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		THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and damned amazing. THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18.

		

		The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and these are the stories I like to tell, so thank you to the people who read my books.

		

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

		

		

		

		Chapter 1

		

		I was stunned when I joined my buddies from work at an upscale downtown bar. We’d decided to go out for a few drinks after work and Monaco’s was the third place we hit. It wasn’t like us to go to a place like Monaco’s. We usually hung out at typical cop bars near the precinct.

		My buddies didn’t notice, but I did. My wife of five years, Annette, was sitting in a quiet booth in the back with a man I’d never seen before, only they weren’t just sitting. They were kissing passionately while one of his hands appeared to be busy, out of sight, under the table.

		I’d seen Annette’s face many times just before she orgasmed, and she looked like that right now. She was holding his head in both hands while she repeatedly kissed his lips, until she lowered her head and convulsed against his chest.

		The man made a show of licking his fingers, much to my wife’s delight. Her face had that ‘after orgasm glow’ that I recognized as she smiled at the sight of him.

		They quickly paid their bill and got up to leave. My friends had not seen them; they were too engrossed in arguing about Sunday’s football playoffs. After saying a quick see you guys later, I followed the couple out of the bar and watched, caught between horrified and horny, as he helped my wife into his car.

		Before driving away, they engaged in another round of heavy kissing, giving me time to find my car and pull in behind them as they drove away. Instead of heading north toward the office, where Annette worked and where our home was located, they headed south toward a string of motels that lined the highway out of town.

		I allowed other cars to come between us a few times and even turned off my headlights once when I knew it was safe. I didn’t think he was watching his rearview mirror very closely. Annette’s head disappeared, and he started driving slower than normal, even weaving within his lane.

		The couple pulled into a motel that adjoined a national restaurant chain, allowing me to park next door and watch them without driving into the motel’s lot. The motel was the older type; guests parked in front of the door to their rooms. He was only in the motel office for a few minutes before returning to his car and driving the short distance to their newly rented room. My heart was hammering in my chest, and I was having a hard time catching my breath. I watched them holding each other as he unlocked the door and they disappeared inside.

		As I neared hyperventilation, I lowered my head, shocked to see the large bulge my cock was making in my pants. It excited me to watch the woman I’d loved since grammar school go into a motel room with another man.

		I’d had this fantasy before—the one where I watched my wife fuck another man. We’d even used it to liven up our love life, and Annette seemed to be into it. But lately, there hadn’t been a love life. For some reason, my cock just hadn’t been working right. The erection I had at the motel was the first I’d had in a year. For months before that, I hadn’t been able to hold off orgasm for more than a stroke or two, sometimes cumming before I was even fully inside. I ran my hand over my hard-on, enjoying the wonderful feeling of being hard again, before I decided that I wanted more.

		I made my way across the short distance separating the restaurant from the motel and, checking to make sure I was alone and invisible from the restaurant windows, I tried to look into the room that my wife had entered just minutes earlier.

		Each room had a window that looked out into the parking lot. The windows were equipped with heavy drapes, but the drapes were old and often left a slight gap where the two halves didn’t match up. Luckily, there was a gap in the drapes to the room my wife was in.

		The gap was small, only an inch or two. Not enough to see much, but large enough to see my wife, wearing just panties, walk from the bathroom in the back to the bed just under the window. I drew back a foot or two. I didn’t know if she’d be able to see me peeking at her. My precaution was unnecessary however, as Annette’s eyes were fixed on the bed, along with her smile.

		My wife’s breasts looked wonderful through the slight gap in the curtains. She has average sized breasts—I think she’s a C cup—and they’re amazingly soft and wobble when she walks. Her pink nipples were puckered hard, a sign of her arousal. I’d seen my wife’s boobs every night for years, but it amazed me how wonderful they looked through the motel window. I lost sight of her as she lowered herself onto the bed.

		I walked away when I heard the voices of people coming toward me. An elderly couple was walking down the sidewalk toward their room. We said hello to each other as we passed. As soon as they disappeared, I returned to Annette’s room. After a quick peek through the gap revealed nothing interesting, I leaned on the wall as though waiting for someone.

		By listening carefully, I could make out some of what they were saying through the cheap motel walls. I already felt a lump in my chest sitting on top of my stomach. It was the same sensation I would get watching a horror movie.

		“Gary, you’re so hard. Oh godGod!”

		It was my wife’s voice. The lump in my chest moved into my stomach, and I felt like I might throw up. At the same time, my rebellious cock was fully erect, feeling like it was ready to cum just from excitement.

		His name was Gary. I racked my brain for any Gary’s in my wife’s life. I could not remember her mentioning anybody by that name at work. I drew a blank.

		Annette talked dirty in bed with me only when she was very excited or we were using a fantasy. Now, she couldn’t seem to stop talking.

		“Gary, honey, fuck me. Fuck my cunt. Make me yours.”

		My cock erupted in my pants. I wasn’t even touching myself, and I’d just had one of the best orgasms I’d ever experienced.

		“I’m cumming, honey. Shoot inside me. I want to feel you cum.”

		And the hits just kept coming.

		I made my way back to my car, the jism in my pants beginning to cool and become uncomfortable. I knew they’d stick to me when I took them off. From what I’d heard, I had some time to get home and get changed.

		As I was walking, two other vehicles parked in front of rooms close to Annette’s. It was a good thing I left when I did. As a police department detective, I was required to have my shield and a service weapon with me at all times. My shield was on a chain around my neck, hidden inside my shirt, and my gun was in an ankle holster. If I’d been spotted and the police had been called, I would have been caught spying on my own wife and would have had a lot of explaining to do.

		Annette had always been the more adventurous one in bed. She was the one to make up stories we could tell each other to heighten the mood.

		One of her favorite stories to tell me, while stroking my cock, was how she was seduced in a bar while I watched. Each time she told that story, it became more elaborate. How he kissed her and felt her up in the bar, until finally, I was watching him stuff his giant cock into my wife’s cunt—her exact words—and how she could see my hard-on as I watched. How watching me cum while watching her cheat made her cum so hard, she’d almost pass out.

		Then he’d flip her onto her hands and knees—at this point Annette would get on her hands and knees—and he’d push his erection inside her. In real life, I’d kneel behind my wife and thrust inside of her while she tried to finish the story by telling me how hard he’d fuck her and how she’d scream out his name. She always used a different name in bed, and she’d always orgasm.

		I felt deserted. I also felt a bitter, cold sadness, but after seeing her in the motel, I needed to find out more. I planned to search for evidence of my wife’s infidelity. I was building an airtight case, methodically and calmly, before I confronted her. I didn’t want a divorce; I loved her with all my heart. But my hard-on told me loud and clear that I wanted to watch.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Annette and I met in grammar school. She was the cute little dark-haired girl that sat on the other side of the room and was always so shy around boys.

		Even then, she had large, bright eyes the color of emeralds. I didn’t know what an emerald was then, of course, but I do now. I thought her hair was black, but as I grew up, I realized that it was more of a unique, luminous, blue-black color. Her skin always looked golden to me; it still does. She looks like she has a light tan year roundyear-round.

		I wasn’t exactly a lady killer. In fact, I firmly believed that girls had cooties, and, at that age, the sexes did not mix. Except Annette lived only two houses away and our mothers had arranged for us to walk the five blocks to school together. Every morning, I’d walk to Annette’s house and wait inside while she finished breakfast and her mother got her ready for school.

		I know we talked during our walks, but I have no memory of what we talked about. It was natural, I guess, that Annette and I became friends. We played together some, although she wanted to play with dolls and I didn’t. I do remember that much.

		In the summers, we’d play outside together. Annette was enough of a tomboy that we could have fun. She was even the first girl I ever kissed, which we did on a dare from some older girls. We were still very young, and all I remember was how close her face seemed.

		In high school, it seemed natural that we’d date. After all, we’d known each other most of our lives and our parents were close friends. Also, we were in a large school where the only people we knew at first were each other.

		I kept a copy of Annette’s school picture from those years; it shows a dark haired, serious young lady. She was tall and skinny, all elbows and knees, it seemed. It took time for me to grow enough to catch up with her in height.

		We dated throughout our high school years, and we learned how to kiss; we practiced a lot. We were “going steady,” and I considered myself lucky; I was dating my best friend. We had little of the drama that the other couples had; we knew each other too well. I was as welcomed in her home as I was in my own, maybe more.

		Looking back on that time, Annette was more in control of our relationship than I was. It just seemed natural to me because she’d always been the boss, even when we were very young.

		We both did well in school, but after graduation, we went our separate ways. I went into the Army, and Annette went to college and then on to graduate school. We promised to keep in touch and that we’d always be together, but, of course, after a while, we didn’t talk as much. The emails became fewer, and we drifted apart.

		Not all the way apart, though. We still said we were a couple, even as we tested our wings. At least, I know I did, and I’m pretty sure that Annette dated other men.

		In the end, nobody measured up to her for me. They didn’t look as good, I couldn’t relate to them like I could to Annette, and I knew that she was the woman I wanted.

		When I got out of the Army, I applied for a position with the police department and was accepted. That night, I took Annette out on a date, our first in a while, on the pretext of celebrating my new job.

		I was scared to death. I had no idea how my plan would go. I had purchased an engagement ring that day. I didn’t even know if Annette was seeing anyone else, but I just wanted to make my intentions clear. If she wasn’t available to me anymore, well, I guess I’d have to live with rejection.

		Every time we’d seen each other, it was like no time had passed. We could even pick up the last conversation right where we’d left off, even if it had been a year and we’d stopped talking mid-sentence.

		“Jimmy, you’re quiet. You’re never quiet. What’s going on?” We’d had our appetizers and the first glass of wine. Annette was looking at me with a puzzled, concerned expression on her face. “I thought we were celebrating.”

		She was so beautiful; no longer the gangly girl from school. She’d grown into a gorgeous woman. Tall, with the same sleek blue-black hair worn long, and she’d kept herself in wonderful shape.

		She’d completed graduate school and was working for an investment banking firm. I wasn’t clear about what an investment banker did.

		We were still the same height, although I seemed shorter because she wore heels. I still had the same wind-blown, sandy blonde hair, but I’d already noticed that some of it had gone missing from the top of my head.

		“I have a question to ask you. If you don’t want to answer right away or you want to think about it, that’s okay.”

		Annette’s hand was covering her mouth, her green eyes opened wide. “Jimmy?” she asked through her fingertips.

		I opened the ring box and put it on the table, attracting the attention of the older couple sitting next to us. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the older lady smiling and trying to get her husband’s attention.

		“Annette, I love you. I’ve loved you since we were in grade school. I’ve never wanted to be with anybody but you. You’re my best friend. Will you marry me?” It wasn’t so bad once I’d started talking. We’d said thousands of words to each other over the years. I was asking my friend a question—did she want to spend her life with me?

		“Oh godGod, Jimmy, of course I’ll marry you! What took so long?” We almost tipped the table over hugging each other. The older lady started to clap, and soon the entire restaurant knew what had happened.

		We drank free Champagne that night, followed by free mixed drinks as we extended invitations to half the restaurant to be at our wedding. We left with a pocket full of business cards and contact information scrawled on napkins.

		On the sidewalk, I drew Annette close. Even wearing her winter coat, it felt right, natural that we were together. Every few steps, Annette looked at the ring on her finger. I’d even guessed her exact ring size.

		We were at her apartment—I still lived with my parents—when Annette turned to me. “Jimmy, I’m still a virgin. I’ve never been with a man that way, and I think tonight should be the night I take care of that little problem.”

		We barely made it to her couch before kissing led to her fumbling with my belt.

		“Annette, GodGod, look what you’re doing to me.” My cock was already a hard tube on the inside of my left thigh. Annette looked down and smiled before looking me in the eye and caressing my erection.

		“I’ve never felt a man’s cock like this before. It feels really good. Just wait until you see what you’re doing to me.” She was smiling as she said it, all the while running her hand over my hard-on. I had to stop her before I came.

		Taking me by the hand, she led me to her bedroom. As we kissed, she fell backward onto the bed, and I landed on top of her. Now my erection was pressing on the heat between her legs.

		Moaning, Annette started to move under me, rubbing herself against my almost too hard cock. I began undressing her; even laying on her back, I had her blouse undone and her bra unhooked. I found myself kissing and sucking her perfect breasts as Annette’s moans became even louder.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Annette let me take the lead for a change. She’d always been the one in charge, but not tonight. I alternated kissing her lips and sucking on her breasts as she became more turned on. No longer satisfied with just rubbing against each other, she wrapped her legs around my waist to get better contact with my erection.

		I reached down to pull her pants off, but she was ahead of me. Unbuttoning herself and pushing her pants, along with her panties, down her long legs until they bunched at her ankles. I watched in appreciation as my best friend’s body was revealed to me for the first time.

		My hand was stroking her pussy the moment she started kissing me again. First, the hard little nub of her clitoris, and then the swamp of her vagina. Annette was as wet as I was hard.

		She gasped as I touched her, pushing herself at my hand so that my finger slipped inside. As I finger-fucked her, Annette was busy trying to get my pants off me, but she was having trouble working my zipper and humping my hand at the same time.

		We took a short break to strip off our clothing before hugging naked and falling back into bed. We landed in the same position we’d started in, with me on top. As our mouths met, my cock started to slip inside my future bride.

		Annette stared into my eyes as I started to move, slowly pushing myself into her virgin pussy. She was so wet that there was almost no resistance, just the incredible wet tightness that I would get to know so well.

		“Oh, Jimmy,” she said as she bent her head against my chest and wrapped her legs around my waist again.

		I tried to go slow, all my weight on my knees and hands, but Annette wasn’t interested in slow. Bent almost in half, she was fucking up at me, hard. Grunting with each push, she was rushing toward orgasm. When it came, it overwhelmed her. She’d never been with a man before, and she’d cum within minutes of her first penetration.

		In an odd turn, she’d cum and I hadn’t; wasn’t it usually the other way around? I tried to move again, but she stopped me.

		“I’m tender. Can we just hold each other for a while?” She was sweaty in my arms, trying to catch her breath. We kissed and enjoyed the feeling of being together as I moved slowly inside her. When my movements didn’t cause her to protest, I thrust faster.

		In moments, Annette caught up with me and was fucking me again. This time we came together; an all-time first for a newly engaged virgin—a mutual orgasm.

		We spent the rest of the night making love, only stopping when I worshiped her body and ate her pussy or when she sucked my cock. I caressed her back and her perfect ass. Even though she said she wanted to sleep, we ended up making love again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I was already in bed, pretending to sleep, when Annette got home that night. She slipped into her side of the bed smelling of cheap motel soap. I rolled her over and took her in my arms, kissing her and running my hand over her body.

		“No, Jimmy, I just want to sleep,” she said, trying to push me away. I wasn’t so easy to push, and we both felt my erection poking her thigh.

		“Jimmy, I’m tired. I don’t want to start something that you…well, you know.” I did know. It had been a long time since I’d been able to stay hard, so having an erection counted as a small victory.

		“Let’s give it a try; I’m ready for you,” I said as my hand slid between her lips and into a very wet pussy. “It feels like you’re ready for me too. Let’s try.”

		With an exasperated sigh, Annette rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up to her chest. As she faced away from me, it was easy to spoon her and slip my cock inside her. She was a little loose, used, as I pushed inside and started to fuck her.

		At first, Annette was still, but soon, I heard little grunting noises every time I pushed in. Before long, she was pushing back at me and the noises were louder. I held her hips and just fucked her. I was banging my cheating wife as hard as I could, all the while thinking of her in that motel room and of the things she did with her lover. Her moans grew louder until she suddenly stiffened and came hard, just as I erupted inside her.

		We’d had sex, and a mutual orgasm, for the first time in months, maybe years. I stayed inside her, still hard, as Annette lay on her side, panting. Eventually, she pulled away from me and my cock fell out.

		“Jimmy, you’re still hard. What happened?” She sounded pleased but puzzled.

		“I love you, Annette. I’ve loved you since we were in first grade. I guess I just needed the right night to show it,” I answered.

		“Oh, Christ, Jimmy.” She looked guilty as sin as she kissed me and rested her head on my chest. At first, I thought she was going to confess, but instead, she fell asleep. I guess satisfying two men in the same evening wore her out.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Things were quiet for a while. I knew where Annette was and what she was doing most of the time, but I needed to find a way to get more information. Following her was out of the question; it took too much time and added too much risk.

