hurt had blurred into pleasure. All he knew now was he relished the quivering feeling crawling up from his toes, up through his legs as he jerked of  to the sight of his wife suckling on Mark’s cock.
 
   And she was at it now, vehemently thrusting her mouth up and down his glistening shaft, her lips traveling the length of his wet tool. Mark clutched the meat on his wife’s big ass with one hand, as she serviced him. He could only imagine what Mark was doing to her naked snatch as his other hand moved back and forth. He could hear his friend groaning with pleasure as his wife blew him. His body was not in his control anymore, as the epicenter of all his senses converged to the sensations that Trisha gave him with her mouth and tongue.  In the frenzy of it all, her big tits had come out of her blouse and now moved with the motion as she sucked hard on his cock. Mark let out a huge cry of final exaltation and Thomas could see his friend’s copious thick load shoot into his wife’s open mouth. It disappeared into her throat as she licked the small drops of cum from his cock.  The sight of all this was too much for him to bear , specially since Trisha had all the while been looking straight at him with her  beautiful mischievous horny look, Mark’s wetness still visible on her mouth. Thomas surrendered himself to the unbearable feeling and shot his load. He felt his body go limp on the kitchen stool.
 
   As Thomas, Trisha and Mark gathered round the living room sofa after their session of   adultery, their discussion veered back to its original purpose. Trisha sat amongst them, with her blouse still hanging loosely from her shoulders, her tits still unabashedly visible to the two men. She felt suddenly rejuvenated, from the heightened blood flow resulting from the explosive orgasm she just had. The tiredness was gone. She asked,
 
   “So, what about the Tithean monks?”
 
   “As I said nobody has heard about them or their lost secrets since,” said Mark. He stressed on the words since. 
 
   “See amongst the many treasures held by the Tithean Monks was a certain object, which was considered more valuable then all the secrets put together. It was two gold dics, shaped about this big.”
 
    Mark made a circular shape with his fingers about three inches in diameter. 
 
   “That’s the size of the outer disc; the inner disc is smaller. The rings are better known as the Dei Pi Rings. The smaller ring fits exactly into the larger ring and each ring has markings and engravings on it surface. The story goes, that if the rings were fitted into each other and aligned with the proper rotations, they supposedly revealed the location to a great unthinkable treasure. Some say it is the map to the treasure of the Pharaohs while some conjecture that it’s the massive amounts of looted gold collected by the Romans as they went about building their empire. Nobody really knows.”
 
   Mark paused, letting what he had just said sink in. Thomas and Trisha were listening to the fascinating story intently. Mark’s gaze drifted towards Trisha’s open hanging breasts. He put his arm around Trisha’s shoulders and she snuggled in closer to him. He continued.
 
   “Well the ingenious thing about the Dei Pi Rings was this. The two rings are said to have never been in the same hands together. And nobody knew the existence of both. Looking at the rings individually it’s impossible to guess that a counterpart exists. The larger of the two rings is known to have been in the possession of some very private and wealthy art collectors. The larger ring itself holds no real value without the other and because of this it has changed many hands over the recent years, having been sold and resold numerous times.”
 
   He paused again.
 
   “What I came to tell you today,” he kissed Trisha on the cheek, “Is that I know the location of both!”
 
   Thomas and Trisha jumped up from their seats. It was this exact same manner in which Mark was able to entice them into his fantastical world.
 
   “You know the location of both?” asked Thomas incredulously. 
 
   “Yes, I do.”
 
   “Well, where are they?”
 
   “The larger ring lies with a man in who lives here, right in this city. He is a private art collector. I do not know him personally, but my contacts have been able to open up a line of communication with him. He has agreed to sell it.”
 
   Trisha sat up.
 
   “He has agreed to sell it, to you?”
 
   “To us,” corrected Mark, winking.
 
   “And how did you get him to do that?” asked Thomas.
 
   “Well let me tell you about our man, first. Luca Silvestri. Italian. Serious art collector. Made most of his money in the smuggling business. Specially buying and selling antiques. A crooked man, really by his reputation. Now, as for how I convinced him? Let’s call it my secret. The important question is - are you interested in the ring?”
 
   Trisha looked at Thomas. The both knew the answer.  But, even before they could answer, Mark piped in,
 
   “Tomorrow, 4pm. I have fixed it.”
 
   There was a moment of awkward silence, which Thomas broke. 
 
   “Ok, so that’s the large ring. What about the smaller one? You said you know where both the rings are.”
 
   “I do,” said Mark.
 
   “Well the where the fuck is it, Mark?” asked Trisha
 
   Mark smiled at them both. Then reaching with his hands in his trouser pocket, he pulled out a ring, around two inches in diameter and held it up in front of them between his thumb and index finger. The ring dazzled a bright orangish yellow. Around its edges were strange symbols and markings.
 
   “The smaller Dei Pi ring,” said Mark, the glint of gold falling across his face.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
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   It was late in the afternoon when Trisha, Mark and Thomas glided up slowly along the tree-lined lane to stop in front of the huge iron gate. It was solid metal; very high and there was no way anyone walking along its premises could get a glimpse inside. Thomas rolled down his window, but there were no buttons or call bells anywhere near the gate. But momentarily the gate opened up on its own, telling them immediately that they were already under scrutiny. Thy drove up slightly uphill along a big circular pathway which finally lead to a huge house, more suited to be called a mansion. It was an, old double storied house, but pristinely maintained. The architectural style was turn of the 19th century and something that a connoisseur’s eyes would immediately appreciate the marvel of. 
 
