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Prologue
“Would you like to see what Madison is doing right now?” Cecil asked. His voice was flat, as though he were barely interested. He was treating me like a lower form of life, the husband of the woman he was claiming for himself.
His computer monitor showed my wife, the woman I loved and wanted to grow old with, sitting on the lap of a customer. She was facing the camera as he fondled her full tits and fucked her from behind.
I tried to control my reactions; I didn’t want to show my deep sense of loss. The woman I loved was fucking some guy for money and living with Cecil, the guy who ran the strip club. I was ashamed of the excitement I felt.
The customer finished, and Madison helped him remove his condom, before ushering him out of the room. She was wiping herself with tissues between her legs when Cecil spoke into a microphone. “Madison, when you’re cleaned up would you come in here?”
My wife looked up at the camera and smiled.
Madison looked surprised when she walked in the door and saw me sitting on the couch. She went directly to Cecil and put her arms around him.
“Strip and give me a blowjob,” Cecil ordered my wife. Madison didn’t even look at me, she took off her brief stripper costume, exposed Cecil’s huge cock and started licking and sucking him.
I couldn’t help myself; I grew hard watching. My wife’s lips were spread as wide as they could possibly stretch to get the oversized helmet of his cock into her mouth. There was something about losing my wife to this man that turned me on. Something perverse in my nature found this situation to be exciting beyond any sex I’d ever had.
 



Chapter 1
I heard my wife enter the kitchen through the door from the garage.  She was returning from a neighborhood party. Without saying a word, she headed down the hall to our bedroom. It was quiet for a while; then I faintly heard clothes hangers banging against each other, accompanied by Madison’s not so quiet muttering.
It sounded like a woman cleaning out her closet to make room for new clothing. This was unusual behavior for my wife. She was tall and elegant with shiny black hair, and wore clothes beautifully, but Madison wasn’t a clothes horse. I ignored it as long as I could.
I should explain that Madison could sometimes be agonizingly shy. When she met someone new, my wife’s tendency was to draw inside herself. Her shyness could make her seem haughty and rude. At least in part I’m convinced, because of her almost regal appearance.
My wife had a hard time talking to anyone, unless she’d known them, or she felt completely in charge of the situation. When a stranger was ‘playing’ on her home court, so to speak, everything changed. Madison would become much more demonstrative.
One of my roles in our relationship was to be the extrovert. I helped Madison meet new people and become part of the conversation. I acted as her social lubricant. That was how she got involved in the monthly neighborhood parties.
Once a month, the members of the neighborhood association would get together at the community center to eat, drink, dance, and socialize. I’d arranged for Madison to become part of the planning committee, both to meet people and as a reason to get out of the house. She was starting to make a few friends and, being on the committee, she had to attend the parties. 
Now she was in the bedroom throwing her clothing on the bed, one at a time. Madison was not happy.
“Tell me what’s wrong,” I asked. My wife was glaring, her face red.
She answered through clenched jaws, “That damn Judith.”
I sat down in a chair and watched Madison stomping about the room. Judith was the pretty wife of an attorney living a block or two away from us. She could just about compete with Madison based on looks and the appeal of her body.
But Judith’s superpower was her willingness to flaunt what she had, and since what she had was pretty great, Judith had become popular with the neighborhood husbands.
“Sit down, and tell me what Judith did, this time,” I said, gently directing my wife to sit on the bed.
Madison plopped down careless of her skirt, inadvertently giving me a nice view of her smooth thighs. “What are you looking at?”
“I’m looking up my wife’s skirt, and I like what I see.”
Madison smooth down her clothing, cutting off my view. “That’s exactly the kind of stuff Judith was doing. We couldn’t have an adult conversation because she was too busy flashing the men.”
My wife crossed her arms under her breasts and stared toward the wall. “I got so angry. I almost lost it,” she said.
“How far did Judith go?” I asked. I was getting a little turned on by the conversation. Judith must’ve shown most of her body to get Madison this upset.
“She showed most of what she had,” Madison began. “Her top was low-cut and loose, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. I think everybody saw her boobies. The men were insanely stupid. You’d think they’d never seen a woman’s breasts before.”
My wife was staring at me as if I were guilty just because I was a man. “Tell me all of it.”
When Madison looked away, I adjusted how I was sitting to hide my growing erection. This was one party planning session I was sorry to have missed.
“She even flashed her… You know, down there. Her pussy,” Madison continued. My wife was at her sexual peak, and she was no prude. But she was still shedding the inhibitions that had been pounded into her by her religious mother. Sometimes her raging hormones crashed into the wall of her upbringing leaving her confused and frustrated. Feeling guilty about her throbbing, dripping pussy.
She been raised to regard sex as something she was required to put up with when she married. She was still coming to grips with the fact that she really liked sex, Madison liked sex a lot.
“She let some guy see her pussy?” I said incredulously.
“Well, he only got to see her panties, I think. But isn’t that enough?”
“It pissed you off,” I said before leaping off the cliff. “But did it make you feel jealous?” I was in free fall now, counting on my wife’s thoughtfulness to save me.
Madison’s face flared an even more brilliant shade of red. “Jealous!” She almost shouted.
“The men were all drooling over her, right? You’re better looking than Judith, it would only be natural.”
My wife sat with her arms crossed looking away from me. Her crossed arms had the effect of pulling her blouse tight across her breasts, making them seem even larger, and drawing my attention to her hard nipples. Finally, she got up and walked into the bathroom.  I didn’t move, I knew the conversation wasn’t finished.
Madison returned with a glass of water and stood next to me. “How am I better looking than Judith?”
Oh shit. I knew I had to be careful how I said this. “To begin with, Judith is ordinary pretty, but you’re gorgeous. If Judith is a seven or eight, on a ten-point scale, you’re a 20, and that’s just your face,” I began.
“But Judith flashes her breasts and men like to look,” Madison said.
“That doesn’t matter as much as you think it does, if she doesn’t have the rest of the package,” I tried to keep a straight face. I knew most men didn’t care about anything else if they saw a woman’s boobs.
“Really? What’s the ‘package?’”
“Face is most important, and you’re far better looking. Next is body, and again your body is incredible,” I answered.
Madison was smiling at me. “You’re just saying those things because you love me.”
“I do love you, but I’m also right,” I wanted to make my point. “You’re tall and graceful and your body is perfect. Don’t get me started on your boobs or your butt.”
Madison sat on my lap and wiggled her ass on my erection. “Oh, please stranger, get started.”
I eased my wife’s top up and over her head, messing her shining nearly black hair. We kissed deeply as I unsnapped her bra. Madison’s heavy breasts spilled out; her left nipple lining up squarely with my mouth.
“Your breasts are perfect,” I mumbled around her nipple, and they were. My cock throbbed against my wife’s ass as I worked on Madison’s soft, flawless boobs. I found it hard to continue.
“Don’t stop,” Madison insisted.
I stroked her butt as I continued to tease her nipple. “Your ass is flawless.”
“That’s only because I’m still young.”
“Do you know how many guys I’ve spotted checking you out?”
Madison pulled her head back to look into my eyes. “Guys check me out?” She sounded excited.
“You really didn’t know?”
“I guess I knew,” she said. “All women do, but I’m still surprised that men look at me.”
“You’re jealous of Judith, aren’t you?” I asked. “You’re so much better looking than she is.”
I had my hand under my wife’s skirt, stroking her pussy through her wet panties. Madison put her head on my shoulder, I could hear her breathing.
“Do you want those guys drooling over you?”
“I guess,” Madison said.
I slipped her panties aside to stroke her slick folds. I spread her wetness over her clitoris and caressed it.
“You guess? Time to confess,” I said. Madison was breathing faster.
“Yes.”
“You like when guys drool over you?”
“Yes,” she admitted.
 



Chapter 2
“We’re walking down a street,” I began. Madison was naked on our bed and I slowly stroked her body. I’d tied one of her scarfs over her eyes as a makeshift blindfold to help her concentrate.
We’d enjoyed several glasses of wine. Madison had begun to slur her words slightly by the time we made it to the bedroom.
“I’d dared you to wear only the flimsiest dress you own, nothing else, just the dress.” I was using the lightest touch I had on my wife’s thighs. “It’s nighttime, there’s nobody around, and I’ve been stroking your ass.”
Madison moaned under my touch, she loved having her ass caressed. “Stroke my ass, Ryan,” she said, rolling over.
I pushed Madison’s legs slightly apart and began stroking her ass lightly with my full hand. “Walking toward us is a group of guys. They look like they’re in their 20s, maybe they’re bikers.”
Madison was breathing harder; her hips were moving slightly from side to side. “They walk faster after they spot us. They’re all staring at you, and we can see their lips moving as they talk to each other. I haven’t stopped rubbing your ass, and they see my hand on you.”
“Are they staring at me?” Madison asked.
“Yes, there are four of them, and they slowly walk around us. I’m still stroking your ass while they watch,” I continued. “I pulled your dress up so they can see your naked ass.”
“Oh god,” Madison was groaning and making fucking motions with her hips.
I poured warm oil on her ass and continued caressing her, letting my hand travel between her legs to touch the damp folds of her pussy. “They asked me if you’re my wife and they tell me how good-looking you are. They look like they have hardons.”
“I ask you to pull your dress up in front,” I whispered directly into Madison’s ear. She rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide. “They start touching you, I can’t stop them, there are too many. One of them unzips your dress, and it falls to the ground leaving you naked.”
“Are they going to fuck me?” My wife asked.
“Is that what you want?” I was stroking Madison’s aroused clitoris.
“I don’t know.”
“Do you like them looking at you?”
“Yes.”
“One of them is rubbing his hardon against your ass. He still has his pants on, but you can feel his thick tube,” I said. “Two of them are feeling your boobs, your nipples are hard.”
Madison’s pussy was flowing freely now, and her nipples were puckered rigid. I climbed between her thighs, on my knees. My wife’s labia were spread wide showing her bright pink pussy, I eased my cock inside her. Madison took her blindfold off and smiled up at me with shining eyes. She wrapped her legs around my hips.
“That was amazing… It was like I was there.” My wife moaned.
“Did you like it?” We were fucking hard now, racing towards orgasm.
“Yes!”
“What did you like?” I asked.
“They saw me naked and it turned them on. It made me so ready for you,” Madison was fucking so fast I was nearing orgasm.
“Do you want to show your naked body to men?” I could hear Madison grunting as she fucked me.
“Yes,” She screamed and came.
I made a point of being available to go with my wife to the next homeowner’s party. This time I helped Madison pick out what she was going to wear.
 



