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“You know, the boxes could have been marked a little better, honey. If they had been, we wouldn’t be opening every one of them up just to know what’s inside each of them.” 

This admonishment is one that doesn’t seem to land with my wife in the desired fashion. 

“Feel free to get a marker and mark them as you go through them so we won’t have to guess again.” She giggles to herself as I’m forced to smile.

“You’re difficult sometimes, Rachel. You know that, right? Just plain difficult.”

“And so are you, Michael.” She turns to focus her blue eyes on me. “At least I got everything packed away for us so that we could get out of that old moldy building. The air in that thing kept my nose running all the time.” My wife looks around before adding, “This place seems clean and well-kept.”

“It had better be,” I reply. “For double the cost it should have gold inlay on the door frames.” 

We both laugh at our current situation as it’s one that has improved over the last few years since we decided to leave our work at the Houston Police Department to become private investigators. The move was a good one, but it has been difficult at times to pay the bills and keep the lights on at home. Thankfully, Rachel and I had enough savings at the time to do what needed to be done to bridge the gaps in our funds and after a while we began to see an uptick in the numbers of people requesting our services. 

“There will be even more to come see us now that we have a nicer office space,” I tell my wife. “We might even have more savory characters come through.”

She stops and looks over at me. “You’re getting bored with the lowlifes we have been working for?” 

I chuckle and shake my head. “Well, you have to admit that some of them are a bit concerning in the way they approach us with some questionable tasks.”

“Yet, we take the work, right?” Rachel tilts her head to one side. “We agreed that we would not concern ourselves with legalities as long as our professional licenses were not on the line, remember?”

I grimace. “So you have mentioned so many times before.”

The fact is, my wife and I often flout the law during our investigations when we can. It helps to bring about results much quicker than if we played the game completely by the book. This is probably the reason why the Houston Police Department will occasionally come to see us about something they need help with. Though they haven’t said as much, it’s understood that we are not bound in the same way they are when it comes to legal precedent.

“Do you remember our first case?” Rachel asks as she begins to unpack some files to go into a filing cabinet nearby. “The one with the young woman and her cheating husband?”

“I remember it like it was yesterday,” I tell her with a smile. “And you actually seduced that man.”

A wry grin begins to fill Rachel’s face. “I didn’t hear you complain about it, either.”

Swallowing hard, I tell her, “What was there to complain about? It was part of the job, right?”

Rachel stops what she’s doing and walks over to where I’m working on another box. She sits down beside me and puts her hand on my leg. “You let me have sex with him, Michael. Honestly, I didn’t think you were going to let me get away with that at first.”

My heart pounds violently inside my chest as I take a low, steady breath to ease myself. “I didn’t think you would go so far until you did, either. We both seemed to be in a bit of a state of shock when it all happened.”

Our first case as private investigators was one in which a woman by the name of Lacy believed that her husband, Ryan, was seeing other women late in the evenings after work on certain days. According to her, he would go to a local bar and drink and then find some woman who was attractive to flirt with. Once he had gained the trust and mutual attraction of the other woman, they would leave the bar and go to a nearby motel for a quick fling. Rachel posed as a woman in the bar to see if he would in fact approach her and take her to the motel room. It was our plan that after he attempted to come onto her in the room she would leave due to some excuse. However, my wife found herself attracted to the man and decided to go all the way with him. We were both shocked that the encounter went so far, but it gave us all the evidence we needed to send to the client and get paid. Since then, my wife has used her sexual wiles in so many different ways to help us solve our cases.

“Do you get jealous of me?” she asks while her hand moves along my thigh.

“Sometimes,” I admit with a nod. “But then again, I can remind myself that it’s all about our work and you’re just doing the job you need to do.”

She raises an eyebrow. “You’ve been a tease for the ladies occasionally, too. We both happen to be very good at that part of our jobs.”

“Yes, I suppose we are very good,” I laugh. “But you’re my wife and that will never change, no matter what either of us do to get a leg up on a case.” Leaning over, I kiss Rachel on the lips and pull her to me. I so badly want to fuck her right now, but there’s too much to do to allow our horniness to take over at the moment.

Pulling back, Rachel reminds me, “Detective Davis will be here this afternoon at two o’clock. He said on the phone it will be an urgent matter that they need help with as soon as possible.”

“Another Houston PD thing?”

“It looks that way. Anyway, we should probably get the office cleaned up for the visit even if it means stacking boxes until we can get to them later.”

“Yeah, that would be an important thing to take care of.” Thinking for a moment, I ask, “What about the new receptionist? Will she be starting today?”