    
 
   The structure was made of stone and a rich blanket of ivy covered the façade.   A valet was waiting for them in the foyer and as they parked the car and got out, he abruptly took the keys and proceeded to take the car away to a parking bay located somewhere else in the premises. The trio found themselves standing in front of a massive front door which almost reached the roof of the foyer. It was a fitting front door to such a grand house, made of polished mahogany wood, embellished with intricate wrought iron designs and paneled with etched glass. As was with the front gate, there was no bell to be found. But they soon learnt they didn’t need one as the door opened and a man stepped out. He was in his mid forties and dressed in a suit. Without displaying any emotion, not even of a welcome, he said in stoic voice,
 
   “Would you please step this way”.
 
   They were certainly expected. 
 
   Once inside the house, they immediately understood they were in the midst of affluence and plentitude.  The interiors of the house were breathtaking beautiful and the huge living room in front of them was one of the most marvelous they had seen. It was mix of wood and stone and the roof was double height. Exotic Persian carpets lay n the floor covering almost all off the floor revealing the polished oak flooring only in some places. The afternoon light streamed in through high windows placed intermittently along the stone walls. As they were led by the ‘butler’ towards centre of the room, their eyes fell on numerous artifacts that lay around. Strangely there was not a single piece of furniture in the vast space.  Once reaching their designated spot, the man bowed slightly, 
 
   “Mr. Silvestri will be joining you soon. Please wait here.”
 
   As the butler exited through one of the side doors, Trisha moved forward towards one of the walls. There were glass cases along it. She inspected what lay inside the one directly in front of her.
 
   “Wow, there’s a real collection here, boys.”
 
   As Mark and Thomas joined her, they looked in awe at the objects in front of them. Ancient Samoan woodwork dolls, Polynesian stone statues, old parchments from the Balkans, authentic and visibly dated papyrus scrolls from Egypt, jewelry belonging to the Edwardian era, there was no end. 
 
   The fantastic and unbelievable displays all around led them almost hypnotically along the showcases which lined the walls. Trisha knew that while she and Thomas had an enviable collection of ancient art, which would make any serious art collector gawk, what she saw here was of different stock and standard. She could never dream of possessing such treasures and being a history scholar she could easily understand the value of this unthinkable collection.  There were things kept, which were definitely smuggled art, illegal to possess. She immediately understood that once seen, this could never be unseen. They all understood that immediately.
 
    
 
   “Aah I see you have taken an interest to my collection. I hope you find it to your satisfaction?”
 
   The smooth, deep silk like voice almost startled the three visitors out of their trance. They turned around abruptly in unison to see a man walking towards them from the other corner of the room. As he approached, Trisha could make out his figure; he was quite tall and his physique was lean. She guessed he would be in his early fifties.  Though his hairline had   receded slightly he kept his slick black hair combed stylishly in a back brush. His features were extremely sharp, especially his nose and his glossy tanned skin was a testament to his Italian lineage. On the left ear he wore a small sparkling diamond stud. Dressed in a dark pink silk shirt he kept the top buttons opened, revealing a dense mix of chest hair. His trousers were white and clung tightly to his hip but were flared in the bottom. He wore a gold watch. There was a polished yet sleazy air about him and Trisha couldn’t quite put her finger on which trait dominated the other. To her, she resembled something of a South American drug-lord.  As he reached within distance of engagement, he raised his hand and shook Thomas’ and then Mark’s. Then turning to Trisha he took her hand, placing it gently in his and said with a smile,
 
   “And you must be Trisha.”
 
   Trisha nodded. Wonder how he knew. Mark must have…
 
   “Nice to meet you, Mr. Silvestri.”
 
   “Oh, call me Luca.”
 
   “Well, Luca let me just introduce my colleagues, here,” said Trisha.
 
   Luca Silvestri raised his hand, stopping Trisha to say anything further. Then pointing to Thomas and then to Mark he said,
 
   “Thomas Spencer, your husband and Mark Doyle”, then making a circle with his forefinger, indicating their trio,
 
   “Friends. Art Collectors. Scholars of the Ancient. Mrs. Trisha Spencer, Associate Professor of Ancient History, City University.  Mr. Thomas Spencer, Professor of Archeology. Specialization in the Orients. Mr. Mark Doyle, Maverick, very popular amongst the underground art circles, treasure-hunter.”
 
   He smiled at the raised eyebrows of the all three. With a deep chuckle he continued,
 
   “You don’t expect me to not do my homework before I invite people into my home,” he pointed to the antiquities that lines the walls. “You can agree that not everyone can appreciate what you see here and I am sure you can imagine the trouble it takes to acquire such treasures. Sometimes one must use, how do you say...” here he paused for a moment, then continued, “the ‘crooked path” to acquire such beauties.” He had a smirk on his face. It quickly changed into a toothy grin.
 
   “I know that I can trust you. Moreover, I am aware that the painting of Jacque Pierre Durrant in the Royal Art Gallery is a fake.”
 