		I needed to get into her cell phone and her emails. I wanted to do it without breaking the law, but what the hell, I wasn’t building a criminal case. What difference did it make?

		We’d talked about the sexual inadequacies I was having. They’d changed the way Annette looked at me. We’d even tried counseling, but nothing seemed to help. I had become impotent.

		Annette’s attitude had swung from understanding to pity to hostility and finally, to indifference. I started out embarrassed and ended up angry and passive. We were on our way from being the perfect couple to being divorced, a possibility that was now closer than ever and something I would do anything to avoid.

		I don’t fully understand what had caused my impotence. It certainly wasn’t a lack of desire for my wife. She’d make a point of parading in front of me naked, and I wanted her. Oh godGod, how I wanted her. But nothing seemed to work. Even the little blue pill wouldn’t do it. The doctor thought it might have something to do with the stress of police work because there was nothing physically wrong with me. The more time that passed and the harder I tried, the worse it got and the more frustrated and hopeless I felt.

		It had gotten so bad that Annette bought a vibrator. I only knew she had it when I accidentally found it while looking for something else in the drawer next to her side of the bed. Before long, she was using it in front of me. The first time, I woke at 3:00 in the morning to the sight and sound of Annette masturbating with the vibrator next to me in bed. She had the covers thrown off, her legs were spread, and she was groaning as she held the battery powered device on her clit.

		I watched, excited, my heart beating rapidly. I even played with my flaccid cock, trying to get hard. I stayed flaccid as I watched my wife orgasm, put her vibrator away, and, facing away from me, go back to sleep.

		I was lying in bed, fully awake, with my thoughts running wild. Giving up on sleep, I got up and put on my running clothes. After covering five miles through the dark streets, I drove to the station. I was sure Annette felt abandoned by me, but I just felt like I wasn’t loved anymore. After using the locker room to shower and dress in my spare clothing, I got to work. There was always paperwork to do until my partner came in at 8:00.

		One of the things I thought about as I ran was finding a way to check up on Annette. As well as finding out more about Gary, I also needed to find out if she was sleeping with anyone else.

		I was building a case, and I was afraid of what I’d find, but my hope was to build a stronger marriage. I couldn’t explain why the thought of Annette sleeping with another man, despite the emotional pain it caused me, also turned me on so much.

		Why did I get an erection listening to her in bed with another man? An erection so strong that I was still able to fuck her hours later, even after cumming in my own underwear? I had to come to grips with this reaction.

		First, how did I track my wife’s movements? The department had some interesting gizmos that just might do the trick. One was a combination GPS tracker, broadcaster, and recorder about the size of a cigarette lighter. These things were only available to police departments and cost a small fortune. Of course, we didn’t buy them. They were given to the department by the Feds on a grant to fight terrorism.

		We had never been able to use all of them, or even most of them. They were simply stored and available for any detective who had a plausible story to check one out. Coming up with a story was no problem, and before the end of the day, I had one programmed to broadcast to my cell phone.

		The device was called “Listening, Sending Device, Remote” or LSDR. Around the precinct, we simply called them “LARS.” The broadcast function was the coolest part. It could broadcast live whenever I wanted it to, and it could broadcast whatever was recorded again upon demand. All that was needed was the number for the device and an activation code.

		

		*****

		

		The atmosphere at home was defrosting a little. It wasn’t good but things were a little better. We were at least talking, but the thrill of hearing my wife making love to another man was never far from my mind. It was likely that when Annette stopped asking for sex, it was because she was finding it someplace else. We were doing better in bed now, but only because I could relive that night at the motel.

		It was sad that the only way I could get excited enough to have sex with the woman I loved was to remember what she sounded like when she was being unfaithful to me. I was confused by my reaction. I didn’t understand why the sounds of her being unfaithful would excite me so much. That was not the outcome I would have predicted.

		Being a cynic—all cops are, I think—it was only a matter of time until she cheated again. If she did it once, she’d do it again, and I wanted to know about it. I wanted to see it.

		The first question was where to plant the LARS unit? Her purse seemed like the best bet and hiding it there turned out to be easy. Annette kept a world of crap in her purse, and a tiny slit in the lining seam was all I needed to hide the LARS unit and hold it in place with a small piece of double sided tape.

		As soon as I knew Annette was at work, I tested the unit. All I heard were typical office sounds, somewhat muffled because she stuffed her purse in a desk drawer. The unit was designed to a degree of sensitivity that allowed for interference like a drawer. The government agency providing LARS never knew where the device would end up, so a desk drawer did not muffle the sound much.

		I couldn’t listen to it all day. I had actual work to do at my desk, and I needed to be able to fast-forward through the boring work stuff.

		That night, before Annette got home, I listened to the recording. Boring shit, until Gary called. The conversation between the two of them got interesting fast. I heard Annette start talking.

		–Gary, stop it. We can’t talk like that while I’m in the office. She was panting and didn’t sound too convincing to me. The sound of her panting continued, along with the sound of her clothing rustling.

		–Oh, godGod, Gary, we can’t. What if someone sees me?

		–Yes, I’m touching myself. Annette answered to a question I couldn’t hear.

		–Tell me what you want me to do.

		A long silence followed while my wife listened to the telephone.

		–I’m playing with my cunt. I’m about to cum for you, Gary.

		

		

		

		Chapter 6

		

		The following Saturday, Annette left the house wearing a one-piece yellow sundress saying she was having lunch with girlfriends. It was a perfect time to test the GPS unit built into the LARS. Using the signal, I followed her. I wasn’t expecting to find anything but a restaurant with a bunch of her girlfriends.

		I let her get two or three blocks ahead; the signal was strong and there was little danger of losing her. Besides, it was just a test. But she wasn’t heading to a restaurant. I followed her to a dingy industrial area where Annette parked her car and opened an unmarked green painted door on the side of a run-down building. In my mind, I was yelling at her, “Don’t do it…don’t go in there. Oh GodGod, Annette!”

		I didn’t need to follow her any longer. We were aware of the business being conducted behind that green door. My stomach was upset, and I felt like throwing up. At the same time, I had another erection.

		I also didn’t need to follow her because all I had to do was turn on the computer. I already had their web address, as did almost every cop in town. They made internet videos; mostly with amateurs, and all pornographic. I will give them credit—their amateur videos involved at least one amateur, usually the woman.

		I raced home and sat down to do a tour of their site. I even paid for an annual membership so I’d have access to the entire video library.

		There she was on page 1, a thumbnail of Annette fully clothed. I double clicked and listened as a disembodied voice, a voice that sounded a lot like the same Gary I heard in the motel with my wife, asked her a series of questions. My wife was dressed differently than she had been earlier. I was hard again, just from looking at her.

		Have you ever made a video before?

		–No.

		Who are you?

		She gave a long, made up story about how she came to be there. The only part that was true was that she was married and her husband didn’t know she was thinking about being in a video.

		Starring in a video, the voice corrected. Annette blushed.

		–Yes, staring, I guess.

		What kind of sex do you like?

		–I like all kinds, she said, still blushing.

		Straight sex?

		–Yes.

		Oral sex?

		–Yes.

		Do you like giving oral sex?

		–Yes, and receiving too, of course.

		Anal sex?

		–Maybe…I’m not sure. I’ve never tried it.

		What’s the largest cock you’ve ever had?

		–My husband’s, she said after more blushing and a short coughing fit.

		How big is he?

		–I don’t know.

		Can you show us?

		Annette held her hands about 7 inches apart and then made a circle with her fingers. She was pretty accurate, of course.

		Your husband has a good size cock, doesn’t he?

		–Yes, when he can use it. He has a hard time getting it up, and when he does, he can’t last very long. She looked sad.

		She’d just stabbed me in the heart. My wife, on the internet, telling the world that my cock didn’t always work; that her husband was impotent! The reason she was always horny was because the husband of this gorgeous woman couldn’t get it up. I felt humiliated and disgraced; I could feel my face getting red. If any of the guys saw this, I’d be done, but to my surprise, my damn cock just got harder and started throbbing.

		How often does he cum in your mouth?

		–He never has.

		Would you like to try that?

		–Maybe. I don’t know. If I was really turned on…you know, excited…I might try it.

		Well, Annette, we’d like you to get naked for us today. I know that our viewers would like to see your body.

		–Not today, but maybe next time. You can still use this, can’t you?

		Oh, yes. If there’s a next time, we can still use it.

		I was wondering why they posted this; the woman was fully clothed and there was no sex. Yet, the little scorecard under the thumbnail picture of Annette rated this clip highly.

		Ann—they were calling her Ann rather than Annette—have you ever been with a black guy?

		–No, she said, shaking her head.

		Would you like to meet the man who was going to be with you today? After all, he’s already here anyway.

		–Just meet him? Sure, I guess that would be okay.

		At this point, a very large, solidly built black man walked onto the set. He was completely naked, his flaccid penis swinging from side to side as he walked.

		Ann, say hello to Jerome. Jerome, this is Ann.

		I watched, my cock dripping, as Annette tore her eyes away from Jerome’s cock and held her hand out.

		–Hi, Jerome. Her eyes went back to his cock, which looked like it was starting to get hard as she stared.

		What do you think of Jerome, Ann? Do you think he’d be good in bed?

		No answer.

		Ann?

		–Oh yes, he looks good.

		I noticed you staring at Jerome’s cock, Ann. Would you like to touch it?

		–I can’t, I shouldn’t. But my wife’s hand was already starting to reach for that amazing weapon.

		Go ahead, Ann. Jerome, is it okay if Ann touches your cock? Would you like that?

		–Sure.

		Jerome, mMaybe if you asked Ann to touch your cock?

		Ann, would you please touch my cock?

		Through all of this, my wife’s eyes only flickered to Gary. She was mostly fixated on Jerome’s rapidly thickening cock.

		I watched in stunned disbelief as Annette reached out and stroked Jerome’s black cock. At her touch, his cock jerked upward, and Annette pulled back in shock.

		–Oh, wow, she quietly whispered, followed by an embarrassed laugh.

		Again, she stroked it, and again, it jerked at her touch. This time, my wife kept stroking, and it kept getting harder. Soon, Jerome had a full hard-on, his circumcised erection pointing straight at my wife’s face.

		Annette’s hand wrapped around his cock as far as it would go, which was not enough to completely encircle him. She started to pump, staring at his cock as a small drop of pre-cum appeared on the head.

		Annette shifted on the couch, sitting sideways so that she could more easily reach the cock that so fascinated her. Jerome, an obvious professional, stood so that they both were on camera.

		Ann, has your husband ever cum in your mouth?

		–No.

		Have you ever tasted cum before?

		–No. She hadn’t bothered to even look at Gary.

		Why don’t you give it a little lick, see if you like it?

		I watched, my heart in my throat. I’d always thought that was just an expression, but it turned out to be true. My heart was pounding in my throat as Annette’s delicate, pink tongue reached out to catch Jerome’s drop of semen.

		She didn’t seem to be in a rush to finish, licking the entire head of his black cock before swallowing. Her fingers were sliding over the mushroom shaped head as his cock continued to swell in her hand.

		Did you like that, Ann?

		–Yes.

		Did he taste good?

		–Yes.

		Do you want to lick him some more? Maybe put him in your mouth?

		Instead of answering, Annette leaned forward and captured as much of the head of Jerome’s cock as her mouth could hold. Her eyes closed, and it was obvious that her tongue was busy exploring this wonderful, hard cock.

		Jerome, would you like to see Ann’s breasts?

		–Yes.

		How about it, Ann? Just let your dress down a little so Jerome can see you.

		Annette didn’t answer. She just took her mouth off Jerome’s cock and, making sure that at least one hand was on him continually, pulled her dress straps off each shoulder and lowered the dress, showing her boobs. My wife hadn’t worn a bra to her new job that day. Her breasts looked better on the computer screen than I remembered them looking in the bedroom the night before.

		As she went back to work on Jerome’s cock, he touched and played with my wife’s tits. The microphone was picking up the sound of Annette’s moans.

		Do you like sucking Jerome’s cock, Ann?

		–Oh, yes. Jerome bent at the waist and started to pull my wife’s dress up by the hem.

		Jerome’s going to play with your pussy now, Ann. Is that okay with you?

		For the first time, Annette seemed to notice what Jerome was doing. Her hand was still wrapped around his cock as far as it would reach. She watched her dress being pulled higher on her legs.

		Maybe if you helped him, Ann? Maybe if you just took off your panties you could get back to Jerome’s cock.

		My wife took her hand off Jerome, but stared at him as she lifted her butt off the couch and quickly pulled her panties off over her high heeled shoes.

		Before she could drop them on the floor, Gary had them in his hand.

		You’re very wet, Ann. Does Jerome’s cock excite you?

		–Yes.

		Why don’t you touch yourself for us, Ann, while you stroke Jerome’s big cock?

		Without a word and without taking Jerome’s cock out of her mouth, Annette pulled her skirt up high enough that her entire pussy was exposed. My wife spread her legs and started to stroke her clit. Her pussy was obviously very wet and was yawning open. The swishing sound of a wet cunt could be heard on the video.

		Jerome wants to touch your pussy now, Ann. After all, you’ve been touching his cock. Would that be all right?

		–Okay.

		Just lay back on the couch.

		As Annette lay back, she didn’t lose sight of his black cock until Jerome bent to lick her already soaked pussy. As soon as he sucked my wife’s clit into his mouth, she started to cum.

		She didn’t have a quiet little orgasm; this was a full-on earth-shaking cum. Annette bent in half, holding on to the back of Jerome’s head as her orgasm peaked. She was making a screeching noise that started deep in her throat.

		When she finally lay back on the couch, her eyes were shut and her legs were spread wide, showing her throbbing pussy. Jerome lined up his cock and spread my wife’s pussy open with it.

		By the time Annette’s orgasm had passed and she was aware of what was happening, Jerome was pumping his over-sized cock inside of her.

		–Oh, my godGod. He’s fucking me.

		Yes, he is, Ann. He’s fucking you. How does it feel?

		–It feels so good. Oh my godGod! I’ve never felt anything like this before. I’m going to cum again!

		Annette again bent in half as her orgasm overwhelmed her. By the time her orgasm passed, she was fucking back at Jerome as hard as he was pounding her.

		Jerome rolled my wife onto her hands and knees so that she faced the camera. He was a pro, and Annette had no idea what she was doing. She was too wrapped up in the wonderful feelings he was giving her.

		We could see Jerome pounding into her from behind as Annette’s face showed the pleasure he was giving her. Her eyes were either staring into the camera or squeezed shut as she grunted each time he pounded her. I counted two more orgasms before he pulled out and rolled Annette onto her back.

		Without asking permission, he pushed his erection into my wife’s mouth, and she accepted him eagerly. I watched as his balls contracted and he pumped his cum down her throat.

		Annette swallowed as fast as she could, her hand buried between her legs. When he was done, he held her mouth open facing the camera. I could see the white cum coating her lips and tongue.

		Did you like that Ann?

		–Oh, yes! She was licking Jerome’s cock, trying to get all the cum she could.

		Did you cumorgasm?

		–Yes.

		Did you cum when he came finished in your mouth?

		–Yes, answered a suddenly bashful Annette.

		Did you cum while he fucked you?

		–Oh, yes.

		Tell us where he fucked you, Ann? At first, she looked confused; then awareness dawned.

		–In my cunt.

		Is this the first time you’ve cheated on your husband, Ann? She suddenly looked ashamed.

		–Yes…no…I don’t know.

		But you’re going to join us again, aren’t you, Ann?

		–Yes, I will, she says while smiling again.

		Now, look at the camera and tell our viewers goodbye, see you soon. Annette’s cum covered mouth smiled at the camera.

		–Goodbye. See you soon.

		The video ended. I had cum up to my navel; some had even hit me on the chin. Before I logged out of my new account, I did a search for videos featuring “Ann.” There was one more to watch. That was it, one more was on the site, but I knew she wasn’t done.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The online movie had excited me so much that I attacked Annette the moment she walked in the door. I pinned her against the wall as we kissed. As I pushed my tongue into her mouth, I tasted something new, something salty, on her lips. I licked it up.

