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Chapter One


"You've got to be shitting me!" I slammed my hand against my steering wheel.  Fuck my life. I turned the key in my ignition again, and the engine wheezed and sputtered, but refused to start. My body collapsed back into my driver's seat, and I glared out the window at the pink and green sign outside the Crispy Confections Donut Shop. 
For a moment, I considered eating every donut in the box on the passenger seat. Or getting out, taking off my skirt, and thumbing for a ride. I did have nice hips, after all. But no one gave rides to strangers anymore. Even curvaceous damsels in distress. How am I going to make it in time? I bought the donuts for a presentation I'd been preparing for over the last week. The presentation of my life. If I landed the contract, I'd score a commission my husband and I desperately needed and a solid chance of getting promoted. I closed my eyes and sighed. But that's fucked now.
A police car pulled up in the empty spot next to my car, and a muscular officer climbed out. His pants clung to his tight bubble butt as he walked up to the door of Crispy Connections. Nice ass. I rolled my eyes at myself. My mind was just looking for distractions to escape my shitty reality, but I had no business ogling men's asses. Especially police officers. I was late for my sales presentation, and I was married! 
My head flopped to the side like a rag doll’s. Then I furrowed my eyebrows. He left it running? And open? I recalled times I'd seen squad cars barreling down the street with their sirens blazing, weaving through traffic lights while the rest of humanity stopped for them. Must be nice. I'd always suspected they might just be eager to get home for dinner. No one questioned where they’re going and why they had their lights on. No one of importance, anyway. Just me.
And then a thought occurred to me. 
A crazy, insane idea. 
I bit my bottom lip as I looked down at my box of donuts. Naomi, this is a horrible idea.
[image: image-placeholder]Ok, I did it. Sue me. Except you'd have to get in line behind the city of San Diablo. Which is how I ended up sitting at a kitchen table with the only attorney in town willing to even talk to me about my case. Turns out, if you steal a police car, you're kinda fucked, and no one in their right mind wants to defend you. 
No one except this guy.
He thumbed through a large file and read each page with care. An eyewitness testimony to me climbing into the police car and driving off. A sworn statement from the hunk of an officer whose car I stole. A copy of a warrant for my arrest. Yeah, I'm winning at life.
A picture of the attorney, his wife, and a group of bikers hung on their kitchen wall. Made sense. Apparently, those are the clients Mr. Truelove takes. The ones nobody else will touch. Still, I was grateful.
"Mr. Truelove..."
"Please, call me Grant."
"Grant, I can't thank you enough for talking to me. Everyone else treated me like I had covid."
He continued to eye the papers with a smirk. "Well, you have become a bit of a local celebrity."
His firm didn't want him to take my case, but he did anyway. God knows why.
"I'm afraid I don't have any money, Mr... err... Grant. I lost that contract and my job." I dropped my face into my hands. "I'm apparently the most unemployable person in California now. My husband's having to take a second job to pay our bills, and the crazy thing is, he's not even mad. I'm furious at me." 
"Well, don't worry about the money. I'm taking you on pro bono."
The space behind my eyes prickled, and I fought back the tears. "Thank you so much. But why are you helping me?"
Grant Truelove grinned and looked past me to his wife who stood in the kitchen doorway. "A little birdie told me I should." He folded up the file and got up. "I'll be back in a minute."
As he exited, he kissed his wife on the cheek. Once he was gone, she came and sat down across from me. 
"Are you the little birdie?" I asked.
She nodded with a grin. “Tweet tweet.”
"But why?"
Mya Truelove watched her fingers draw circles on the kitchen table. "I read your story."
I sighed. "I don't know what I was thinking."
"Yeah, I know."
She sat up, folded her arms on the table, and locked eyes with me. "Naomi, I had a sister once. She meant the world to me. Seven years ago, she was in the wrong place at the wrong time."
A lump formed in my throat. "I'm sorry to hear that."
Mya's eyes stayed fixed on me, unblinking. "She was there because she was like you. So spirited. So spontaneous." She took a deep breath and looked back down at the table. "And I have a feeling about you. A really strong feeling. I think Grant and I are supposed to help you."
"It sounds like I'm helpless."
Her eyebrows raised, and she nodded. "Maybe, but I have an idea. A crazy idea. Perfect for someone like you."
"I guess I have nothing to lose," I said.
She lowered her voice. "I'm going to tell you something I don't tell many people. You can't share this with anyone."
And in a million years, I'd never have guessed it would be the mind-blowing thing she told me.




Chapter Two


On my drive home, my mind tossed back and forth, wrestling with the crazy idea Mya had proposed. I already knew what Sawyer, my husband, would say. He'd be thrilled. He'd been talking about something like this for years, especially while we had sex. The thought of me having sex with someone else thrilled him. I always brushed it off, not wanting to take the risk. Sure, it was a hot fantasy, but what if reality turned out to be much less fun? My marriage to Sawyer meant too much to me.  
But now, Sawyer was paying the price for my wild hairs – ones he hadn’t fantasized about. My situation looked pretty hopeless, and I’d exhausted all my ideas for fixing it. I kept thinking about something Mya said. "Naomi, I've learned two things in the last few years being a hotwife. First, I'd do anything for my husband. And second, I've got the most powerful force on the planet between my legs. And so do you."
I had to admit, I kinda thought I could pull it off. As crazy as it sounded, this plan of hers was tailor made for me. I'd done a lot of acting in high school and college, and I loved it. It's what drew me to sales. I was also a very sexual woman. But this… This would require the performance of a lifetime. 
I pulled into a gas station to get gas, and my eyes widened. A squad car idled at the pump, and out climbed the same handsome officer. The one whose car I stole. I yanked my wheel, turning swiftly towards the other side of the station. Fuck, what are the odds?
As I rolled my car up to a pump, I cocked my head to the side. "Actually, what are the odds of that?" I looked through the glass doorway of the convenience mart, tracking the location of the cop inside. Could this be a sign? I got out and hurriedly pumped gas into my car. Then I climbed back in and lowered myself in my seat, all the while keeping my eyes on the officer. 
When he went back to his car, I sat up and turned my car on. I gave him a few seconds lead time, then put my car in drive and followed him from a distance. This is probably so illegal. But strangely exciting. Like I was a spy in some movie. If he was going home and I followed him, I’d know where he lived. 
My phone rang, and I answered. 
"Hey, babe!" Sawyer's voice carried a surprising amount of cheer for a man who'd just worked two shifts. 
I whispered, "Hey, honey!"
"Why are you whispering?"
That's a good question.
"You know the cop whose... umm... car I stole? I'm following him."
He laughed. "Ok. And why are you doing that?"
"Well, I went and met with that attorney, right? And his wife has this crazy idea."
I swallowed hard. Even though I felt sure Sawyer would love Mya's idea, something about saying it out loud scared me.
"She thinks I should try to... umm... fuck my way through the trial."
Sawyer's voice turned into a low, lustful growl. "Mmmm, ok. Tell me more."
"She thought I should start with this officer, and just by dumb luck, I came up on his car tonight on my way home!"
The line went silent, and my cheeks warmed as I imagined all the possible reactions my husband might respond with. "Honey?"
"I was just thinking..." he said.
Oh dear, he’s sounding mischievous. "Mmm, hmm?"
"Well, if you're going to do this, we might as well have some fun while you're at it."
"What do you have in mind?"
"I have this fantasy. It's pretty wild, but then, that ship has sailed, right?"
My lips parted, and I grinned, bracing myself for whatever my husband had to say.
"And what is this fantasy?"
"Well, you're going to need a great costume, and I was thinking..."