   Trisha almost choked. Silvestri had obviously alluded to the painting in their living room. A polite warning. Only the three of them – Mark, Thomas and her - knew the secret about the painting. They hadn’t told a soul. And now this man…  How could he know about this? This guy was the real deal.  Trisha was a woman who had her share of experiences. Collecting valuable objects of art was not an easy thing and sometimes one had to overstep the boundaries of the law. She knew that all too well herself. Information was the most powerful thing, and in their line of interest it came usually from dark, seedy places. Thomas, Mark and she had, throughout the years, as ‘partners in crime’, been subject to many exciting as well as dangerous situations. But something about the man standing in front of her told her that this time they were swimming in very deep waters. In same strange way, which even she couldn’t fathom, the sense of danger excited her.
 
   Luca Silvestri smiled a broad smile. He took Trisha’s hand once again.
 
   “Worry not! I have more to lose here than you. And let us talk of more pleasant things.” Leading Trisha by the hand, he gestured Thomas and Mark to follow as he walked with her toward the eastern corner of the room, where there was a staircase leading to the upper floor.  As the group ascended the stone steps, Luca Silvestri continued, “You have come here to purchase the Dei Pi Ring, am I not correct? “
 
   Mark spoke. “Yes, our common contact assured us that you were the man, who was its current owner - as a part of your collection. I did not believe him at first, but seeing what I saw today in the gallery downstairs, I am sure I was wrong.”
 
   Luca Silvestri became suddenly serious.
 
   “May I ask what you intend to do with the Ring. I hope you do not believe in the stupid myth about treasure which surrounds it? Do you, Mr. Doyle?” With that he gave a deep hollow laugh. Then suddenly becoming somber once more he said on a low voice,
 
   “Or have you come across some new information about the Dei Pi Ring?”
 
   Thomas replied this time. “Not at all. It’s a special interest of mine, in my area of study. It would be a great addition to my private collection.”
 
   “I hope so. And I hope there is not anything you are hiding from me, Mr. Spencer.”
 
    They had reached the top of the stairs. Luca Silvestri turned around to face Thomas. 
 
   “You see”, he said, “Luca Silvestri is the best friend you can have. And the worst enemy.” 
 
   A dark and grim look had overcome his face, but it again, in its typical manner, abruptly gave way to a smile. But none of them failed to take note of the threat that veiled itself behind that smile. The warning had a strange effect on Trisha. She had been sensing a strange feeling inside her for quite some time now, but now she realized what it was. She was strangely attracted to the unhealthy power this vulgar man wielded. It was a power that came from a world quite alien to theirs – a dark, murky, dangerous underworld. She felt attracted to him in a contradictory sort of way; especially because of the smooth confidence with he proudly flaunted his obscene style. The way he taunted and threatened with the smile on his face made her want more of what he had to offer.
 
   “Again I talk of serious things! How unfair to treat my guests so. You will have the Dei Pi Ring as promised. But before that there is a special collection of mine that I would like to show you.” 
 
   He turned to Trisha, whose hand he was still holding.
 
   “Specially, you my dear.”
 
   With that he led them to a room just left of the stairs. The door was open.
 
   The evening light had faded and the light switch was switched on. It was a medium sized room, as they soon realized. The floor was a soft cream color carpet. In fact every thing about the room was soft - the lights the colors – everything.  As they examined the room they found it was similarly adorned with glass cases along the walls, just like the gallery room below, which housed sets of objects which were not very distinctly visible from where they were standing.
 
    
 
   Luca Silvestri looked at Trisha.
 
   “Please feel free to examine this special collection of mine. I am confident it will interest you, Mrs. Spencer.”
 
    Trisha stepped up closer to one of the glass cases. And then she saw. There were multiple shelves in each glass case and on each were kept numerous objects. All the objects had something distinctly and shockingly in common. They were all objects of sexual gratification!
 
   As she ran her eyes over the display she saw numerous phallic objects, chastity belts, various sizes of dildos and sex jewelry. They were all of historical value and immaculately preserved. She saw deities sculpted with huge enlarged penises and stone figurines of woman having sex in various poses. There were archaic instruments of sexual bondage and early-civilization era sculptures of fertility worship.  There were more than century old waist chains and anklets used in Arabian harems and tools used by Chinese concubines to enhance their patrons’ pleasure.  Other Contraptions and gadgets lay on the shelves which Trisha could not even guess the use of. The whole room was filled with such artifacts dealing only with the carnal nature of man. Mark and Thomas were on different sides of the room similarly examining the spectacular collection. Trisha hadn’t realized that Luca Silvestri was standing just behind her. As she looked at a row on which were kept, what seemed like objects of womanly self-pleasure, she heard his silky voice just behind her.
 
   “The object on the extreme left is a mechanical dildo, 18th century, Greece.”
 
   Trisha could feel Luca Silvestri’s warm breath on the back of her neck. She looked at what he was referring to. It was a metallic object, made of what seemed like bronze. The tip was smooth and rounded and the vertical length was divided into horizontal strips. On each strip were small raised bumps. At the base of the object was a small lever.
 
   “The user would need to turn the base a few times – like winding a clock – which would wind up a spring inside. Then as soon as the small lever is released, the horizontal strips start turning, but each adjacent strip and the raised buds on them rotate in opposing directions. You can imagine the heightened pleasure this object could impart to the woman who uses it. I’m proud to say it’s in perfect working condition. Oh, the craftsmanship of those times is unparalleled!
 