		“I want you, Annette. I want you right now.” My hand was pulling up her skirt.

		“Let me shower first.” She was trying to pull away from me, but I wouldn’t let her. My pants were already unfastened, my erection throbbing against her.

		“I can’t wait. I want to eat you, and I want to make love with my wife.” Annette shuddered in my arms as she felt my erection. We were still kissing as we slid to the floor, my hand pushing under her light dress. There were no panties to get in the way, her thighs were coated, and her pussy was a wet swamp under my probing hand.

		I pushed her dress up and spread her legs, looking at her first as I moved to eat her. Her pussy was oozing white cum and, surprisingly, so was her asshole. My naughty wife had been thoroughly fucked, and very recently.

		“No, Jimmy, please,” she groaned. “Let me shower first.” More groans, louder now.

		I started by licking her ass, tasting the bitterness of the cum mixed with the sweetness of my wife. Annette pushed her ass toward my face. “Ahhhh, Jimmy!”

		“Do you like when I lick your cheating asshole, Annette?” I asked her.

		“Oh, Jimmy, I can’t help myself. I’m so sorry.” It was hard to understand her because of the sound of her panting. Her chest heaved as I continued licking her.

		I pushed my tongue inside, reaching as much cum as I could. “He was just inside you back here, wasn’t he?” I asked.

		“I’m so sorry, Jimmy.” She didn’t sound any sorrier than she had the first time. She mostly sounded excited. As I moved to her cunt and licked the mixture of fluids from her labia, her groans became cries.

		I took a moment as my thumb caressed her swollen clit to let her know. “I’ve seen a video of my wife being fucked.” I put my mouth back on her pussy. For the first time, I noticed that she was now waxed bare.

		I was so hard that my erection hurt. I needed to fuck my cheating wife. The thought of what she had just done was causing my heart to pound in my chest. I couldn’t control my breathing because of my excitement. I needed her now, while the proof of her infidelity was dripping out of her.

		As I moved up between my wife’s spread legs and pushed my erection inside her well lubricated pussy, her face showed a variety of emotions, all in conflict with each other. She was aroused; her mouth was open and her breathing was as fast as mine. I could feel her heart pounding as I lay on top of her. At the same time, her eyes were open and she looked scared. Aroused and scared at the same time—it was an intoxicating mixture.

		Her eyelids slowly closed as my hard-on slid all the way inside her and our pubic mounds collided. My hands were under her ass, pulling her body up and closer to mine as I pounded into her.

		“Was he good, Annette? Should I call you Ann now?” It was hard to talk. I had to struggle to find the breath.

		“Was he? Tell me, Ann!” I was pounding into her as if I wanted to punish her with my erection.

		“Yes! Oh godGod, I’m sorry. He was so good.” She was having a hard time talking too.

		“Did…he make…you…cum?” I could no longer form complete sentences.

		“Yessssss, they both did!” Annette’s hands were on my ass now, urging me to fuck her harder and faster.

		With a yell, I came deep inside her, and it looked like Annette came with me. After, we rolled onto our sides, my cock still buried in my wife’s pussy. We just gazed into each other’s eyes at first, still panting hard. Annette’s dress was a mess—the top still in place over her breasts, the bottom bunched under us catching most of the moisture draining from her.

		“You ate his cum,” Annette whispered, her eyes wide with wonder, causing my cock to begin regaining its hardness. “He fucked me in the ass, and you licked it up.” I started moving inside her.

		“Did you cum while he was in your ass?” I asked, slowly fucking her again.

		Annette rested her head against me. “Yes.”

		“Were they better than the black guy in the first video?” I asked, beginning to move a little faster.

		“Jimmy, we have to talk about this,” she said. I was rolling her on top of me, my cock fully erect now.

		As first, Annette seemed to play with my cock inside her. Pushing herself up so that only the very head was still inside, before dropping down so that I was fully engulfed by the sticky warmth of her vagina.

		“You like my little movies, don’t you, Jimmy?” Annette had lifted herself so that my cock popped out. Taking me in her hand, she rubbed the mushroom head against her wet asshole.

		Squeezing her eyes shut, my wife eased herself back down on my hard-on, pushing it into her ass. She lowered herself until she was taking every inch of me, and her eyes opened, staring at me, judging my reaction. Her pussy was spread wide in front of me, leaking a mixture of her juices and the semen of three different men.

		“You like being fucked in the ass, don’t you, Annette?” I asked, not answering her question, as she started to move on my cock.

		“Yes, I love it. You like watching me?” Annette asked again in wonder.

		“I love watching you. I don’t understand it. I want to watch more.” My breathing was so shallow, my voice so weak, that I was hard to hear.

		There was no need to keep talking; we both suddenly came together again. My cock added to the cum inside her ass—a place it had never been—as Annette bent over me, hugging my neck and yelling as she came for the second time…well, second time with me, at least.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Now, we really did need to talk. My wife—the woman I’d known as a child and I’d dreamed about as a young man—had confessed to fucking other men on video, and I’d confessed to liking it. I’d confessed to being excited by the movies she’d made of her infidelity.

		Annette and I always had the type of relationship where we felt free to tell the other what was on our minds. We’d known each other too long to waste time beating around the bush, so to speak.

		“I guess you’re my cuckold now,” Annette was giggling as she came right out with it. “I think that means we can’t make love anymore. That you’re only allowed to ‘clean’ me after I’ve been with some other guy.”

		“I’m not ready for that. At least, not the part where we can’t fuck,” I said.

		“Would it be so bad?” my wife asked. “You couldn’t even get it up for almost a year and a half.”

		I hadn’t thought of that. At first, I couldn’t fuck her; now, I could only fuck her because what she was doing excited me. She was having sex, on video, with other men, and now I wanted her. I wanted her enough to go down on her when she was full of cum from those men.

		“Tell me what’s going on, Jimmy. Why is this a turn on? How are you feeling? You know I love you; you can tell me anything.” Annette was looking at me with such earnestness that it was easy to forget that I had caught her cheating.

		By now, my cock had finally softened and fallen out of her. Annette took my hand, and we walked into the bathroom to wash up enough to slip into robes.

		Once the wine was poured, we sat on the sofa and looked at each other. We both had questions, but it was natural for me to begin.

		“How did it start, honey? How did this happen?” Annette took a long drink from her wine glass. Half the wine disappeared down her throat.

		“When you had your…problems, I felt a lot of things, Jimmy. I felt that you’d…I don’t know…rejected me,” she began. “As time went on, I felt…despair, I guess, that you’d never be you again. I was hurt, Jimmy. I know you didn’t do it on purpose, but I felt abandoned by you. After a while, I just felt numb and like I’d lost the love of my life.”

		Annette looked away from me as she finished her wine, and I refilled her glass. “I’m ashamed. I was weak. I missed the closeness, and I missed the sex. Most of all, though, I missed the sex.” Annette turned to look at me. “What kind of sick, cheating asshole are you married to? I couldn’t have sex with my husband, so instead of helping him, I went off and made pornography!” Tears were running down her cheeks. “And now I find out…he likes it. He likes watching me. And here’s the worse part, the part that scares me—I like that you like watching me.”

		I tried to hug her, but she held me off. “The guy who interviews me, Gary, he's an old friend. I met him while you were in the Army,” she began. “Gary was always kind of a bad boy, and I’d always been a good girl so, naturally, we dated. It sounds like a cliché, even to me.”

		“I guess I knew you dated while I was away, but you said you were a virgin?” I sounded confused.

		“I was…sort of. I’d never had vaginal intercourse. You were my first, that was the truth.” Annette was stroking the side of my face, and I could see the effects of memory in her eyes.

		“We’d do things, though. We hadn’t slept together, but we’d been naked together, and I’d done things with him. I’d just never let him in my pussy, and I wouldn’t let him go down on me.” Now Annette looked ashamed.

		“What did you do?” I asked.

		“I sucked his cock. He's not as big as you are; I could fit him in my mouth.” Annette’s voice had gotten small and quiet. “He really wanted to fuck me, but I wouldn’t let him. I told him I was saving myself for my husband, hoping that it would be you. I would never have married Gary. He was too much the bad boy.” I believed her.

		I kept my mouth shut. Annette was in a world of her own, and I didn’t want to interrupt her story. She was silent for a long time before continuing.

		“One night, he told me he had a way we could fuck, without actually fucking. We’d been fooling around long enough that I was up for just about anything.” She stopped talking for another minute or two while she finished her wine, and I poured her another.

		“I was naked,” she continued. “He told me to get on my hands and knees, and I told him ‘no funny stuff.’ I even held my hand over my pussy so he couldn’t ‘accidentally’ go inside me. Instead, I felt him smearing something cool on my asshole, and then, before I could pull away, he pushed his finger inside. It felt kind of good. It felt even better when he pushed two fingers inside,” she continued.

		“I was playing with myself by then, getting close. I felt something bigger, but I was so wrapped up in my own pleasure that I didn’t realize what he was doing. Before I knew it, he was pushing his cock into my backside.” Annette raised her head to look at me.

		“It didn’t hurt; in fact, it felt really good. Really, really good. I kept playing with myself while he fucked my ass. I played with myself until I made myself cum with Gary shooting inside me.” She took another break.

		“You did take my virginity, Jimmy. The feel of you inside my pussy is the most wonderful feeling in the world. I didn’t lie to you.”

		“But you lied on that video,” I said.

		Annette was laughing quietly. “I lied about who I was, too.”

		“But you didn’t lie about your husband.” I sounded more sad than angry.

		“No, I told the truth about that.”

		“Would you have been there if I wasn’t having problems?” I asked.

		“Probably not.” She looked a little wistful when she answered.

		“Do you enjoy it? Making those videos?” I asked.

		“I didn’t think I would. I thought they’d be cheesy and typical Gary crap. But they’re not, and I do enjoy it, maybe too much sometimes. But you know what I really enjoy?” she asked. “Coming home to a turned on, horny husband who will eat the cum out of me and fuck my brains out,” she said. She was now hugging me and kissing my face, my lips, and my ears.

		“I love you, Jimmy. There’s never been anybody else for me.” She was already playing with my cock, making it hard again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		There was a sudden burst of activity at the station. A terror alert had been issued, and everybody was expected to work 16-hour days. I even had to wear a uniform some days.

		Before I left, I kissed Annette and asked if she wouldn’t make a video until I was able to be home. Her answer left me hard for the remainder of the day.

		–I’ll try, Jimmy.

		A week after it started, the alert was over. There had been a couple of arrests, and the alert was certainly justified. That weekend, Annette went to ‘work.’

		“Jimmy, I want you to watch my second video while I’m gone,” she suggested. “But here’s the thing—I don’t want you to cum. I want you to save yourself for me…for when I get home. Can you do that?”

		I told her that I’d try. I thought I was being clever, but I just got a ‘really?’ look in return.

		“I won’t clean my pussy. Think of all the fun you’ll have with me if you have a hard-on.” That was all I could think about now.

		“I’ll send you a message when I’m on my way. Have fun!” A quick kiss and she was out the door, wearing a white blouse and a dark skirt. I’d watched her get ready, my cock throbbing the entire time. The only other piece of clothing she had on were high heels.

		I sat in front of my computer with the largest screen available. I also had a new pair of earphones providing the best stereo sound I could get.

		Still, with Annette off fucking another man, I felt suddenly empty inside. The fear was back—what if all she wanted was to party with Gary? I know she’d said she loved me and that the video would make me satisfy her more than I could before, but still…my Annette had left to fuck other men…and I’d let her go.

		I couldn’t wallow in self-pity, however, so I had to just sit there and watch the video. This one started with Annette sitting on the edge of a bed wearing a flimsy purple nightgown. The purple was a perfect contrast to her dark hair. Once again, Gary’s disembodied voice was talking to her.

		Ann is back with us today. You might remember Ann’s first video a while back. Hello, Ann.

		–Hello back at you.

		Did you have a good time during your last visit?

		–Oh yes, I really enjoyed it.

		You went further than you planned to go, didn’t you?

		–Yes, much further, she chuckled.

		Did you like Jerome, your partner? Annette held her hand over her mouth.

		–Yes, he’s very special.

		As I remember, you had a month’s worth of orgasms that day, didn’t you?

		–At least a month’s worth, she said, smiling shyly and looking down. I might have even had a few more since then just remembering him.

		You did? That’s great. So, you’re back with us today. Are you ready to have some fun?

		–Oh, yes.

		To start, how about if you take off that gown you’re wearing?

		–Okay.

		Annette stood and made an innocent yet sexy production of taking off a simple nightgown. She made sure that it covered her until the last possible moment when she dropped it, revealing her perfect naked body.

		I noticed that she had some pubic hair again, although it had been trimmed and shaped. Her slit was visible—a pink gash disappearing between her legs. As before, her breasts looked even better on the computer than in real life. Maybe it was because I was focused on them and could stare to my heart’s content.

		Ann, you’re beautiful.

		–Thank you. She looked shy, blushing slightly. She knew she was beautiful; it was being told so that caused her to look shy and become embarrassed.

		So, Ann, now that you’re naked, why do you have your legs and arms crossed? Annette quickly uncrossed herself, giving me and a few thousand other men an unobstructed view of my seated wife.

		Have you ever been with a woman? Ever had sex with a woman? Annette looked surprised for a moment.

		–No, I haven’t.

		Have you ever thought about being with another woman? Annette looked shameful then.

		–Yes, she said in a quiet voice.

		When you’ve seen a good-looking woman, have you wondered what it would be like to have sex with her? A long pause…

		–Yes.

		What did she look like, the last woman you saw that made you think about having sex with her?

		–She was pretty; kind of young, maybe college age. She was wearing tight jeans and had a really nice ass. I was walking behind her getting turned on watching her. Annette had her hand over her mouth to cover her embarrassed smile.

		What did you think about doing with her? What was the fantasy that you had?

		–She got naked, and we kissed. Then she went down on me and stuff. Annette was too embarrassed to explain what ‘stuff’ was exactly.

		Do you ever masturbate while thinking of her, maybe when she went down on you?

		–Not very often.

		But you have?

		–Yes. Annette looked like she was ashamed again.

		Have you ever had a three-way?

		–No.

		Have you ever had a fantasy about being with another woman while a man, maybe Jerome, fucks you?

		–No.

		Would you like to try that?

		–Maybe…I don’t know.

		Ann, we’ve talked about Jerome…

		–Oh yes.

		Just then, Jerome came into the screen. Again, he was naked, and his black cock was swinging from side to side as Annette leaped up to hug him. Their kiss threatened to get out of control before Gary’s voice could be heard again.

		Would you like to meet Bridget?

		–Um…okay, I guess. She still had one arm draped over Jerome’s shoulder and her right breast pressed firmly against his chest. Jerome’s hand could be seen reaching around her for her left boob. The contrast of their bodies—Annette’s tanned white skin against Jerome’s blackness—was stark.

		A young white woman of about twenty-one walked into the room. She was also naked, with small pert breasts above a flat belly. I could see that she was a natural blonde, not as tall as Annette, and she looked like a college student. She hugged Annette, and my wife looked slightly uncomfortable.

		Bridget gave my wife a quick kiss on the lips while they were still hugging; two perfect, naked bodies pressed against each other. The next kiss wasn’t quick. It became passionate as Bridget took over. Her hands explored my wife’s body, feeling her breasts and then wrapping around to grab her ass and pull her closer.

		By the time they broke apart, Bridget’s hand was caressing Annette’s throat, and my wife was breathing rapidly. Her breasts jiggled as she panted, and while watching Bridget kiss Jerome, she ran her hand gently over his dark cock and balls.

		Bridget, it looks like you’ve had an effect on both Ann and Jerome, haven’t you?

		–I hope so.

		Would you like to suck Jerome’s cock?

		–Oh, yes.

		Bridget, would you like to eat Ann’s pussy? Looking at Annette’s flushed face, she smiled.

		–More than anything. I’d like to run my tongue over her entire cunt and lick up her juices.

		Annette’s hand went over her heart, like it was beating too fast. Her face was flushed, and her eyes were fixed on Bridget.

		Bridget, still holding Jerome, sank to her knees and took his now erect cock in her mouth. Annette joined her as they licked that large black tool. Jerome looked down like he was in paradise; two beautiful white women, one blonde, the other brunette, worshiping his cock at the same time.