“Not today,” Rachel replies. “It will probably be Monday of next week when she will come in. I told her to wait for a phone call from me.”

Shaking my head, I ask, “Why not have her come in now? We could use the help with all this stuff, Rachel.”

She sighs. “I know, but I just feel like it would be better if you and I did this on our own. This is a new chapter for us, after all, and I don’t want a third set of hands on our things just yet.”

We have operated our office without a third person since starting up the private investigating agency five years ago. Rachel and I have answered the phone when it has rang, at least when we were able to, and it has finally gotten to be a huge piece of our work that requires a third person to handle. For now, we will be the only two investigators in our office. However, the receptionist role will be a very important one.

“You’re too set in your ways, my love,” I say while patting her on the back. “It will be important to let the new receptionist do her job when she finally gets her to start.”

Rachel raises an eyebrow and shakes her head. “You don’t think I can let go of that part of the job, do you?”

“It’s no longer just a part of the job. It’s now a job in and of itself and we don’t have the time to deal with phone calls all the time. We’ve lost out on some big clients because of that.”

Though she doesn’t want to agree with me, Rachel nods her head before getting up and going back to the box she was working on earlier. “Seems like we are going to be working all the time now that we are expanding.”

“Not for long, honey. As time progresses and we continue to bring in new clients, we might consider hiring some part-time investigators. There are lots of good police officers looking for part-time work, right?”

“Some better than others, Michael. Keep that in mind.”

As in any profession, there are those who are great at their job in law enforcement and then there are the ones that are just there for the feeling of power that comes with a badge and gun. Thankfully, Detective Sam Davis isn’t one of the latter sort of policemen, but a man with a great deal of integrity and experience. Whenever he says there’s something the HPD needs help with, we are happy to have him over for a visit. Though the public is not aware of it, there’s a small budget that has been allocated in the police department for the services of private investigators. Without us, some of the crimes in the city will continue to go unsolved.

“I really do love you, Rachel. Don’t ever forget that, alright?”

She looks toward me and smiles. “And I love you even more, you sexy fucker.” The reply makes me blush a little, which makes my wife smile even wider. She loves to put a little color into my face, one way or another.
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​Chapter Two: In Our Own Backyard
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In the afternoon, Detective Sam Davis of the Houston Police Department and Officer Raine Wood of the Sex Crimes division of the department arrive to speak to us about a case that they need help to solve. After having a seat in our cluttered new office, we all begin the meeting with an explanation of what is known so far.

“There is a private brothel that has opened in the southern part of Houston along Stanton Avenue and it appears to be serving a very wealthy clientele,” Detective Davis tells us as he leans back in his chair. “We have been watching some of what has been going on, and so far there are some things that are known about the women who are working in the large house there.” He nods toward the young woman sitting beside him.

“The women are all from Eastern Europe, at least as far as we can tell,” Officer Wood continues. “They are young, maybe eighteen to twenty years of age, and they do not have passports or visas to be in this country.”

I shake my head. “You haven’t made arrests yet?”

“No, we haven’t taken any actions yet other than keeping a close eye on what’s going on. Though this is happening in Houston, it’s believed that there are much larger fish in the pond controlling what’s happening there.” Officer Wood looks at me, her soft brown eyes alluring and bright. “I was able to get inside while posing undercover as a Polish woman looking for work. It was inside that I met a man named Fabian who offered me a job if I would be willing to show him what I could do.” 

“We don’t need to get into that,” Detective Davis says to her. He’s obviously trying to protect her from having to relive whatever happened between her and the man she calls Fabian. “Needless to say, we have gathered enough information to know that there are about a dozen ladies inside the large estate and they are currently working as prostitutes at this brothel.”

“And it’s all nonconsensual?” Rachel asks.

“Completely,” Officer Wood replies. “Fabian didn’t want to hire me at first because I was an outsider they hadn’t brought in. However, I was able to convince him I wasn’t a cop because of what I did.” She turns her eyes down to her hands in her lap.

“Again, we don’t have to go into details, Raine,” the detective says to her. “Michael and Rachel understand that there are sometimes things that must be done to further a case.” 

“We understand,” Rachel assures her. “Still, we need whatever information you can give us if you want our help.”

Detective Davis nods his head and reaches into his pocket to retrieve a small USB drive. “Everything we know so far is on this. We know that the man’s name is Fabian and that he runs the daily operations of the brothel. However, we have also discovered that there are others who are above him. In particular, a man who is in Europe and funds much of what is done. He’s the one the FBI wants to get to.”

I raise an eyebrow. “So, whose investigation is this, anyway? The Houston PD’s or the FBI’s?” 