   Trisha could feel that Luca Silvestri had moved in closer. She had on a knee length floral print skirt and a  frilled white blouse and through the thin fabric she could feel him behind, just brushing up against her. 
 
   “The one next to this is a Pharaonic vibrator. Undated. Do you have any idea how it was made to vibrate?” 
 
   Trisha looked at the obsidian object that sat on the shelf. She really couldn’t concentrate. This obscene man’s sweaty proximity had aroused her senses.
 
   “Ask me how?’ He said.
 
   “How?”
 
   “They filled it with bees! The angry buzzing would create the vibrating effect. Quite amazing, don’t you think?”
 
   Trisha didn’t answer the last question. She really couldn’t – as she felt Luca Silvestri’s hand rest on her ass. She felt his other hand clasp her waist while his long powerful fingers squeezed hard on her soft junk.  She now understood what Mark had said. How did I convince him? Let’s call it my secret. She loved Mark and his judgment. He knew her well. She took a deep breath and composed her self. 
 
    
 
   “And the one next to it?” Trisha asked. She pointed to a stone dildo with a bulbous head, sculpted with two stone balls on the side. A grasp handle protruded behind it. 
 
   “Aah that one? That’s a roman dildo. You know what that is for?” 
 
   “No, tell me.”
 
   Trisha felt Luca Silvestri’s finger travel between her chunky cheeks and its tip touched her butt hole over the thin fabric of her skirt. She had decided not to wear anything underneath her skirt this day and she could almost feel his touch on her skin. He rubbed the tip of his finger around her opening in a circular motion.
 
   “It’s meant to go in here”, Luca Silvestri whispered in her ear. Trisha sucked in her breath from the sensation. Luca spun her around by the waist. As she faced him, his hands held her tightly by the waist. She could see Mark just behind him and Thomas stood at the far end of the wall. They were all looking at her, but Luca’s seemed to pierce her.
 
   “Your husband doesn’t mind?” he asked.
 
   “Do you care?” she replied, running her hand gently through the tufts of hair that filled his open chest.
 
   Luca Silvestri’s answer wasn’t words. It was a slap across Trisha’s face. 
 
   “That’s what I like to hear,” he said, smirking.
 
   Trisha smiled sweetly. She then leaned her head forward and kissed Luca Silvestri on his lips.
 
   “Is that all you’ve got, Mr. Silvestri?”
 
   Luca Silvestri slapped Trisha across the face again, this time much harder. Tears welled up in Trisha’s eyes. They were tears of pleasure. The kind of pleasure she got from pain.
 
    Luca Silvestri smiled a crooked smile. “Oh you’re that kind of girl? My favorite kind.” 
 
   Trisha took one of the tears which rolled down her cheek on the tip of her middle finger. She put it in Luca Silvestri’s mouth. As he sucked on her finger, she asked,
 
   “Like how I taste, Mr. Silvestri?”
 
    “Didn’t I tell you to call me Luca?”
 
   “I think I like Mr. Silvestri better.”
 
   Luca Silvestri kissed Trisha, forcing his tongue inside her mouth and squeezing her thick ass. She tasted him; it was the taste of cigarettes and testosterone. It was filthy and she loved it. She looked at Thomas who was standing where he had been. She couldn’t make out if it was a faint smile or the look of shame on his face. 
 
   Still holding her by the waist Luca Silvestri led Trisha to the centre of the room. Right in the middle was a chair. It was made of wood and had a leather seat. On its side were huge wide armrests. Below the chair, instead of legs was some kind of gear-driven contraption. Raising his eyebrows in a mirthful manner, the Italian spoke.
 
    “16th century ‘love-seat’. I promise you’ll like this best. Take a seat”
 
   As Trisha obeyed, Luca Silvestri stood beside the chair and looked forward at Thomas.
 
    
 
   “You have the most beautiful wife, Mr. Spencer. I am so glad you’re not a selfish man.”
 
   With that he took a hold of the front of Trisha’s blouse and tore it apart at the front. The buttons bounced off onto the floor and Trisha’s naked tits poured out. Looking down, Silvestri eyed them, clearly delighted at what he saw. Her nipples were already taut and the creamy flesh of her breast heaved as Trisha breathed heavily with anticipation. Silvestri reached down and took hold of Trisha’s ripe pair. As Luca Silvestri held her large tits in his hands, the supple flesh brimmed over between his long fingers.   He rubbed his palm over her areolas and squeezed hard. Trisha hadn’t felt anything like the sensation she felt then. She had been fondled by many men before, but none with the depraved mindset as the man who now was molesting her. She embraced the kink, looked up and blew Silvestri a naughty kiss. 
 
   Not waiting further Silvestri revealed his surprise. He adjusted a small peg at the side of the chair. The contraption below the chair moved and the chair tilted backwards and soon Trisha was in downward reclined position, almost upside down. Luca Silvestri ripped off whatever was left of her blouse and pulled of Trisha’s skirt. With his two hands he spread Trisha’s legs.  Trisha lay there in the chair, completely naked and open before Luca Silvestri, her naked pussy open to his view. He ran his hands along her legs towards her crotch and squeezed the fleshed of her creamy white inner thigh. He took his index finger and ran it along the furry patch between her legs. Trisha could almost feel her cunt opening up for this dirty, lewd man. He buried his fingers between her thick labial lips, rubbing her slit for a while and left Trisha panting and short of breath. Luca Silvestri signaled to Mark.
 