Chapter 3
My job was keeping me busy. I’d only been a detective for a couple of years, so I was the low man in the department. That meant a lot of long days, usually working the cases no one else wanted, or doing grunt work for detectives with more seniority.
I was at my desk in the corner of the nearly empty squad room when I heard two of the senior guys talking about the case they’d caught.
“So, these are the pictures,” Murphy said.
“Holy shit, that’s one gorgeous corpse,” Halpin bent closer to the computer screen. “Send me this one.”
“You just want a picture of her snatch,” Murphy was laughing. “I’ll send you everything, we’ll have the COD by morning.”
“She was found in Griffey Park?” Halpin asked. “Unusual to find a body like this on our side of the river.”
It was interesting. They had the murder of a beautiful woman left nude on our side of the border. I wondered if she’d been killed there and just dumped here.
“One thing I can tell you for sure,” Murphy was serious now. “They hurt her, before they killed her, I mean. They hurt her bad.”
We shopped for hours before I found the dress that I wanted Madison to wear to the next homeowner’s party. It wouldn’t have been considered daring, in a normal environment.
It was a black wrap dress, decorated with large pink, white, and blue flowers. It was sleeveless, with a skater skirt only reaching midthigh. The wrap exposed most of my wife’s cleavage and the sides of her breasts. The dress hadn’t been designed to be worn by a woman with large boobs. I loved it.
Madison didn’t protest. She’d be showing a lot of skin while seeming not to. She couldn’t wear a bra since so much of her cleavage would be exposed, and I insisted she wore black bikini panties. It was perfect.
I didn’t do anything special for myself. Just a pair of beige pants, a yellow polo shirt, and a light sport coat. I looked suburban and boring, just the look I was going for.
Shopping and trying on clothing tired me out, but not my wife. At home Madison gave me a fashion show, testing to find out just how far she could go before exposing too much. She had to be careful of the skirt, since it was so short and didn’t hug her hips, she could easily flash her panties. The top was a different problem. She was already showing a lot of boob, and since the top was sleeveless even more could be seen through the armholes.
I took pictures for her from various angles, so she could see just how much was exposed. The pictures excited her even more. Madison was dripping by the time we left for the party.
After registering, and picking up our nametags, we made our way into the large room set for dining and dancing. Madison was having trouble with her nametag. There wasn’t much fabric available and it kept falling off the little there was covering her boobs. She finally gave up and stuck it on her hip.
She knew she had my permission to flirt and flash if she wanted. Her eyes were big, and she seemed to be breathing heavily. I could feel my cock thickening.
We spent the usual time saying ‘hi’ to our neighbors, before being seated for the dinner. I found myself lost in conversation with the gentleman to my left. Since we were sitting next to each other I hadn’t felt a need to keep track of Madison. When I did, I found she’d been drinking wine continuously, and was lost in conversation with the man to her right.
I didn’t know him; he was there by himself. He was about Madison’s age, so younger than I was. I tried to tune into the conversation and, from what I could gather, he’d bought a home in our development recently and was single.
Madison paid no attention to me, and the man she was talking to couldn’t take his eyes off her. It wasn’t long before I spotted Judith. She was dressed to show and that’s what she was doing, putting on a floor show. Even though we were seated several tables from her I could still see a lot of her body. She had an audience, several men had attached themselves to her, and she was doing her best to keep them all interested.
I turned back to my wife to find her looking at me with a question in her eye. “Have you seen Judith?” I asked.
“I was just looking at her,” Madison replied. “What do you think?”
“I think you’re far better looking, and I know you have a better body, but it’s not really a competition. Let’s just enjoy ourselves,” I said. “Are you okay here? I’m going to the bar with Bob.”
“I’m fine talking with Randy. Maybe the dancing will start soon,” Madison dismissed me as she turned back to her new friend.
Bob was older than me, I’d known him for a while, and I knew his wife was involved in every activity the club offered. She had an army of friends, all gathered around two of the tables they’d pushed together.
Madison and Randy had pushed their chairs so close they were touching. Other young men I didn’t recognize, friends of Randy’s, had joined them, all concentrating on my wife.
Madison wasn’t doing anything out of line, but every time she twisted in her chair, I could see men looking at her breasts. From where I was standing, I couldn’t see how much leg she was showing, but I could see the men checking it out.
The band started to play, the lights were dimmed, and we were all invited to dance. When I looked back, Madison was walking to the dance floor hand-in-hand with Randy.
The music was a mixture of old and new, as well as slow and fast to appeal to the mixed- aged crowd. At first the music was faster, and it looked like Judith and Madison were competing for attention.
Madison won on looks, but Judith put on a show. She was trying to draw attention and she succeeded. Madison was just dancing and as beautiful as she was, and as short as her dress was, she drew her share of interest.
The other guys took their turns dancing with my wife, and when the music slowed, the small dance floor was jammed as the older couples packed in. I stayed at the bar talking with Bob.
A few minutes later I saw my wife dancing close with Randy. They weren’t doing anything that would draw attention to themselves. Across the dance floor Judith was dry humping her partner.
I saw my wife looking her way and I could almost read her mind as she looked back at Randy. It was as if she was trying to decide if she should compete with Judith. Randy was all for it, he even tried to encourage her, but she was resisting.
Finally, my wife gave in. She straddled Randy’s leg and appeared to be rubbing her pussy against his thigh. Her head was close to his, if they looked at each other their lips would be only an inch apart.
Randy’s hand had wandered downward to squeeze my wife’s tight ass and pull her dress higher, until I caught a glimpse of her black panties.
“What’s going on with your wife, Ryan?” Bob asked.
“She’s just having a good time,” I answered.
“You know, she’s had a lot of wine,” I got the message. Watch your wife, she’s drunk.
Too late, another one of the young men, David, was dancing with her and he wasn’t holding back. Even from the bar I could see the large lump in his pants. Now it was Madison’s hand on his ass, pulling him into her body.
My emotions were all over the place. I was angry at them; I was jealous it wasn’t me; and my cock was making a hard tube down my pant leg.
I was torn between wanting to fuck my wife and wanting to see how far she’d go with the new guy. My attention was distracted by Judith taking off her blouse to dance in her bralette. Her breasts weren’t large, but they were essentially exposed and the interest she was generating pulled the focus away from Madison.
By the time I looked back, Madison had disappeared. I finally found her right where she’d started, sitting at the table surrounded by her young men. Her dress was so high her panties were clearly visible from the right angle and her dress was twisted so her right breast showed almost to the nipple. She had a mixed drink in her hand, no more wine, I guess. She was paying attention to each of the guys, laughing at their jokes and flirting with them.
Maybe it was my imagination, but the crotch of her panties looked ‘crusty and white.’ I blinked several times to clear my eyes. Was it just a trick of the light?
One of the men put his hand on my wife’s bare thigh while he talked to her. She left it there for a minute before putting her hand on top of his. She was smiling at him as she moved his hand further up her thigh and then off her leg entirely. She’d rejected him, but she’d let him feel her leg almost to her pussy.
As the party ran down, I walked over and asked if she was ready to go home. Her eyes were at half-mast and she slurred her words as she said she’d be right with me. I heard her telling the guys that I was her husband as I turned away.
“I’ve never done anything like that before,” Madison slurred as I got her in the car. “Look at this.”
I stopped under a streetlight as my wife peeled her panties off her pussy. The black bikini crotch was white with her lubrication, and long ropes of my wife’s excitement connected back to her labia. At least I thought it was all from her.
“I want your cock, Ryan,” she said, leaning over to help me with my zipper.
 



Chapter 4
It was on our vacation that Madison broke loose. We didn’t know anybody, and the tension and excitement brought on by Madison opening the door to her highly charged libido had been building for a few months. My wife had been so excited by the homeowner’s party, and the two that followed, that I could tell she wanted to explore further.
In addition to sharing her excitement, it all scared the hell out of me. What if we got into a situation we couldn’t control? Right now, Madison was enjoying being turned on by showing off, but what would happen if she exposed herself to the wrong man, a man who wanted to go further?
We were staying at an exclusive resort on the Pacific coast, on the other side of the border. Our suite consisted of a large living area and two bedrooms, the beach was beneath our patio and the ocean breakers were only about 50 yards away. We could hear the ocean constantly; it was the perfect place to celebrate our anniversary.
The first night Madison stood on our balcony completely naked, just enjoying the sound of the surf and the feel of the warm ocean breeze on her skin. She turned to me with a large smile on her face, as she ran her hands over her naked body.
“I think it’s time, don’t you honey?” she asked as she felt her own breasts, lifting them in her palms as though she were checking their weight. I knew from experience exactly how much they weighed; Madison had amazing breasts. Large with just enough of a sag that they obscured much of her ribcage. Sag isn’t the right word, Madison looked like the perfect woman who might have stepped out of a website specializing in breathtaking nudes.
“But first, we need ice,” she said.
The ice machine was just around the corner from our room and before I could open the door Madison was there, still naked, stepping out into the hall. “Nobody’ll see me, I’ll just be a second.”
I saw her, I wasn’t going to let my wife wander around the resort without any clothing on. I snuck out behind her and peeked around the corner just in time to see a group of five men walking down the hall toward my wife, covered as she was by only an ice bucket.
“Well, look what we have here,” the biggest one said.
I was in a shadow and hadn’t been seen. As I started to move to protect my wife, she smiled at them. “Which part do you like best?” she asked.
“Your boobs,” he was circling her, the others admiring her with their mouths open.
“These old things,” she said lifting first one, then the other. “I’ve had them forever.” As Madison let her breasts return to their normal resting place, she continued to stroke her nipples.
“Do you like looking at me?” she asked.
“I’d rather fuck you,” he said reaching for her, but Madison danced away from his hand.
“Maybe some other time when my husband isn’t expecting me back in the room. How about if you just look for now?” my usually conservative wife turned her back to him and bent at the waist, her pussy open to his gaze.
“You look wet. I bet I could just push inside you,” his face was only a few feet away from my wife’s twat, the other men had moved so they could see her hanging breasts.
“You could, but you won’t tonight. Not unless you usually finish in about five seconds.” The other men all laughed at Madison’s admirer.
“When and where?” he asked.
“On the beach, same time tomorrow night,” Madison answered.
My heart was pounding, my mouth was dry, and fear was making me shake. Were they going to gangbang my wife, is that what she wanted or was she talking her way out of a potentially dangerous situation? We’d always been completely monogamous, we’d never even fantasized about Madison with another man, yet along with the other emotions coursing through me, my cock was growing hard with excitement.
“How about a quick feel before we go?” he asked, already reaching for my wife’s left breast. His thick fingers were squeezing her before she could answer.
“Be quick,” I thought her voice sounded like it was in a lower register than normal as each man held her breasts for a second or two. The leader took the opportunity to push a large finger between her legs and through her slippery folds.
It was then that they disappeared, one minute they were there and the next they were gone. My heart was in my throat, even though it was a warm night I felt chilled, had they taken her somewhere?
A few minutes later the door to one of the rooms opened and Madison walked out. The men came to the doorway to watch her and she gave them a good long look at her ass as she made her way back down the walkway. “See you tomorrow, guys.”
I was waiting for her inside the door to our room as she dropped the ice and attacked me, throwing her arms around my neck and rubbing her pussy against the leg of my jeans.
“Ryan, you won’t believe what happened. You have to fuck me right now,” she was fumbling with my zipper and sucking my cock into her mouth as soon as my erection popped free.
“You’re hard,” she said.
“I saw you. I saw them feeling you up in the hall,” I told her.
“It made you hard. They excited me so much,” she said as she stretched out on the bed. I started eating her, I usually needed to make her wet enough for sex, but not tonight. Madison’s pussy was swollen, and her honeyed juices were pouring from her and coating my mouth.
“I loved how they looked at me, they wanted me. I could see the bulges in their pants just from looking at me, and when they touched me. Their hands were so hot I thought one of them might come,” Madison was resting on her elbows, her incredible breasts sporting hard, excited nipples.
“The big guy? The one who felt my pussy. He’s got a big cock! You wouldn’t believe it, I bet he’s seven or eight inches long, and thick,” she was excited as she tugged on my ears, pulling me up so my cock was between her thighs.
As I pushed inside her hot, wet folds Madison whimpered. “I got to see it, Ryan.” She was humping me, trying to get me deeper inside herself. “I’ve got to see that cock …” Madison was still humping me, and two fingers of her right hand were stroking her clit at the same time.
“Got to see it … Got to see it … so big … oh Ryan,” Madison rarely orgasmed from fucking, and I guess if you count her fingers, she hadn’t come that way this time either, but she did come. She orgasmed harder than I’d ever seen before. She cried with relief as her fingers slid over her clit, when she finished, tears shown on her cheeks.
It had never happened that Madison finished before me. I was left with a red swollen dick, wet with my wife’s juices, throbbing in time to my heartbeat.
“Did it excite you, Ryan. Did you like watching him finger fuck me? Did it make you jealous?”
“Yes, it excited me, yes it made me jealous,” I was trying to push back inside her to finish. Instead Madison started jacking me, using her own moisture to make her hand glide over my straining erection, her mouth close to my ear.
“Do you want them to see me again? Do you want to watch as they look at me? It really excites me when men get hard just looking at me. Would you like that, Ryan? Your naked wife on display for horny guys,” she wasn’t letting me come, whenever my body would tense Madison would stop stroking me.
“Maybe you’d like to watch that big guy play with my pussy again, you know he wants to fuck me. I wonder what his big cock would feel like in my tiny hole?” she was driving me insane with jealousy and possessiveness. All on top of my urgent need to come. “How would it feel to be stretched by him?”
Madison took her hand away from me and lay back on the bed, her breasts so firm that they barely moved on her chest. “I think you should save your cum. Think how good it’ll feel after you watch them watching me tomorrow,” she kissed my hand.
“I’ll be so horny I might let you do anything you want.” I’d begged her to let me fuck her ass, but she’d always refused.
“Anything?” I asked.
“If I’m as turned on as I was tonight you can do anything,” she smiled at me before getting out of bed to shower, leaving me with an erection that wouldn’t fully deflate for hours.
 