He frowns. “A little of both, I suppose. The FBI is working on some aspects of the case, but they aren’t putting very many resources into it at the moment. I think they are waiting to see what we develop before they move in to take all the credit.”

“Like they always do,” I reply.

“Like they always do.” Detective Davis smiles and asks, “Why did you leave the force, anyway? You were both so good at your jobs and both of you would have made detective by now.”

“You know how I can be, Sam. It’s hard to hold me down when I want to go after something or someone. The police department management didn’t like that I was constantly on top of someone to get to the bottom of a case.”

“I’ve known you since the police academy, and you’ve always had the best intentions, Michael. It’s a shame the higher-ups at the department didn’t fight harder to keep you and your wife when you decided to leave.”

I allow a quick sigh to escape my lips. “Well, I needed to get away from them, anyway. There were just too many rules to follow and too few officers I could trust to watch my back.”

Officer Wood frowns. “Are you saying that the thin blue line wouldn’t have held for you?”

“You’re a little younger and you probably still have a lot to learn about the Houston Police Department. Not everyone there has the best of intentions when it comes to taking down thugs and criminals. Some in the department are actually a part of the problem.” 

“It’s not that bad, Michael,” Sam says while shaking his head. “We’ve cleaned up a lot of that at the department.”

“Some of it, maybe. I still hear stories, Sam. Some of those stories involve cartels and the southern border.”

The detective looks at the young officer beside him before shaking his head. “He’s just joking. It’s not that bad.” My old friend gives me a look that tells me he doesn’t want me to continue speaking about the shortcomings of HPD. Fine. We’ll keep it professional.

“This guy, Fabian, what do we know about him so far? Is he American?”

“I’m pretty sure he’s from Europe,” Officer Wood replies to my wife’s inquiry. “He has a thick accent and he talked about making trips to Hungary and Slovenia several times in the last year.”

“He’s picking them up, maybe?” I remark.

“That’s what I thought as well, but when I went to check into the air manifests, the man always traveled alone. So, it seems he’s meeting someone but the women are being brought over by other means.” Sam frowns. “This is a bad dude, Mike. He shouldn’t be taken as some soft middleman. He’s a cutthroat through and through.”

“A cutthroat you don’t know the last name of,” I point out.

“Unfortunately, no. He’s been flying under the name Daniel Castille, but that’s not his real name. This is what tipped the FBI off to his travels. They know the name doesn’t exist in which it matches our guy, but they haven’t moved against him yet. There’s a lot going on and we need the two of you to put the puzzle pieces together for us. That is, if you have the time to take it on.”

“We can do it,” Rachel answers before I can. “As long as we have assurances that we will have our expenses and fees paid on time this time.”

Sam smiles. “That wasn’t my fault last time, Rachel. You know that.”

“It doesn’t matter whose fault it was, we lost money for a while and we weren’t happy about that.”

“What happened?” Officer Wood asks.

“There was a technicality in getting them paid, that’s all. It took a little work, but we got them their money.” Detective Davis smiles. “I’ve been given assurances by the chief that we will get your money to you in a more timely fashion this time around. I personally promise it will happen as it should.”

“I trust him,” I tell my wife. “Sam has never done us wrong on his own.”

“It’s the city’s money, Michael. The department won’t care what the word of one of their detectives is worth.”

“All will be well,” I tell her. “Let’s get to work and try to get this case cracked wide open.”

“That’s the spirit!” Sam stands up and the officer beside him does the same. He reaches for my hand to shake and I reciprocate before taking Officer Wood’s soft hand into mine. All I can think about at this moment is what she probably had to do to Fabian in order to convince him to let her in. Full sex was probably on the menu, and the young officer, maybe twenty-two or twenty-three years of age, was immediately taken into a situation that had to be traumatic. It will take time for her to completely shake herself from such a thing, and even then she will never completely forget what happened. I feel bad for her, but at the same time I wish she would go to her knees and show me how talented she really is.

“Thank you for the help,” Officer Wood says to us before she turns to walk toward the office door. 

“Thank you, indeed,” Sam echoes before they leave our office and I am left to discuss the case with Rachel.

“I hope they don’t leave us in the lurch again, Michael. The last one we worked on cost us three grand and they balked at even paying for our costs. The additional three grand for our work almost didn’t materialize at all.”

“Not until you threatened to go to the news media about what we had discovered,” I say with a wicked grin. “I don’t think they’ll cross you like that again.”

Rachel crosses her arms. “You found her attractive, didn’t you?”

“Who?”