Chapter Three


Officer Wilde parked in front of the Broken Promises pub. A week of stalking him gave me a pretty good idea of all his routes. His usual stopping places. His favorite hangouts when off duty. And this place topped them. It also took me a week to get up the nerve to make my move, but time was running out. My day in court approached. And after one last ditch effort to get a job failed, I had no other options. No company in town would give me an interview. My reputation as a thief preceded me.  
Officer Wilde liked to change into civilian clothes before coming here. Clothes that revealed his luscious build even more than his uniform. I wondered why. His squad car still gave away his identity. Maybe uniforms just weren't that comfortable.
I checked my makeup mirror to make sure the colored contacts were in place and that my blonde wig covered all my dark hair completely. "Looking good, Naomi...err. I mean, Cassandra," I said to myself.
I got out. As I walked up to the bar entrance, the black leather dress hugged my body and made that squishy, rubbing sound that only leather can produce. I always thought that sound gave off a whorish vibe. Perfect for the occasion. My matching "come fuck me" stilettos tapped at the pavement and pumped my calves, accentuating them. My legs and ass were my best features, so I dressed to maximize their seductive power, choosing a dress that came just below my ass cheeks. It showed a whole lot of thigh and gripped my ass like a hungry lover.  Time to bag me a cop.
Cigarette smoke floated in the air inside the bar and caught the caress of red and blue neon lights being cast from various liquor signs on the walls. Loud music streamed from a jukebox near the dance floor and mixed with the loud commotion of drunk people trying to talk over each other. An occasional girlish squeal of laughter cut through the vibrant hum of noise. For this officer to hear me, I'd need to either yell at him or get very close to his ear. The latter sounded like the better strategy. 
I spotted him sitting in a corner, his back to the wall, sipping on a beer and surveying the crowd. Even off duty, he appeared to be on guard. Rather than walk straight up to him, I decided to give him an eyeful first, so I went over to the side of the bar nearest him, leaned against it, and talked to the bartender. While I did, I pushed my ass out to catch the officer’s attention. When I finished my pretend conversation and straightened up, I caught him looking. Maybe he’s an ass man.
He looked away, towards the wall, as if there was something to see there. I approached, and his Adam's apple bobbed up and down. I grinned. Being in sales taught me how to read people. All big and muscular, but I've already got you on the hook, officer. 
I called out just loud enough for the noise of my voice to catch his ear, but hopefully not loud enough to be understood. "It is an interesting wall." 
He turned to me and recoiled a bit, failing to keep his eyes from traveling down my body. "What?"
I grinned at him and moved in close, leaning over and putting my mouth close to his ear. With a husky voice, I said, "That wall that you're studying is pretty flat. I wonder if you'd like to feast your eyes on something more curvy." I rested my hand on his shoulder, and as I straightened back up, I let my fingertips glide from his shoulder down his muscular arm. Then I turned in slow motion to give him a glance at my hourglass figure and my ass. My fingertips trailed from his forearm, off his hand, and across the edge of his table as I made my way to the seat opposite him and sat down.
"Anybody sitting here?" I yelled.
He eyed me, pausing to consider his response. "No," he muttered. 
He motioned for me to lean in. I placed my hands on the table, stood, and leaned over it, getting within inches of his perfect jaw. "Yes, handsome?"
"If you're a prostitute looking for a trick to turn, I'm not interested."
I giggled, staying close to him. "I'm not a prostitute, but something about a man with a badge brings out my inner whore."
"I'm not wearing a badge."
Shit. I had to think fast. "I saw you pull up, handsome."
His eyes narrowed. "Do I know you? I feel like I know you somehow."
I put my hand on the warm skin of his neck, and looked into his eyes. "We don't know each other yet, pretty boy, but I was hoping to fix that."
His Adam's apple bobbed again, and his eyes glistened, giving away his thoughts. Fear, desire, struggle with conscience. 
"It's ok, Officer. I'm good at keeping secrets. And I have a fantasy I'm just dying to live out. How about you?"
I massaged his neck and kept my eyes locked on his. 
His voice cracked as he spoke. "What's your fantasy?"
I moved my hand around to the back of his neck and pulled him closer to me, placing my lips right by his ear and blowing my hot breath on his ear lobe as I whispered.
He let out a muffled chuckle. "Wow, you are a bad girl."
"So, what do you say? Wanna help a bad girl out?"