   “I’m sure you would like to join us?” He turned around and went to one of the display cases.
 
   Mark smiled and came over and looked down at Trish who was in an inverted position. He bent down and kissed Trisha on the mouth. While he did, he fondled her soft breasts. Trisha bit his lip and whispered in his ear,
 
   “I like your plan, honey!”
 
   Luca Silvestri had returned and he had two things in his hand - the two enormous dildos from the showcase. He handed Mark the mechanical one and kept the stone Roman dildo to himself. He placed the tip of the dildo on Trisha’s asshole and slowly pushed it in. Trisha closed her eyes. It was again a mixture of pain and pleasure. But As Luca Silvestri thrust it in and out of her hole the pain gave way to intense pleasure. He thrust deeper with every stroke and Trisha felt herself being opened up.  Mark added to her pleasure by inserting the brass dildo in her pussy. On Luca Silvestri’s cue he pressed the small lever at the base and the dildo started its work. The beads started rotating in opposite directions and Trisha thought she would come immediately. It was the most invigorating sensation she had ever felt. Her body quivered and she felt her legs shaking.  She titled her head backwards and caught a glimpse of Thomas, still standing where he was, keenly taking in the action. Everything was inverted to her, but she clearly noticed a bulge in the front oh his trousers.  Oh! How depraved was she! Two men fucking both her holes with dildos as her husband watched on. She loved it. The thrusts had gotten faster and harder and with each one she let out a cry of delight. Luca Silvestri was pounding away at her ass and Mark plundered her gaping cunt hole. Both men knew no mercy – and she didn’t want any. 
 
   Suddenly Luca Silvestri, as if not being able to contain himself anymore, tore of his clothes. With an agile leap he got up on the chair. He towered above Trisha, standing on the arm rests, his legs on either side of her, looking down. She looked up at him, with her ass, spread wide in the air. His naked physique was lean and sinewy; he wore a thick gold chain around his neck which was nestled in between the thick patch of hair on his chest. His body was drenched with sweat and in between his legs was one of the longest and thickest cocks Trisha had ever seen. It was erect, but it hung downwards, its huge red tip pulling back the foreskin with its gigantic size. This was a perverted, salacious man  - but this was just the kind of filthy  man Trisha liked to be damaged by.  She couldn’t wait to be taken by him.
 
   As if reading her mind, Luca Silvestri bent down and directed his huge tool inside Trisha’s asshole. She was already ‘prepared’ by the dildo and his huge cock didn’t have trouble entering her. Soon Luca Silvestri’s balls rested on the meaty cheeks of her ass. As he raised himself and brought his body down again, his musky sweat dripped onto her. He looked straight into her eyes as he fucked her naked butt, first slowly, then faster and soon in a mighty frenzy of upward and downward motions. As he came down hard each time, the weight of his thrusts sent ripples down Trisha’s ass. She screamed out, 
 
   “Harder. Fuck me harder!” Luca Silvestri obliged, grunting like an animal.
 
   He looked up at Thomas.
 
   “How does it look, Mr; Spencer? My cock in your wife’s ass? Do you think she’s enjoying it?” With that he bent down and caught a hold of the bottom of Trish’s chin. Then titling it back wards with force, he turned her head so that her eyes met Thomas’.  He continued ravaging her ass in this position. 
 
   ‘Tell him how you like it”. He said to Trish.
 
   “Oh, I love it babe. His cock is so big”, said Trish. This was the first time she had talked to Thomas when she fucked another man. It made her terribly horny.  Mark was standing beside the chair, pumping his cock in his hand. Trish pulled him in and put her mouth over his rod. His manly taste filled her mouth. Mark responded by caressing her snatch, the folds of which lay bare and raw from the previous ravaging.  As she took in the men from both sides at once, Trisha felt naughty, like a cheap man-toy, as they used her naked body for their pleasure. In a few moments Luca Silvestri let out a loud cry. He tilted his head backwards and groaned a deep groan. Then with his body shaking from orgasmic delight, and his face contorted, he clutched at Trisha’s thighs, while he pumped his warm load deep into her ass. Trisha felt him shoot deep inside her. She felt debauched and dirty with Luca Silvestri’s seed inside her, and it was this feeling which in turn brought on her own climax. With her mouth ajar she moaned in a raspy whisper, the sound barely audible. She came hard, squirting and wetting herself where Mark dipped his fingers. And almost immediately, as if completing this visceral chain of sex, she felt her mouth fill up with the familiar taste of Mark’s thick man-juice. The three of them spent, they collapsed to the ground. Trisha looked up, her eyes met Thomas. There was a look of satisfaction on his face, the kind she had not seen before.
 
    
 
                                                                             *****
 
    
 
   In another half an hours time they were all still spread out on the gallery floor, drained from the extreme carnal exercise.  Luca Silvestri was lying on the floor and Trisha lay in his arms, both of them still naked, looking lewd, glistening in each other’s juices. Trisha massaged his now limp cock and planted little kisses on his chest and lips, as if in gratitude for the mind blowing experience she had given him.  Thomas looked on as his wife lovingly caressed the man who had just now sodomized her in front of him. Mark sat by them, in a relaxed fashion and it was he who brought up the burning question.
 
   “So shall we get back to the matter of the Dei Pi Ring?”
 