Chapter 5
“I never knew,” she said as we enjoyed breakfast in one of the resort’s restaurants.
“Never knew what?” I asked. My cock was still throbbing from the night before.
“I never knew that showing my body would be such a turn on for me,” Madison was looking at me, her face full of wonder. “I wanted them to look, I wanted to spread myself for them. Does that make me sick?” she asked.
“They really seemed to like my boobs,” she was looking down at herself, her breasts barely hidden by a thin beach cover-up. “I know I look good but, tell me the truth, are they that good?”
“Madison, this is the truth. You have the most amazing tits I’ve ever seen. Anywhere,” I said.
Madison made a motion with her hands as if brushing me away. “Oh, come on, those girls on the internet? Come on, Ryan.”
“Your boobs are better, and you’re better looking,” I said with a straight face. “You’re beautiful and the rest of your body is perfect. Madison, your legs alone are ideal in every way,” all of which was true. It made me wonder, why was a woman like Madison married to a guy like me?
“Do you want them to see me again? Tell the truth,” she was searching my face.
“Yes, I do. Now tell me a truth,” I asked.
“Okay. One question,” she said.
“Two questions. I’ve been completely honest with you. Two questions,” I countered.
“Okay. Two questions,” she said.
“Does it turn you on to have those men see you naked?” I asked.
“Yes. Unbelievably, I got so excited I was dripping.”
“Would you get so excited that you’d fuck them?”
Madison gave me a startled look, her eyes wide. “Ryan, I’d never cheat on you,” she said.
“That wasn’t the question. Would you get so excited that you’d fuck them?” I asked again.
Madison looked down at her plate as she considered the question. “I might,” she whispered.
We spent the day lazing around and teasing each other. As we neared the time Madison had said she’d be on the beach we were both so worked up we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.
I didn’t know I was going to say it until the words were out of my mouth, hanging in the air. “When you disappeared, I was afraid they were fucking you.”
Madison pulled away and stared at me. “Did you really think I’d do that to you?”
“I was scared, and jealous, but I had the best hardon of my life.”
“You were hard because you thought they were fucking me?” Madison was stroking me as she talked.
“I can’t explain it, the thought of you being with them was driving me nuts, but in a good way, I guess,” I finished lamely.
“This turns you on as much as it does me, doesn’t it?” Madison paused for a long time, obviously thinking. “Is that what you want, for me to fuck other guys?”
“No,” I said emphatically. Then “yes,” almost beneath my breath, but loud enough that Madison could hear.
That night she went down to the beach, as she’d promised, wrapped only in a towel. I stood out in the balcony in the dark trying unsuccessfully to hear what they were saying.
Somebody had started a beach fire. I could see bodies outlined by the flames, but I couldn’t make out much detail. Occasionally the sound of laughter would carry down the beach. One figure was clearly female and could have been Madison. It might’ve been my mind playing tricks on me, but I was sure I saw a naked female form outlined against the fire.
I tried calling my wife’s cell phone. It was sitting on top of the dresser, only feet away from me, when it rang. There was no way I could reach her. She was out naked with those guys. I was imagining the worst.
I sat out on the patio, drinking and smoking a cigar. I must’ve finally dozed off because I woke to Madison’s voice saying, “Your cigars stink.”
She was standing behind me; I’d stiffened so much from the uncomfortable patio chair that I had a hard time standing. A naked Madison rushed to help me.
I laid on the bed on my stomach as Madison caressed my sore back. “Where did you go? What happened?”
“I’m covered in sand, it got in everywhere,” she said, her lips inches from my ear. “They liked how I was dressed, and they decided to join me.”
“Don’t stop now,” I was wearing my swimming suit, and I had to adjust how I was lying to provide room for my growing erection.
“Let me see that thing,” Madison said urging me to lie on my back. I groaned as she stroked me. “Some of the guys tonight were bigger.”
“Oh shit, Madison, you’re killing me.” She laughed.
“One of them had built a fire, it was great. On one side we were completely lit, on the other, we were in darkness. Apparently, my body looks good by firelight,” Madison teased. “At first, I wouldn’t let them touch, they could only look.”
“At first?” My cock was throbbing. Madison moved to stand, and I caught a glimpse of her red, wet, excited pussy.
“I have to take a shower to get the sand off.” I couldn’t move fast enough to stop her; my back was in agony.
“Wait… Wait. What happened after they looked?” Madison just smiled at me and step through the door into the bathroom. It was only then I noticed she hadn’t brought the towel back with her.
I limped to the bathroom door, “Did you fuck them?”
Madison pulled the shower curtain aside just enough to look at my erection. “I’ll tell you later, after I’m clean.”
The only thing I could do was to lie on my back, as Madison straddled my face. Her pussy tasted saltier than usual.
The next morning, Madison was contrite. “You must hate me,” she had the covers pulled up to her chin and was facing away from me on the bed.
I tried to hug her, but my back was so sore I could barely move. “Why in the world would I hate you? I love you.”
“Because I’m such a… a… I don’t know.… slut?” She answered.
“I don’t care what happened on the beach,” I said finally able to push my erection against her.
“How could you not care? Don’t you care about me?” Madison had turned to face me breaking contact with my hardon.
“Of course, I care about you, it just… I don’t know, it turns me on,” I said. “I saw the fire on the beach, I even thought I saw a woman in front of the flames at one point. I imagined it was you,” I said.
“It turned you on that I was naked with a bunch of guys?” Madison asked. “You were willing to let your naked wife go out to a fire on the beach with other guys, and it turned you on? That’s what you’re saying?”
I pretended to think for a moment, “Yes, that’s what I’m saying.”
“What about the anger, the jealousy?”
“You forgot the hardon,” I said. “It’s all wrapped up together and it made the thought of you fucking those guys so much better for me.”
I looked at her seriously, “So, did you fuck them?”
“I kissed them all,” Madison wasn’t looking at me. “And I let them all feel me up, I rubbed against their cocks. Two of them came on me. Why aren’t you mad at me?”
I was groaning as I rubbed my erection against my wife’s body, partly from the pain in my back, but mostly from the excitement in my dick. “How did you feel what you are doing it? Did you cum?”
Madison pushed me on my back and straddled my hips so she could rub my cock along her pussy. “Would you like it if they’d made me cum?”
“Yes,” I said as I slipped inside her.
“Then you would have loved it.”
I groaned and pulled her down hard against me. My mind full of images of my wife, beautiful in the glow of the fire, rubbing her naked body on men I didn’t know.
 



Chapter 6
“Ryan,” it was Murphy. “This murder I’m working with Halpin, we want you to review the book. Look at everything we put in it, see if you come up with any ideas.”
“Sure,” I was dying to get my hand on the “book,” which was really just a folder on the computer. The folder contained all their reports in chronological order. Everything they’d done, everybody they’d talk to, was in the reports. In addition, the book contained all the pathology reports and photographs.
“You guys have any ideas yet?” I was double clicking on the file folder icon.
“Not a fucking clue,” Halpin had joined us. “It’s like this nude woman was just dropped from heaven. We can’t even identify her.”
“Okay, do you want me to check missing persons?” I asked.
“We’ve done that,” Halpin said. “But feel free to check again. There could be somebody new, or something we missed.”
“We don’t want it to end up unsolved,” Murphy was older, and he’d seen a lot. I guess it hurt too much to give up on another body.
I clicked through the pictures first. They were right, she’d been good-looking and with a great body. Of all the people available to kill, why would someone murder a woman who looked like that?
She’d also been badly abused. The rope burns on her wrists and ankles indicated that she’d been tied, and not gently. Her anus was in prolapse caused either by a large object or a man with a big penis.
The pathology report indicated she’d been strangled, after violent sex. Her vagina had been torn and bruised.
I started reading the reports at the beginning.
“Do you want to take a drive?” I asked Madison. We were home from vacation, and we had a day to ourselves.
“Where to?”
“I know a guy that I want you to meet,” that’s all I’d say until we pulled up in front of the strip club that Cecil ran.
As a cop, I had to be careful crossing the border. Since I wasn’t on official business, I couldn’t bring my badge or department issued weapon. But on the plus side, I hadn’t had to call in advance.
“Ryan, I can’t go in there,” Madison said. “It’s a strip club.” She was staring at me, her eyes wide as if I didn’t know it was a strip club.
“It’s okay we won’t stay long,” I said, getting out of the car.
It was a weekday, so there was no bouncer outside. We were standing, our eyes adjusting to the sudden darkness, when we were approached by a handsome light-skinned black man. He was big, so big the sportscoat he wore stretched at the seams as it tried to cover the muscles on his chest and arms.
“I’m a friend of Cecil’s,” I said.
“You must be Mr. Ryan,” the bouncers voice was surprisingly mild. “He’s in his office, I’ll take you upstairs. I’m Rocky.”
“You mind if we take our time?” I asked. “My wife’s never been here before, and I don’t want to rush her.”
His eyes flashed from me to Madison and he checked her out, paying particular attention to her breasts. Madison blushed when their eyes met, and he winked at her. I think she enjoyed the attention. Especially since he was looking at her, and not the naked dancer on stage only yards from us.
The music was loud but not deafening, like it was at night. I followed as Rocky led Madison past the tables and semi-circular booths on the first level. I watched carefully as her head swung from one dancer to the other, clearly amazed at what she was seeing. At one point she looked back at me, a look of stunned wonder on her face, before smiling broadly.
Rocky led us up the stairs to the second floor. Madison took in the lap-dance area, and the hallway with the neon “VIP” sign above it. We walked slowly past more tables until we were on the backside of the VIP section. Rocky knocked on a door that blended into the wall so well, I’d never seen it before.
As we were ushered into Cecil’s office, he stood to greet us. Cecil is not a large man, but he projected coiled strength. When he spoke, it was with an Irish brogue.
“Ryan, it’s great to see you. This must be your gorgeous wife,” he looked back at me. “She’s far prettier than you let on.”
Madison was blushing when Cecil moved to hug her. It was obvious she did not object to the attention.
“Rocky, why don’t you join us?” Cecil said. “Ryan is an old friend of mine from the sports club I go to once a week, on the other side of the river, and you’ve met his wife, Madison.”
We sat in the comfortable conversation pit in Cecil’s office. I made sure Madison was seated facing the window into the VIP Room.
The hallway with the neon “VIP” sign led to four smaller rooms called “Champagne Rooms” and one much larger room. The VIP. The window in Cecil’s office was one-way into the larger room. The VIP room was empty of people.
Cecil and I talked about things we had in common. He made sure Madison was involved in the conversation. At one point, while the two of them were talking, I asked Rocky about his background. It turned out he’d been a highly regarded college football player whose career had been ended by an unfortunate knee injury. Now he was a bouncer and Cecil’s assistant manager.
By the time I turned back, Cecil and Madison were in a deep conversation, their heads inches apart as they talked about stripping. Madison had tons of questions. Why do the girls do it? How far do they go? How much money do they make? How many hours do they work? Do they enjoy it?
The festive lights in the VIP Room suddenly came on and we watched three of the girls leading five men inside. They were followed by one of the barely dressed waitresses, to take drink orders.
The five men sat in comfortable chairs, three of them with a stripper on their laps, as they talked until a new song came on. The three women started lap-dancing while the men watched, grinning. It didn’t take long for their clothing to come off. Madison was leaning forward in her chair, her eyes glued to the window.
“The rules are different in the VIP Room,” Cecil said. “In fact, there really aren’t any rules.”
Without looking at him Madison asked, “What are the usual rules?”
“On the floor, the men aren’t allowed to touch the dancers, in the lap-dance area, there is more touching. Both ways, if you get my drift. In the Champagne Rooms, and the VIP Room, the rules are completely relaxed.”
One of the men had his cock out and a stripper had it in her mouth.
“I don’t mean to sound like an innocent,” Madison said, her eyes fixed on the window. “How far do they go, the women, I mean.”
“Madison,” Cecil said taking her hand. “They’ll go all the way.”
My wife left her hand in Cecil’s. “Do they use condoms?”
“Yes, and our guests pay extra for dances in the private rooms.”
Maybe I was the only one to pick up on the increase in Madison’s breathing, or the line of sweat along her top lip, or the way she was pressing her thighs together as hard as she could.
“We also provide dances for women, in fact, Rocky here is our most popular dancer,” Cecil said. “Would you like a dance, on the house? There are no expectations, Madison. Just to give you a sense of what it’s like to be one of our guests.”
Rocky stood and offered her his hand. Madison gave me a nervous look before taking it and standing up. Rocky led her out of the room.
A moment later Cecil turned on the audio for Champagne Room number one. It was a strange sensation watching two men fucking strippers behind the one-way glass while listening to my wife and Rocky chatting.
They talked, the voices becoming softer and more intimate until just the right song began. We could hear the rustle of Rocky’s clothing coming off.
He danced without stopping through the first set of three songs and continued dancing when another set began. Again, there was the rustle of clothing being removed. Rocky had gotten naked in the first set of songs, the only one who could be removing their clothing was my wife. Soon my suspicions were confirmed when we heard female moaning coming from room one.
“Rocky, oh god, I shouldn’t be doing this,” my wife said. Cecil had moved to his desk and was paying no attention to me. Things were happening just the way we’d planned, but I felt slightly sick. I was listening to my wife being seduced by a large, muscular, black man. My cock was rigid in my pants.
Cecil excused himself and left the office to attend to some, probably imaginary, business. As soon as the door closed behind him, I had my erection out and was playing with it.
“That feels so good Rocky… You’re so big… Do you like looking at me?”
“You’re beautiful, Madison. The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in the club. Your breasts are perfect,” I could hear him grunting after that.
Rocky’s grunting and my wife’s moans continued for some time, before Madison squealed.
Cecil came back in and turned off the speaker just before Rocky led my wife through the door. They’d been holding hands, but Madison dropped his and made her way to me. Her face was flushed, and she looked happy when she smiled. It wasn’t hard to notice that her blouse was on inside out.
I put her hand on my erection and whispered in her ear, “You fucked him.” Madison didn’t answer, she’d just stroked my hardon.
“We have an amateur night coming up,” Cecil said. “There’s no pressure. It’s mostly women who have never danced before but are curious, maybe a few are trying out for jobs here. It’s fun. I’d love to have you dance. Think about it. Here’s a flyer with all the information. The winner gets a job offer and a $1,000 prize.”
Unsurprisingly, Rocky was all for the idea. His complements made Madison’s face even redder, and her smile brighter.
“Would it be okay, Ryan?” She asked me.
“If you want to dance, I’d be happy to watch,” I said before kissing her slightly salty lips.
This time, when my wife had cheated on me, I’d been able to listen.
 