Chapter Four


I sat in the back of the squad car, my wrists handcuffed behind my back. Officer Wilde had taken the bait, pretending to arrest me for prostitution and escorting me out of the bar.  
"Is this the place?"
I looked up at the towering steeple to Our Lady of Perpetual Chastity. My rosary-swinging neighbor, Karen, attended this church. She had become a good friend over the years, but she still had no idea about this part of me. Heck, I didn’t know about this part of me. I had a dirty mind, yes, but to think I’d be doing this? 
"This is it!" 
"It's a good thing it's late," he said. He pulled his squad car around to the back of the church, away from the street and backed it into a place along the edge of the lot under some trees and facing the church. A wooden fence surrounded that part of the property, giving us just enough privacy to have a chance at getting away with this crazy stunt. My heart fluttered in anticipation. Even though I was flexing my acting muscles, pretending to be someone else, and doing it all to try to clear my name, I did find the officer hot. And knowing I was about to pull off one of my husband's fantasies made the whole thing so much hotter.
Officer Wilde opened the back door and pulled me out by the shoulder. "This is what we do to whores," he growled. 
Not bad acting yourself.
He bent me over the hood with my wrists behind my back. "Stay here." Then he reached inside the car. The lights came on and painted the space around me with flickers of red and blue. 
A rush of adrenaline sprayed through my skull, giving me a lightheaded euphoria. Someone’s going to see us.
Next to my head, Officer Wilde placed a large, flat metal hook onto the edge of the car hood, just below the windshield. He attached a long thick strap with metal loops to the hook and laid them down in front of my face. Then he unlocked one of the cuffs, picked me up like a feather weight, and set me down on my back. The cool metal of the hood chilled my skin through the dress, causing my nipples to harden. He stretched my arms up over my head, re-cuffed my free wrist, and grabbed hold of my hips. As he pulled my body down the car hood, the cuffs pulled tight with a clanking sound and stretched my shoulders. 
"Owww," I whined. 
"Shut up, whore!" he growled. 
Heat swelled in my chest and flowed up my neck. Even though we were both role-playing, being handled so roughly by such a strong man gave me a thrill. I felt just a little like a real whore. Someone this hunky cop would treat like a toy to be used. Like a criminal about to be punished. I craned my neck up and saw the cuffs threaded through the loop and the strap pulled tight, holding me hostage against his hood.
"What are you going to do to me?" I cried.
"Make you pay for your crimes, whore."
My pussy clenched, and moisture seeped out of it, dampening my tiny thong. My excitement over the situation surprised me. There I was, a married woman, about to fuck someone else. And, of all people, a cop on the hood of his squad car, parked behind my friend's church. If someone had told me a year ago that I'd be doing this, I'd have laughed at the ridiculousness of the idea, but there I was. Something about my situation had liberated me. I had already lost my reputation. Lost my job. And the only thing I had left to lose - the most important person in my life - had come up with this whole idea. In the strangest way, I felt so free and easy, and my body responded with animalistic intensity. 
From the other side of the tree-line and fence, a dog barked, perhaps alerted by the flashing lights coloring the leaves of the trees overhead. The sound of a car whooshing down the street behind us made my heart skip a beat. If they only knew.
Officer Wilde hooked his thumbs under the dress and pushed it over my hips and up my body. Then he grabbed the thong and ripped it down my legs, causing the skin on my thighs to sting. His strong hands gripped my knees and pushed them apart, exposing my bare pussy to the night sky. The air tickled my engorged labia and sent a shiver of want up my spine. I thought about the cool metal of the hood pressed against my ass - how filthy it probably was - and it made me feel even dirtier. Even more like a whore. My pussy throbbed. 
He placed a finger at the base of my opening and slipped it up in between my wet folds. It glided easily through them, coated by my juices. "Look how wet you are, whore!" Grabbing hold of one my ankles, he lifted my leg up, giving him access to my ass. The flashing lights cast a flickering blue and red glow on my bare leg and hooker heel held above the rest of my body. The sight mesmerized me for a split second, but the sharp sting of his hand spanking my ass cut through the reverie. 
"Owww!" That wasn't acting. The burn radiated through my skin and caused my pussy to tingle. My mouth fell open as the ripple of heat ran up into my core and caused my hard nipples to swoon. His rough treatment continued to stir me. The sense of being objectified and lusted after. Of being treated like a thing to be used. Why is this so hot to me?
"Whore pussy that’s wet with need to be fucked!" he snarled. Then he spanked me again. And again. The sharp sting gave way to an intoxicating, almost hypnotic buzz. All the chatter in my mind grew quiet in the fire of that sensation on my ass. And only one thought remained. I am a whore. 
He released my ankle and let my heel drop back to the hood. The buckle of his belt clanged, and his shorts made a shuffling sound against his skin. I rolled my spine, pressing back against the hood and lifting my pussy towards the sky - my body craving to be penetrated. 
He let out a throaty chuckle as he wrapped his hands under both my thighs, again pulling my spine tight. The warm head of his cock grazed my sensitive labia, slipping just inside them and moving up and down. Having dipped his cock in my wetness, he pulled it out and stroked my inner lips with it, spreading it all over them. Office Wilde hissed through his teeth, "look at this hungry whore pussy!"
He slipped the head inside again, going deeper, and I moaned, "ohhh god!" It was the first time I'd had any other cock than my husband's since we met. The realization of crossing that line caused my chest to tighten, and my pussy clenched around the officer's head. I looked up at the church steeple behind him. I'm going to hell for this. My pussy clenched again. In spite of my guilt, my body relished the naughtiness of it all.
Officer Wilde pressed his hips into me, shoving his cock deep into my hole. It stretched me and set off a cascade of blissful lightning up through my core. 
"Fucckk," I groaned. 
He eased it back out, as if marking his territory, claiming every inch of my walls with the ridge of his cock pressed against them. The tightness and stimulation made my groin vibrate with a titillating tingle. Then he eased it back in. I thought about the fact that he wasn't wearing a condom. That he was taking my pussy bareback. Giving up my pussy raw to another man felt even more naughty, somehow. Letting him feel the exposed, tender flesh of my inner walls and feeling the contour of his bare cock head pressed against them. So wrong.
He repeated the slow, decadent motion, going in and out, stirring my insides with an escalating tension and pleasure. It rose like the mercury in a thermometer up my body, from my pussy all the way to my brain. As it did, my mouth loosened, and my moans grew louder. 
"That's right! Moan like the wanton whore that you are!"
Being called a 'whore' lit a blow torch to my arousal, magnifying it. My pussy tightened like a coil around his cock, and my ass cheeks flexed against the hood.
"Fuccck!" I howled. 
He continued to milk my lust, teasing my pussy with his slow dick torture. I jerked my wrists against the cuffs as if wanting to touch myself. He snickered with a sinister pleasure at my neediness. His voice simmered with lascivious angst. "You want to come, don't you?" 
I bit my lip and nodded my head, whimpering "mmm hmm."
"Because you're a filthy whore, yes?"
I nodded again, "mmm hmmm."
"Say it, whore," he growled.
I panted through my ragged breaths. "I want to come because I'm a whore."
He pressed his fingertips against the insides of my thighs, opening me wider as he slid his cock deeper into me.
"Louder! So the saints and angels behind me can hear you!"
My hips responded with a mind of their own, grinding up into his thrust so that he went balls deep inside me. An image of Karen entering the church wearing her Sunday best flashed through my mind, and it sent me over the edge. "Fuccck! I'm coming!"
He sped up his thrusts and started to pound my quivering pussy. "Say it, whore!"
The car bounced on its shocks under me, and my voice hitched from his pounding as I cried out. "I'm... coming... because... I'm... a whore!" My voice echoed across the parking lot. The neighbors definitely heard that. 
With each thrust, my ass ground back into the metal of the hood. His pubic bone slammed against my throbbing clit, and his cock pulverized my gushing cunt. "Oh, god, fuck me!" Heat spiraled out from my groin and rippled through my thighs and core. As it did, all the tension in my body unwound and split the atoms in my cells. My mind floated in the decadent rhythm of sensations and sounds. His cock plumbing me and stretching me along with the squeaking sound of his car as it recoiled under my body and his powerful thrusts.
Then he took hold of my leg and lifted it, continuing to pound me. As he did, his cock swelled inside me, creating a new rush of pleasure in my pussy. "Oh godd!" I howled. 
The head swelled so much, I could feel it plunging me, rubbing up against the walls of my hole. 
I nodded my head and whined against the night air, remembering the lack of a condom. As if possessed by need to sin under the shadow of that church steeple, I begged for the ultimate cherry on top of my infidelity sundae. "Cum inside me! Take this whore pussy!"
He grunted and started to howl. The anticipation of his explosion inside me took me over another edge, and I erupted in another orgasm. My pussy clenched around him, pulling him down with me. His hot seed sprayed the inside of my womb and filled me up, staining the chastity of my married cunt. He kept slamming into me, growling as he did. The warm ooze of our mixture began seeping out from the sides around his cock and trickling down my ass cheeks onto his hood. 
As if to make a final statement of his claim on my pussy, he pressed my lifted leg further back and ground his hips into my groin, pressing against my swollen nub and setting loose another ripple into my orgasm.
My body convulsed on his hood, and sweat poured from my scalp down the back of my neck. "Oh fucckk," I cooed. I floated in a sea of rapture, my spine vibrating internally from the aftershocks of my orgasm. 
He lowered my leg onto the hood, and his cock softened inside me. He stepped back, and the hot mix of his cum and my juices gushed out. I had no choice but to lay there in it, and something about it felt so sinful and electric. While I lay there in that ooze, he pulled up his shorts and buckled them. Then he went into the front cab and returned with his phone. I kept my legs spread open wide, listening to the sound of snapshots and blinking from the flash of his phone camera. 
My pussy throbbed as I thought about the pictures being on Officer Wilde's phone. It was part of Sawyer's fantasy. It also seemed like a nice touch to the overall plan. I was so happy when this cop agreed to all the details. Who would he show them to? How long would he keep them? And could they be used later as some kind of leverage? 
He unfastened the cuffs, releasing my wrists. A red, indented ring surrounded them where the cuffs had dug into the skin. 
"Sorry about that," he said. 
I looked up into his eyes and winked, "it's ok. I like them."
With the fires of his lust dying, this cop melted into a bit of a teddy bear. It almost made me feel bad for him, considering what I was about to do next.
"There's something I have to confess to you," I said.
He grinned, "I think the confessionals are closed." 
I reached for the wig and pulled it from my head. The sweaty mess of my long, dark hair cascaded down around my face and back onto the hood of his squad car. 
Office Wilde's eyes widened and his face turned pale. "Oh, shit!"