		As they worked on his cock, Annette took every opportunity to let her lips touch Bridget’s. Before long, she wasn’t even trying to make it seem like an accident.

		Jerome pulled away and lay on his back on the bed, his large cock pointing straight up. Both women scrambled to join him.

		Annette straddled his leg, rubbing her pussy on him as she sucked his erection. Bridget turned her attention to my wife.

		My cock was begging for release as Bridget ran her hands over Annette’s thighs and the sides of her breasts. Annette sucked even harder on Jerome’s cock as Bridget licked and sucked her nipple. Groans from both Annette and Jerome were clearly heard over my headset.

		Ann, would you like to eat Bridget’s pussy?

		–Uh…yes, I guess. I think I would like it.

		Jerome moved, giving Bridget room to take his place. The pretty blonde was laying on her back, her legs bent at the knees and her feet flat on the bed, as Annette licked her first pussy.

		The camera angle changed, giving a good view of my wife’s flat tongue traveling from Bridget’s anus to her clit, stopping only long enough to suck up the juices pouring from her hole. Bridget moaned her appreciation.

		In the meantime, Jerome repositioned himself behind my wife. He spread her legs, his cock near her pussy. The camera changed focus so that we could watch as his cock slid into my Annette’s cunt.

		Both women were groaning. Annette could no longer hold her head on Bridget’s pussy. Instead of her tongue, her finger was rapidly stroking the blonde’s clit while her head rested on her thigh. My wife’s eyes were tightly closed, her nostrils flaring, as Jerome penetrated her.

		I watched, spellbound, as Jerome began fucking my wife and Bridget moved herself so that Annette had to feast on the aroused pussy in front of her. I could easily pick out the sound of Bridget’s moans over my headset, along with the heavy breathing of my wife.

		Jerome and Annette grunted with each push he made. Annette licked faster as Jerome picked up the pace, and he was soon pounding into my wife. When Bridget threw her head back in orgasm, Annette didn’t stop her oral assault. Her concentration seemed to be on the pleasure Jerome was giving her. Soon, Bridget was cumming again, louder and longer than before.

		Jerome wrapped my wife’s hair in his fist as he fucked her, his hips a blur, forcing Annette to look up as Bridget rearranged herself and began ravishing my wife’s mouth. The two women were kissing frantically as Jerome came deep inside my wife’s married pussy. His grunts were nearly drowned out by my wife’s orgasmic wails.

		Annette pushed her pussy back at him, trying to take even more of his thick cock as she too climaxed. Bridget stared into my wife’s eyes as she came, Bridget’s own pussy visibly dripping onto the bed as she watched my wife’s long orgasm.

		My cock was dripping pre-cum down the hard shaft. I don’t dare touch myself; I knew I’d cum with any stimulation. I’d just watched my loving, innocent wife licking another woman’s pussy while being pounded into by a large, black cock. I’d just watched my wife have what might have been the best orgasm she could possibly have.

		My heart was pounding and my vision blurred. I was so aroused that it was only when the action changed that I could feel the jealousy and hurt that was just beneath the surface. Annette was there because I couldn’t perform, but still, I wanted to be the one fucking her while she serviced Bridget.

		The scene changed, and all three were now sitting on the couch, wrapped in robes. Jerome on the end, his legs spread to accommodate his thick cock. Annette was sitting next to him in the middle, her legs spread to accommodate Bridget’s hand that was lightly stroking her pussy. Bridget was sitting sideways, her legs pulled up on the sofa.

		Ann, how was it?

		–It was wonderful.

		So, you enjoyed your first three-way?

		–Oh godGod, yes. Heavy breathing caused by the action of Bridget’s hand.

		Want to do it again sometime?

		–Any…oh godGod…time.

		How did you like eating Bridget’s pussy?

		–It was greatamazing. She’s my first, and I love the taste of her. Bridget pulled my wife’s head in for a sloppy kiss.

		Jerome, this is the second time you’ve fucked Ann. How was it different?

		–When she was eating Bridget, it seemed like she was cumming with each stroke.

		Is that true, Ann. Were you cumming with each stroke? Bridget and Annette ended their kiss so she could answer.

		–Oh godGod, yes. I was. I guess I’m still so turned on that… She stopped talking as Bridget focused on rubbing her clit. Annette suddenly has another orgasm, her face mirroring every physical sensation.

		Bridget and Jerome smiled broadly while Annette tried to catch her breath.

		Does this mean you’ll be back, Ann?

		–Yes. Nothing could keep me away.

		The video ended an hour and a half after it had started. There was nothing for me to do. Annette would be home when she could. I knew what she was doing, but I just didn’t know the details.

		I knew that Annette didn’t want me to cum. I just had to wait, hoping that my erection would subside. It finally did, not all the way, but enough that I could fasten my pants.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Annette was a mess when she finally walked in the door, just in time for breakfast. Her makeup was either gone or running off her face, along with a coating of cum. There was even cum in her hair. I moved to hold her, but she held me off.

		“I need time to rest, Jimmy. I can’t do anything today. I’m sorry,” she told me. I must have looked very disappointed as Annette took a seat in an overstuffed chair. She purposely avoided the couch.

		“It hurts to sit; it even hurts to walk right now. I’m so tender that we just can’t…” She didn’t finish her thought. Instead, she pulled her dress up and spread her legs so that I could see her pussy.

		Her pubic hair was gone; she was waxed smooth. Her pussy looked like an open wound—a bright red color that covered her mound all the way to her legs. She was oozing a river of white cum while she continued to spasm. Her anus was in prolapse. It looked like the inside had been pulled out. Hell, it looked like she was inside out, and, to a degree, she was. Everything looked swollen and inflamed.

		“Even my jaw hurts, Jimmy. I need a hot bath and about twelve hours of sleep. I don’t think I can even chew anything right now,” she explained. “Will you help me to the bathroom? I’m having a hard time walking. It hurts.”

		I helped her to her feet and, with my arm around her for support, got her to the bedroom. I was naked from the waist down, my erection pointing the way. While Annette undressed, I started the bathwater running. I returned to the bedroom just in time to remove her heels for her.

		Annette sank into the bath with a grateful sigh. One watery hand pulled my head close for a kiss. “I love you, Jimmy. This video will be posted soon, and we’ll watch it together as I make it all up to you.”

		“Was it worth it?” I asked.

		“Oh godGod, yes. It was wonderful. Did you enjoy the one you watched?” She wasn’t looking at me. Something in the water appeared to require intense study.

		“It was hard not cumming, Annette. Did you like eating Bridget’s pussy?” I asked her. Even in my own ears, I sounded like Gary. “Honest answer; it’s just me here.”

		“Yes. It was wonderful. I did to her what I like done to me, and when she reacted so strongly, it felt like I’d done it to myself. I’d do it again. Does that upset you?” She raised her head to look at me.

		I stood so that my erection was pointed somewhere over Annette’s head. “I want you so much right now. I want to fuck the woman I love, the one who likes to eat pussy. Why does all this turn me on so much?”

		“I don’t know, Jimmy. It’s just the way we are, I guess. Wait until you see the video we made today before you make any decisions. Including any decisions about the future.” That was all she’d tell me.

		She gave my erection a quick kiss before asking me to leave for a while so she could rest in the bathtub. I ran some more hot water for her before leaving the room. Her head was resting on a rolled-up towel and her eyes were closed when I shut the door softly behind me.

		We lived in a nice condo, paid for with Annette’s oversized bonuses. Before going back into the bedroom, I poured myself a strong drink. Annette had taken a wine bottle to the bathtub with her.

		I sat on the bed just outside the bathroom door, sipping my drink and trying to come to grip with my feelings. I’d watched my wife being fucked while she ate another woman. I should have been angry. I should have been packing my things or packing her things. I should be throwing things. Some men would have their service weapon out and ready to shoot her.

		Instead, I felt aroused, jealous, and anxious for the future. I was generally an easy going good guy, but my temples were throbbing and all I could do—all I wanted to do—was to accept the new Annette. I wanted to belong to her, like I always had. I was so turned on that I knew I could cum without even touching myself if I wasn’t careful.

		What kind of video had she been in today? What could have left her so used up? She wasn’t just putting me off, she was in no shape to enjoy it; I would just have been fucking her for myself. I couldn’t do something like that. If she couldn’t enjoy it, I couldn’t enjoy it, either.

		I was honest enough to realize that if Annette enjoyed having sex with other people, then maybe that was why I enjoyed it too. It all left me feeling dizzy. Dizzy with an erection, and no place to put it.

		I stretched out on the bed, thinking about what we were doing; where it was going. Thinking about how much I enjoyed it, and how much I enjoyed having almost no say in what happened. My last thought before falling asleep was that I might enjoy being Annette’s cuckold if this was what it meant.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		When I woke, Annette was under the covers next to me, sleeping peacefully. There was a line of towels on the floor, leading from the bathtub to our bed. It wasn’t like her to be messy. My guess was that she was so physically and emotionally drained that it took all she had to get to the bed and sleep.

		I picked up her towels, dressed, and drove to the station. I left a note on her nightstand to call or text me when she woke up.

		I had to concentrate at work. It was dangerous for me to let my mind wander too far, particularly since interviewing witnesses in the field made every word count and could be produced in court at some point. I forced my mind off Annette, and the movie I’d watched, to concentrate on the job.

		My partner was the type of guy who noticed everything. If I was off, he’d ask me about it, but he didn’t say anything. We worked well together, especially since he enjoyed paperwork for some reason. I teased him about having an undiagnosed brain tumor or something. I liked working in the field. It was a perfect arrangement for the plan I was hatching.

		Unlike television shows, we rarely ran into trouble. I’d only been in one foot race, which I lost. I’d never drawn my service weapon. The television cops had to be in at least one foot race a week and they always seemed to have their weapons out. We were under strict rules—if an officer drew his weapon, for any reason, there was a mountain of paperwork waiting for him to complete, along with a series of interviews to gather the facts and determine if the officer was fit for service.

		When I could that day, I wondered about Annette. What had they done to her? How did I feel about her? And just as important, how did she feel about me? I was her cuckold now. Is that what she wanted? It didn’t matter what I wanted; that was what I had become.

		I’d always been submissive to Annette. Even as kids, she’d boss me around, and I liked it. We’d just moved from play to sex, but my wife called the shots, like she always had, and the shot she’d called was that she’d fuck other people.

		I visited a good friend in sex crimes. I told him I needed to talk and asked him about going to the Starbucks next door for a break.

		“Joe, tell me about the Green Door. What’s the deal with that place?” I asked him.

		“Okay, Jimmy. You’re my friend, but I can’t just assume you have a good reason to ask. What’s your interest?” he countered. Swearing him to secrecy, I told him the whole story. I told him about Annette and Gary, about following Annette to the Green Door, and about watching her video.

		Joe was looking at me with sad understanding when I finished. “Your story is common with the Door,” he began. “The women, as far as we’ve determined, are amateur housewives, just like they advertise. The guys are all pros,” he told me.

		“There’s not much to the place. A couple of rooms: one for changing clothes, one for taking a break that has a sofa in it, a meeting room, and a couple of offices. A group of four guys seem to own the thing, but we think there might be others involved,” he told me.

		“What others?” I asked.

		“A set up like that is attractive to the wrong people. Not much overhead because the rent’s cheap, the men aren’t paid much, and the women work for sex. But, as you know, memberships aren’t cheap. The website pulls in a lot of money,” he explained. “You need to talk to Arnie in Organized Crime.” Oh, shit.

		“Do you know him? If you don’t, I’ll introduce you to him, but that’s all I can do, just introduce you.” That’s when my life went to hell. “You’re on your own after that.” Joe got up to leave.

		I walked with him to O.C.D, Organized Crime Division, or the “Obsessive Compulsive Disorder,” as some of us called it—but Arnie wasn’t in. After leaving a note, Joe and I said our goodbyes, and I went back to work.

		Later, when I was alone, I rolled by the Green Door just as Gary was leaving. Taking a chance, I pulled in to follow him. Even though my unmarked unit was clearly a police car, I followed him from two to four cars back for several miles.

		He pulled into the parking garage of an upscale condo in an expensive part of the city. I parked next to a fire hydrant a block away and pulled down the sun visor, displaying a ‘police on duty’ decal. At least I wouldn’t get a parking ticket.

		I backtracked on foot until I could identify his building. I didn’t want to go inside just yet. There was a doorman on duty, and I didn’t have a good reason to be there. We nodded to each other as I walked past.

		I was on the other side of the street when Annette walked up to the building. She wasn’t walking right; she was still obviously very sore. What was she doing going into Gary’s building?

		The doorman nodded to her. They seemed to know each other as he held the door open and my wife walked inside. She was wearing jeans and a light sweater; she wasn’t dressed to impress. I took some comfort in her wardrobe.

		I found a coffee shop close by and stationed myself so that I could watch Gary’s building while sipping my Americana. An hour later, my wife emerged, looking much like she had when she went in, except her sweater was now inside out.

		Maybe she was wearing something underneath and had taken it off because it was too hot. Maybe she’d taken it off for some other reason. I ran to get to my car and follow her.

		Next, she stopped at the Green Door, but only for a few minutes. As she came out, she was carrying a small plastic bag, and Bridget was just going inside. They hugged and walked back inside together, their arms around each other. Annette came out about fifteen minutes later, her face flushed and her sweater on right-side out. From there, I followed her home.

		My curiosity was getting the best of me. I thought, fleetingly, of confronting Gary or crashing into the Green Door. My jealousy and desire were starting to overwhelm me, and I needed to know what was happening. Maybe there was more here than internet videos. Maybe my wife was into more. More sex? Was there something else? My heart was beating too fast, and it felt like I’d been in a foot race after all.

		I stopped at the station to check out and use the station’s computer to research the Green Door. There was nothing in the write up that I wasn’t aware of. There were no Gary’s, Bridget’s, or Jerome’s in the names listed, but there was, however, the name of a low-level guy—a cameraman. Perfect! I’d start with him and see what information I could gather.

		Low-level people were the best first stop on an investigation. They knew more than the top people thought they knew, and he might recognize some names. If not, I’d be able to get some names out of him and the investigation would continue, gathering more information and names as I went along, slowly working my way up the food-chain until I had what I wanted. Whatever the hell that was.

		Just before leaving, Arnie stopped by my desk. He was a big black guy with a shaved head and bulging muscles. Obviously use to dealing with the mob, he was gruff and had little patience. The mob guys didn’t like blacks to begin with, so Arnie started out as a threat to them.

		“What’s Auto got to do with OCD? Something I should know?” He wasn’t the easy-going type; he sounded like the DI I’d had in the Army. I pulled him into one of the interview rooms and told him the same story I’d told Joe.

		“My sympathies. You are indeed fucked, my friend.” He got up to go.

		“Wait. This is my life here. Besides, it could reflect on the force and fuck up your work.” He didn’t care about my life or the force, but he did care about his work being fucked up.

		“Okay. I’ll give you the mile-high view, but we gotta have a deal. If you learn anything, you tell me first.” He was adamant. Of course, I agreed.

		“We think it’s a mob money laundering operation. Well, a little more than that, but money laundering is the main thing. The place makes so much and spends so little that the guys put money into it, invest in it with dirty money, and get huge dividends with clean money. That’s the short version; the complete setup requires a CPA to explain,” he said.

		“What’s the ‘more than that’ part?” I asked him.

		“The women. Lots of horny housewives want to make videos for some reason. The hotter ones get invited to their parties. The lucky ones just get the shit fucked out of them by a couple dozen guys. The unlucky ones get hurt,” he explained.

		“Are there reports from those women?” I was finding this hard to believe.

		“No. Not a one. Remember, almost every one of them is going behind their husband’s back. They don’t want a police report.” He was making sense, and again, I had to promise to come to him with anything I found out.

		“Be godGoddamn careful. Don’t go nosing around and fuck up our operation, and don’t get your dumb ass killed either.” Although I wasn’t sure he meant it about me not getting killed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		When I walked into our condo, Annette was sitting on the couch, wearing her pajamas and wrapped in a blanket. “I called in sick, but I’m starting to feel better. Thank you for taking care of me,” she said.

		I sat beside her and hugged her. She smelled a little like Bridget. “You were pretty messed up. Want to tell me about it?” I asked. My cock had been semi-hard and aching all day.