Chapter 7
Madison was quiet for the next couple of days. She’d smile when I smiled at her but otherwise it was as though she were brooding. I finally felt it was time to break through to her.
“I’m an awful person,” she began. It had taken a lot to get her talking at all, so I just sat and let her work it out. She looked pathetic. Her eyes were slightly red when she continued. “I should never have done what I did with Rocky. I don’t know how you could possibly forgive me.”
“I took you there, I didn’t know what would happen,” I was deep in thought trying to decide how to verbalize what I was feeling. “It hurt me, listening to you.”
“You heard us?” Madison looked shocked. “Oh, Ryan, I’m so sorry. What do you want me to do?”
“Why would I want you to do anything?”
“Are you going to divorce me?” Madison’s face was pale with fear. She could have attacked me then; it was my fault in a way. But she didn’t. She was willing to accept responsibility for what she’d done.
“No. I’m not going to divorce you.”
“But I was unfaithful, and I hurt you.”
It took some time for Madison to begin understanding how hearing her with another man had added to my excitement. For the next few weeks, after our visit to the club, I’d been constantly horny. I’d wanted to make love with my wife, but Madison, for the first time in our marriage, had been too dry. I’d been unable to get her excited enough for sex.
“Let me explain something,” we were in bed after another unsuccessful effort at love making. “Yes, it had hurt hearing you with Rocky, but the hurt had been part of the excitement. You felt how hard I was when you came back to Cecil’s office. You know how horny I’ve been ever since. It was the most exciting thing I’ve ever heard.”
Madison just looked at me.
“Is that why… You know, why you haven’t been able to get into it?” It was slowly dawning on me. “You’ve been feeling guilty.”
“Yes, of course I’ve been feeling guilty. How could it turn you on to hear your wife with another man?” She said.
“Maybe I’m a freak? You know what I would like even better? To actually see you with another guy.”
“You said that like there’ll be a next time,” Madison said.
“Let me ask you a couple of… I don’t know… ‘Guy’ questions,” I said.
Madison just smiled at me, before saying, “Yes, he was bigger than you. A lot bigger.”
“Oh Lord,” I said opening my pants for my erection to spring free.
“I did that?” Madison asked.
“Was he a better lover than I am?” I asked.
“If I say ‘yes’ are you going to cum?”
“I might,” I said.
It wasn’t until Madison was on top of me, and I was deep inside her that she answered, causing me to explode. “He was better. Way better.”
Monday was amateur night. Cecil called, and sent both of us a copy of the flyer with a message saying: ‘Hope you sign up!’
The messages led to several long discussions between us. I knew Madison wanted to do it. But even with my permission she was having a hard time letting herself go.
While she debated with herself, I asked Cecil to send me a few videos of women dancing so Madison could practice. It was electrifying to see my wife dancing like a stripper.
By the weekend, she looked as good as any of the professionals. She had an outfit picked out, and a song list. The only thing she hadn’t been able to perfect was using the pole. I acted as a member of the audience and would alternate tipping her and grabbing for her. She got good at avoiding my touch.
She was still undecided by Sunday. “I want you to do it,” I said.
“I want to do it too, but I’m unsure. What if I see Rocky? What if you… I don’t know, don’t respect me anymore?” She smiled at me. “Did that sound as silly to you is it did to me?”
I was laughing along with her, “Yes, it kind of did.”
I sent the registration to Cecil, and on Monday night we drove across the bridge to his club. There was a good crowd, the regular girls were still working but the main stage would just be used for the amateur dancing.
There weren’t many competitors. A woman who was trying out for a job at the club, two wives who were dancing on a dare, and Madison. One dancer would be eliminated after each set. By the final, my wife and the woman trying out for the club were both exhausted, but excited.
Before Madison went out for her final dance, I ran my hand between her legs and came away covered in her wetness. “Fuck me, Ryan.”
She was so turned on, her excitement carried over to the dance. She moved like she was being fucked and like she was inviting every man watching to take part. She was slow moving out of the way of men trying to touch her, and more than one got their hands on her breasts or legs before the bouncers could stop them.
Cecil was standing next to me as we watched. “She’s going to win,” he said. “You think she’d ever dance here on a regular basis?”
I turned to look at him in surprise. “Are you serious?”
“Yes, I’m serious. She likes showing off her body, doesn’t she?”
I turned away to watch my naked wife, with her legs together, bending to gather up her discarded clothing as the applause washed over her. She looked up to smile at the crowd and to perform a mock bow, which had the effect of making her breasts swing, which just generated even more applause.
Madison gave me a huge hug and kiss before disappearing into the dressing room. I had a chance to check just how wet she was before losing sight of her.
I was excited for her, but I didn’t know what to think of Cecil’s offer. I had a lot of time to think about it. Madison didn’t come right back to the table. I was left sitting for almost two hours with no idea where she was.
I walked around the club trying to spot either Rocky or Cecil, I even knocked on Cecil’s office door and tried the knob without success. I could have sworn I heard a woman moan, but his office was so close to the VIP Room, it might not have meant anything.
The other women had no idea where Madison had gone. One of the wives told me she’d been talking to Cecil, but she thought it was about the contest.
When Madison found me she was dressed in her street clothes, but she still had most of her stripper makeup on. But now it was messed, her lipstick was smeared, and her breath smelled of liquor.
“Is that what you wanted, husband?” Madison asked, her speech slightly slurred.
“Are we okay?”
“I got to dance naked, and I ran into Rocky,” Madison was watching me carefully. “I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t mean to do it.”
“How much did you have to drink?” I asked.
“Don’t change the subject, does it turn you on?”
I was silent for a long time and Madison was beginning to look concerned when I answered, “Yes.”
She smiled then and took my arm to lead me to the door. “The couch in Cecil’s office is really soft.”
She didn’t have any trouble with self-lubrication that night.
 



Chapter 8
The next morning Madison was up early. I found her sitting naked at the breakfast table with an empty cup of coffee, and 10 $100 bills spread out before her.
“I actually won, Ryan,” she said.
I poured a cup for myself and sat down across from her. “Did Cecil offer you the job he promised?”
“Yes,” Madison answered softly. “He said I could make a lot of money.”
“Did he tell you what the job would entail?”
“He said I’d be dancing, like I did last night, and entertaining the customers,” Madison was looking at me, wondering what I knew that she didn’t.
“Did he tell you about hustling for lap-dances?” I asked.
“Ginger told me about it, she said it was a good way to make money,” Madison answered. “I even got to dance with her and a customer, it was fun.
“I’m just not sure, it’s not like me to rub my body on a man. And then, there’s the other thing…” She continued.
“What other thing?” I fixed myself a bagel to go with the second cup of coffee.
“Do you know what they do in the Champagne Rooms?” Madison asked. She was blushing furiously, and licking her lips, which I found endearing. I moved to sit next to her and put my hand on her smooth soft thigh.
“What do they do in the Champagne Rooms?” I caressed her leg, moving my hand so my little finger just brushed her damp pussy.
“Well… they lap-dance, of course,” Madison was uncomfortable, but I knew what was coming. “Sometimes, they give blowjobs.”
“That’s not all they do, is it?” My hand was on her pussy, spreading her lubrication over her clitoris. My wife was very wet.
“No, it’s not all,” Madison spread her legs.
“Sometimes, they fuck the guys, don’t they?” I asked.
“Yes?”
“You want to know how I feel about you giving blowjobs, and fucking guys in the Champagne Room?”
“I couldn’t ask, it wouldn’t be right,” Madison looked at me in an imploring sort of way. “We’re married. I was supposed to be completely faithful to you.”
“But if you could ask me, you’d want to do it, right?” I was stroking her much more vigorously now, and Madison was beginning to moan. “Because, if you did ask me, I’d say, ‘why not give it a try?’”
“Oh, Ryan,” Madison was sprawled on the chair, her legs spread wide, her arms hanging straight down at her side, her head back as far as it would go.
“You’re going to dance naked, and give lap-dances, and maybe even fuck in the Champagne Room,” I said, finger fucking her while I stroked her clitoris.
“I am, oh Ryan,” Madison came then.
My wife insisted I wear a condom while she gave me a blowjob later. “I’ve got to get used to it,” she said. It became more difficult for me. My wife started to put me in the same category as the customers at the club. It would get worse before it got better.
We met with Cecil before Madison’s first night dancing. She’d bought some outfits from the recommended seller and had been too excited to sleep the night before. She was ready to go.
She would be spending the night working with Ginger. Receiving on-the-job training.
Before being led out the door, Madison reminded me to pick her up at two in the morning. She was still there when Cecil said, “You better make it closer to three, Ryan.”
I looked at him in surprise, “What do you mean?”
“Madison and I are having a little affair. Don’t you think it’s time we told your husband?” He asked.
Madison went pale and concentrated on looking at her shoes. “Three would be better Ryan, maybe even half-past,” she said.
I was already feeling a mixture of nerves, jealousy, and excitement. My wife was not only going to be stripping but she was going to be entertaining guys for money. And now I’ve learned she was going to be fucking her boss. I tried to hide my erection, but Cecil and Rocky saw it, and grinned at me.
“Also, just so were clear, I don’t like having husbands hanging around the club when their wives are working. It’s nothing against you, Ryan. It’s just better for everybody,” Cecil stood and led me towards the door. “We’ll see you around three, or 3:30.”
I spent the night at the station. There were things I needed to do, cases I’d been working on, and even in the middle of the night there was always someone to talk to. It helped to keep me from thinking too much about Madison.
Despite the distractions, I was jealous, angry, unaccountably happy, and hard, most of the night. My wife was entertaining other men. But at least she was doing it in something of a controlled environment. And then I’d remember, Cecil had claimed ownership of her, and I’d crash again.
I’d sat down heavily in my chair, files opened in front of me, and stared vacantly at the wall next to my desk. “Whatza thinking about, Ryan?”
It was Steve Reeves, another detective. Desks were aligned facing each other throughout the entire squad room, and Steve had taken the seat across from me.
“Just tired, I guess,” I told him.
“Too bad, I heard there’s a new girl at Cecil’s, I was thinking of heading over there.”
“Really? What have you heard?” I asked. Steve had never met my wife; this could be interesting.
“I’ve heard good things about the way she looks, and the kind of dances she gives,” Steve said. “I haven’t heard about her in the VIP Room, but I’m sure I will.”
“I’m starting to wake up. Tell me about the dances.”
“According to my sources, she’ll let anybody do anything. Apparently, she even let somebody fuck her during a lap-dance. How about that?”
My wife had fucked somebody while giving them a lap-dance?
“Sorry I’m going to miss it,” I told him. “But since you’re going, get her name for me, so I’ll know who to ask for.”
Steve was putting on a jacket, “I’ll let you know tomorrow.”
I wasn’t about to stand up, even if I had wanted to. My cock was fully erect making a tent in my pants. As it was, I was having a hard time controlling my breathing.
I sent a text to Madison.
[Ryan] A guy I work with is coming over and I don’t want to see him there. I’ll meet you inside the back door @3:30.
I went back to work, not expecting an answer.
[Madison] What’s he look like?
I sent Madison a quick description of Steve followed by a question:
[Ryan] What name are you using?
[Madison] Judy, don’t worry I won’t give you away.
 