   Before he could extract an answer from Silvestri, the butler interrupted entering with a tray of filled champagne glasses. He set it down in front of the group and exited the room. They each picked up one. Luca Silvestri answered,
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, Mr. Doyle. You shall have it.” Then taking a sip of the champagne he continued,
 
   “But I must confess, I haven’t been completely truthful with you.” 
 
   He looked at Mark, Thomas and then at Trisha next to him. He drew her in close, kissing her on the lips. “When you, Mr. Doyle, told me of her and her specialty, I knew I had to make her acquaintance. I couldn’t give this up! The truth is I don’t have the Dei Pi Ring with me”.
 
   Trisha had loved the sex, but she wasn’t going to leave empty handed. She smiled her sweet smile and planted a deep kiss on the Italian’s lips.
 
   “That can’t be the end of it, Luca,” she said turning her smile into a manipulative frown. She continued massaging his cock. 
 
   “Of course, not! When Luca promises, he keeps it.”
 
   Trisha knew she needed to coax a bit more. She stroked his cock harder. She could feel it again growing in size. She felt aroused herself.
 
   “I sold the Dei Pi Ring to a trusted client of mine”, said Luca Silvestri.  Mark and Thomas gasped in unison.
 
   Trisha rubbed the tip of his cock with her thumb. 
 
   “But don’t worry; I have already arranged a meeting with him. He has agreed to sell it to you. “
 
   Trisha was stroking Luca Silvestri’s cock hard now. It had regained its enormous length. 
 
   “The meeting is tomorrow night. I will tell you the details over phone. The price is fifty thousand dollars.” Luca Silvestri sat up and drew Trisha’s naked body towards him as she continued jerking off his rod. He continued,
 
   “But I must warn you this client of mine is no ordinary man.” He paused for a moment. “He is Nikolay Yurkovich.”
 
   Deep lines appeared on Thomas forehead; it always did when he tried hard to remember something. For now it was this name. Nikolay Yurkovich. It sounded so familiar. Where 
 
   had he heard it before? He blinked twice. It hit him. In horror, he looked at Mark. His friend had recognized the name at once.
 
   Nikolay Yurkovich. Russian Mafia Leader. Drug Lord.
 
   Luca Silvestri looked at Mark and Thomas. His face was serious and it meant business. 
 
   “Now I would like both of you men to leave. I would like to discuss some art with Mrs. Spencer. ”
 
   As he and Mark both exited the room, Thomas looked back. The last image he saw was his wife, naked, on Luca Silvestri’s lap, loving him, straddling his cock. There was a wicked smile on her face as Luca Silvestri licked her body with his snake-like tongue.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   Trisha slept in late and now the bright haze of the late morning sun that filtered in through bedroom curtains woke her. As she stretched and tossed in bed, the images of the previous night flashed before her. She reached down and touched her self, feeling her own body. It still ached and felt sore from last night - in a way that she liked. She rested back on the pillow and looked up at the ceiling, the thought of the precarious venture that she, Thomas and Mark had gotten themselves into, firing up her waking mind. She freshened up, descended downstairs, tying up her messy morning hair in a bun. As she entered the sunlit study, she found Thomas already sitting there, behind the big wooden desk, paper in hand, coffee cup on table. She went and kissed him on the cheek, the way she did every morning. He responded affectionately by kissing her on her cheek as well. As was, mutually understood by both of them - as if by some unspoken form of agreement - they did not this morning, or at any time, discuss the more deviant side of their lifestyle. To any outsider who was not privy to their ‘sessions’, they would seem like a normal couple. She sat down cozily on the soft couch sideways, propping her feet on the thick armrest.
 
   “I’ll get you some coffee. Meanwhile read this.” Thomas got up and tossed the paper to Trisha and disappeared towards the kitchen.
 
   Trisha read the first page. The headlines were about some political…
 
   “Fourth page.” said Thomas’ head as it popped back in for a second next to the doorframe and abruptly disappeared again.
 
   Trisha flipped the sheets and her eyes rested on the top of the fourth page. The title read,
 
   ‘Russian Mafia Lord Acquitted In Case of Money Laundering. Court Cites Lack of Evidence. Prime Witness Untraceable.’
 
   Below it was black and white printed photograph of a burly looking man in a suit, getting into a car. His face was not visible, the photograph having been taken as he was already half way in the car.  There was police, photographers and a mob of news people gathered all around. Beside the door of the car stood two hugely built men, also in suits. As Trisha scrutinized the picture, Thomas came in with a cup of steaming coffee. He handed it to her and sat down behind the desk again.
 
   “So what do you think, Trish?  Aren’t we in a little above our heads? ”
 
   Trish was still looking at the picture. She hadn’t even begun to read the article. She didn’t need to. Nikolay Yurkovich’s infamy had many such headlines to its name. But before yesterday it was just another intangible shadow of a person who existed only as a name in the papers and as a topic of casual discussion. Today, to Trisha, this was a living, breathing man. A man they were slated to meet this very night.  She looked up at Thomas and said,
 
   “Aren’t we in over our heads every time?” 
 
   She cocked her head, a sarcastic smile on her lips. But she knew Thomas was right this time. They were way in over their heads. This was a different world and they stood now precariously poised on its threshold. The meeting with Luca Silvestri was an insight as to the kind of men who inhabited this underground chasm. There were no laws, no rules; and a friend could become an enemy for the right price. Here people like them were outsiders, or more appropriately, intruders, who had trespassed uninvited. It was not a world in which you stepped in, did your job and got out. No, the specter of its jeopardous nature would forever be your companion.  But in spite of all this hadn’t they already come too far? She tried to reason.
 