Chapter Five


"Fuck! I knew I knew you from somewhere!" He paced a few feet from me, running his hands through his hair. Then he pointed a trembling finger at me. "This was all a fucking setup!" 
I sat up, pushed my ass off the car, and slinked over to him with our juices running down my inner thighs. His neck muscles tensed as I ran my hand across his chest. "Now, now. Don't say you didn't enjoy it."
He brushed my hand away and stepped back. "I can't believe I fell for this!"
"I'm sorry I tricked you, but after I rode in your fast squad car, I just had to know what it would be like if you rode me on the hood."
He shook his head and gasped. "I'm going to be seeing you in court in a week. I have to testify against you!"
"I quite liked the way it felt having you up against me, Officer." I pressed my tongue into my cheek as I smirked. This plan of Mya's was unfolding beautifully, and I loved the feeling of power I had in that moment. After feeling stripped of everything, it was nice to feel a bit of control.
He hung his head into his palm and muttered against it. "You are fucking crazy."
"Crazy for your cock, Officer Stud Muffin."
His hand dropped to his side. "Could you just stop with the cute quips? Are you trying to blackmail me?"
I pursed my lips and shook my head with an exaggerated pout. "I wouldn't be a very nice whore if I tried to blackmail a police officer, now would I? No, I just really wanted to fuck a sexy cop."
He glanced at me, his eyes again betraying a softness under his guarded edge. "Really? You really just wanted to fuck me."
"Well, a girl might appreciate a ride back to the bar."
His body softened, and he allowed a cautious smirk onto his face. His eyes still searched me for some clue as to my intent. My heart warmed for him. He wanted to believe me, and a part of it was true. I did enjoy fucking him, and I'd enjoy it even more when it came time to tell Sawyer everything. At least, I hoped so. 
"I suppose I can do that," he muttered. He looked at his car, his shoulders still fallen from his state of shock. "Front seat or back?" he asked.
I slipped past him, opened the front passenger door, and climbed in.
He got behind the wheel, turned off his lights, and eased the car out of the parking space. I slipped my hand up onto his shoulder and caressed his neck with my fingertips. "Thanks for showing this whore a good time, Officer. Did you enjoy it?"
He cut his eyes to the side at me, unable to speak. They glimmered, almost as if he wanted to cry. 
"It's ok. You don't have to admit it. Your cum running out of my pussy right now says you had a good time."
He returned his eyes to the road and sighed.
"And really, I don't expect any favors from you, Officer Wilde. But if you found it in your heart to go easy on a bad girl like me when she has her day in court, that bad girl might have to find a way to thank you later."
He said nothing. And He didn't have to. His Adam's apple bobbed again.