Chapter 9
Murphy and Halpin thought the female victim in the park might’ve been a hooker. As far as they were concerned, a murder was a murder and they were working it seriously, but there were simply no leads. Her face had been shown on every TV channel, and a story had been featured in the local newspaper and online, but nobody had come forward with information. Eventually, I knew the case as well or better than they did. We were all busy, and they had to move on to new assignments, but I was up to date.
I noticed the small tattoo on her ankle. In the pictures it didn’t look like much of anything, just a dark smudge. The only mention in the pathology report was a short footnote. Halpin hadn’t included pictures of it in the publicity.
I enlarged the picture as much as I could, until the pixels blurred. It looked like a tiny blue dolphin. It reminded me of a tattoo I’d seen on somebody else.
“Judith,” I said when the phone was answered. “This is Ryan, Madison’s husband.”
We chatted for a few minutes and I endured Judith’s usual flirting, before I was able to ask her about her dolphin tattoo. Her answer led me to a tattoo parlor located near the stationhouse, where it took less than five minutes to get what I wanted.
“Her name was Mary Ann Chowder,” I said handing Murphy my interview notes.
“Shit.”
The next morning, I was officially made part of the team investigating the murder of Mary Ann. I liked the idea of being in on a major investigation. Any capital crime, such as murder, was classified as ‘major.’ My enthusiasm faded when my first official duty was to talk to her parents.
I’d informed relatives of a death before, usually because of an accident. None of them were easy and this time, in asking follow-up questions, I learned something potentially important to the case. Mary Ann had worked in Cecil’s club as a stripper. Not only that, she’d had a ‘thing’ with Cecil himself.
I could barely control my excitement. I asked them if they had ever seen the two of them together. Mary Ann’s mother answered that she had something even better than that, she not only had pictures, but they had jointly attended a cousin’s wedding and were caught kissing in the video.
I had locked down that Cecil had been having an affair with the woman found dead in Griffey Park.
I parked by the rear door and made my way around to the front of the club. I was driving an old pickup truck that was especially fitted out for surveillance. It looked like crap, one of the doors was painted with primer, and the other was red on a blue truck. I even had an old rug on the front seat to protect passengers from the springs.
In short, it was set up so that nobody would give it a second look, and thieves wouldn’t bother with it. Unless they happen to look at the tires, or under the hood. I felt safe leaving it in the alleyway unprotected.
Rocky was the front door bouncer. I told him I was just picking up my wife and I’d parked by the back door.
“Cecil’s in his office just so you know, don’t let him see you.”
I walked slowly through the still busy club, seeing everything while not appearing to be looking anywhere except straight ahead. I didn’t see Steve, but I didn’t expect to. By now I was sure he’d be in the lap-dance area or even in one of the VIP rooms.
Seeing Rocky reminded me of something Madison had told me about him. He was a good-looking guy with an unusually thick prick. But there seem to be something off about him. He’d develop a ‘thing’ for one of the dancers and be jealous of her when she was with customers. It was an odd quirk for a bouncer in a strip club. Currently he was focused on one of the other girls. Since it wasn’t Madison, I didn’t worry too much about him.
This is where I did something crazy, I’d walked into the back hallway, past the restrooms, as if I were going to the rear door. But instead of going outside, I took a right turn through an unmarked door, passed some stacked cases of beer, and went up the back stairway.
The stairs were poorly lit and frankly, hazardous. Which is odd considering they were there to expedite carrying liquor to the upstairs bar. The stairs came out right next to the door to Cecil’s office.
Saying the door to Cecil’s office isn’t quite correct. He had a man trap, an outer door that opened into a small space, and then another door that actually opened into his office. That night the outer door was open, and a group of men were standing around listening to the sound of a woman having an orgasm on the other side. The woman was Madison.
“Oh my god… Your cock is huge… I love it.”
Tension had been building in me. Fear of discovery combined with the excitement of doing something that overlapped my case. Now, I was in a small crowd of men listening to my wife having sex just a few feet away.
Intellectually, I knew that was part of her job and felt ashamed that I couldn’t control my excitement. I’d still not seen her with another man. Now I was listening to her again, my cock growing hard even as my anger and jealousy caused me to want to lash out at the men around me.
“Cum inside me… It’s so nice without a condom… You’re so big.”
The grunting and groaning as both climaxed caused the men to react. Some with grins, a few high-fives, and a few guys looking as though they would like to go through the door.
“I’ve got to get dressed. I have to meet Ryan,” Madison sounded anxious.
“Don’t be in such a rush, he’s not going anywhere,” Cecil said. “He’ll wait there all night.”
“You came so much, my panties are already full,” Madison said, causing the men around me to high-five some more.
“Let’s go again,” Cecil said.
“Oh god, you’re hard.”
I turned and went down to the back door and snagged two bottles of warm beer from an open case stacked at the bottom of the stairs. Madison came out almost 45 minutes later.
“I’m sorry, baby,” my wife said slightly breathlessly as she hopped in. “I got delayed.”
I grunted and drove away. Instead of heading towards the bridge, I made a detour into a parking lot and put the truck in neutral. The old shifter, next to my right leg, vibrated as the truck continued to run. Madison looked at me in surprise, not yet concerned, just waiting for me to say something.
“Did you know the outer door to Cecil’s office was open?” I asked.
“It was? I wonder why he did that.”
“There was a group of men listening to you fuck him,” I said.
“You know that’s part of the job,” my wife answered.
“Part of your job is fucking your boss bareback?” Madison’s face was pale even through her makeup. “Since when did you fall in love with his dick?”
“Ryan, please, don’t ask me these questions,” Madison said.
I had a hard time placing her attitude. She wasn’t angry, she wasn’t regretful, she wasn’t explaining, what was she thinking? “Where’s your head at, Madison?”
“Let me explain.” From the way she said ‘explain,’ I knew my wife had been drinking. “He came on to me, even before I started at the club. I tried to resist him; I really did. Until I couldn’t resist anymore. I wanted him, and he’s as good as he thinks he is, and funny thing, I get hornier the busier I am. Now every night is busy, and I don’t think of refusing him anymore. In fact, I’ll jump him if he doesn’t jump me first.”
“So, you fucked him once before tonight?” I asked.
“No, he fucks me every night. The first night he took off his condom, and he’s so big and so good I wanted more,” Madison was staring off through the windshield. “You think we should just be sitting here? It’s not safe you know.”
I followed her gaze and saw two men watching us from the edge of the lot. I gave her one look before putting the truck in gear and easing back onto the street.
“So, it’s true, what you said about loving his cock.”
“Yes.”
“And your pussy’s full of his cum?”
“Yes, I’m sorry Ryan,” Madison didn’t sound sorry.
We didn’t talk anymore on the ride home. But once inside the house, before she could go into the shower, I told her we’d have to talk again.
“I know,” she said.
While she was in the shower, I dug her panties out of the laundry. The crotch was soaked with white cum. By now, my reaction didn’t surprise me. I was angry at her, and my cock was rock hard.
 



Chapter 10
Murphy and Halpin had been sitting on Cecil. I couldn’t help because Cecil knew me, they hadn’t been able to watch him 24/7.
It appeared the only thing he did was sleep and go to the club. The only person they’d seen him with had been Madison. They’d wanted to find out more about her, and I told them I already had all the information we’d ever need.
The next step was to find out who Cecil was doing business with. We learned another interesting fact from the locals. The club was actually owned by a gang called El Aranas, The Spiders. The boss was a guy call La Serpiente, The Snake.
We didn’t know much about them, so it became my job to do research. The gang itself was small, but they were known for their violence. The boss, the El Jefe, had put aside a lot of money.
A week passed before I could talk with Madison.
“It’s been almost a month,” I said turning off the television. It was a rare night she wasn’t at the club or with Cecil.
“A month since what?” Madison asked.
“Since we made love.”
“’Made love.’ Who talks like that?” Madison asked. “You want to go now? Come on, I’m ready.”
She didn’t look ready, in fact she looked anything but ready.
“How many times have you fucked Cecil this month?”
“Thirty days? Probably 40 or 50 times,” Madison answered. “Sometimes before work, sometimes during work, always after work. On some days, all three times. Whenever he wants me.”
“Are we still married?” I asked.
Madison’s head snapped around so she could look at me. “Are you asking for a divorce?”
“No, let me explain myself,” I said. “You know how conflicted I am, how much it turns me on to know you’re over there every night showing yourself and fucking guys. You also know how humiliating it is, and how jealous it makes me. But, with Cecil, it’s different. It’s like you’re married to him and not me.”
“He asked me to move in with him,” Madison said matter-of-factly.
My heart stopped beating, I could feel acid in the back of my throat, my entire body felt cold. I couldn’t say anything, I felt my mouth working but no words came out.
Madison was studying me. “I told him no,” she said. “At least for right now.”
“What does that mean?” I managed to whisper. “For right now?”
“I’ve kind of… I don’t know… become his anyway,” my wife said. “I’m with him every day. I never know when I’ll see you. You’re always on a case, I might not see you for a week at a time anyway.”
I had to ask the question that really mattered. “Do you love him?”
Madison smiled at me as she stood to leave the room. “I love part of him, maybe I’ll learn to love the rest.”
I was left sitting in my chair feeling cold but sweating at the same time. I was losing my wife, and I didn’t know what to do about it. What I knew about Mary Ann’s connection to Cecil made me afraid for Madison.
Madison came home later every day, until she was only coming in long enough to shower and change her clothes before going back to the club. I rarely saw her even on her days off.
The investigation continued, except now I knew that Madison, when not at the club, was at Cecil’s apartment. My personal life and my professional life had intersected. Madison and I rarely talked; I already knew what she was doing.
I gave her one more chance. “I don’t see you much anymore.”
“I’ve been pretty busy,” Madison was packing a small suitcase.
“You spend more time with Cecil than you do with me.”
Madison studied me; her gaze finally fixed on my crotch. “I think you like it.”
“I love you, I don’t want to lose you,” I moved to hold her, but she turned away from me.
“You’ve got a funny way of showing love.”
“Can we talk about this? How long do you plan on spending most of your time away from home?” I asked.
“Remember when you asked me if I loved him?” Madison asked. I stopped breathing and my heart stopped beating.
“Madison…”
“I’m close to an answer, please, just let it go,” she snapped the suitcase closed and walked out the door.
When she was gone, I went through the closet, and the dresser. There was very little left of my wife in our home.
I went back to the club dressed like everybody else, including a hat. A lot of the guys wore hats, it wasn’t unusual, and it didn’t look like a disguise.
Rocky recognized me and simply told me not to get caught. “I didn’t see you dude. You’re just some guy in a hat.”
He thought it was funny.
Rocky was currently fixated on a girl who called herself ‘Pussy.’ An interesting name, or maybe she was just advertising. Either way, Madison had told me how jealous he was of her. Rocky was also showing an interest in my wife, I didn’t like that.
I’d decided the best place to watch the club was from the upstairs bar. From there I could see the upstairs stage, a lot of tables, the entrance to the lap-dance area, the entrance to the VIP rooms, and the door to Cecil’s office.
About half the stools at the bar were taken when I arrived. I ordered a cheap beer and alternated between watching the action in the mirror over the bar and turning on my stool. Most of the other guys were doing the same thing.
“Have you met the new girl?” The guy sitting next to me asked. He was probably a few years younger than me and sported a full beard. “She’s not so new anymore, I guess she’s been here a while now.”
“Judy?” I asked.
“Yes,” he said getting excited.
“I’ve heard about her.”
“Oh… You’ve got to get a dance… She’s fantastic,” he said enthusiastically.
“What makes her so great?” I turned halfway in my stool so I could look at him. Being engaged in conversation, I thought, would make me less likely to stick out.
“For one thing, she’s like beautiful man, and she’s got this smoking hot body. You won’t believe her tits,” his hands were fluttering trying to describe my wife to me. “And her dances are hot, I mean really hot. She’ll let you touch her anywhere, no extra charge like some of the girls. And if you can afford to take her to the Champagne Room, she’ll fuck you silly.”
I looked suitably impressed. “She’s that good?”
“Hell yeah,” he said. We talked for almost an hour. I never did get his name.
Finally, I spotted my wife. It was her turn on the upstairs stage. “There she is, that’s her, dude,” my new friend pointed.
Madison danced three songs, a regular set. She’d gotten a lot better since she started at the club. She taken off the last of her clothing before the final song began. The edge of the stage was shoulder to shoulder with men waving money at her to dance for them.
I was close enough to see writing on her body. It looked like men had signed their names or written comments on her. “Great Fuck,” “Nice Boobs,” “Best Piece of Ass,” were a few.
After her dance, she disappeared with two of the men into the Champagne Rooms. “Lucky bastards. It’s hard to get a dance with Judy, much less in the VIP area. Look at those guys lining up outside the hallway to the rooms. When she comes out, they’ll all be asking her for a dance.”
I told my new friend that I was going to take a chance, and I joined the line. When Madison came out, she quickly scanned the faces of the men waiting, all trying to get her attention. Her eyes flicked past me, and then came back.
She took me by the hand and pulled me into a Champagne Room. “What’s that guy got?” I heard from behind me.
When the door was closed to the small room, Madison turned on me. “What the hell are you doing, Ryan?”
“Dance for me, while we try to talk. We’ll seem less suspicious.”
Madison thought for a moment and decided I was right. We both knew that Cecil could hear what was going on in the rooms. I hoped my hat would provide some protection for me if I had been seen by the overhead cameras.
Madison started into her routine, taking off her clothes as she danced, rubbing her ass against my hardon. And I was hard, it was the closest I’d been to my wife in a long time.
“I came here to have sex with my wife,” I said.
“Give me a fucking break, Ryan,” she said. “This has to do with Cecil and me. What are you up to?”
“How much for a fuck?” I asked.
“Sorry, this is all you get.” Madison started putting her clothing back on.
“Tell me about the writing on your body,” I asked.
“Do you like it? Does it turn you on? Show me your hardon and I’ll tell you about it.” Madison was flirting with me, in her way. She stopped dressing. I took off my pants and my already throbbing erection sprang free.
“Nice one, Ryan.” My wife stroked my erection. It was the first time she’d touched me in months. I concentrated on not cumming too soon. “It’s a contest Rocky thought up,” Madison stated. “We were each given a magic marker and the girl who collects the most compliments wins a bonus from the club.”
My wife took her soft hand off my erection, causing me to moan in frustration, and started playing with her clit. “I don’t want you to cum,” her fingers were moving fast. “Maybe I should show you my dirty, cheating cunt. I’m swollen from fucking all day.”
My hand was on my cock, I was so close. “Let me see you, babe.”
Madison put her hand on the skin just above her pubic bone and pulled upward so I could see her wet pussy. “Look how turned on I am for the next guy. I hope he has a big cock. I’ll probably cum for him no matter what.”
“Let me be the next guy,” I begged.
“No, sorry Ryan.”
“Let me write on you.”
“No, I’ve already won the contest.” For the first time I notice writing on the inside of my wife’s thigh, “Madison Fucked All 6 Of Us,” and their autographs.
“It’s over, isn’t it?”
“If you mean the dance, yes, it’s over.” She held the door for me.
I felt crushingly sad as I made my way back to the bar. My new friend had left. It was just as well; I didn’t want to talk to him.
A few moments later I felt someone tapping me on the back. I turned around not knowing quite what to expect, but not really wanting to be disturbed. It was Cecil.
“Come with me, Ryan. We need to talk.”
 