   “There’s no way to turn back now. Don’t you think we would be putting ourselves at a bigger risk if we don’t show up tonight? This is Nikolay Yurkovich. And Luca has already fixed up the meet. You think they’ll just let it go if we stand them up? You don’t fuck with the Russian Mafia, Thomas!”
 
    Trisha herself wasn’t convinced by the words coming out of her mouth. In truth, it was her penchant for adventure and the thrilling prospect of what the Dei Pi Ring would lead to that immensely fascinated her. The thought of the two ancient golden rings separated by centuries of theft, plundering and change of numerous hands finally would come together and reveal a map, which supposedly lead to an even bigger treasure. This was the stuff of dreams! Sure it was going to cost them. Fifty grand was a lot of money and who knows what else would come their way. But they had done well for themselves. Smart buying and selling in the art grey markets had left them with quite a bank balance. But above everything else it was her singular inner temperament to be attracted by things dark and dangerous, which pulled her towards this vortex of uncertainty and endangerment. She looked at Thomas. He had a soft smile on his face. He knew exactly what was going on in her mind. He knew how that convoluted mind of this sassy wife of his worked. Without protesting further he got up from the chair, came over to Trisha and kissed her on the forehead and said,
 
   “Ok. Let’s have fun.” 
 
   With that he left the room.
 
    
 
                                                                                      *******
 
    
 
   The clicking on Trisha’s stilettos resounded as she and Thomas made their way up the white marble staircase to the entrance of The Gaffardian Hall. This was no ordinary art display exhibition gallery. It was a place which welcomed only the high and mighty of the art world, wealthy socialites, and connoisseurs. It was not necessarily  populated by people of high culture or with a deep understanding of the things on display, but mostly by people who were filthy rich or powerful. 
 
   The dress code was strictly formal and as evening galas of this nature usually were, it was arranged as a cocktail party. Trisha wore a long black satin gown; her auburn red hair fell about her shoulders. The silky fabric showed off her tall figure, but also accentuated her womanly curves and her ample assets in all the right places. A plunging neck made her look enticingly luscious. Thomas looked dapper in a back suit. He carried a briefcase by his side. In it was fifty thousand dollars. As they entered they were immediately engulfed in a sea of people in a huge brightly lit hall. They maneuvered their way to the midst of the crowd and looked around. Two huge marble staircases curved upwards from each side of the hall and led to the next floor. There were numerous people there also, standing along the polished stone balustrade, chatting amongst themselves. The whole place was filled with the clinking of champagne glasses and a low drone of chatter. Suits and evening dresses floated by and the atmosphere of high fashion and high luxury pervaded the room. It was a ritzy and swanky affair. 
 
   Luca had called earlier in the day and confirmed the meeting. He had also told how they were to find Nikolay Yurkovich. As per instructions Trisha and Thomas made their way towards the bar. It was crowded but they found two empty stools at the end of the counter. The barman approached them. He placed his hands on the counter.
 
    
 
   “What can I get you, Sir? Madam?”
 
   Trisha noticed a tattoo on the underside of the man’s wrist. From the quick glimpse that Trisha managed, it was what seemed like a symbol of a sword with a star next to it.
 
   “I’ll have a whisky please. Soda,” said Thomas.
 
   “Right away, Sir.” The barman turned around with his back to them, preparing the whisky.
 
   “And I’ll have a Skinny Joe”, instructed Trisha. The barman’s head perked up. “With an olive.”
 
   That was the cue. That was the code phrase Luca had informed them about. Nobody adds an olive to a Skinny Joe. The barman knew exactly who they were. He turned around to face them.
 
   “Follow me.”
 
   He led them across the hall to a small inconspicuous door in the corner. As he opened it they found themselves in a small lobby with two elevators. They soon got in one and it opened up onto the sixth floor. As the doors of the elevator opened, they realized that the floor they had reached was privately owned. The ambiance and décor had changed. The bright dazzling scene below had been replaced with one of dimmed lights and carpeted corridors. The colors were different hues of burgundy, brown and bronze.  The barman led them along one such corridor to a room with a big wooden door. He knocked twice and pushed the door open, gesturing for Trisha and Thomas to enter. As they did, the odor of cigars hit Trisha. She loved cigars. But now was not the time to think about all that. Her eyes shifted to the middle of the room. 
 
    
 
   There was a big table, the top inlaid with green velvet. There were three men seated. Trisha’s eyes immediately fixated on the huge, somewhat bulky, bald man seated on the left. She recognized him immediately- Nikolay Yurkovich, there was no mistake. As she and Thomas approached the table, the barman went round beside to the left where Nikolay Yurkovich was seated.   He bent down and whispered something in his ear. Nikolay Yurkovich immediately got up and this action was immediately followed by the two men seated to the right. He shook their hand and spoke in  a deep rumbling voice.
 
   “I’m sorry gentleman. I must ask you to excuse me now.” He gestured politely to Trisha and Thomas. “My guests have arrived.” The two men bowed slightly and took their leave. As they passed Trisha couldn’t help but notice their faces. She had definitely seen of one those faces somewhere. In the newspaper? Seemed very familiar. 
 