Chapter Six


Sawyer sat in his favorite armchair. His fingers were interlaced in front of him and his legs crossed. Heat rushed to my earlobes as I stepped into the warm light of our den, and the sticky sensation of Officer Wilde's cum on my inner thighs and ass cheeks suddenly felt like needles in my skin. My voice cracked as I spoke. "You waited up for me?" 
He nodded his head, grinning with a devilish bend in his brow. He motioned for me to come to him. 
My heart raced. I don't know what I hoped for, but in that moment, I desperately ached for him to say something. Anything. To tell me he still loved me. That this crazy idea of his hadn't blown up in my face and destroyed our marriage. 
His energy gave me neither hope nor despair. It dangled me in a curiously erotic state of suspense. 
As I got closer, his hand reached out. It rested on my hip, and electricity passed from his fingertips, through the dress, and into my body. It shot like a lightning bolt up my spine, causing me to shiver. Then he slid his hand down to the hem of the dress. My mouth fell open, and I gasped to catch my breath. He drew ever closer to the evidence of my guilt. Proof that I had gone through with the plan, that I had committed adultery. I still didn't know what it mean for me. For us.
His eyes trailed down my body as he caressed my bare thigh with his hot hand and pushed the dress up. "So, I wonder what my wife ended up doing tonight?" 
I wanted to speak, but I couldn't. Fear paralyzed my throat. 
He rolled his hand over so that the back of it trailed across the front of my thigh, and he brought it inward, moving towards my shivering pussy. I pressed my thighs together in an involuntary last effort to hide my shame. 
"Spread them," he ordered.
I closed my eyes and obeyed. 
His fingers ran onto the sensitive skin of my labia and glided down to my opening. His voice grew stern and gritty. "Was my wife a filthy fucking whore tonight?" Then he parted my sloppy folds and inserted two fingers into the mess of my pussy. My mouth fell open, and I whimpered, "oh god." I swallowed hard as fire spread through my hips and up into my chest. There I stood, a woman stripped. Without a job. Unemployable. My reputation ruined. And at the mercy of my husband who was feeling the slippery evidence of my infidelity on his fingers. Even though the whole thing was his idea, I felt so guilty. So exposed. So vulnerable.
He stood, grabbed a fistful of my hair with his hand, and pushed me to my knees. "Suck my cock, whore."
I opened my eyes and took in the sight of the tight tent in his pants. I loved his cock more than I ever thought I could love a cock, and it chose me. In that moment, that erection proved one thing. At least his cock still wanted me. In fact, his cock loved the whore I had become. Our marriage might be over, but we were going to fuck. And my pussy ached for that. For him to take me and use me and treat me like the filthy slut I'd turned out to be.
I reached up for his belt and unfastened it. Then I unzipped his pants and pulled them down. His cock sprang out, fully erect, harder than I had seen him in a long time. The head flared in a purplish bell and the ridge extended out from the shaft. My mouth watered, and butterflies danced in my stomach. 
I glanced up at him as I took him in my hands. Leaning into his body, I moved my head to the base of his shaft and extended my tongue to graze the top of his balls. Then I swept up in a long, wet brushstroke against the underside of his throbbing vein. When I reached the top, I tilted my head to the side and opened my lips to cup underneath his shaft with them. With my hand pressing down on the top, I held his cock against my open mouth while I slid back down to the base, coating him with my saliva. 
He groaned, "Mmm, good little whore."
My chest swooned at the sound of his voice degrading me. I was his whore, and I was going to be the best little whore for him. My throat and lips vibrated as I hummed against his hot flesh, and my wet lips and tongue slipped along it, all the way back up to his swollen head. I passed up and down the bottom of his shaft like that several times, all the while staring up at him with submissive eyes. I wanted to worship that cock and show him my adoration. Show him my humble, exposed state as a cock-loving slut.
On the next pass to the top, I straightened my body up and turned my head down to enclose him inside my mouth. He groaned and took hold of my hair again. With my hand encircled around the base of his shaft, I began bobbing down and back up, my mouth open and drooling all over his rigid meat. 
"Suck that cock, little whore!" he growled. 
My nipples pressed against my dress, and my pussy pulsed with want. I enclosed my lips to increase the sensation for him and continued to slide the sleeve of my mouth up and down the shaft. 
He pulsed in my mouth, and the head tapped the back of my throat. His grip on my hair tightened, and he grunted like an animal. "When I start to cum, you're going to point it at your face and keep stroking it. Take my cum all over your face and wear the filth the way you deserve." 
Oh my god, yesss.
I sped up my thrusts on him, eager to milk him all over me just as he had requested. He pulsed again, and he stiffened to a granite hardness. "I'm about to cum," he snarled.
I popped my mouth off and looked right down the barrel of his gun. Taking my hand, I rubbed the slick coat of my spit up and down his shaft in furious fervor. I held my mouth open, hoping for some of it to hit my tongue. I wanted to taste him, and I wanted to present myself like a hungry cum drinking whore in his eyes. 
"Fuck!" he yelled. A hot rope exploded from the hole and splattered across my face. I moaned through my open mouth and kept stroking him. Yes, cover me in it, babe. Another rope shot out and stained my bangs and forehead. This was what I deserved. This is what I wanted. To be claimed and punished for the slut I'd been. I took my other hand and cupped his balls, gently caressing them to milk every last drop from them onto my face. He fired another white stream that landed on my lips, tongue and chin. I narrowed my eyes at him, nodding my head and keeping my mouth open for more. A fourth and fifth rope squirted onto my tongue and ran down my chin onto my neck. 
I felt so filthy and so whole. So free from being anything I was supposed to be. So light and carefree as his cum slut. 
I released him, and he collapsed back onto his chair, panting from the massive release of energy. His eyes softened towards me. While he watched me with a warm smile, I swallowed his cum and licked my lips. Then I crawled closer to him, taking his semi hard cock back into my mouth. While it melted back to a smaller, relaxed state, I caressed it, licking every inch and cleaning it with my tongue. 
He stroked his fingers through my sweaty hair. I laid my head on his thigh, his cock still in my mouth. This was my safe place. My home. 
"I love you," he said. 
"Mmmm," I hummed around his melted manhood. Then I let it slip from my lips. "Even though I'm now a filthy whore?"
"Yes. I didn't think it was possible, but I might even love you more now that you're a filthy whore. My filthy whore."
My pussy throbbed. While I ached for him to fuck me, it would have to wait. I'd sucked the life out of him, and I was quite proud of myself for that. His filthy whore.
"So, who is next in Mya's fuck-your-way-out-of-a-felony scheme?" he asked.
I giggled and looked up. "You're really ok with this?"
His eyes lit up. "Fuck yeah! This is hotter than anything I've seen even in porn. My wife is a fucking sex goddess!"
I blushed and dropped my eyes towards his lap. 
"Just be ready to fuck like teenagers, cause this shit makes me so hot for you," he added. "Think you can handle that?"
A smile erupted from my chest, spread across my face, and made my eyes twinkle. Heat rippled in my groin up into my core. I looked back up at him. "That sounds really good to me."
"Ok, so who's next?"
I furrowed my eyebrows with a wicked grin. "Next, I'm going after the prosecution."
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Chapter One


"Target sighted. I'll call you later."  
I hung up with my husband and tucked my phone into my fake designer bag. Then threw it over my shoulder, clothed with an imitation designer dress. With my wig and fake designer shades, I looked like one rich bitch. A woman might be able to tell the difference. I certainly could. But a man most likely wouldn't know. At least, I hoped not this man. 
The city had contracted Sam Blakely, the renowned attorney, to prosecute me, and they must have paid a pretty penny, because he'd won some high-profile cases in his career. Why they felt the need to bring the big guns after little Naomi Wang, I'll never know. But I now knew he took extra cream in his coffee and had little patience for baristas. That he wore expensive suits and had them tailored to fit his muscular form. 
I slipped into position, just behind him, waiting for him to turn around with his hot coffee. And I took a deep breath. Time to perform.
As expected, he turned and spilled his coffee all over the front of my dress.
"What the hell?!" I barked at him. 
His eyes widened, and he started to respond, but I cut him off.
"You should pay attention to where you're going, young man. If you worked for me, you'd be out on your ass." I locked my eyes into his with my best showdown stare. 
"Well, I don't work for you, and..."
"Of course, you don't! My employees have much better awareness of their surroundings and of people, in general. You obviously have your head up your ass."
"Excuse me, but I believe you were at fault for standing so close, and... What are you doing?" His mouth dropped open.
I pushed the dress off one shoulder and then the other, keeping my eyes locked on him as I shimmied it down my body. "I can't exactly stand here in burning hot coffee, now, can I? Again, clueless. Absolutely, clueless." 
His face flushed, and his hungry blue eyes dropped to my breasts. 
I reached out and slapped him across the chin, then pointed to my eyes. "Up here, clumsy!"
I fought back a grin at the seasoned courtroom bulldog having his tongue tied. His eyes darted to my left and right as if trying to avoid my body, and he ran his hand through his hair. 
I stepped closer to him so that my lips hovered close to his neck and lowered my voice. "I ought to sue you, but I can't find an attorney in this town worth a damn." My bra brushed against his suit lapels. "I'll give you one thing. You are handsome. Clumsy, but easy on the eyes."
He swallowed, glanced down at me, and his voice cracked. "I'm an attorney."
"What did you say?" I growled.
"You said you need an attorney. I'm... I'm an attorney."
"Hmmm." I walked around him, and his eyes followed me, sneaking a peek at my ass in my panties. A few other customers in the coffee shop stood staring with their eyes bulging, and one had pulled out their phone to video the spectacle. "I'm a woman with particular needs." My leg brushed against his, and he gasped. 
"Ok," he muttered.
"Have a business card, clumsy?"
He fumbled in his inside pocket and held it out. I snatched it from his hand. Holding it in front of me, I narrowed my eyes like a stern schoolteacher. "Samuel Blakely?" 
"Yes, ma'am," he replied, pushing out his chest. 
"I'll think about it. You owe me, you know?" I stared him in the eyes as I tucked his card under the cup of my bra. 
He watched it disappear and licked his lips. "Uh, yes. I'd like to make it up to you."
I pat him on the chest. "Good boy." Then I walked past him and out the side door, doing my best to sway my hips. Once outside, I glanced over my shoulder. He stood in the spot that I left him, eyes glued on my ass. 
And I blew him a kiss before walking away.