“Officer Wood. Or, Raine, I guess we could call her. Sounds a little like a hippy’s name in the seventies.”

I laugh. “She definitely didn’t look like a hippy, my love.”

“Still, you found her very attractive, didn’t you?” My wife’s blue eyes focus on me and begin to tear apart my soul in search of the answer she desires.

“I don’t know that I would call her attractive,” I say to her. “Still, she is a very pretty young woman.”

“One you would like to fuck?” Rachel allows a grin to begin to fill her face.

“That’s not fair,” I reply.

“Sure it is. You find some women attractive, Michael. I get it. It’s a part of human nature to find others attractive on occasion. There’s no sense hiding that from me.”

“Honey, I don’t think I’m hiding anything from you, but you can certainly believe what you want to believe.” I reach down to pick up the USB drive Detective Davis gave us. “You’re the only woman for me.”

“Am I?” Rachel raises an eyebrow before winking at me. She leaves the small office to walk into the outer office where lots of boxes are still waiting for us to go through them. 

My wife is occasionally a tease, and she loves to see me squirm whenever she asks me about other women. She’s right, I do occasionally find other women attractive and I have a difficult time admitting as much. However, Rachel has been with plenty of other men as far as our work is concerned and some of them have caused her to swoon quite wildly. It’s a part of the job, so I have no problem with that. Even so, I don’t want her to think that I find her work to be disturbing and that I have considered fucking other women to even up my own passions with what she’s done. That would be wrong of me and I refuse to be that sort of husband.
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​Chapter Three: A Cover Story
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Rachel sits down at the desk beside me and places a typewritten sheet of paper in front of me. “I think I’ve figured out a cover story for me.”

Looking down at it, I smile. “Riley Morris?”

“Seems like a nice girl’s name, right?” Rachel taps the paper. “I’m going to be a girl desperate for work who has heard a rumor that there’s something going on at that house that would be perfect for me.”

“That’s dangerous,” I warn her. “They’ll want to know just where you got the information about the house.”

“Men talk,” she replies. “And I’ve had a sugar daddy who was quick to let me know things while I was sucking his dick.”

I laugh. “Well, that would be an easy thing to pass off as truth.”

“Of course it would be. Men will do or say anything while a woman has his cock in her mouth, right?” Rachel winks at me before drawing my attention to another part of the paper. “Also, I will tell them I come from wealth and that I don’t have anything to do with my family any longer. Daddy has written me out of the finances and all that good stuff.”

“To make yourself seem like a lost cause,” I say as I begin to understand where my wife is going with this. “You might have a point to that.”

“I certainly do. From the information I got on the USB drive, Raine was able to speak to some of the other girls and get some idea of what Fabian prefers in the women he allows to come in to work. Clean and wealthy hits the mark with him.”

“And you don’t think he’ll come to believe you to be a cop?” 

Rachel frowns. “You know I don’t put off that sort of vibe when I’m working, Michael. I can keep his interest in other places when I’m with him easy enough.”

“You can’t be certain he won’t have suspicions, honey. This guy is probably a member of some international gang and because of that he would be dangerous.”

“Dangerous, sure, but I can still handle him.” 

Occasionally, I am met by the unmovable wall known as Rachel Loftin. She becomes too stubborn at times and it worries me. As intelligent as she is, there are those in the criminal underworld who are just as smart and just as intent on getting what they want. Lying to get into the world of this Fabian character and then getting caught for what she really is could be the end of her. I never want anything terrible to happen to my wife, and if I must I’ll kill people to save her life. I’m just worried that I might not have the chance to keep someone from harming or killing her in the first place.

“You’re cavalier about some of your assignments, Rachel. Too cavalier for my tastes, anyway.”

She reaches toward me and puts a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t tell me you’re getting cold feet in all this, Michael. I’ve not even gone to see the man yet.”

“After reading all the information on the USB drive, I realize how far this thing could go. Fabian is only the frontman for this, not the boss. Even if we manage to take him down, there will probably be another to take his place. What if they send someone after you for betraying the guy?”

“Don’t worry, baby.” Rachel leans toward me and we kiss for a moment before she pulls back and pats my arm. “I know you don’t like what I have to do to get close to the guy, either. Just know that I’ll take every precaution I can, alright? I know what I’m doing.”

“Wear the glasses,” I tell her. “Do that for me.”

Rachel frowns and looks at the glasses on the desk. “They’re not the most attractive things I’ve ever seen before.”

“They’re functional and the style is actually one that is in use today. There are plenty of people wearing glasses like those.”

“People who are celebrities maybe,” she replies. “Why these glasses?”