Chapter 11
Mary Ann’s parents told me how Cecil seduced their daughter and put her to work taking her clothes off for men. She’d been a young woman who’d never thought of being a stripper, until her older boyfriend got her a job as a waitress in his club.
Before long, Cecil had her under his spell, and dancing naked for money, then fucking strange men in the VIP Room. He owned her.
The sex had become rougher, her mother told me. Mary Ann’s father had left the room. The mother knew, she saw the bruises. She heard the stories that Mary Ann would never have told her father. Mrs. Chowder’s impression was that her daughter had been under Cecil’s spell.
Her sadness was visibly overwhelming. She’d lost her daughter, and was barely holding herself together as she told a cop some of the things about her daughter she couldn’t even tell her husband.
I followed Cecil to his office.
“I think I know why you’re here,” he said sitting behind his large desk. “Remember, your shield isn’t much good on this side of the river.”
I sat on his couch, wondering how many times he’d fucked my wife in the same spot. As I sat, Cecil flipped the switch and the large mirror opposite his desk turned from opaque to transparent.
“It’s a one-way mirror,” Cecil said. “I can look into the VIP Room and it’s not the only way I can check on things.”
Ginger and Pussy were entertaining three men. Because the VIP Room cost so much more than the Champaign rooms it came with services. A barely dressed waitress took drink and food orders. In fact, food and liquor were part of the price of the room.
Ginger was dancing on the small stage; Pussy was on her knees with a cock in her mouth. Both women were naked.
“Would you like to see where your wife is?”
The oversized television mounted on the wall above the mirror flipped from a view of the main stage to one of the Champaign Rooms. Madison was sitting on the lap of a customer, facing the camera as he fondled her full tits and fucked her from behind. Her mouth was open and although there was no sound, it looked like she was moaning loudly.
“Would you like to know how much she charged?” Cecil’s face was blank. This was just a business for him. “She charged him $400 extra to fuck her. Sometimes, she even gets off. How about that?”
I tried to control my reactions. I felt a deep sense of loss. The woman I loved was fucking some guy for money, and when she wasn’t doing that, she was living with a guy who ran a strip club. I was ashamed of the excitement I felt.
The customer finished, and Madison helped him remove his condom, before ushering him out of the room. She was wiping herself with tissues when Cecil spoke into the small microphone on his desk. “Madison, when you’re cleaned up would you come in here?”
My wife looked up at the camera and smiled.
Cecil had drinks served while we waited. But otherwise our conversation, for the time being, was over.
Madison looked surprised when she walked in the door and saw me sitting on the couch. She went directly to Cecil and put her arms around him.
“Strip and give me a blowjob,” Cecil ordered my wife. Madison didn’t even look at me, she took off her brief stripper costume and exposed Cecil’s huge cock and started licking and sucking him.
I couldn’t help myself; I grew hard just watching. My wife’s lips were spread as open as they could possibly stretch to get the oversized helmet of his prick inside her mouth. There was something about losing my wife to this man that turned me on. Something perverse in my nature found this situation to be exciting beyond any sex I’d ever had.
Madison’s pussy was pointed straight at me as she worked. Even from the couch, I could see clear wetness forming on her swollen labia and dripping to the floor. The wetness wasn’t from me or the customer she’d had in the Champaign Room. It was new and it was increasing in volume.
“Do you think I should fuck her?” Cecil asked me. “You’re hard enough, what do you say Madison, would you rather have your husband fuck you?”
My wife still had his cock in her mouth as she shook her head ‘no.’ Cecil actually laughed at my distress.
“Here’s the deal, Ryan,” Cecil said. “You can come to the club any time you like. You can even fuck your wife if you pay her, because you won’t be getting any at home. Not anymore.”
I tried not to act surprised. It wasn’t like I was getting any now.
“I hope I’ve been clear,” using both hands he pulled my wife off his cock with a pop. “You can go now.”
He meant me.
I walked back into the club in a daze. My understanding of the entire situation had changed. I knew my wife had become more involved with Cecil, but I was still struck by how much he controlled her. My wife was Cecil’s woman.
“Come with me,” Madison said grabbing my arm. I followed along meekly as she led me past the bouncer guarding the VIP rooms and through one of the doors. As soon as we were inside the room, she took off her flimsy stripper blouse and threw it over the almost invisible camera lens.
“I don’t want to cheat, Ryan,” my wife said. “It’s important to me that you understand that.”
“I don’t know what to say. You’re fucking guys for money, and you’re virtually living with Cecil,” I was getting angry. “What do you mean you don’t want to ‘cheat?’”
Madison looked confused. Her eyebrows knitted below her wrinkled forehead. Then just as suddenly, her confusion seemed to clear.
“You thought I meant cheating on you,” she said. “I meant, cheating on Cecil. I don’t want to cheat on Cecil, except when he gives me to Rocky, or a customer is paying for it. Now do you understand?”
“Madison,” it was as though my breath had left my body, my voice came out squeaky. “You’re married to me.”
Madison took her blouse off the camera lens and put it on. I’m not sure what it blocked; I could clearly see her nipples through it.
Without looking back at me, she walked out the door and into the club.
 



Chapter 12
I went back to the club several times, but Madison paid no attention to me. I tried to approach her for a dance, my plan was to take her into the VIP Room and try to talk some sense to her, but she was always busy.
“Ryan,” it was Cecil and he looked serious and a little frightened. I was immediately interested. “Please come to my office.”
Cecil never said ‘please.’ He usually issued orders, either directly or through Rocky. My curiosity was high. “Where’s Madison?”
“That’s what we need to talk about,” Cecil said.
In his office, neither of us sat. “Where is she, Cecil?”
“She’s with La Serpiente, the El Jefe of the El Aranas,” the look of fear on his face increased. “I don’t know where they took her.”
“And you couldn’t stop them?” I could hear the fear and anger in my own voice.
“No, I’d probably be dead if I’d tried,” I shrugged. It was pretty clear that I didn’t care if he died protecting my wife.
“What happens now?” I asked.
“Hopefully, they bring her back.”
We waited in Cecil’s office until dawn. “Go home, Ryan. If they bring her back here, I’ll call you and bring her home. If they bring her to you, please let me know.”
There really wasn’t much we could do. The police were in La Serpiente’s pocket, they were just another branch of El Aranas, making a report might do more harm than good.
At home, I couldn’t sleep. I paced the house and looked at whatever files I could find concerning the gang on our proprietary website. They were capable of the same type of murder I’d seen committed on Mary Ann, but they’d never been known to operate on our side of the border.
Finally, the front door opened and Madison staggered in. Her pupils were dilated, white powder lined her red, irritated looking nose. She was naked.
“You should fuck me now, Ryan,” were the first words out of her mouth.
I put a light blanket over her shoulder and helped her sit down. “You know why you should fuck me? Do you want to know why? Huh?”
I was trying to see if there was any physical trauma. “You should fuck me because everyone else has and it’s only fair to give my husband a turn.”
“Is that right, I get a turn too?” I asked.
“You betcha,” Madison laid back and spread her legs. Her labia were dark red in color and swollen to twice their normal size. White bubbles formed at the mouth of her vagina before popping and adding to the cream running down to her asshole.
“I’m thinking of getting a tattoo on my thigh that says the same thing those guys wrote on me.” The words that had been written on the inside of her thigh were still faintly visible, particularly the number 6.
“My mouth and twat are a little sore, but you can fuck my ass. For some reason the guys weren’t interested in my butt,” Madison’s eyes were even brighter than before.
“My jaws a little sore too, so I guess you’ll just have to settle for my asshole.”
“How about a shower and I put you in bed?” I pushed aside my heartbreak. I’d deal with that later, in the meantime I managed to get Madison back on her feet and heading up the stairs. “Where are your clothes?”
“Clothes?” Madison laughed. “Those guys wanted me naked, all the time, even when they had me act as their waitress and especially when I fucked a native girl. I didn’t need no stinkin’ clothes.”
Madison passed out while she was in the shower and I carried her to bed. Once I knew she was safe, I called Cecil and then a doctor who often worked with the department.
I didn’t know what I was dealing with, so I made it sound urgent, and important to a murder case I was working on. The doctor made a house call both to check on the patient and to collect evidence. “She’s been roughly used,” he reported. “She’s suffered bruising and minor tearing of the vagina, but it doesn’t appear that any permanent damage was done. Her rectum is normal, which is unusual in these types of cases. Her jaw and mouth were also extended, but she should be as good as new in a few weeks. Do you know who did it? Was it consensual?”
“In this case, it was at least partly consensual.”
“Good… I guess,” the doctor answered. “They could have really hurt her. I’ll have the other tests back by tomorrow, maybe the day after. Even if nothing shows, we’ll have to retest her to make sure they didn’t give her anything.”
“She told me they used protection,” I said.
“Good.” There wasn’t much evidence to collect, but what there was would be compared to evidence from Mary Ann Chowder. There were no apparent matches, leaving El Aranas off the hook for the time being.
My wife stayed with me for almost a full week before returning to Cecil. She didn’t say ‘goodbye,’ and we didn’t make love.
 