   “Please come. Make yourselves comfortable,” he gestured to the two empty chairs. His English was fluent, but his Russian accent was thick and guttural. “May I offer you something to drink?” He again gestured for them to take a seat. 
 
   “Thank you so much Mr. Yurkovich, but I’ll just have some water” said Thomas.
 
   Nikolay Yurkovich laughed a deep hearty laugh. 
 
   “You must be nervous, Mr. Spencer. Meeting with Russian Mafia Lord.” He chuckled again. “That’s what they call me in the newspapers, as you must know.”
 
   Trisha was studying the man that towered in front of them. He was around six and a half feet tall and his wide frame made it seem even more. His shoulders were broad and even though he wore a suit, it was evident his arms were thick and muscular. The girth of his neck was wide and as he spoke he ran his hands over his bald head. Trisha noticed the big rings that adorned his thick powerful fingers, even his thumb; and it was that same tattoo that was etched on the underside of his wrist. The sword and the star. 
 
   “I am nothing but a business man,” he said continuing his own introduction. “And that is what we have gathered here for today, right? Business?” Trisha looked at him as he spoke. This was not the kind of behavior she had come expecting. Yes, his appearance was intimidating and formidable, but his courteousness and the straight-forward honest manner in which he spoke somewhat disarmed her. Somewhat a little bit at ease now, she smiled.
 
   “Yes, business it is, Mr. Yurkovich.” She took the bag Thomas had been holding and placed it upon the table. 
 
   “No.No.No! This is not the way to make friends! Let us first get to know ourselves. Business will happen. Business can wait. ”. He smiled a pleasant smile at them. “You see I am a lover of the arts. That’s why I buy the kind of things that you have come for today. There are very few people who can appreciate its worth. I know that you can. And this is an unpleasant place for talking. We shall go to my yacht. After all that is where I have kept your object of interest. You can hardly expect me to keep it here. I hope you don’t mind? ”
 
   Trisha didn’t know what to say. She looked at Thomas who was as blank as she was. Though she found the man far more hospitable than she had expected, she again quickly realized that underneath that façade was what he really was – the mob. And you don’t just say no to the mob. Something told her that talking was the last thing on Nikolay Yurkovich’s mind. You don’t build a reputation like his by discussing historical trinkets with history professors.  She took a quick glance around the room. There were five extremely tough looking men standing in the corners and walls. Each one was heavily built, some heftier than Nikolay Yurkovich himself. Their arms and faces were filled with tattoos and their muscles bulged out from behind their shirts. She looked back at Nikolay Yurkovich. He was looking at her adjusting one of his rings. Though he had a pleasant smile on his face, Trisha knew that nothing from this point forward was a choice.
 
   “That seems like a great idea.” She smiled at him.
 
   “Perfect!” he said. He made a hand signal to his men.
 
   Soon they were descending by the same lift they had taken to come up. The five or six beefy security men constantly followed them. As they reached the lobby, they were led outside by a side door. Right in front of where they exited was a huge black limousine, waiting. Behind it was a big black land rover. One the bodyguards stepped forward and opened the door of the limousine. Nikolay Yurkovich graciously lent his hand out to Trisha for support, gesturing her to get in. Out of courtesy Trisha held his hand and got into the back seat. The sitting space at the back was huge and spacious, but as Thomas stepped forward to enter after Trisha, Nikolay Yurkovich put out his arm.
 
   “Mr. Spencer, I am sure you’ll find the front much more comfortable.” His glare pierced Thomas.
 
   Thomas looked at Trisha who was already seated inside at the back. The bodyguard gestured to Thomas with his hands and led him to the front seat. Thomas got in.
 
   Nikolay Yurkovich then got in at the back, beside Trisha. He closed the door. Trisha looked back through the rear window pane and noticed all the security men that were following them getting in to the black land rover behind. Nikolay Yurkovich tapped the driver on his shoulder and said something in Russian. The car started and slowly glided out. The security vehicle followed. As they curved onto the road, there was nothing but the very faint hum of the engine to break the awkward silence. They had driven for just a few minutes, when Nikolay Yurkovich tapped Thomas on the shoulder. Thomas turned around and looked back.
 
   “I must confess,” Nikolay Yurkovich said.
 
   Thomas raised his eyebrows, puzzled .He looked at his beautiful wife was seated next to this brute of a man. He knew himself to be a very calm and self-composed person, but now he felt intimidated and somewhat powerless.
 
   Nikolay Yurkovich looked straight at Thomas. Then he turned and looked at Trisha beside him and again back at Thomas. He leaned slightly forward towards Thomas, in the front seat. He then placed his huge paw on the Trisha’s thigh and rubbed it up and down. A sneer-like grin appeared on his face. He growled,
 
   “There’s really nothing like the smell of warm cunt.”
 
   The limousine sped into the night towards the wharf, where the Star and The Sword was docked.
 
    
 
                                                                           ******************
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Conclusion
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   What happens to Thomas and Trisha at the Mafia boss’ yacht? Do they get their hands on the Dei Pi Ring? And can they decipher where it points to next? As they head to the STAR AND THE SWORD in the Mafia boss’ limousine , followed by his posse of beefy bodyguards, only one thing crosses Thomas Spencer’s mind. How many such men can his sexy wife take on?
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