		“The video will be posted soon, and we’ll watch it together.” She looked at me shyly while rubbing the crotch of my pants. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

		We talked for a few minutes. Annette didn’t mention her trips to Gary’s and the Green Door. I laid in bed wide awake; there was too much to think about. I was shocked when my alarm went off. I would have sworn that I hadn’t slept at all.

		I was at the station before my scheduled start time so I checked in and left a note for my partner that I’d either be back or I’d meet him at a coffee shop that he liked.

		I went to see Doug, the guy that ran the video cameras for the Green Door. I was knocking on his apartment door by 9:00 am. I didn’t expect him to still be living there since my information was a few years old, but there he was. A young guy with a scraggly beard, wearing a tee-shirt advertising a band I’d never heard of. I suspected he’d just gotten home.

		I politely introduced myself and showed him my shield. In response to the immediate fear on his face, I told him that we were just doing a routine background check on the Green Door, not on him, and that all I wanted was to confirm some names with him. We went through all the usual “Why me? Let me call my boss” stuff quickly. This was an informal information gathering mission, but if he wanted to make it formal, we could go to the station and do it that way. I was bluffing, but my bluff worked.

		I invited myself in, and he visibly relaxed. I could smell pot, so I reiterated that we had no interest in him personally. I wasn’t in narcotics and didn’t give a damn what drugs he might be into.

		We talked about things in general, and he assured me that nothing illegal was being done there. No animals or anything; that nobody was being forced to do anything they didn’t want to do.

		I flipped to a page in my notebook and started asking him if he recognized any of the names I had. The majority were names from other cases. I knew he wouldn’t be familiar with any of them. Randomly mixed in were the names Gary, Bridget, Jerome, Ann, and Annette.

		Naturally, he’d never heard of most of the people, but he recognized Gary. “That’s the dude that interviews the women. He recruits some of them too. Smooth dude, good looking, good voice. But something off about him.”

		“Define ‘off,’ please,” I asked.

		“I don’t know. He just seems to enjoy it too much, and I think he uses some of the women for his own private enjoyment, if you know what I mean. I think he might be into some kinky shit,” he answered.

		I pressed on; I didn’t want him to remember telling me about Gary. Several meaningless names later, I came to Bridget.

		“Bridget…oh, wow. That’s a seriously horny chick. She’ll fuck anybody. Man, woman, gang…even a lowly cameraman,” he said with a smile.

		“I heard she was a college student.”

		“Yeah. Yeah, she is. She’s promising to have a seriously wild party when she graduates. I really want to go!” Doug’s eyes were bright with excitement. He used the word ‘seriously’ a lot.

		Two more names later, I had to force my voice to remain aloof. “Ann or Annette. I’m not sure if that’s one person or two different women.” I tried to look confused.

		“Oh, I know her for sure, seriously. We call her Ann, but I think Annette’s her real name.” Doug looked intense for the first time since we started talking.

		“How do you know her?” I asked.

		“I filmed her. In fact, it was either last night or the night before. They really used that chick, I mean, seriously. She took a lot, and even when they were done and she was drained, she was still up for more action.” Doug looked like he was in awe of my wife’s sexual appetites. “They even let me stick it in her after I was done filming.” Just what a husband wants to hear. I felt a part of me crumble.

		“In fact, I heard,” he continued, “they have plans for her, and I don’t think the plans involve internet clips. I wish I knew more.” He looked wistful that he’d been left out of those future plans.

		“What kind of plans? Do you know?” I was trying to sound casual.

		“No, man. Gary and them guys talked in the office with the door closed. I just heard ‘em right as they went in. Gary was saying he had plans for her.” Doug’s eyes were wide; he would have told me if he knew more.

		My heart was pounding again, and I could feel sweat running down my back. I didn’t want to push him on Annette; I didn’t want him suspicious. So, after a few more meaningless names, I asked him who else I could talk to. I was hoping for someone who had been at one of the parties.

		The only name Doug could give me was his boss, Steve. He wasn’t sure where Steve lived, but I knew I could find out.

		As I was leaving, I thanked him for his time and asked him not to tell anyone about our talk. His response was that talking with the police was not a good career move and he’d stay quiet. I believed him.

		

		

		

		Chapter 13

		

		During the day, I stopped by our parking garage; Annette’s car was still there. That alone didn’t mean that she was home, but it gave me some comfort.

		I sent a quick text asking how she was doing. My phone dinged only a minute later with a message from Annette that she was fine.

		My partner and I handled a few stolen car calls—that was our area, auto theft. We could tell by the make and model which cars would be sent to a “chop shop” to be sold for parts and which cars were stolen for a joy ride. We were on a never-ending quest to identify the shops.

		My partner was working on a system he thought would lead us to the shops as they popped up. He reasoned that the thefts didn’t want to drive too far in a high demand stolen car so the garages were probably close. He was building a computer program that might lead us to the most likely areas.

		I thought it was a waste of time. We already knew the most likely areas, but our Sergeant thought it was a great idea and left us alone. This all worked out well for both of us—my partner working on his laptop while I was free to do what I wanted. I took all the calls and my partner wrote the reports from my scribbled field notes, first entering them into the police system before putting them into his computer program.

		Annette was getting home from work when I walked in the door—real work this time, at her office. She was dressed in business professional clothing, looking beautiful as always, and well put together.

		As she sat across from me, I watched spellbound as she spread her legs apart and slowly pulled her dress up. I could only stare as her newly bald pussy came into view. She still looked sore, and maybe still aroused too, from her last filming. She ran her finger between her lips, spreading them apart, before lightly stroking her clit.

		“You know what you’re going to do tonight, Jimmy?” she asked. “You’re not going to play with your cock. You’re going to think about it, and you’re going to want to. Hell,” she said, laughing, “you’re hard already. But your cock belongs to me.”

		She closed her legs, pulled down her dress, and gave me a kiss before heading toward the bedroom to change. A few minutes later, she came out the door dressed casually.

		“What are you doing tonight?” I asked. “Are you fucking anybody?”

		“I’ll let you know. Love you, Jimmy.” And just like that, she was gone. I was paying a high price for what she thought of as not desiring her; of abandoning her.

		I sat for several long minutes staring at the closed door, my mind blank. Annette had just walked out on her way to fuck another man, or woman. Then I remembered what I had been instructed to do. I could go as far as I wanted, of course, but I decided to follow her instructions. There could be a reward worth having at the end.

		Annette had taken her purse, the same one that the LARS unit was in, so all I had to do was connect it with my cell phone. At first, all I heard was the sound of tires on pavement and soft country music. My wife liked country music and always had. The appeal escaped me.

		I turned off from my end, but the device had been activated and was now recording. There was no rush; I could listen to the sound of her music anytime. I fixed a drink and dinner for myself and watched TV, only tuning into the LARS every 5 or 10 minutes.

		I should have had the unit activated the day she came home used up. Stupid of me to forget, but then again, her purse was probably locked away and wouldn’t have done me much good anyway. Sour grapes.

		When I next checked, Annette was at Gary’s condo. I could hear a party in the background as Gary greeted my wife.

		Annette! —I could hear kissing noises—I’m glad you could make it. What did you do with your husband?

		–I didn’t have to do anything. I do what I want. Annette had a smile in her voice.

		Really? Does he know about our project?

		–He’s watched some of the videos.

		He doesn’t mind? He doesn’t get jealous? Gary sounded surprised.

		–He does, actually, Annette answered offhand, as if she might have been focused on something else.

		Why don’t you just put him in a cage? Make him a real cuckold?

		–Gary, I love my husband. No matter what I do, I’ll always come back to him. I’m not going to put his cock in a cage. Annette was involved in the conversation again.

		Okay, but a cage would keep him from having a hard-on except when you want him to have one. Gary was a real shit. Think how horny he’d be when you let him out.

		I listened as Annette walked away and moved around the party greeting people. In addition to Jerome and Bridget, I picked up some new names. Steve, Doug’s boss, was there, and my wife was friendly with him. They talked for several minutes, and at the end, he said, I hope you’ll be at the big party next week. Come prepared.

		I could hear Bridget squeal in the background. It sounds like Bridget is already having some fun, Steve said. Of course, she always does. I wonder where her dress went?

		The party was getting interesting, but I needed to know more about the big party next week. I listened as Annette stashed her purse somewhere and the sound was cut off. Before she put her purse away, I heard my wife kissing a lot, both men and women, and what sounded like a blowjob in the background.

		I turned everything off to save battery power and started looking at cock cages on the internet. What I found sent a chill down my spine. It also caused my cock to leak.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Annette didn’t get in until early morning. I was sleeping when I felt her sitting on my chest. When I woke up, she smiled at me and shifted so that she was sitting on my face. Her pussy smelled of arousal and sperm, and she was leaking into my mouth.

		“Clean me up, Jimmy. Clean your dirty wife,” she said, bringing my hands up to her breasts. “I’ve been naughty tonight.” My cock was immediately hard. I’d been so frustrated that the sight and smell of Annette’s pussy was almost enough to push me over the edge.

		“I went to a party. A dirty party with lots of sexy and dirty people.” She was panting as she rubbed her pussy on my mouth, humping my face. “They made me do naughty thiiiiinngs…” Whatever she was going to say next was lost in her orgasm.

		She rolled off me, laying with one leg flat on the bed and the other bent. I could easily see how excited she was. “I have an idea on how to fix that hard-on of yours,” she said, looking at my erection.

		“We could fuck,” I suggested.

		“Yes, we could do that. But I want you to stay turned on, Jimmy. I want you to stay so horny that you just want to rip my clothes off me every day. I want you to clean me, just like you did, so that I’ll take care of you,” she said this in a flirty kind of way.

		“I’m sorry, Jimmy, but I want you to be as horny as I was and not able to make love with the person that you love more than anything in life.” Annette’s face held a variety of emotions. Definitely sadness—she looked close to tears—but angry too.

		I tried to cuddle with her, but she pushed me off. “Not now, Jimmy.”

		My cock was dripping, making a large wet spot on the sheets. Annette studied the spot, shook her head, turned over, and lay her head on the pillow. Minutes later, she was asleep. Minutes after that, I was jogging through the quiet city streets on my way to the precinct.

		

		*****

		

		I listened as Annette went into her real job. That’s when things became incredibly boring and I switched the LARS off. My day was spent talking to people about their stolen cars; some reports we took over the telephone, but some were interesting enough that I’d meet them.

		Before leaving, I tracked down Steve, Doug’s boss. It was a stretch, but I thought I could take care of the theft report and still visit Steve before being missed.

		Steve lived in an upscale apartment. After the doorman saw my shield, he was motivated to let me in the building. I asked him not to call Steve—it was always better to just drop by.

		Again, it was early enough that Steve was at home. He answered the door in his underwear and was very hesitant about letting me in. I could hear noises from the bedroom.

		“I really don’t care what you’re up to, Steve. I just have a few background questions about the Green Door,” I said as I closed the bedroom door without looking in.

		Steve looked relieved and started making coffee while I sat at the kitchen bar. “Big night last night?” I asked.

		“Yeah,” Steve replied, smiling at me. “You could say that.”

		Steve was in his late 30’s, dark hair, tall; a good-looking guy with stubble on his face. I guessed that he was careful to make sure the stubble was the same length every day.

		We talked about things in general while the coffee maker did its thing. After our coffee was poured and a cup was delivered to the bedroom, I asked if we could be overheard. Steve turned on the water in the kitchen sink, and I started to ask my questions.

		I began by reassuring him that we weren’t investigating him. That, in fact, we weren’t investigating anybody. My only interest in the Green Door was to collect file information. We did not suspect anything illegal. Just like Doug, he visibly relaxed.

		I started through my list of names, this time including Doug’s name. He didn’t know anybody until I got to Gary.

		“Oh, that guy I know,” he began. “Gary’s a pussy hound. He interviews the women and usually fucks them, either before or after the session. In fact, he’s provided us with a number of our married ‘stars.’”

		“How does he do that? Is he so good in bed that they just can’t resist him? Is he well hung? What’s his deal?” I asked.

		“He’s not well hung; I know that for a fact. Somehow, he’s able to get the women to think he really cares about them, and he’s very good at spotting married women who want the experience, I guess,” Steve explained. “From what I’ve heard, he’s also good in bed. He ‘takes care’ of his women, if you know what I mean.”

		Interesting. He’d ‘taken care’ of Annette when I wasn’t ‘up to it,’ so to speak. Moving on, I came to Doug.

		“He’s a cameraman and works for me. He’s not really involved, other than to operate cameras. He’s pretty low level.”

		Next was Bridget.

		“That chick is sex crazy, maybe even a real nymphomaniac. She’ll fuck anybody. She even gave Doug a blowjob, I heard. Man, woman…it doesn’t matter to Bridget. I know she’s married, but I’ve never met the guy. That’s normal, though. I’ve only met one or two of the husbands since we’ve been in business,” Steve said.

		“What’s your position at the Green Door?” I should have led off with that question.

		“I’m one of the owners—a minority owner. I’ve been there since the beginning, and the cameramen all work for me. So I’m responsible for the cameramen and for producing the final videos,” he explained. I’d hit the jackpot. There was no need to go higher; I just had to cultivate Steve.

		We talked generally for a few minutes while we drank our coffee. I wasn’t trying to make a friend; I just wanted to cultivate a ‘source.’ One that I could come back to from time to time.

		After a few more useless names, I got to Ann/Annette. “I’m not sure if that’s two different people or one woman using two names?”

		“It’s one woman. Annette is her real name, but her husband doesn’t know what she’s doing so she goes by Ann. She’s fairly new, but we have high hopes for her,” he explained.

		“Most of the women make one, maybe two videos and they’re gone. Back to their lives with a fantasy now taken care of.” Steve was staring at the bedroom door as he talked, a far-away look on his face. “Some incredible women have come to us with a fantasy, but after they’ve done it, they go back to being an innocent wife.”

		“I don’t think Ann’s like that. We’ve never had a wife like her before. She’ll do anything, like Bridget will, but she seems to enjoy it more; to get into it more. She’s on a different level. I don’t know how to put it into words.” He looked like he was having difficulty explaining my wife.

		“I’ve seen her do things that I wouldn’t expect an amateur to do. She reaches a level of excitement, sexual excitement, that no other wife has obtained.” He was still trying to find the right words. “Plus, she’s gorgeous, movie-star beautiful, and her body…I don’t have the words,” he finished.

		“What are your plans for her? Just keep making internet clips?” He was obviously in awe of Annette.

		“We’re having a party in a week or two, and Annette is invited. We have some potential ‘investors’ who are eager to meet her.”

		“So, she’s going to prostitute for you?” I asked.

		“No, she’ll do it because she wants to do it. I doubt if anybody will invest just because they partied with Ann; the returns need to make sense. Ann will just show our appreciation,” he explained. It sounded like a good defense to me.

		“Was she at last night’s party?”

		“Yeah. She fucked a couple of guys at the same time. Gary was one of them. I don’t remember the other one.” He didn’t remember the other one because it was probably him.

		“It’s like she’s been all penned up…bottled up, you know what I mean? And she has something to prove. Maybe just to herself, I don’t know, but she acts like she’s finally out of the pen, and she’s…well, proving she’s desirable maybe. I don’t know. I make a shitty psychologist.”

		I think he’d make a good psychologist. I hadn’t thought of Annette’s behavior that way before, but it made sense. She was proving to me that she was still desirable, and the fact that I could now achieve an erection was beside the point. She was out of the pen, she was free, and she still had me to come home to. This was not a good time to unwrap all the emotions that bubbled to the surface.

		I moved on from Ann/Annette and asked about a couple of women that had nothing to do with the Green Door. At least, that’s what I thought…until we reached Kathy.

		Kathy was a married woman, good looking in a suburban sort of way, who had her Lexus taken a few months earlier. I had no way of knowing that she was connected to the Green Door.

		“Yeah, Kathy. She made two or three videos with us. Really hot looking if you liked them curvy, older. She liked to fuck. She particularly liked black dudes. I think she was from the south or something.”

		I looked back at my list of names, just for appearances. “Jerome?” I prodded.

		“Yeah, yeah. She couldn’t get enough of that guy. She wouldn’t quit, even after the cameras were turned off. Plus, she had something with Bridget. They’d disappear together sometimes.”