Chapter Two


It took a couple of days for the dry cleaner to save my dress, but they managed just in time for me to make my next move. I pulled the heavy mahogany door open and marched into Sam Blakely's law office, doing my best to act like I owned the place.  
An attractive woman with long, fiery red hair sat behind a large desk. "May I help you?" She eyed me up and down.
Shit. She's going to know these are fake. Quick, Naomi. Say something.
"Are you Sam's secretary?"
She narrowed her eyes at me. "I'm his legal assistant. His secretary called in sick today. And he's not in. What can I help you with?"
I pulled out Sam Blakely's business card and tossed it on the desk. "Your boss spilled his coffee all over me the other day and gave me that."
A grin formed on her face, and her mouth formed an "O". She leaned back in her seat and folded her hands against her luscious pink lips. "That was you?"
I smirked and nodded, cocking one eyebrow. 
She sat up and ran her hand across her cheek and down to her chest. "I gotta tell you, I've never seen him like that. He didn't even know your name."
I could only imagine what it must be like to work for Sam Blakely, and I sensed the perfect opportunity to bond with a woman over her trials and tribulations in the employ of a tyrant. A gorgeous tyrant.
I stepped up to the desk and rested a hand on it. "It's Cassandra. And what do you mean you've never seen him like that?"
She shook her head, looking down at the desk. "Well, Cassandra, I really shouldn't say, but... Let's just say that it's a rare person who can rattle Mr. Blakely. He's always so..."
"Asinine?"
She laughed. 
I went in for the kill. "I love what you've done with your hair, by the way. Is that your natural color?"
Her face flushed, and she put a hand up in it. "Yeah, it is."
"Oh my god, girl, you have gorgeous hair."
She giggled. "Thanks," she said, and bit her bottom lip. It made my pussy swoon, something I'd almost never felt for a woman. But this woman stirred me. Or stirred Cassandra. Acting out a role had a way of opening up all kinds of new possibilities.
I moved around to her side of the desk and leaned up against it. 
She watched me, and her eyes flickered with flames of desire. The hand on her chest slid up to the front of her neck and stroked it. As I got closer, her eyes widened, and she bounced in her seat. "Is that Coco Mademoiselle?" 
The only thing that's not fake. Sawyer had given it to me as a gift. The nicest thing he'd ever gotten me. 
"It is. Here, wanna smell?" I leaned in so that my neck was a few inches from her face. She leaned into me so close that her hot breath brushed on my skin. It sent a warm wave of electricity down my spine. Wow, I'm really turned on by this girl. For a split second, I paused on a precipice in my mind. I'd never been with a woman before. I'd never even considered I might like it. But there I was, turned on. And as Cassandra, I felt a bizarre license to try something new. 
She took a deep inhale and then moaned a lusty exhale. "Oh my god, that smells so good."
"I put it everywhere." I leaned back and winked at her. 
She giggled and her cheeks turned a bright crimson. 
"Hey, you never know when you're going to encounter an irresistible man. Or woman." 
Her eyes met mine, and her laugh faltered. She swallowed hard and glanced at my lips. Then she checked my eyes again, and her chest heaved with a labored breath. 
I moved in close to her, and her eyes locked on my lips. Then she closed her eyes.
And I kissed her.




Chapter Three


Her lips floated like flower petals across mine. So much softer than a man's. It sent a curious spark of pleasure dancing around the inside of my skull.  This is so naughty. And yet... It felt so innocent. So beautiful. My heart fluttered at the taboo and tenderness of it. I lifted a hand to her neck and caressed her warm, silky skin. 
She cooed under my touch, and that caused my pussy to pulse with want. We turned our heads to deepen the kiss, and our mouths opened to each other. The heat of her sweet breath warmed the skin around my mouth, and the soft scent of her perfume tickled my nostrils with a delightful floral essence. An electric gush washed into me from my nasal passages and swam around between my ears. 
She moaned into my mouth and lifted her hand to place it on my breastbone. Her delicate touch caused my skin to tingle. God, who knew a woman could do this to me? 
She slipped her tongue out into the space of my mouth. Just a tiny bit at first, as if to ask for permission. So tender. So feminine. I reached out with my tongue to meet her. This beautiful, sexy redhead. For a second, I felt guilty that she thought I was blonde. I had gorgeous brunette hair pulled tight into a bun under the wig, and who knows? Maybe she would prefer my decadent dark hair? 
The wet heat of her tongue against mine snapped me out of my mental chatter. Her tender brushes painted her intoxicating energy on the canvas of my tongue. With each stroke, the vibration in my body grew stronger. More intense. 
Moisture seeped out of my pussy and dampened my panties. I pressed my tongue deeper into her mouth, as if reaching for some divine nectar hidden deep in the chasm of her throat. 
She lifted her other hand so that both rested on the back of my neck, and she matched the depth of my reach into her so that our tongues lay long and flat against each other, trading a barrage of lustful sparks between them. Damn, I should have tried this sooner. Kissing a woman was the tits. 
Speaking of tits, mine felt heavy inside my bra, and my nipples pressed against the soft padding, aching to be freed. I took hold of one of her wrists and guided her hand across my shoulder to the wide collar of my dress. 
Following my lead, she slipped her fingers under it and slid it and my bra strap over my shoulder, exposing my bare skin. Her mouth left mine and moved down to my neck. She lapped at my skin with her tongue and caressed it with her lips. Fire shot from my tender flesh down into my chest. "Fucckk," I moaned. She'd found one of my most erogenous zones on my body, and she seemed to realize it. Her teeth grazed at the skin, and she panted against it as she moved a hand down from my neck to the small of my back. 
She slid her body off the chair, and we both descended to the floor behind the desk. I considered the risk of someone walking in, not that it would affect me. Not as much as her. But neither of us cared, and the feeling of reckless abandon, giving in to desire, made me drunk with lust. 
She continued to devour the space on my neck, sucking and licking it with animal hunger, and pulling my body into hers. 
The deluge streaming from my pussy had drenched the space between my thighs. I hissed in her ear, "I'm sooo wet." 
"Mmmm," she hummed against my neck. Her hand slid down my body to the hem of my dress. 
I nodded and groaned, "fuck, yesss."
Her fingers slid up the inside of my thigh, and I spread my legs, causing the dress to move up my hips. She pulled my panties to the side, and the air in the room tickled the sloppy wet folds of my engorged labia. Then she parted my lips, bringing moisture from my gushing hole up to my swollen nub. "Mmm, you are wet," she mumbled against my neck. 
She began drawing circles on my clitoris, and my hips clenched with ravenous approval. 
"Oh, god," I whispered. 
She chuckled and moved her caress down my neck onto my clavicle. My head fell back and rested on the floor while my chest arched up into the sweet torture of her passionate kisses. I had unleashed a tigress, and I suspected this wasn't her first time with a woman. That makes one of us. Somehow, though, I also suspected this would not be my last. This woman knew just how to touch me. 
The dance of her fingertip on my clit continued, and my abs tightened from the rising tension. I panted as I pressed my legs further apart. The insides of my thighs burned with wave upon wave of sensation that rolled up them and crashed upon my crotch. I ground my hips up into her assault, and my body started to shake. "Fucckkk!" 
I wondered how thick the walls were and if neighboring offices could hear. 
She didn't seem to be concerned. Her mouth moved further down and pushed the collar further down, exposing more of the flesh of my breast. With help from her free hand, the bra and dress surrendered and released my swollen nipple. She took it into her mouth, circling my areola with the tip of her tongue while she sped up the motions on my clit. 
The combination took me over the edge, and I wailed, "Oh my god, I'm coming!" My orgasm shot like a dozen bottle rockets out from my pussy into my legs and up my core. She kept circling as if to milk my orgasm to its utmost intensity until I became too sensitive. My whole body convulsed as swells of pleasure repeatedly wracked my frame. The exhilarating force of it spread through my chest, into my neck and into my brain. A laser light show frolicked against the backs of my eyelids while I shook. "Fucckkkk," I grunted.
Instinctively, she stopped teasing my clit when it became over-sensitized, and her caress of my nipple softened to an almost loving tenderness. Beads of sweat had formed on my forehead. This fucking wig is hot. I was sure I looked a mess, but I didn't care. 
Until I heard the heavy door on the other side of the desk slam, followed by the booming voice of a man.
"What the hell?!"