“They have the best transmitting distance of any of the others and I’m going to have to stay on the street in my car while you go in that house. I at least want to know what’s going on at all times.”

“You want to peep,” Rachel giggles. 

“Oh, geez. Do you really have to call it that? It’s the only way for me to see that you’re okay, honey. It also provides us with the proof we need when we speak to Sam.”

“Would you really let him see the video if I’m doing things to him?” It’s a question we’ve dealt with before, and one that continues to make me fairly uncomfortable to answer.

“You know we can edit it in some ways to hide your voice. Your face, of course, wouldn’t be on it while you wear the glasses.”

“But, what if I put them down on a table to do what I have to do?” Rachel asks.

“Dammit, woman,” I growl.

She smiles wickedly. “I’ll try to avoid doing anything like that, Michael, but you and I both know that this case will probably require me to get at least a little physical with Fabian or one of his guys.”

“Fuck.”

Rachel kisses my cheek before standing up and walking over to a window nearby. “I love this location. It has so much more of a scenic view than the old office building.”

I look out the window as well. There’s a city park across the street from us and today it’s full of kids playing outside on a nice day. Of course, there are other parks in the city that are not so friendly to games among children in Houston. In those parks there are people who will sell you fentanyl or a small bag of cocaine if you have the money. Some there will even kill you.

“I would feel better if you could go in with a firearm.”

Rachel turns to look at me. “Are you joking?”

“It would be safer.”

“For who? You know they’ll frisk me, Michael. If they find me with a piece hidden I’m as good as dead. There would be nothing you could do about it before I was shot in the back of the head and already gone.”

“They might not search you that well,” I counter. “Dammit, Rachel, it’s not the smartest thing in the world to go into the lion’s den without some kind of protection.”

Rachel sits back down at the desk and looks at me softly. “We’ve been at this for five years, but you still have difficulty accepting that your wife has to do the same dangerous work as any other private investigator. How misogynistic of you.”

“I’m not one of those,” I blurt out while crossing my arms. “Why would you say that?”

“It’s at least a little true. You have always been much more worried about me than about yourself whenever we work these kinds of cases together. Maybe for once you should trust that I’ll be fine?”

“It’s hard for me to not worry about you.”

“I know, but I don’t want to worry about you worrying about me while I’m in there with that Fabian guy, Michael. I need to know that you’re content with my skills to see things through and that you’re not going to charge in just because you don’t like the way someone sneezed in that house.”

She’s right. There is a part of me that still views women as somewhat weaker than men and therefore more likely to get themselves kidnapped and killed. Even as a former police officer and a private investigator, I see Rachel as someone to protect instead of someone who could do the protecting. I love her so much that I can’t help but react in this way to the prospect of her being put into harm’s way. If only she could better understand what I feel whenever I think of her inside that house.

“I’ll do my best not to worry, but you’ll have to wear the damned glasses.”

She sighs. “Fine, I’ll wear them. They aren’t my style, but for the sake of your sanity I’ll wear them.” Rachel picks up the glasses and puts them on. “What do you think? Hot and seductive, right?” 

I laugh at her attempt at humor. “They’re not the fanciest frames, but they are in fashion right now.”

“With some groups of people, but not in all of them. Fabian might come to suspect that the glasses are a cover for the minicam inside them.”

Opening my laptop, I tell her, “He won’t be looking at your glasses, my sweet. He’ll be looking at everything but your face.”

“Hardy-har-har,” Rachel says with a strained expression. “You are so funny.”

“I do try.” Looking at the screen of the laptop, I adjust the bandwidth until I can see the video feed from the glasses. “Not bad. I wish the camera was just a little better, though. The resolution sucks.”

“It’s 720p,” my wife reminds me. “Not the greatest but it will work for what we need to do.”

“Just don’t let them handle them too much. They are heavier than most glasses with plastic frames. The battery is small and powerful, but heavy enough for anyone to notice.”

“I’ll keep them close to me,” she says before asking, “What happens if they discover the camera in them?”

Shrugging, I reply, “Run.”

Rachel smiles and laughs. “I suppose I had better spend some time getting into shape, then.”

“If you run, then run to the nearest exit. I’ll be in there as quickly as I can be.”

My wife reaches over and takes my hand into her hand. “I know you’re there if I need you, Michael. We’re partners and we’ll always have each other’s back.” 

“Right. Always.” We kiss for a moment before Rachel pulls back from me and picks up the paper she put on the desk earlier. “I need to go look in my closet for something to wear that will impress Fabio. I’ll see you at home later, alright?”