		I need to make Kathy my next stop. “What name did she use in the videos?” I asked.

		“Kathy,” he answered. “She figured it was a common enough name, and we’d made her up, so she was hard to recognize.”

		He looked relieved when I got up to leave. He was still wearing just his underwear, and he didn’t waste any time turning toward the bedroom, leaving me to let myself out.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		It was back to stolen cars at the station. I looked up Kathy’s name and address as I refreshed my memory of her case. She’d had a high-end Lexus, and all we’d recovered was one of her personal items.

		Kathy was a full-figured woman in her late 30’s. Not fat, but she was curvy. Her breasts were large, pendulous, although she tried to hide them with the clothing she wore. If I was remembering correctly, she wore very little makeup and her strawberry red hair was frizzy.

		Her husband was a doctor, I believe. They’d met before he started making a lot of money, which explained the Lexus. Her appearance might explain her sexual appetite. The doctor might not be excited by her anymore; besides which, he had nurses to pick from now.

		Steve hadn’t remembered how she came to be at the Green Door. She might have responded to one of the ads they ran on the site. Gary had not been involved in her recruitment.

		Kathy would have to wait for another day; it was end of shift, and I needed to get home. Before leaving, I turned on the LARS unit and checked on Annette’s movement. She’d gotten up late, but had still made it into work at a reasonable hour. She’d left for home just a few minutes ago, having worked late probably to make up for arriving late.

		When I walked in the door, Annette was standing at the kitchen counter sorting through the mail. She smiled at me as I moved to kiss her—a kiss that turned into a warm hug.

		“You must have had fun last night,” I said.

		“Yes, but I had the most fun after I got home.” She was smiling as she kissed me. “Did you have fun?”

		“Not as much as I’d like to have. You left me with a problem,” I answered, looking down at the lump in the front of my pants.

		“Oh, yes. That problem,” Annette replied, still smiling as she ran her hand lightly over my lump. “Maybe if you beg, your wife may get naked for you. And since you did such an excellent job last night, she may even reward you.” Her face turned pouty. “But not tonight. She’s still a little sore and has to work tomorrow night. Do you think he can hold off?”

		“I’m not sure. He’s giving me some trouble,” I told her.

		“Would a nice hand-job help him?”

		“Not as much as a nice fuck. You know, like we used to do?”

		“Oh, I remember those. We’ve even done that a few times recently, haven’t we?” She was being cute, but I was unfastening her skirt. She hugged me as it fell to the ground, revealing my wife with nothing on from the waist down.

		“Since when do you go to work like this?” I asked her as I stroked her pussy.

		“I thought it would be fun. No special reason, but I can talk to the guys knowing that I have a secret. It makes me feel powerful. It makes me feel a little horny too if I think they can smell me,” she finished.

		She was wet; I could bend her over and slide right in. Maybe I should have. Instead, she turned and walked into the bedroom to change, closing the door behind her and cutting off my view of her bare ass.

		I knew that she was treating me this way because I’d been so useless to her for so long. I know that I hadn’t met her needs for more than a year…maybe two. I couldn’t even remember when everything started.

		She was resentful of me, and now she was getting all the sex she wanted and was uncertain if I should be involved. Steve’s analysis was right—maybe it would be better if I still couldn’t do anything. And why did I have to watch her with another man before I got hard? Why was the sex so good after she cheated on me?

		I knew she was confused; she’d told me as much, and I was too. All her questions applied to me. What right did I have to expect her to take care of me after denying her for so long? Annette liked sex and being close to me, and I hadn’t been there for her. In some ways, it was as simple as that.

		That night, she told me we’d be watching the last video together on Saturday night, and she’d take care of me then. She also told me that she wouldn’t be ‘working’ until next week. All I had to do was make it through two days with an erection tenting my pants.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Kathy was happy to see me. She thought, at first, that we’d recovered her car, or at least her personal items. I had to tell her that there was no news, but that I needed to talk to her about a different investigation.

		Kathy looked different; her bushy hair had been trained, and she was wearing makeup. Her thin white blouse couldn’t hide her enormous bra—she’d lost weight, but not in the boobs.

		Following the same script, I told her that the investigation was not about her, that her name would never come up, and that I was simply gathering information.

		Kathy looked confused. We’d developed a relationship of trust, but the change of topics had thrown her.

		“It’s not about my car?” she asked.

		“No. It’s about the Green Door,” I said as Kathy’s face went white.

		“Oh, Ggod. Oh no. I can’t talk about that. I’m sorry, Jimmy.” She was scared. “How did you get my name?”

		“I can’t tell you who gave me your name. I have to respect their privacy too. Kathy, your husband will never know.” She was shaking her head. “But I need to ask you a few questions. You know me; do you trust me?” I was trading on trust built in an official capacity. I was setting myself up for a lot of trouble if Kathy complained.

		“If you don’t want to help, just tell me to go, and nobody will ever know that I was even here.” That much was true.

		“What do you want to know?” Kathy was holding her hands over her mouth, her eyes wide, her face deathly pale.

		“Well, to start, I want to read some names, and I want you to tell me what you know about them,” I told her.

		“To start. What do you want to know to finish?” she asked.

		“Only what you want to tell me. What happened there, what happened with the same people when they weren’t being filmed. If you tell me something in confidence, it will not be reported at all.” I could safely say that. “In fact, this entire conversation can be held in confidence if you want.”

		Kathy was nodding her head ‘yes.’

		“Okay, I’ll tell you what I know, but everything has to be in confidence, Jimmy. I’m trusting you with more than you know.”

		I quickly agreed and brought out my list of names. “I’ve talked to three or four people, some owners, so I’ve got a pretty good idea of what happens at the Green Door. But you’re the first amateur wife I’ve talked to, so your perspective is very important. I’m going to read some names, and you tell me what you can about them. Be as frank and open as you can be. Everything is in confidence, and I won’t think any less of you, no matter what you tell me,” I assured her.

		Kathy rearranged herself so that she was facing away from me, looking toward the window facing the river. “Okay, Jimmy. I’m going to be telling you things that I’ve never told anybody. I hope you’re telling me the truth, and that you’re ready for what you’ll hear.”

		“How did you come to be at the Green Door?”

		“I answered an ad they have on their website. I was looking for an experience because I wasn’t happy at home.”

		I began going through the list of names. After a couple random names, we came to Gary.

		“He was the guy that interviewed me. I was with him a couple of times.”

		Other meaningless names, then Doug.

		“He was a cameraman. That’s all I know.”

		More names, then Bridget.

		“Oh Ggod, do I have to? Alright, Bridget started about the same time I did, but she was wild. She’d do anything. She looked like a co-ed.” Now sounding shameful, she said, “She was the first and only woman I’ve ever had sex with. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced. I didn’t know pleasure like that existed.”

		“Did you…?”

		“Yes. Many times. Sometimes with men present and sometimes just the two of us, not even on camera.”

		“Do you know her last name? Or where she lives?”

		“I have her telephone number and address. She gave them to me ‘just in case.’”

		A couple more names, then finally, Ann or Annette.

		“I heard Gary talking about her. He said he was ‘lining her up,’ but I didn’t know her.”

		I moved on to Jerome then.

		“Oh, wow. Jerome was the first black man I ever had. Everything they say about black men is true, or at least they were true about Jerome. I think about him sometimes when my husband…well, you know.”

		“What about when the camera was off? How about parties?”

		“There were definitely parties. The one I was taken to was to entertain some of their people.”

		Hoodlums, I thought.

		“Only a few women were there. I acted shamefully; I did things that my husband can never know about. I don’t think they were really investors—they acted like mob guys. Shirts half unbuttoned, lots of gold chains, and big hairy guys talking tough. I saw one of them had a gun, but I suspect they all did. I’m pretty sure they had more in mind for us, but I was too old. They weren’t interested in me, except for my mouth and my…well, other things.”

		“Were you forced to perform any acts?”

		“No, I did them because I wanted to do them. I wasn’t getting what I wanted at home. I was unhappy, so I went to the Green Door. I was a selfish cunt.”

		She was crying now, her shoulders shaking. The word ‘cunt’ sounded foreign coming from her mouth.

		“I’m sorry, Kathy. If you can just give me what you have on Bridget and any of those ‘hoods,’ I’ll leave. I was never here. Okay?” I told her.

		Silently, she started leafing through an address book, made some notes on a piece of paper, and then held the door open for me. We didn’t say anything more to each other. Her face was lined by her tears.

		Outside, I read the note. She’d given me Bridget’s name and telephone number, as well as the name and telephone number of one of the guys. It was enough; more than I could have hoped for, honestly.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		The next day, I tracked down Arnie and told him what I’d learned.

		“Yeah, good. As long as you didn’t ring any bells with them. Give me the name of the guy at the party. Is your wife going to the next one?” he asked.

		“She said she was going, so I guess the answer is yes. By the way, I have a LARS unit in her purse,” I told him.

		“No shit? That’s illegal as hell, and we can’t use anything, but maybe I can get a court order somehow to make it legal. Either way, it can help,” he told me.

		“You know that every guy on my team now knows that your wife is fucking around? That could get sticky for you. You okay with what she’s doing?” he asked.

		I explained that, in some sick way, it excited me.

		“Good, because I’ve got some animals working for me. They have to be, given the guys we’re targeting. Plus, some have been undercover, living the life. They might try to take advantage of her,” he warned me.

		“Oh, yeah. I also have a guy undercover who’ll be at the party as an ‘investor.’” He was looking right at me with no expression on his face. I got his meaning immediately—another cop might fuck my wife at the party.

		“Just so you know,” he continued, “those parties can get rough. Your wife could come home physically marked or hurt.” He said it like he didn’t give a shit as he pushed back his chair and walked away.

		I only had one more day to interview Bridget, and there was no predicting how that interview would go. I decided that I had a surprise for Annette that weekend. One that would be a little different from the movie watching she expected. I wanted to see the video, but mostly, I wanted to make love with my wife.

		First, I dropped in on Bridget. Of course, she wasn’t home. It was bound to happen; I’d been on an unusual streak of good luck finding people. As I turned to go, I ran into her in the hallway. Well, collided would be more like what happened. She was carrying an armful of, and they protected her, but I was left with dents in my chest.

		After helping her collect everything, I introduced myself, showed her my shield, and told her that she was almost the last person I needed to talk to. She looked nervous, like everybody else had, as I gave her my spiel about an investigation of the Green Door.

		“Who have you talked to?” she asked.

		“Five people, in all. Of course, I can’t give you any names.”

		“You must have everything you need by now.”

		“Only one person after you, then we’re done. I’ve uncovered nothing illegal, so this is all just paperwork at this point,” I told her. “Since you’re not an owner or anything, even if something came up, you wouldn’t be in any trouble.” What a fucking liar I was. Nothing was going to come up because I wasn’t going to report anything except to Arnie.

		“What do you want to know?” she asked cautiously.

		“I’m just going to read some names. You tell me what you know, what happened, and then I go away,” I told her. She agreed, and I started the process.

		“How did you come to be at the Green Door?”

		“I was recruited by this guy. He said it would be fun. And it was.”

		“Was the guy named Gary?”

		“Yes,” she said, surprised.

		“What was Gary’s job?”

		“He interviewed the wives and kind of introduced each video. I think he recruited some of the wives too.”

		“How many videos did you make?”

		“I don’t know…lots. I’m still making them.”

		“Are you paid?”

		“Oh, hell no!” She looked indignant.

		I started saying a bunch of miscellaneous names, followed by Steve.

		“He’s one of the owners. The cameramen work for him, and he puts together the final videos. He’s also a good-looking guy and a good fuck.”

		Bridget was turning herself on. She was blonde with very fair skin, and I could see the blush on her face and chest.

		I decided to skip the bullshit names and went straight to Jerome.

		“Oh, GodGod. Big black guy with a big cock. He stretched me so good. I loved fucking Jerome.”

		Next on the list was Kathy.

		“I think I fell in love with Kathy. Older woman with huge tits. We went at it every chance we got, on camera and off. I took her girl cherry, and she loved it; couldn’t get enough. I wish she’d call me; she gave great girl head.”

		A couple more random names and then it came to Ann or Annette.

		“I’m not sure which. I only know an Ann. She’s still there. That girl really likes to have her pussy eaten, and she’s good at eating pussy too. She’s gorgeous, with long black hair. She loves to fuck, and they’re really using her. She seems to love it. Just thinking about her makes me horny. You want to fuck me?”

		I gracefully declined as Bridget took her clothes off. She looked spectacular sitting in the chair playing with herself.

		“Are you sure? I’m so wet, you could slide right in. I won’t tell anybody. I’ll fuck your brains out. Otherwise, I’m going to make myself cum.” Her fingers were flying as she rubbed her clit. Her breath was whistling through her open mouth, and her eyes were fixed on me.

		I watched, my cock fully erect in my pants, as Bridget brought herself to orgasm. A beautiful, blonde co-ed made herself cum right in front of me. She had offered herself to me, and like a fucking idiot, I couldn’t do anything but watch and put another wet spot on my underwear.

		

		*****

		

		When I got home, Annette was drinking a glass of wine and waiting for dinner to be delivered. She’d been home long enough to change into very short shorts, and her legs looked great.

		She was wearing a flimsy t-shirt without a bra, and her nipples were hard and visible. I hugged her, bending forward so she wouldn’t feel my erection. It was difficult for me to stick with my plan. I wanted to rip her clothes off and just fuck her or, failing that, fall on the floor and beg her for relief.

		Instead, I changed out of my ‘cop suit’ into jeans and a polo shirt. I spent time reading case notes, causing my erection to finally go down enough that I felt comfortable going back out to the living room.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		On Saturday night, we settled in to watch Annette’s video. Annette settled me in; she had very specific instructions. I had to sit in a comfortable chair in front of the computer screen. I was not allowed to wear any clothing, nor to touch my cock.

		“If your cock needs touching, I’ll do it. If you cum on your own, I’m turning off the movie. I’m not going to be here the entire time, but I’ll come in occasionally,” she told me. “Just to keep things interesting, I’m going to take off a different piece of clothing each time I check on you. Think of it as a slow-motion strip tease.” She was chuckling as she clicked on the movie icon and gave me a hot, wet kiss before leaving the room.

		The movie began like they all had. Ann was sitting in a chair talking with Gary, who was off-camera. My wife was wearing the white blouse and dark skirt that she’d been wearing when she left the house that day.

		Ann is back with us today. Ready to have some fun?

		–Yes, I’ve been looking forward to it.

		Have you been having a good time with us, Ann?

		–Oh yes. She gave a little laugh. A lot more fun than I thought I’d have.

		Really? How so?

		–I didn’t expect to ever be with another woman, or a black man. I didn’t know what to expect, really, but not that.

		What did you enjoy the most?

		–Well, Jerome, obviously. He’s really a good lover. And Bridget, I really like her…um…going down on me.

		Did you like eating her pussy? There was a long wait before Ann answered.

		–Yes.

		Did she taste good?

		–Yes.

		Have you ever been with more than one guy on the same day?

		–Do you mean like Jerome and then my husband later? Yes.

		Have you ever thought about more than one guy at the same time?

		–You mean a gangbang?

		Something like that?

		–Maybe, once or twice. It sounds confusing and frightening. I’d have to be really relaxed. It scares me, just me and men everywhere trying to get at me.

		For the first time, I notice that Ann has been sipping from a wine glass. A fresh glass was handed to her from off screen.

		I’m thinking of something a little different; something more organized than that. A lot of men, but not confusing or frightening. Does something like that sound like fun to you?

		–I suppose, if I was relaxed.

		How about if a man were so excited by you that he came on you? Would that be exciting to watch?

		–Yes, I like that.

		You’ve done that before?

		–Yes, on my breasts. It’s very exciting to turn a man on so much that he can’t help himself.

		My cock was hard and throbbing painfully as I felt Annette kissing my neck and nibbling on my ear. “She looks sexy, doesn’t she?” she asked, as though the Ann on the screen was a different person.

		My wife stood next to me for a minute, watching the screen. She looked down at my erection and gave me a smile while unbuttoning and removing her blouse. Soon, she was wearing only a sheer demi bra. I watched her skirt sway as she walked away.

		Back on the screen, Gary and Ann were discussing gangbangs.

		How about if Jerome were there?