Chapter Four


The red-headed legal assistant jumped up, stood to her feet, and planted her hands at her side. Looking at the floor, she trembled, as if expecting to be struck.  
Oh, hell no. I had reduced Sam Blakely to a blabbering idiot once. I could do it again. 
Sitting up, I glared at him. "It's about time you showed up."
His head craned back on his shoulders. "You?" He looked at his assistant and back at me. 
"Well, what does it look like, numb nuts? Thankfully, your lovely assistant tended to me while I waited for your ass. At least one of you knows something about taking care of potential clients."
"Well, I..."
"Oh, spare me your excuses, Blakely." I walked over towards him, doing my best to control my legs wobbling from the aftershocks of my orgasm.
His eyes dropped to my exposed breast and then further down to my bare pussy lips that peeked from beneath the hem of my dress. His fingers rubbed together, and he took a step back. His hard cock formed a long bulging tent in the front of his pants that extended to his right, and it pulsed against them, lifting the tent further out with each throb of his meat.
"Yes, that's my pussy. Haven't you seen one before?" I quipped. Taking hold of his tie, I pulled his head down so that his ear was accessible to my mouth. My other hand slid down the front of his stomach to his crotch, and I traced the length of him with my finger. Breathing my hot breath on his earlobe, I hissed, "It looks like there may be at least one part of you that isn't entirely useless." Then I pushed him back, and he stumbled. Turning to his assistant, I asked, "You're quite skilled with a pussy. Do you have skills with a cock?"
She grinned and raised one eyebrow. "I have a versatile set of skills," she replied.
"Perfect," I said. Then I turned to Sam Blakely. His face had turned pale. Perhaps he knew where I was going. I lifted my finger at pointed to him. "Here's what's going to happen." Taking hold of his lapel, I led him over to the desk and backed him up against it. "Your assistant is going to be my assistant, and we are going to partake of your one redeeming asset." I dropped in front of him and unfastened his belt. Ripping it from the loopholes, I tossed it on the floor behind me. 
"Someone might walk in," he whimpered.
I flicked the bulge in his pants and barked at him. "Shut up, little toy!" 
His assistant joined me on the floor, kneeling beside me, and unzipped his pants. He opened his mouth as if to protest, but I glared up at him and pointed my finger again, halting any words that wanted to come out. While I held his gaze, I spoke out of the side of my mouth to the lovely redhead. "I didn't even get your name."
She giggled as she grabbed hold of the waistband of his pants and pulled down. "It's Ashley." Mmmm, that's a hot name. While I stripped Blakely of his shoes, she fondled his rod through his boxers. His head fell back, and he groaned in surrender. "Very good, little fuck boy. It'll be easier if you just accept your fate," I said.
Ashley brought her hands down to his thigh. He had nice, meaty legs. I imagined he might be a stallion when it came time to fucking me. I had the whole idea of what we'd do planned out in my head. Thank the goddess for Pornhub. Naomi would probably never have had the steel ovaries to pull any of this off, but Cassandra had stepped up to the plate and taken charge. At least, I felt better telling myself it was her and not me doing all this.
I slipped a hand up his thigh and under the hem of his boxers. His skin radiated heat, and he gasped as my fingertips grazed the taut flesh of his shaft. I chuckled and wrapped my fingers around it. "Mmmm, your cute little boss has a nice cock, Ashley." She giggled, and my heart skipped a beat at being able to create this situation for her. This man who had kept her on her toes all the time, now disarmed and under our spell. Things would be different for her after this. "I think we should inspect the merchandise," I cooed. 
I released him and turned my hand outward, hooking onto the waistband of his boxers. As I pulled it down, his cock sprang out like an inflatable tube guy outside a car dealership. Ashley's eyes widened, and she bit her bottom lip. I winked at her. "I guess we know where he gets all that big dick energy now, don't we?" Then I looked up at him and slapped his cock with my hand. "But little boys with big toys need to learn their manners." When it swung back towards my hand, I grabbed it and raised up on my knees. Spitting on it, I used my fingers in a circle around him to lube up the head and shaft. Then I lowered my head and opened my mouth onto it. 
When his swollen head passed the boundary of my lips, he cried out, "oh goddd!" My laugh unleashed a guttural moan through my lips that vibrated his cock. Pushing the circle of my forefinger and thumb down to the base of his shaft, I began devouring him like a bomb pop, running my tongue along the shaft on my way down to the base and sucking on the way back up to the swollen head. At the top, I swirled my tongue around the head. Then I placed the enclosure of my lips just over the tip and then pushed them forward, sliding over his head, down past the ridge and back up. With each bounce, I pressed my bottom lip against his sensitive spot. Doing this over and over made my toy attorney squirm and moan. Sawyer loved when I did that to him. 
For a moment, I thought of my husband and wished he could be a fly on the wall to see what I was doing. He'd surprised me by his easy and enthusiastic acceptance of my slutty behavior with the cop. I was starting to believe and hope that he could embrace my inner Cassandra. 
I popped my mouth off of Blakely's cock and pushed it over towards Ashley. "Come on, girl. Get your licks in." Her face flushed, and she took a deep breath, looking at it. Then she took hold of it and placed her mouth on him. I relished the sight of her beautiful mouth around him. That pretty little mouth that had melded with mine. "That's right, take his cock. Own him, Ashley. Show him who's really the boss." I stood up while she continued to paralyze him with her oral arguments. 
The veins in his neck stood out and his face clenched as he looked at me. We had him completely under our control, and it felt amazing. I shimmied out of my dress while he watched and pushed it to my ankles. Then I unfastened the bra and whipped him across the chin with it. Dropping it on the desk behind him, I hooked my thumbs into my panties, pushed them off my hips and kicked them into the middle of the floor. Standing naked in front of him, I took my hands to my nipples and played with them. His eyes glazed over as he watched, and he grunted, reeling from Ashley's expert oral assault on his manhood. 
"Keep him on the edge, girl. Don't let him blow. I have more tasks for him."
She gave me a thumbs up while she continued to bob on him. I stepped closer to him and grabbed hold of his suit jacket. "I'm going to need you naked, Sammy." 
"But what about..." he whined. 
I slapped his face. "Shut the fuck up! You know you want this. I'm the only potential client that matters today."
Damn, Cassandra. I fought back a smirk. This alter ego acting role had gone so much farther than I imagined I could take it. My pussy clenched at the thrill of exerting so much sexual power with such success. Mya, you'd be proud of me.
Soon I had him out of his jacket and shirt, leaving just his tie around his neck to serve as a leash. His muscular chest heaved, and his carved stomach muscles tensed. Ashley paused her sucking to avoid taking him over the edge and ran a single finger alongside his pulsing shaft. He winced from the pain of his denied orgasm. I pressed my tits up against his bare chest and whispered in his ear. "Don't worry. I'm going to let you cum when I'm ready for it. But you've got to fuck me first."
I looked down at Ashley. "Do you perhaps have a comfortable couch in this office? One big enough for the three of us?" She stood up, cupping his throbbing cock in her hand. "Yes, in his office. Come with me."