“Sure.” I nod my head as I watch her leave the office. My stomach churns with acid as I continue to worry about Rachel and what could happen to her should things go badly in the private brothel in a couple of days when we go there. From what Office Raine Wood told us, there will be men all over the place keeping a close eye on what Rachel does once she gets in. They will act quickly to neutralize any problem they find. My wife will need to be especially cautious to avoid their close attention.
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​Chapter Four: A Nice Neighborhood
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I watch as my wife pulls her car up to the gate of the large estate where the private brothel is located in the south of Houston. Sitting in my car just on the other side of the street, I watch the camera footage from her special glasses as she turns to the speaker outside the gate and presses the button on it.

“Yes?” a man’s voice says brusquely from the speaker.

“Hey, my name is Riley Morris and I would like to speak to someone named Fabian about a job?”

“A job?” the voice immediately sounds back through the speaker. “What sort of job?”

She clears her voice. “Honestly, it’s the sort of job that most people wouldn’t want to talk about in public, but I had a client who mentioned that he’s been here before and I thought I might offer my services.”

“I think you’re mistaken,” the man says before cutting off the speaker. I hear Rachel sigh just before another voice sounds out from the box. 

“Where did you get the name Fabian from?”

She grips the steering wheel tightly before answering, “My client mentioned the name and said that he runs this place? Look, I don’t want to make waves, but I could really use some extra work if you have any.”

The man on the other end of the box finally replies, “Come in and we’ll talk for a minute.”

“Great.” Rachel looks up and into the rearview mirror as the gate opens. I’m certain she wants to give me the expression that she believes will most satisfy me just before she goes into the lion’s den.

The car pulls into the estate and the gate closes behind her. Goosebumps rise along my neck and back as I watch anxiously from a distance, my heart racing with both excitement and a measure of fear. I love Rachel more than life itself and I am worried that what might happen next could mean the end of her life. All I can do for now, though, is watch what happens through the minicam on her glasses.

Not long after going through the gate, she pulls up to the side of the large house where a man is waiting outside. Rachel gets out and says to the man, “Hello, I’m Riley.”

“Lift your arms,” is all the man says before running a long electronic paddle up and down both sides of her body. Satisfied that she’s not carrying anything threatening, he then waves her toward the side entrance of the house where another man is standing. This one manages to allow a slight grin before opening the door and then leading her into the home. Rachel follows just two steps behind him.

“How are you today?” Rachel says chirpily to the man.

“I’m fine. You?” he replies.

“Good so far. Hopefully I’ll be even better once I leave here later.” 

My wife is playing the part very well, her accent even changed enough to indicate that she grew up somewhere in Kansas or Nebraska. This will be her schtick after all, that she grew up in a fairly wealthy home surrounded by ultra conservative parents who were too busy to give her the time of day. Disaffected and pissed off at the world in general, Riley went into the world of stripping and prostituting to make her money and to have her own idea of freedom. It’s the sort of story that any trafficker would want to hear, whether he’s going to traffic a woman or not.

“In here,” the man says to her before standing to the side of the door. 

“Thank you.” Rachel touches the man on the arm in a playful manner before opening the door and walking into the room. Surely she has just made a friend who could be helpful to her at some point in the future.

“Well, hello,” a man says to her as she walks across the long room towards a grouping of furniture. “Who are you again?”

“Riley Morris,” my wife answers him. “I’m sorry if I’ve come at a bad time, but I thought I might see if you have any sort of work I might be looking for.”

“Have a seat,” he says to her, a strong smile appearing on his face. 

Tall and handsome, the man has an olive complexion and dark hair, his face clean shaven and teeth straight and white. His voice betrays a European accent of some sort, causing me to think that he might be the Fabian we have been looking for. However, there is another man in the room who might also fill that bill as he speaks to Rachel.

“You weren’t invited, were you?” the second man says as he approaches the pair of them. “Why are you here if you weren’t invited?”

“Easy, Peter,” the first man says. “She’s a beautiful woman who is asking for a job. Let me speak with her before you begin to think the worst, eh?”  

Peter nods his head and frowns as he continues to look at Rachel for a bit longer. I’m concerned about a man who is so caustic at the very beginning. It often means he sees someone as a threat and he deems it necessary to deal with that threat. The idea of it frightens me.

“Excuse him,” the first man says to her. “Peter is a very passionate man when it comes to his work. He is the head of security at our little place here, you see.” 

“Are you Fabian?” my wife asks him boldly. “I’m told that a man by that name runs things here and might be able to help me with some work.”

He nods his head. “I am Fabian, yes. What kind of work do you think is done around here, Miss Riley?”