Chapter 13
It was on one of those visits to Cecil’s club that I was surprised by Judith and her husband Timothy. I’d been sitting at a semi-circular booth by myself when Judith flopped down beside me. Her skirt rose to her hips, and I caught a glimpse of her cleanly shaved pussy.
“Do you like what you see?” Judith asked me, shouting above the pounding of the music. “Of course, there’s a lot to look at here, including a woman who looks just like Madison.”
Judith was staring at me, gauging my reaction. At first, I was too surprised to respond. The suspense was broken by Timothy joining us with drinks for himself and his wife.
“You know honey,” Judith shouted to her husband. “They have people who will bring those drinks to the table for you, they’re called waitresses.”
“That’s not very politically correct,” Timothy responded. “Aren’t they called waitpersons now, or something like that?”
“Probably not here,” I said.
Judith scooted closer to me and wrapped her arms around my bicep. “About that woman who looks like Madison…”
I didn’t know what else to say. “It is Madison. Her club name is Judy.”
“Oh goodie, I want to get a dance from her.” Judith called one of the waitresses, excuse me waitpersons, over and told her she wanted a dance from Judy. She was told that Judy was busy, but if she was willing to use a VIP Room, Judy could probably make time for her. Judith glanced at her husband before agreeing.
“So, how long has Madison danced here?” Judith asked, sipping her drink. “Does she like it?”
“We’re in a strange place right now,” I answered, very slowly.
“Are you two on the outs?” Judith asked, fake pouting. This was better than gossip, one of the neighborhood wives dancing at Cecil’s and having trouble in her marriage. Shockers. Wait until the next homeowner’s meeting.
“We’re just having a rough patch,” I said.
I was hoping that would be the end of it, it wasn’t. Timothy, who couldn’t seem not to act as an attorney, grilled me. Judith jumped in as questions occurred to her.
Timothy wanted to know the details; Judith wanted to know the juicy bits. I finally had had enough, but before I could clam up, the waitperson returned telling us to meet Judy in VIP Room number two.
Timothy and Judith stood, and I tried to remain seated in the booth. “Oh no, you’re coming with us, Ryan,” Judith pulled on my arm.
I protested, I explained that I wouldn’t be welcome in VIP Room number two, but to no avail. We were already making a scene, and I didn’t want it to get worse.
We made our way up the stairs and down the VIP hallway. When we walked into room number two, Madison was waiting for us. It was awkward at first, but then Madison and Judith pretended to be old friends and hugged each other.
“I’ll just leave you guys alone,” I said turning for the door.
Madison stopped me. “Stay, sit on the bench, please.”
The room was set up with a padded bench along one wall with a small table next to it holding a box of tissues and an ashtray. A small loveseat was against the wall opposite, and a counter with a miniature sink took up the remaining wall.
Timothy join me on the bench, while Madison and Judith sat on the loveseat. It was a surreal experience, to see two beautiful women talking to each other in a strip club. A big smile appeared on Timothy’s face when Madison played with Judith’s hair.
The two women were talking in near whispers. My wife stroked Judith’s face, and bending so close they were almost touching, ran her thumb over the other woman’s lips. The music drowned out whatever they were saying to each other. All we had to go on was body language, and the language was hot.
Judith was breathing faster, and before long she was the one who leaned into my wife and their lips touched. Madison pulled back, smiling playfully, and when Judith didn’t try to kiss her again, Madison became the aggressor.
The only thing touching were their lips. It was undeniably hot. We could hear Judith’s moan even over the music.
“I’m going to dance for you now, but before I start, let’s get rid of this blouse,” Madison said as she started to unbutton Judith’s top.
“Aren’t you the one to get naked?” Judith whispered.
“I will,” Madison said, starting to kiss her way down Judith’s naked body as the buttons fell open. Madison made love to Judith’s breast. Gently kissing it, sucking on the nipple, and rubbing her face on the soft skin.
Judith looked down at her in wonder, her chest beginning to take on a pink glow. Timothy squeezed his erection through his pants. I couldn’t judge the size except to guess that it wasn’t very large. I felt the urge to jackoff.
My wife turned her back on Judith, and began to dance, her ass inches from Judith’s lap. My wife looked at Timothy and smiled, her eyes wandering down to where his hand was squeezing his cock. She paid no attention to me.
When she felt Judith’s hands on her hips, she sat down in the other woman’s lap and leaned backwards so Judith’s breasts were pressed against her bare skin. Putting her hands over her head she pulled Judith’s mouth in for another long kiss.
“Is it always like this?” Timothy asked me over I Luv Dem Strippers by 2 Chainz.
“I don’t know, I’ve never seen her dance before.” The music changed to Khia’s My Neck, My Back (Lick It). She sang about her pussy. Judith and Madison grinned at each other.
When the waitress came in to get our drink order, she had the courtesy to knock first. Cecil didn’t knock, he just walked in, shot a look at Timothy, and caught Madison as she threw herself in to his arms.
Their kiss was even more passionate than the kiss Madison had given Judith. Madison held Cecil’s face between the palm of her hands and alternated between kissing his lips, his cheeks, even his ears.
After several minutes she stepped back and stripped off the remainder of her clothing. My wife was naked for all of us to see.
“Let’s go in the Champagne Room,” Cecil led us out the door and down the short hallway into the much larger room. The waitress followed along behind us, bringing our drinks before leaving only to return with a tray of food.
The stage in the center of the room had a stripper pole in it, and large soft couches were aligned along three of the walls. The fourth wall contained the large mirror that I knew gave Cecil a view from his office.
“Dance for us, Madison,” he directed. “I’m going to get to know Judith here.”
Judith had been trying, without much success, to cover her breasts with her hands. Her skirt was twisted, almost falling from her hips, when Cecil sat next to her. Timothy and I sat on opposite couches. Timothy had wanted a good view of my wife, so it turned out I had a much better view of Cecil and Judith than he did.
Madison danced to R. Kelly’s Freaky In The Club, her body sensuously wrapped around the pole and she exposed her pussy to Timothy. Cecil worked on Judith.
“I think you like showing off your body,” he began. His lips were touching Judith’s ear, probably sending a warm tingling sensation directly to her clitoris. He was seated so Timothy did not have a good view. Besides, Timothy was distracted by Madison dancing right in front of him.
“Put your hands down Judith, let me see your breasts.” Judith slowly dropped her hands letting Cecil see how engorged her nipples were from excitement and from my wife’s sucking. I thought I could hear Judith’s soft moans.
“What about your pussy?” Cecil asked. “I bet Madison got you all dewy, didn’t she?”
Judith tried to look at her husband, but Cecil’s body blocked her view. Finally, she looked back at him and answered, “Yes.”
By this time Cecil was running his hand under her skirt, and Judith’s legs separated for him. When Judith caught her breath and slouched further down on the couch her legs spread wide, I knew Cecil had his hand on her cunt.
Madison had climbed down from the stage and was rubbing her boobs on Timothy’s face when Judith cried out, “Oh god.” Now he could see that Cecil had laid his wife on the couch and was running the head of his cock between the lips of her pussy.
“Hey… You can’t…” His protests were cut off by Madison pulling his hard cock out of his pants. It looked like he still wanted to say something, but Madison had straddled his lap and was sinking down on his erection. How could he protest when he was fucking his wife’s friend?
I didn’t think Judith had ever seen a cock as big as Cecil’s. At least, judging from her reaction as he spread her pussy open with the giant, mushroom shaped head. As he pushed inside, she wailed in pleasure.
Madison wouldn’t let Timothy come. She kept him on the edge, while allowing him to watch his wife being fucked like she never had been before.
I was ignored. It was humiliating, my wife was fucking a man we knew right in front of me. At the same time his wife was having the experience of her life at the hand of my wife’s lover. Or perhaps I should say, at the cock of my wife’s lover.
Judith wailed through a series of orgasms, and by this time was fervently kissing and hugging Cecil. If anything, Madison was showing her jealousy by giving Timothy the best sex I think he’d ever had.
My cock was throbbing in my pants, but there was no way I was pulling it out. I wasn’t part of the action. I was just there to be demeaned by my wife and her lover.
After Judith came for the final time, Cecil lay on the couch, and Madison climbed on his hard cock. I wasn’t sure how the big thing would fit inside her, but she took it with ease before beckoning Timothy over to fuck her in the ass.
I watched in shocked disbelief, my erection threatening to explode in my pants, as Timothy pushed his cock into Madison’s ass while she had Cecil’s massive cock in her pussy. In Timothy’s haste he seemed to bend his cock in half before finally pushing through her resistance.
Madison was looking at me, but I don’t think she saw me. She seemed to be rolling from one huge climax to another. I’m sure her shrieks of satisfaction could be heard in the club itself.
Judith finally noticed me and made her way to the couch I was sitting on. “Let me help you, Ryan,” she said trying to get my pants undone. I patted her head and thanked her before standing and walking out the door. My wife’s bellows followed me down the short hallway.
If I hadn’t known it before, I knew it now. Madison belonged to Cecil.
I saw Rocky on my way out to my pickup truck. One minute I was walking with the keys in my hand, ready to unlock the door, and the next minute I was on my back on the cracked asphalt of the alley.
“I’m going to kill you if you come close to my woman again,” the bastard was strong, and he had a muscular forearm on my throat.
“She’s my wife, you asshole,” I managed to squeak.
“Not anymore, she’s mine now. Cecil thinks she’s his, but he’s wrong,” Rocky sounded normal, except for the insanity coming out of his mouth. “Once I take care of him, she’ll be mine.”
The man was telling a cop he planned to kill someone. I suppose his confession wouldn’t matter if the cop he confessed to was dead.
“Okay… okay, Rocky. She’s yours. I don’t give a shit anymore,” I squeaked with the air left in me, my vision was starting to narrow.
Rocky sat back in surprise, allowing me to draw a large breath. “You’re full of shit, no way you’re just giving up.”
“Do you know what she’s doing right now?” I asked. “Cecil and Timothy, the little weasel lawyer, are fucking her at the same time, in the VIP Room.”
“So?”
“I’ve had enough, I haven’t slept with my wife in months and in the meantime, she’s banging Cecil two or three times a day. You can have her,” I almost meant it.
Rocky stood, leaving me spread on the ground. “Don’t come back.”
Silently I thought, ‘don’t come over the bridge.’
 