		–I’d like that. My wife was starting to slur some of her words as she drained her wine glass.

		Are you turned on talking about this?

		–Yes, very turned on.

		Why don’t you take off your clothes for us, Ann?

		–Okay. My wife stood up and stripped off her blouse and skirt, leaving only her heels. She’d been naked underneath.

		Are you wet, Ann?

		–I think so. My wife spread her legs and ran her fingers through the folds of her pussy. The camera zoomed in to show the clear, shiny pussy juice between her fingers. I guess I am turned on. She went back to caressing herself.

		Well, this is your lucky day, Ann.

		–Really?

		Yes, come with me. He took Ann by the hand and led her off the set and through a door, the camera following closely behind. My wife left a trail of drops behind her as she walked, and the cameraman made sure to focus on the floor for a moment.

		Once through the door, Ann stopped and covered her mouth with both hands. The camera was now shooting over her shoulder, showing a room full of men. All of them were black, and all were naked, some even already hard.

		In the middle of the room was a weight bench with ankle supports, the bench had been, leveled with concrete blocks under one end. The bench had a slot on that the end were the ankle supports could be stored.

		Jerome was suddenly visible and moving toward my wife. As they kissed, the camera moved around them, catching the heat as their naked bodies touched. Ann’s hand was already stroking Jerome’s large cock. The sound boom was briefly visible as it picked up the noise from their kiss and my wife’s moans.

		Jerome took over for Gary and led Ann into the room. He directed all the men to introduce themselves, and a few minutes was taken up as each shook my wife’s hand. If they were hard, Ann also shook their erections while giving them a warm smile.

		Annette was back beside me. “You haven’t touched your cock yet?” Her arms pushed her breasts together as she slowly stroked my erection, careful not to push me over the edge, before shrugging off her bra.

		As I turned back to the screen, my wife moved my hand to her left breast. I could watch Jerome touching her on screen while I was touching her in person. My cock was throbbing wildly when Annette moved away and paused the movie. We waited as my orgasm receded and my breathing returned to normal.

		“There’s a lot of movie to watch. Can you take it?” she asked.

		“I’ll try, honey. That’s all I can promise,” I answered.

		“If you cum, that’s it. The movie ends. Do you want to take a break? Get something to eat?”

		“No, let’s keep going.”

		When the movie started again, Jerome was directing my wife to the weight bench. He positioned her so that her pussy and ass were just over the cut out, her feet on the ankle rests, and her back reclined on the bench. As she made herself comfortable, Jerome knelt to lick her pussy. Ann reacted immediately. Moaning, she tried to move her hands to hold Jerome’s head, but her hands they were suddenly occupied by erections on both sides.

		Ann looked at her hands in wonder before taking the largest of the cocks into her mouth. After sucking for a minute, she moved her head to suck on the other cock. Meanwhile, her breasts were being mauled by men on either side of her.

		Just as she seemed comfortable with this arrangement, a cock was guided into her pussy. My wife was now being fucked while sucking on two cocks while two different men were caressing her breasts.

		Soon, one of the men came in her mouth, the man in her pussy had a loud orgasm, and one of the other men climaxed on her breasts. Ann stopped sucking just long enough to have a gut wrenching, howling orgasm of her own.

		My Annette is was back in the room standing next to me, naked now except for her panties. I tore my eyes away from her breasts, and we watched as each man was replaced, then replaced again. Some of the men came inside her; some on her body. Ann’s orgasms were almost continuous. She was reaching for a cock to put in her mouth while fucking the man between her legs.

		Some of the men are rough, slapping her pussy with their cocks or their hands. Others slapped her breasts, causing her to whimper in pain. She was so aroused that any touch threatened to set off another orgasm. Her face, when not occupied sucking on a cock, was open in wide-eyed wonder. Her pussy and breasts show red hand prints.

		Annette slipped out of her panties as one of the men on the screen moistened Ann’s asshole and pushed his cock inside. He wasn’t gentle, and Ann’s face showed the pain.

		In real life, my hand was guided to my wife’s steamy pussy as we watched Ann orgasm from having her clit roughly played with while her ass was fucked.

		More than an hour later, near the end, Annette blocked my view of the screen just long enough to sit on my erection. Her back was to me as we watched Ann, cum covering her body, face, and hair. Her pussy stretched and red, and her ass in prolapse as Jerome pushed his huge cock into her cunt.

		For a moment, Ann passed out—the sensations had overwhelmed her. Jerome paused before fucking her even harder. Ann blinked her eyes, and but they were crossed and unfocused as she fucked back at him. The men had all finished, so she was free to grab Jerome’s ass and fuck herself on his pole.

		When Jerome came deep inside Ann’s cunt, she passed out again, this time for good. The gangbang ended with a detailed view of my wife’s ravaged body surrounded by satisfied men.

		In real life, Annette was fucking me hard. With her feet flat on the floor, she was using them to push herself up before allowing herself to drop down on my cock. I’d been so close for so long that when I finally came, it felt like my body was emptying itself out inside my wife. The feel of my sperm flooding my wife’s vagina was enough to start her orgasm, and, in the end, we finished together.

		The scene shifted back to the interview room. Ann was sitting on the couch next to Jerome, and they were each wrapped in a robe, but semen was still visible on her face and hair.

		How was it, Ann?

		–Intense…wow.

		How many times did you cum?

		–I don’t know, lots. By the end, I couldn’t stop cumming. Jerome was smiling at her as he pulled her close for an open mouth kiss.

		How are you feeling?

		Ann’s head was resting under Jerome’s arm, her hand kneading his thigh. Laughing as she answered him, –Very sore. Even sitting here hurts a little, and walking isn’t easy.

		Would you ever want to do something like that again?

		–Not today, she replied with a big smile.

		But someday?

		–Yes.

		Another kiss from Jerome. She looked eager and infatuated as he kissed her.

		With Bridget?

		–Oh yes, she panted. Some of the cocks were average size, some were big, and a couple were huge.

		Which ones did you like best?

		–The black ones, she said, laughing since they were all black. I was pretty out of it at the end, except for with Jerome, but the big ones were the best. One or two of the huge ones, those guys knew how to use them.

		You really like big cocks, don’t you?

		–Oh yes. I love the way they stretch me and force me to cum.

		As the movie ended, Annette was cleaning herself and me with a damn wash cloth. “Remember, I’m going to a party next Friday night. That means no sex this week.” She pinched my cheek before dropping the washcloth in my lap and walking into the bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		

		Arnie had arranged for his team to be in an apartment in the same building as the party. There are some smirks and joking about listening to a cop’s wife at a mob sex party. They all knew about Annette; most had watched the last video.

		I feel sympathy from some of the guys. A lot of cops are divorced, many because their wives cheated on them. The ribbing was not malicious. If anything, it was a shared experience.

		We didn’t expect to be able to hear much. Annette would probably stash her purse in another room. But, by some miracle, that didn’t happen. My wife set her purse down when she walked in, and we were able to hear everything.

		Better yet, she set it down were we could hear the mob guys talking. At first, there was just the sound of Ann being welcomed. The ‘investors’ didn’t seem to care as the women were ushered into a back room, leaving the men to talk. Annette tried to get her purse, but was told to leave it where it was and to get moving.

		I only recognized Steve’s voice as the men talked. At the beginning, it was all about the ‘girls,’ but soon the conversation turned serious. It was amazing the amount of information Arnie was picking up. He’d secured a warrant, so he could use everything that the LARS unit recorded as the guys talked about things they’d done and plans they had.

		A charge of criminal conspiracy would be a slam-dunk with all this information, in addition to closing several open investigations. The guys were talking freely among themselves, including how the money laundering at the Green Door has worked for them. I was staggered by the amounts that were mentioned.

		Arnie and his crew were all smiling at me and patting me on the back as the women came back in.

		That’s what I like to see—naked women.

		Come here, honey, sit on my lap. Something will come up.

		I heard Ann’s voice telling him that he was funny. He told her that his name was Sal, and she was the lucky girl who would be with him.

		I ignored the other noises as much as I could to concentrate on my wife. The lap she was on must have been very close to her purse; I could easily hear her moans.

		“Suck my prick, honey,” Sal ordered. We all listened as the sloppy noise of a blowjob came through the speakers that had been attached to my iPhone. Now the guys were looking at me with a mixture of pity and superiority as we heard my wife sucking a stranger’s ‘prick.’

		“You’re good, honey. Get my pants off me so I can give you the fuck of a lifetime.” Sal wasn’t into the seduction scene. He just gave orders as though my wife was his whore. It sickened me that, for tonight, she was his whore.

		Like a bolt of lightning, I realized that without my investigation, my wife could have become his permanent whore. Arnie found me in the bathroom on the floor with my head in the toilet, trying not to throw up. It had been a near thing—I’d almost lost her.

		I sat with my back against the bathroom wall as Arnie took a seat on the closed toilet. “There’s a couple of things I need to say to you. Can you pull yourself together enough to listen to me or do you need some time?” he asked.

		“I’m okay.” I wasn’t okay, but I didn’t feel like throwing up anymore.

		“First, thank you for everything you’ve done. I know it’s been tough, and it’s going to get tougher. I hope that, in the end, you and Annette will be able to make it.

		“Second, we’re going to make some serious collars because of this information, and you’re going to have to testify in court. The guys are making arrests right now. That won’t be easy, testifying. The whole story will come out. Your career may be over.” I hadn’t thought of that.

		“Also, some of the guys are going to want to taste your wife themselves after what they heard. Are you going to try to stop them?” He was looking at me with a serious and sympathetic look on his face.

		“I don’t see how I can physically stop them. It’s up to Annette, of course, and they need to realize that. They can’t force her or emotionally blackmail her,” I said.

		“I’ll make sure they understand. If anybody gets out of line, let me know right away. They’ll be done in OCD,” he assured me.

		“We’ll separate Annette from the crowd before we get to the station. I don’t want anybody in there to know her role. They might try to retaliate,” he explained. “Once she’s separated, I’ll hand her off to you.”

		When we walked back in the room, Sal was fucking my wife. Her cries were loud over the speaker, and some of the detectives around me were trying to hide their erections. We could hear the raid starting.

		Arnie told me to stay in the apartment as they moved in. The men were being ordered against a wall. The women were herded, squealing, into a different room.

		There was no need to search the men, as most were completely naked with their clothing and guns in plain sight. They were ordered to put on their pants, and soon, the men were paraded past the door of the apartment I was in. I could see them through the peep hole. First the men, then the few women wrapped in blankets.

		Annette was the last one in line, and when she drew even with my peep hole, Arnie opened the door and pushed her inside. It was so sudden that Annette didn’t make a sound as she found herself in my arms.

		“Jimmy, what are you doing here? Oh, Jimmy, I’m so sorry. I’ve been arrested for prostitution. What’s going to happen to me?” She was starting to cry, not from fucking a mobster, but from being arrested for prostitution. I had a moment of disgust.

		“Nothing’s going to happen to you, Annette. I took care of you, at least this far,” I told her, trying to dry her tears with my thumb. I decided to tell her the rest later.

		“He fucked me, Jimmy. He ordered me around just like a whore. Oh, Jimmy, I liked it. What’s wrong with me, that I could be so turned on by a thug like that? Even after being arrested, I’m still so turned on.” She opened her robe, showing me her beautiful naked body. Her pussy and breasts showed red hand prints.

		I grabbed her pussy, hard, with my middle finger squeezing her clit. Annette let out a soft squeak before pushing herself back against my hand.

		“Oh, Christ, Jimmy. That feels so good when you’re rough with me. When you just take what you want.” Annette’s juices coated my hand.

		“You’re my whore, Annette. Do you understand?”

		“Yesssss, Jimmy!” Annette’s voice broke as she came on my hand.

		

	
		

		Chapter 20

		

		Arnie let us back in the orgy apartment before the crime scene guys arrived, just long enough to retrieve Annette’s clothing for her to wear home. Her purse was logged as evidence to provide proof of the LARS unit.

		Annette didn’t understand why she couldn’t have her purse, but she was too happy with the way things were turning out to ask questions. When we were home, I told her the rest of the story.

		“You used my purse to spy on me?” She wasn’t angry, just confused.

		“I didn’t spy on you. We had a court order to put that unit in your purse because of this party. I couldn’t tell you,” I said, finessing the truth.

		I had to break the rest of the news while she was still shaken. “Some of the guys in the unit are going to want to have sex with you. They know now. They’ll probably demand it, but it’s up to you. I guess I’m’m okay either way. It might help keep things quiet if you fuck them, or it might make things worse. I’ll talk with Arnie,” I explained.

		“I’ll do it. I’m just a whore now, anyway. What’s a few more guys?” Annette was crying. “Besides, I like it. I really do. I can’t help myself. Oh, Jimmy.” She was suddenly in my arms sobbing. “You saved me, Jimmy. I don’t deserve to be saved.”

		

		*****

		

		I received a text message from my wife two days later. I was stuck in my patrol car, but, fortunately, I was alone.

		Annette: Arnie’s here with the other 3 guys. He wants me to blow him. Should I?

		Oh, Christ. Arnie was getting payback. He knew what my wife had done, and now he wanted some. Three guys; I was torn by indecision.

		Annette: He’s feeling me up. Please answer me!

		Me: OK, blow him, but you have to let me know what’s happening.

		My throat tightened as I waited for Annette to write back. I could picture her between Arnie’s legs, his big cock in her mouth.

		Annette: They say I have to be naked. I’m doing it.

		Oh, shit. The picture in my head changed to Annette on her knees, her breasts hanging below her as she sucked Arnie’s cock with three other guys waiting their turns. I could hear her slobbering in my mind; I’d heard it before.

		Annette: Fukin m 2.

		Me: Is someone fucking you while you blow Arnie?

		Annette: Y

		Me: Are they hurting you?

		Annette: N good.

		I was afraid something like this would happen. The whole station probably knew about my wife by now. If they didn’t know, the Green Door site was still up, and they’d find out soon enough.

		Annette: Good. Oh godGod.

		Me: Did you cum for them?

		Annette: Y now passing me. Ass too.”

		They were passing her around, each one using her anyway they wanted, and my slut wife was cumming for them. One had even fucked her in the ass. I found myself gripping the phone so hard my hand starting aching. I wanted to know what was happening.

		Annette: Cum in me.

		Me: In your ass or your pussy?

		Annette: Y

		She had cum in both of her holes; that should be it. There were only four guys there, counting Arnie.

		Annette: Cummin.

		I knew what that meant. My sweet Annette was having an orgasm with other men. I felt my chest tighten as my erection throbbed in my pants.

		Annette: Okay. They’re gone now, except for Arnie. I’ve got cum everywhere. They say they’ll be back. Come home, but Arnie’s staying, so you’ll have to sleep on the couch tonight.

		I was already in our car headed home.

		

	
		

		Chapter 21

		

		I entered the apartment as quietly as I could, but it was unnecessary. I could hear Annette’s cries as she reached orgasm. The sound came from our bedroom.

		The loud groans were followed by my wife panting, “Arnie, you haven’t cum yet. I can’t stop. Oh, godGod…oh, yesss…” Annette was still cumming, and from the sound of it, they weren’t ready to stop.

		There was a sheet, blanket, and a pillow on the couch. A few hangers were on top of everything. My first stop, after hanging up my suit, was the kitchen to make a sandwich. I ate it while sitting on the floor right outside the bedroom door, in nothing but my underwear, listening as Arnie repeatedly took my wife.

		“The whole thing is inside me, Arnie. I’m taking your entire cock! I can feel your balls hitting my asshole,” my wife said in wonder. “You feel so good inside me, filling me up.”

		I tried breathing in through my nose, exhaling through my mouth. When that didn’t help, I reversed it; breathing in through my mouth, out through my nose. No matter what I tried, I could not get my heart to stop racing. My vision blurred, but my erection did not subside.

		“Ah…ah…ah…ah!” Annette wasn’t interested in being quiet. “I’m cumming again! I’m cumming for you, Arnie. Just for you.”

		The next part was muffled as Annette either put her face into a pillow or someone held their hand over her mouth. “Thank you. Thank you for your wonderful cock.”

		A minute later, Annette said, “Let me suck you. I want you to cum in my mouth.” I could hear bodies moving on our bed. Our bed, not their bed.