My wife answers, “I’ve been working around the country for the last few years in the escort industry. Most of what I’ve done has been on my own, but things have gotten sketchy recently and I’m worried that if I don’t have protection then someone might actually hurt me.”

Fabian raises an eyebrow. “I’m not a pimp, miss.”

“No, I didn’t say that. A client of mine...”

“Which client, exactly?” The man looks intently at my wife as he awaits an answer from her.

“He calls himself Jeff, but I don’t think that’s his name.”

“You don’t think that’s his name? Don’t you do your own background checks as an escort?”

There is nervousness in Rachel’s voice as she tells him, “I do, but then once I’m established with them they give me names to call them by to protect their identities and I only put those down. He might be a Brian or a Cade, but I really can’t be certain.”

“Sounds like sloppy bookkeeping,” Peter says from the side. 

“Maybe,” Fabian adds while studying her. “And he told you I run a pimp service here?”
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“Not exactly. He said you offer young ladies from Eastern Europe for upscale men. Is that true? If it is, I really want to be a part of that if you think you might have any extra business to throw my way.”

Fabian laughs. “Such fancy stories have come from this Jeff.”

“Did he lie to me?” Rachel says seriously to the man. “If he did, I swear I’ll never see him again.”

“Does this house look like a place where young women would be having sex with men?” Fabian asks. 

My wife turns her head to look around the room and I begin to realize that he has worked hard to cover up whatever is happening in the home. Nothing in view would indicate that a brothel is at work in the same house.

“I’m sorry. Obviously there’s been a mistake.” Rachel stands to her feet and begins to walk toward the door before Fabian calls out to her.

“Wait.” She turns to face him. “Please, Riley, do come sit back down. I think we might help each other.” Rachel returns to her chair and sits down before he asks, “What references do you have?”

“References?”

“Other women who work in your profession. I assume you have others who could vouch for you?”

My wife sighs. “I do have some names, but they might not speak to you.”

“They will probably speak to Peter if he calls and asks nicely, right?” Fabian grins at her as well as the other man in the room. “Give me two names and he will go see what they have to say.”

Rachel hesitates, but then she gives him the names of two prostitutes we have worked with before and we have set up for this in the event he wanted to call them about her. 

“Jessa and Tara are two of my closest friends in the trade. You will find them on the escort search page at this website.” She reaches into her purse and pulls out a small card. “I am on the page as well. I think you will find that I’m the real deal, sir.”

“Very good.” Fabian reaches and takes the card from her before handing them to Peter. He nods at the other man and soon Rachel is left alone with Fabian in the room. 

“Do you offer the kind of work I need?” my wife asks after a short time of silence between them.

He smiles. “I might be able to help you, but there are certain things we must do to test your quality.” His eyes turn down and I realize he’s looking at her body.

“You want me to undress, then?”

“Please,” he replies while sitting back in his seat. 

Rachel stands to her feet and begins to move around. Looking down, she begins with the buttons on her blouse and then she works on her skirt before removing her bra and panties. Now completely nude, she approaches Fabian and stands before him so that he can look her over.

“You have a very nice body, Riley,” he tells her. He lifts a hand and makes a motion for her to turn around and she does, allowing the man behind her to once again make a comment. “Nice round ass and back. Lovely to behold.” She turns to face him again. “Brazilian?” he asks.

“Yeah, I like it smooth.”

“Me, too,” he says before taking a finger and licking it before reaching for my wife’s pussy. Rachel doesn’t look down all the way so that I can see what’s happening, but from her movement I would guess he’s inserted his finger into her so that he might feel how tight and smooth she is.

“Nice.” She looks down at him again. “And are you skilled in all things?”

“GFE and everything else,” my wife replies. “I can do it all.” 

Fabian smiles as he leans back and unfastens his pants. Soon, his long, meaty cock is out of his pants and growing in his hand. “Suck me off, then. Let’s see if you’re good enough to work here, Riley.”

My wife goes to her knees and takes hold of the man’s erect manhood. He moans a bit just as she leans down and takes it into her mouth. I can’t see his penis going in and out of her lips, but the motion on the camera tells me this is exactly what’s happening.

“Very nice, yes, touch my balls,” I hear him say. I imagine Rachel sucking my cock while she pleasures the man inside the large house. If only I could be in there right now to see it firsthand. I’m soon shaking myself from my lustful daydream to focus on the job at hand.