Chapter 14
When I saw Madison a few weeks later I was shocked by her appearance. She’d lost weight, there were rings around her eyes, and her nose seemed to be permanently red and irritated. There were fading marks around her wrists and her ankles, as though she’d been tied up.
“Are you sick?”
“Leave me alone, Ryan,” she said, weakly. But she didn’t protest when I put my hand on her forehead.
She’d come home after being with Cecil and Rocky continuously. I thought I knew what the problem was.
“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked.
“No, I don’t want to talk about it.” We sat in silence, still except for my trips to the kitchen to provide her with ginger ale. She drank it greedily.
“I don’t know what to do,” she spoke so softly I wasn’t sure at first that she’d said anything at all. “I was just enjoying...All I wanted to do was expose myself… It’s gotten out of hand. Tell me what to do, Ryan.”
“I can’t tell you what to do. I’m not even sure we’re married anymore.”
Madison looked surprised. “I love you, I thought I was doing what you wanted me to do. I know you got off on it.”
“I did, I still do, I guess I’m as confused as you are,” I said.
“Would you like me to come home?” Madison looked hopeful.
I was behind the one-way mirror in the station; Cecil and two other cops were in the interview room. Cecil had sat behind the locked door for two hours before anybody even told him why he was there.
There was the usual back and forth before the first serious question from Detective Halpin. “Who’s Mary Ann Chowder?”
“Never heard of her,” Cecil replied, his Irish accent laid on thick.
Another round of back and forth, before Murphy had had enough. “She worked for you, she lived with you, if you don’t tell us the truth, we’re arresting you for her murder.”
“Lawyer,” that’s all Cecil had to say. Well, he did ask to go to the bathroom and for coffee, it would be a few hours before he got them. It took time to find his counsel.
“Cecil likes it rough,” Madison said. Her eyes, usually so bright, seem to have dulled.
“He tied you up,” I should have come clean to her. I should have told her about Mary Ann Chowder. Madison just stared at the wall. “Sometimes when he fucks me, he puts his hands around my throat. Maybe he wouldn’t always use his hands.”
A tear was running down her cheek. She was staring at the wall, her head held high. “He enjoyed it, the more I struggled the more he liked it. I was afraid he’d kill me, and then he’d be able to come.”
Madison shrugged as more tears ran down her cheeks. She gave no indication she knew she was crying; she was still staring at the wall.
“What kind of drugs?” I asked.
“I’m leaving,” Madison said standing.
“I don’t want to be at your autopsy. I was at the last girl’s; I won’t be at yours.”
Madison sat heavily and turned to stare at me. “Buffy… er, Mary Ann?”
“Yes.”
Madison let out a long deep breath, “So, she is dead.”
“You’ll need to speak to the other detectives,” I said. “I’m involved, but I can’t interview you.”
Madison blew her nose; I knew she was crying now. “It’ll all come out. Everybody will know about us.”
“I’ll lose my job,” I said. “But we need to know.”
“I’ll try to leave you out,” Madison said. “We were breaking up; you didn’t know what I was doing.”
“What about Judith and Timothy?”
“Oh, shit.”
Cecil sat alone with his lawyer for almost an hour before they said they were ready for us. I made my way into the booth to watch through the one-way mirror. Cecil’s attorney turned out to be Timothy, Judith’s husband. My wife’s ass-fucker.
Before the interview could start, I buzzed for Halpin. When he joined me I told him how I knew Timothy. He was the only person who knew the whole story of Madison and me.
Halpin stood next to me looking through the mirror at the three of them, his hands in his pockets as he thought. “This puts us in a tough spot,” he said. “We’ve got witnesses to Cecil fucking Mary Ann, but I was hoping to have a witness other than you to Cecil’s fucking a nonemployee.”
 



Chapter 15
We worked with the police across the border, we didn’t always have the best relationship with them, and this time was no different. Eventually we were able to get warrants for Cecil’s private office at the club. We already had warrants for his home on our side of the river.
I wasn’t in on the search; it was headed up by Murphy and a forensics team. The foreign police were very careful that only Cecil’s desk and filing cabinet were searched. His home on our side of the river was torn apart.
Three interesting items were uncovered. The first, in his safe at his home, was a lot of money. By the time it was all counted out Cecil had been sitting on close to $1,000,000 in cash, along with American and Irish passports.
The second item, also found in his safe in his home, was a USB drive. Once our IT guy was able to get in, we uncovered a series of videos taken of girls from the club. In most, Cecil was just fucking them. In a few, the girls were tied. The most interesting one showed Mary Ann Chowder bound while she was fucked by Rocky. The ball gag and hood he put on her before he started made it impossible to tell if she enjoyed it. Judging by the movements of her body, I’d guess she didn’t.
This sent the investigation in an entirely new direction. Rocky hadn’t been a part of it before, now we had to look at him. Especially since we had a video of him with Mary Ann. At the time Rocky had attacked me I’d prepared a report and put it in the file. It was suddenly deemed to be important.
The third item, found in Cecil’s office, was a note. Normally it would’ve attracted almost no attention. The note was unsigned, but the message was provocative.
Madison is going to be complicated because of her cop husband. Let’s get her to your house and see how she takes to some discipline.
Cecil and Timothy were just sitting when I walked into the room. Their eyes widened, Timothy began to grin and stand before he remembered himself.
“You, I should have figured,” Cecil said.
“Shut up Cecil,” Timothy was in lawyer mode.
I went through the whole routine of introducing myself, making sure our interview was taped, and restating the warning Cecil had already been given.
“We have some questions for you Cecil,” I said.
“Ask them through me, Ryan,” Timothy said.
“Okay, first off, do you usually keep a large amount of cash on hand?” I asked.
“I don’t see how that’s relevant,” Timothy answered.
“It might not be, at least to us. We’ll probably make a routine notice to the IRS and impound the cash because of its suspicious origins,” I said. It was a bargaining chip, I just wanted Cecil to know I had it.
“Was that part of your warrant?” Timothy was rustling through the papers in front of him. “Damn, that’s a broad search warrant.”
“You had an interesting USB jump drive. We can play some of it for Timothy,” I said.
“Let’s save that, just tell me your point,” Timothy said.
“Mary Ann was found with marks indicating she’d been tied up and had been roughly used for sex. The USB has clips of you having sex with tied up women,” I said. “When you are done, they might have looked like Mary Ann.”
Timothy looked at his client before looking back at me. “That’s interesting, but it doesn’t connect for me.”
Timothy wasn’t being the hard ass he could have been.
“There’s also a clip of Mary Ann,” I said looking directly at Cecil. “In the clip she’s tied up.”
Cecil looked surprised when he blurted out, “I was never with her!”
“Careful, Cecil,” Timothy said, and then to me, “Was Cecil in the clip?”
“No, Rocky was.”
“That fucking Rocky! I never trusted that fuck. I knew he was fucking someone behind my back,” Cecil was agitated.
“You’re saying Rocky was the only one who was with Mary Ann?”
“Yes, he had a thing for her. He was always developing crushes. One of the women would turn him on and he’d develop a thing for her. It’s hard to explain, he’d go nuts for the girl. Totally insane. But the one he had on Buffy, excuse me, Mary Ann was the most intense.”
“Her club name was Buffy?” I asked.
“Yes, I hadn’t heard her real name in more than a year.” It was a weak excuse for lying to us.
The speaker built into the ceiling squawked and a tinny voice asked me to come into the squad room. When I arrived Murphy and Halpin were making plans to sit on Rocky’s house. They wanted to make the arrest on this side of the border.
I went back into the interview room and told Timothy that his client was free to go, but we might have more questions for him later. In the meantime, we didn’t see any rush to talk to the IRS or to return the cash. If he were to warn Rocky we would, of course, seize the cash immediately for the police department budget.
Cecil just smirked at me. “What if I’m not in a big rush to return your wife?”
Timothy jerked around to confront his client. “I’m not going to pretend I didn’t hear that.” It was clear Cecil had gotten the message.
“Madison isn’t complicated,” I told him. “She’s done with the club, and she’s done with you. Are we clear?”
We were standing so close the badge on my belt was poking him. “Okay, you win. Just remember this when it comes time to decide about that money, I’m going to fire her as soon as I get back to the club.”
“That’s a good plan,” I patted him on the back.
“I don’t understand,” Madison said. “Cecil fired me. He had my stuff in his office, and he told me to get out. He even had two of the bouncers ‘escort’ me to my car.”
“I love you, Madison,” I said.
 



Chapter 16
“I love you, too, Ryan,” she answered. “But I’ve changed. I’m not the same woman you were married too.”
“I know what you are and what you’ve done, I don’t care. I love you,” I answered.
“You need to listen to me Ryan,” Madison was staring into my eyes. “I liked it. I liked dancing naked and having men gawk at me. I liked going to work not knowing who I’d be fucking, or how many cocks I’d be sucking. Something’s wrong with me, Ryan. I’m a nympho or something, and I don’t want to change.”
“Are you going to divorce me?” I asked.
The look on Madison’s face changed. “I’d never do that, Ryan. But you should divorce me.”
“I’ll never do that either. But I have a plan that may just work for both of us,” I said.
“How could you have a plan?” my wife was laughing at me.
“Remember who introduced you to Cecil and encouraged you to work there,” I reminded her.
“You had no idea how it would go,” Madison said.
“True, only because I had no idea how far you’d take it. But I knew you were going to dance for Cecil, and I was pretty sure you’d get fucked. And, you know what else I knew?” I asked.
“What else did you know?”
“I knew I had a hardon from the time we got in the car to drive to Cecil’s club.”
Madison stared at me. “Do you still get turned on at the idea of my fucking some other guy?”
“How about if you check out your surprise in the bedroom?” I suggested.
Madison’s gaze shifted to the stairs leading up to the bedrooms, as if looking at the stairs could tell her something.
“What did you do?” she seemed nervous as she climbed the stairs.
“Leave the door open,” I ordered while making myself comfortable on the couch.
“Randy and David!” followed by the sounds of kissing and clothing being thrown as each piece was carelessly removed.
My wife groaned as they fucked her. Randy had always been able to excite Madison, ever since the first time when they’d sneaked away during a homeowner’s party. I don’t know which man my wife enjoyed the most.
“Oh god…oh god…I’m going to cum for you Randy…are you ready to cum inside me? My wife was having an orgasm and I was jacking off listening to her. It was one of the best times we’d had together.
Later, after she drained David, too, Madison curled up with me on the couch and stroked my aching hardon. “You didn’t cum?”
“No, I couldn’t. At least not without holding you.”
“I have to show you some things,” I told my wife. It was later and we were sitting on the same couch, our passions temporarily spent. An unopened three-ring binder was on the coffee table in front of us.
“What kind of things?” Madison asked.
“Police things regarding the murder of Mary Ann Chowder,” I told her. “I shouldn’t be showing this to you, but you deserve to know.”
For the next two hours I walked Madison through the case against Rocky, along with the lesser case against Cecil. Madison asked a few questions but mostly sat in silence until I showed her the autopsy pictures.
“Oh shit, Ryan. They did that to her and then just dumped her? I think I’m going to be sick.”
“Mostly it was just Rocky, but Cecil procured the women,” I pointed out.
Madison was already running for the stairs. I walked up behind her to hold her hair while she was sick.
“I was next, they were already tying me up. Rocky liked to choke me, it got him off,” Madison explained. “He made me pass out once. If he hadn’t climaxed then, I could have died.”
I felt sick, too.
“I heard from Cecil today,” it was a beautiful Saturday morning. Madison had been working in an office for the last three months and saving herself just for me. We were both getting a little ‘restless.’
“What did he want?” I asked. My heart was pounding, and I had a hard time finding enough breath to talk to her.
“El Aranas is giving him enough money to start a new club. The other guys don’t care what us yankees want, as long as they can count on guys spending money,” Madison said into her coffee cup.
“What did you say?” I found myself kneeling by her chair.
“Such a big, strong, cop,” my wife said as she looked down at me and ran her fingers through my hair. “I told him I wasn’t interested and that I only wanted my loving husband.”
My face must have shown my relief.
“And I told him I’d love to fuck him again. How about tonight? He agreed so…I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!
Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!
Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!
Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?
 
 
Katie’s Hotwife Awakening
Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”
 
Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand?
 
 
Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening
Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”
 
Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies. Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy wife gleefully cuckolds him again!
 
 
Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story
 
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. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?
 
 
A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal
 
After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!
 
 
Brianna's Hotwife Offering
 
Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?
 
 
Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife
 
Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.
 
 
Sex Addict Hotwife
 
Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?
 
 
A BBC Bull’s Tale
 
By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?
 
 
My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures
 
Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge
Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge
Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang
Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle?
 
 
My Smutty Hotwife Confessions
 
Brooke is an innocent when she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy, exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black boss.
 
 
My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang
 
Beverly tells us how her husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the guest of honor at another special party.
 
 
Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1
 
These three sexy hotwives have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my favorite books available at one time.
 
 
Hotwife Voyeur Resort
Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”
 
When Bill and Mary discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?
 
 
The Sybian Explosion
Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”
 
The Hotwife Resort was the most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride on the wild side while her husband watches!
 
 
Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife
Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”
 
When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!
 
 
Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife
Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”
 
Gorgeous Tania has just discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania escape before she’s ravished by all of them?
 
 
Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife
Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”
 
When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be rescued?
 
 
The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale
 
An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men?
 
 
Truth or Dare
Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”
 
The no-holds-barred Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back?
 
 
Hotwife Karina: Shared
 
Michael’s new job just has one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again. How can he manage to win her back again? 
 
 
Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss
 
I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?
 
 
Corrupting The Innocent Bride
 
Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive?
 
 
The Ambitious Hotwife Newscaster
 
We know who Savana is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants is the man she married.
 
Please visit my blog for even more fun at https://thomasrobertsauthor.com
Don’t forget to leave a review!
 
== << || >> ==
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