		“Um…um…” Arnie grunted, followed by a loud roar, and then the sound of Annette smacking her lips. My wife actually smacked her lips after taking another man’s cum in her mouth. My cock was hard, pointed toward my chin and dripping as I moved back to the couch.

		I was reading a book, propped up at the end of the couch, when Annette came out. She was naked, yawning and stretching as she smiled at me. She took my book away and made me skootch down so that I was lying flat on my back on our extra-long couch. Throwing one leg over my head, she settled her dripping pussy on my face.

		“Clean me up, Jimmy. Clean your cheating wife’s cunt.” I couldn’t respond, what with the fresh cream pie in my face. I don’t care for the taste of cum, but I didn’t have a choice except to throw her off, and I’d never do that. I licked her pussy. I could taste him fresh in my mouth as I worked my wife from her anus to her clit and she ground herself on me. A mixture of their fluids filled my mouth—Annette’s sweet taste mixed with the sharp, sour taste of semen.

		After Annette came, she hopped off me and went back into the bedroom, closing the door behind her and leaving me with their combined taste on my tongue. Of course, I also had a throbbing erection, but she didn’t seem to care about that.

		I slept poorly that night. They did too, given how many times Annette’s howls woke me. As I fell back to sleep, I wondered if she’d have me clean her again in the morning.

		I couldn’t get into the bedroom, so I wore the same shirt as I had the day before. I was at the station before Arnie or my wife even woke up. There was no way I would go near the OCD; a report would get to my desk eventually. Instead of lunch, I bought a new shirt and toothbrush, and then I took a shower in the locker room.

		A little after 1:00 pm, a message arrived from Annette.

		Annette: I’m sorry we missed you. We need to work some things out. What time tonight?

		Work some things out? I thought that was the purpose of the party.

		Me: What things?

		No answer. I finally just sent her a text back.

		Me: About 6:00. Will Arnie be there?

		Annette: Yes.

		Oh, goodie—an audience.

		

		*****

		

		As I let myself into the apartment, I felt like a guest in my own home. Arnie and Annette were wearing robes and were eating at the kitchen table. I noticed that not only was there no place setting for me, but there wasn’t any food for me either.

		I ordered a small pizza and sat down, facing them.

		“Don’t take this hard, man,” Arnie said while still chewing. His robe wasn’t tied and his six-pack stomach was on display, along with his well-muscled thighs and thick, flaccid cock. “Annette and I get along well. I’m going to move some things in here.”

		I quickly looked at my wife. Her eyes were focused on her plate, her face flushed.

		“Is that right, Annette? Do you get along extra special well?” I asked sarcastically.

		“Yes, we do, Jimmy,” she answered. Then, looking straight at me, she added, “That’s how things are going to be for a while. You’re going to sleep on the couch, and Arnie and I are going to be in the bedroom. You might want to move your clothes into the hall closet for now.”

		“There’s no sense getting all upset about this.” She looked embarrassed again, focusing on her food. “I need Arnie right now. I want to sleep with him.”

		Arnie was looking at me. Not with a cop stare, but he looked like my reaction might interest him. He tore his eyes away when Annette reached across the table and took his hand. That little show of intimacy wasn’t lost on me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 22

		

		That night, I fell asleep sitting up and leaning on the wall outside the bedroom. I found that I couldn’t see anything from under the door, and there was no keyhole. All I could do was listen.

		“Let’s be loud for your cuckold,” Arnie said.

		“Please don’t call him that. He’s my husband. I love him,” Annette answered, giving me a moment of triumph.

		“Why didn’t he fight for you?” Arnie started pressing his advantage. “If he loved you, he would have put up more of a fight, not just slept on the couch.”

		Laughing, he continued, “He might have even tried to kick me out. What would you have done then?”

		Silence for a long time. Well, not total silence; I could hear the fluid sound of my wife’s pussy being fingered. “I don’t know. Oh, godGod…I can’t think when you do that. I wouldn’t have let him throw you out.”

		“Would you have made him leave?” Pressing a little wasn’t good enough for Arnie. He wanted to see how far he could push her.

		“No, I’d never do that. Oh, Arnie!”

		My wife came again, and I took my dripping erection back to the sofa. Sometime later, Annette sat on the couch and made me kneel on the floor between her thighs.

		“Clean me, Jimmy. He put so much cum inside me. I can feel it on my thighs.” Annette held my head, her hands on both sides as she directed me to her wet pussy.

		Cum was still boiling up from inside her, popping little cum bubbles as she pushed them out. I wasn’t in charge now. Annette moved my head where she wanted me to lick. First, her asshole, then her inner thighs before she could torture herself no more and directed me to her labia and clit. As I licked and sucked, my wife’s orgasms continued.

		When she’d had enough, she stood without a word and went back to the bedroom. I heard the shower running, followed by Annette begging Arnie to fuck her asshole. My cock erupted, cum hitting me in the throat.

		

		*****

		

		Arnie and I had our run in the following day. I tried to take a shower in my bathroom, and I was informed, in no uncertain terms, that the bathroom now belonged to Annette and him. I could shower at the station.

		We faced off, but it didn’t come to blows. Even though I was in my own home, it was paid for by Annette, and I’d lost. Later, I sent my wife a text.

		Me: If Arnie’s staying, I have to leave.

		There was no answer for several hours, then finally a response.

		Annette: Arnie’s staying, but I don’t want you to leave. I love you, Jimmy…I’m just so confused right now.

		I knew that they were at work when I emptied my closets and moved into the same motel where I’d watched her through the drapes. I barely had the energy to move myself. I felt alone and deserted. For the first time since grade school, Annette wasn’t a part of my life. I tried looking up divorce attorneys, but I couldn’t see through the mist covering my eyes.

		At least the shower worked, but something about the running water burst the dam holding back my tears. I sobbed where no one could see or hear me.

		There were messages from Annette, but I didn’t read them. I did send a message telling her where I was. I don’t know if that motel name meant anything to her or not.

		I opened my own checking account and arranged for my pay to be direct deposited. Annette had been paying for the larger apartment out of her inflated income anyway. The motel was cheap, and they gave me a deal because I was staying on a month to month basis.

		At night, I’d go to a nearby bar. Occasionally, a woman would hit on me, but I told them I wasn’t interested, and after a while, it stopped happening. Except for the hookers, of course, but I wasn’t sure if I could even perform after Annette, and it didn’t feel worthwhile.

		Sometimes at work, I’d see Arnie. Usually we ignored each other, but one day, he smirked at me before going into the captain’s office. There was nothing I could do; he’d timed it perfectly. I seethed in impotent rage all day, finally making an appointment with a divorce attorney.

		The attorney turned out to be a beautiful young woman just setting up on her own after working for one of the city’s large firms. She was surprised that it was the husband. Usually it was the wife, she told me.

		After I told her the story, she told me that we could file for an uncontested divorce, citing “Cruel and Inhumane Treatment.” She would have my wife—soon to be ex-wife—served as soon as possible. I signed everything and provided her with as much information as I could, but since Annette made most of the money and had the computer with our accounting records, I could only go from memory.

		

	
		

		Chapter 23

		

		I’m not sure when the papers were served, or even if they were served to Annette at work or at the apartment. I only know that Annette was pounding on my door at the motel two weeks after my meeting with the attorney. It was late, past midnight.

		“Jimmy, please let me in!” She sounded like she was in tears. When I opened the door, I was shocked by my wife’s appearance. Not only were there streaks on her cheeks from crying, but her mascara had run so badly that she looked like a raccoon. Her features were twisted into an ugly shape. This was the first time I’d ever seen Annette looking horrible.

		She dropped her hand to her side and stood before me, breathing in deep gulps of air, her shoulders slumped. More tears ran down her cheeks and dripped off her chin, and her nose was running. The summons was in her hand.

		“I don’t want to lose you, Jimmy, I don’t want to lose what we had. You fulfill me, Jimmy.” She continued to sob as I ushered her into the room. She took a moment to look around, and I thought I saw recognition on her face.

		She looked at me wide eyed. “I’ve been a selfish cunt, Jimmy, and now I don’t have anybody.” Her sobs became uncontrollable as she covered her face with both hands. I didn’t offer her a seat. “All Arnie wanted was a sex toy. He’d never love me, and I could never love him.”

		I didn’t know what to do. I was in love with Annette, and some of what had happened was my fault. I hugged her, and we ended up sitting on the bed, rocking as she cried herself out.

		I rinsed a washcloth for her to wipe her face with as I hung up her coat. Annette wasn’t wearing much underneath—just panties and a bra, along with her heels.

		“I thought he cared about me at first, Jimmy. That I wasn’t just a good fuck. He didn’t give a shit about me. Nobody’s ever given a shit except you, and when I got home, there was a man waiting to hand me this.” She waved the summons. “The only man I’ve ever loved doesn’t want to be married to me anymore!” The sobbing began again.

		“Now,” she hiccupped, “I’ve lost everything because I was a greedy bitch who thought she could have it all. I’ve lost the person I love, that I’ve loved my entire life, and I kicked Arnie’s ass out. I told him that I never wanted to see him again, and I meant it.”

		I’d hurt her badly, almost as badly as she’d hurt me. Maybe it was time to call it even and start again, if she was willing to give up her new lifestyle.

		“Thank you, Jimmy,” she said. “I’ll sign the papers, anything you want. I’m sorry, Jimmy. I’m so sorry for what I did to you. What I did to us. I’m just a selfish cunt, Jimmy.” I moved to hold her again, but she wouldn’t let me. Instead, she moved to the tiny desk and picked up the motel’s pen. I didn’t tell her that it had never worked.

		“I don’t deserve you. I cheated on you in a room just like this one. Did you know that? It might have even been this room. You can’t save me, Jimmy. I’m sorry. I’ll get out of your life now.” She clicked the pen and tried to sign her name, but I stopped her. She looked down in shame.

		“I don’t want to save you, Annette. I want to be married to you. I love you. I always have. I just couldn’t give you away and become your cuckold, and certainly not with an asshole like Arnie,” I told her, holding her arms.

		“I’ve done awful things, Jimmy. I don’t deserve you.” Her tears hadn’t stopped since she walked in the door. I held her close.

		“Do you want me back, Annette? Do you want me back enough to give up fucking other men?” It was a trick question.

		“Yes! Oh, Jimmy, I’ll do anything for a second chance.” There was hope in her eyes. The hope turned into a smile as I unhooked and removed her bra.

		“I’m in charge, no questions asked. You’ll do anything I say?” I asked.

		“Yes, Jimmy. I love you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 24

		

		That was two weeks months ago. Tonight, I’m sitting in a comfortable chair in a downtown hotel. Annette is tied to the bed in front of me. Her arms are handcuffed to the headboard and I’ve tied her legs so that they are spread wide apart.

		She’s dripping, and a wet spot stains the sheet beneath her. I’ve been feasting on her pussy, off and on, for an hour, not letting her cum. This is only one of my many plans for my wife.

		Her eyes glow as she watches a large black man slowly tease her lips with his erection. He lets her lick him before pulling away, her mouth following him as far as she can reach. Only when she seems desperate does he let her run her tongue over the head of his cock.

		I’m watching with equal fascination as a second black man slowly works his way up my wife’s body. Licking her thighs, then her pussy.

		Annette is growling, trying to push her cunt into his tongue, her mouth now full of cock. She is unable to move as they do whatever they want to her.

		Her sucking becomes frantic as a large cock is pushed into her wet pussy. I know that before the night is finished, another will penetrate her ass. Her eyes quickly flick to me, to my first erection in the two weeks months since she visited me in the motel. It’s been almost two months since I was this hard. After looking at my erection, her eyes flick to the two black men who are patiently waiting their turn. Her face is radiant, and her lips are trying to smile around the cock in her mouth.

		

		

		

		Thank You
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		Neville Smith for his special expertise

		

		Laran Mithras

		

		Audrey DeLaughter and Jenny Dillion at Indie’s Ink.

		

		Jo O’Brien at Boruma Publishing

		

		

		

		Other Books by Thomas Roberts

		

		I Bet My Wife - The Beginning

		When fantasy becomes reality, William had committed professional suicide by taking the West Coast job. Dead end job, A-hole boss. Now all he had to look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion.

		

		Lonely nights in bars and clubs, talking to drunks, hooking up with strangers… until he met Kristen. Bubbly, beautiful, built-like-a-brickhouse Kristen. She was the light in his darkness, and hotter than the 4th of July in the Mojave.

		

		And for some unbelievable reason, she liked him too.

		

		Immediate attraction, immediate connection quickly turns into love.

		

		But when forbidden fantasies are revealed, and indecent opportunity presents itself, can William and Kristen’s marriage survive their dark desires and lustful fetishes…..?

		

		I Bet My Wife – Paradise Found

		

		In this second installment of the I BET MY WIFE Trilogy, Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last wife-watching and neither are sure where to go from this point. But once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for 2.

		

		When an old nemesis shows up on the island, paradise turns out to be all how you look at it.

		Paradise can be found or lost, depending on who you’re with.

		

		I Bet My Wife – The Final Bet

		

		In this 3rd and final installment of the I BET MY WIFE SERIES, Kristen and Will have explored their fantasies together. Now they’re ready to take things farther… Perhaps even letting her enjoy another woman.

		

		But Kristen wants even more. The ultimate fantasy, the one where she is held captive, used, and humiliated by a gang of black men, taken over and over while her husband is forced to watch.

		

		However, this gang is dangerous; they want to keep Kristen.

		

		Will her husband be able to save her or will she become the gang's new sex slave?

		

		Linda’s Persistent Arousal – A Hotwife Story

		

		Linda has a problem. She is always turned on—sometimes even having an orgasm without stimulation. When she meets and falls in love with Chris, her constant arousal continues… lust beyond her control, beyond both their control. Sex with other people, yes, sometimes in front of her new husband.

		

		Then they meet Randy, a billionaire client of Chris’s. Randy has everything, but he wants Linda—not forever— just for a week, and so they all make the deal. It turns out that Randy is just the lover that Linda needed to satisfy her sexual appetite.

		

		But will she go back to her husband? If she does, will she stay?

		

		Katie’s Awakening

		

		Mack is an athletic high-powered attorney who only has one drawback, his penis is tiny.  Very tiny.  Woman are drawn to him because he's a nice guy who never tries anything…little do they know he doesn't want to have to expose his weakness.  But Katie…. Katie’s different. She gets to him and loves him in spite of his small size.

		

		When he proposes, she accepts—but he has to make certain sacrifices.  He has to agree that if Katie ever meets her favorite actor, Brad Peterson, she has a free pass.

		

		The annual party of their expensive homeowner’s association includes a guy who looks exactly like Peterson, and Katie is immediately attracted to him.  Mack is a witness to their first time together, and then Katie disappears for four days.  When she comes home she's found out that the guy who looks like her movie star is her movie star!

		

		Will Mack be able to handle this?  Will they stay together?  Will Katie ever be satisfied by Mack again?

		

		Katie’s Reawakening – A Hotwife Story

		

		In this 2nd Installment of Katie and Mack’s story, Katie’s obsession with movie star Brad Peterson, continues.

		

		"She couldn't resist him; she needed to have him again. They'd done it before, I'd watched. But I'd never seen Katie so subservient before. She' done everything he asked; she'd humiliated herself for him. And now she was begging him to use her. And still, I liked it."

		

		What will happen to Mack and Katie’s marriage once Brad is done with her? Can Mack become the dominate man she craves?

		

		Vacation Prey – A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		

		Wrong place, wrong time…

		

		When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure—the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves.

		

		When Carlo is also taken by the same group of men, he discovers a darker side of himself that he never knew existed. Handcuffed in a chair, watching his innocent wife behave like a sex-starved animal, he’s forced to watch her degrade herself for her captors to prove to him that she doesn’t want to leave their control.

		

		But once they are able to finally escape, will he lose her completely to her new-found fetish and lifestyle? Or will he be able to find a way to accept her and make their marriage work, even though his wife is no longer the innocent, naïve woman she once was?

		

	
		

		About The Author

		

		Thomas Roberts is a successful writer who lives in San Francisco. He absolutely adores reading and writing sexy hotwife stories. His goal is to provide readers with stories so exciting, they have to stop every few pages just to calm down.

		Roberts loves to hear from his readers. He finds it gratifying to know he’s pushed their buttons along with his own.
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