It doesn’t take long for the man to finally lose his wad into Rachel’s mouth. “Ohhhh...oooohhhhh...ooooohhhhh...ooooohhhhh...” Rachel gags a little as she swallows his cum, but not so much that she doesn’t sound experienced in her so-called profession. She soon lifts her head and looks up at him.

“Was it good?” she asks him softly.

“Magical,” Fabian laughs. “Very magical. You may put your things back on.” My wife does so and soon Peter returns to the room. He eyes my wife and then hands a sheet of paper to his boss. “Seems your friends are happy to vouch for you. They told Peter you like to have threesomes at times?”

“I like it all,” she replies. “There’s not much I won’t do.”

He nods his head. “Fine. Gentlemen pay around a thousand dollars and up for an hour with a girl. Since you are new and I don’t have to cover your food and housing, I will split the money fifty-fifty with you. How does that sound?”

“How often?” she asks.

Fabian shrugs his shoulders. “Maybe three or four times each week. It will depend on whether we are busy.”

“Alright,” Rachel replies. “I can live with that.”

“Good.” Fabian stands up and walks over to her and offers my wife his hand. “Then welcome aboard, Miss Riley.”

She stands up to shake his hand. “Thank you, sir.”

“Right.” He turns to look at Peter. “See that she gets a pass so that she can come and go in the rear of the house.”

“Yes, sir,” the other man answers. “Come with me.”

The two of them walk to what appears to be the security room before Peter takes my wife’s picture and then begins to make a magnetic card for her. It appears to be a significant operation that keeps others from gaining access to the house so easily unless they are wanted there. It’s a smart way to do things, and I figure Peter has some previous experience in this area. Who knows? He might be a former cop himself.

“Here,” he says to her. “Keep this with you and use it at the back door whenever you are called for a client.” He hands her a cell phone. “This is only for house use. Do not use it for anything else and never download anything onto it. We are a very private venue and we do not wish to have ourselves looked upon by the community in any negative light.”

“Got it,” Rachel answers him.

They soon walk through another long hallway before he deposits her right outside the door she came into at the side of the house. Rachel then leaves the house and gets into her car before starting it and pulling out of the driveway. I soon see her from my vantage point in my own car and wait for her to leave the property before starting the engine. The security people will have undoubtedly run a check on her license plates while she was inside and discovered that the plates belong to the persona she has taken on. The Houston PD has the ability to set that sort of thing up for us, and they have been happy to do so as we have taken on the case. 

Starting my car, I am soon on the road as well. Rachel and I will stop at the office to discuss what happened and what our next steps will be. My body quivers with excitement as it does at the beginning of almost every case. This is the sort of feeling that brought me into this profession to begin with.
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​Chapter Five: The Crème de la Crème
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Once again I find myself parked across the street from the multimillion-dollar estate where the private brothel has been set up by Fabian and his crew. This time, however, Rachel has been called back as Riley to see a client the brothel has arranged for her. He’s a VIP sort of guy, according to the woman who called my wife, and they expect a great time to be had by him.

“I’ll be fine,” I hear Rachel say as the gate opens and she drives in. Her minicam is working perfectly as I watch everything from her perspective. 

“I know you will, but be ready to get the hell out of there if you feel that anything’s out of place. The last thing we need is to have you getting into trouble behind a locked gate and wall while I’m out here.”

Rachel and I have had long conversations before concerning her willingness to use her looks and sexual abilities to get what we want out of the men we target in our investigations. Time and time again we’ve worked out how to be safe and what should be done if things go sideways. Yes, my wife is a grown woman and very capable as a former police officer, but there are still things that could happen that would risk her life. As her husband, it’s not the sort of thing I want to consider, but I must if I am going to know what to do to keep her safe.

The wall, although at first sight seeming to be impenetrable, is anything but. As a matter of fact, there is a point along the southwest corner of the wall where there is a small tree that has been growing on the outside for some time. That’s a mistake on the part of the security team. They should have noticed this and had it removed some time back in order to keep others from climbing over the wall. That will be my entry point if Rachel needs me in a hurry, and I won’t be coming to get her while unarmed.

“I’m here, Michael. I won’t be able to say anything to you while I'm here, alright?”

“Yeah. Got it.” I settle back into the car seat and watch as she enters the large house and then walks with an escort to the living room. 

On the furniture throughout this part of the house are maybe eight or nine ladies with clients who are drinking, smoking, and just having a good time in general. If the women are unhappy, it’s not obvious at this point. Maybe the cops have gotten this wrong? Maybe the ladies here haven’t been trafficked, but they’re just women who have looked for this line of work. Then again, they may very well have been taught to behave a certain way to make their pimps happy. Otherwise, they would be severely beaten or
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