Chapter Five


I laughed and took hold of Sam Blakely's tie, leading him as I followed Ashley down the hall. "This will be the perfect memory for you, little toy. Whenever you're trying to get work done, if you look at that couch, you'll remember what you did. What you gave in to." The thought of leaving clothes scattered around his front office made my heart skip a beat. For once, I felt like I wasn't the only one giving in to rash decisions against better judgement. Like Mya said, I had the most powerful force on the planet between my legs. Powerful enough to turn a grumpy attorney into a whimpering, pussy-whipped plaything.  
My juices seeped from my pussy and trailed down the inside of my thighs in anticipation of luring him further into my web. We stepped into his office, and Ashley turned on the light. No surprise, he'd taken the biggest room in the suite for himself. A large, dark oak desk sat in the center with his high back leather chair behind it. Next to the door, a long leather sofa lined the wall. Perfect.
Pulling my fuck toy with me, I laid down on my back and then pointed for him to get between my legs. "Lick!" I ordered. He lowered his head and placed his tongue on my throbbing clit. "Be gentle, Sammy. And I want you to dip your tongue inside. Taste my delight at your willingness to submit. And the juices that your assistant did such a fabulous job milking out of me."
He closed his eyes and obeyed. My clit still tingled with a bit of sensitivity after my orgasm with Ashley, but Sam behaved like a good little toy and gave me the gentleness I required of him. When his thick tongue slipped inside me, a wave of heat rushed up from my groin into my abdomen, and I groaned. Weaving my fingers into his neatly styled hair, I gripped him like a steed and drove my hips into his face, wanting to mash my sloppy pussy onto it and coat him with my slut sap. "Yess, bathe your fucking face in it!" I hissed.
He released his resistance again and gave himself over to desire. His tongue delved deeper into my hole, lapping at my insides like a man in a desert who'd found a lifesaving oasis pool. And perhaps he had. For a brief instant, I felt pity for him. Maybe his life was all work and no play. Lots of stress from being a renowned attorney in a big city. Perhaps this couch and the memories of what he did here would both haunt and soothe him on those tough days. 
I put my other hand in his hair so that both of them commanded my submissive stallion, and I coaxed him to keep worshipping my pussy. "Such a good little pussy eater, you are, Sammy." His tongue slipped out of my hole and toured my outer labia, licking every part of me to consume all my viscous vaginal fluids that had leaked out. Then he returned to the inner temple of my hole to bow and serve. He moaned, and the hum of his pleasure resonated on my engorged lips. 
Ashley stood and watched with her mouth slightly ajar. I released Sam's hair with one hand and reached out for her. She came near and gave it to me, and as we locked eyes, she softened and mouthed the words "thank you". I nodded and winked. 
Content that Sam had learned his place between my thighs, I pushed against the top of his head. "Good job, little pussy hound, but it's time for your next task." He emerged, and his face glistened under the warm lighting of his office. I stroked his hair and spoke softly. "Just look at you, being a good little pussy worshipper. Showing your employee how to take care of potential clients." 
His lips curled up on one side. 
I motioned for him to move up. "Now, it's time for you to put that cock to good use. I need you to fuck me."
"I don't have any condoms."
"You don't need one. I want to feel your raw heat inside me and soak it in my juices."
He swallowed hard.
"And then, when I tell you, I want you to spill your cum in my pussy, but not before." 
Lust flickered in his eyes. He pushed himself up and his beautiful body towered between my legs. A trail of pre-cum ran down the underside of his erect cock, and the head flared into its taut, purplish skin. Heat flowed from my chest down into my groin at the discovery that his cock had lost none of its hardness. A true pussy hound.
Even my thoughts amused and slightly embarrassed me. Cassandra's brazen dominance and swagger made my whole body vibrate. 
"I want you to fuck me nice and slow. Don't let yourself cum, little toy. Just serve this pussy with your pretty cock."
He lowered his hips to align his cock with my opening. His head slipped in between my lips easily, and the heat from it sent a parade of tingles running from my crotch up my spine. "Mmm, yess. Slip it into me."
He did, and his swollen bell pressed against the walls of my pussy, stretching me and setting off a vortex of pleasure sensations in my hips. I groaned and threw one leg up onto the back of the couch. The other hung out over the floor, and Sam took it into his grip. I nodded at him, my eyes narrowing, as he began to move in and out of me.
Keeping my eyes locked on him, I rested my hand on Ashley's thigh. The softness of her skin under my fingertips soothed me, and I ran them up to her hip, savoring the sensuous curve of her body. She cooed, and I glanced up at her. "You took such good care of me. I think it's my turn to take care of you." Her cheeks blushed as she smiled, and she lifted a hand to her throat. "Come here, pretty Ashley. Let me lick your pussy." 
She lifted her leg and placed it on the back of the couch by my head. Planting her hands on the arm behind my head, she lowered her body so that her cute little peach hovered just inches above my mouth. While Sam dutifully slid his cock all the way into my pussy and back out in a slow, delicious rhythm, I took my thumbs to the tender skin of Ashley's outer labia and massaged them. "Mmmm," she moaned. Moisture leaked out of her and seeped beneath my thumb pads. I used it to lubricate her skin as I continued to knead her soft flesh. "You have such a pretty pussy, Ashley," I said. She giggled, and it clenched under my touch. 
Heat built in my core as Sam's cock continued to tease the depths of my cunt cavern and caress my walls. The muscles in my inner thighs tightened, and my abdomen wound up like a coil. My insides became super sensitized. So much so that I swore I could decipher the contour of his head as it rubbed over each nerve ending inside me. Such decadent knowledge to acquire with my married pussy. My hips ground in a symmetric motion with his slow thrusts. As he moved into me, I pressed up towards him so that his pelvis ground against my clit and his cock went balls deep. When our hips locked into each other like that, I felt him swell up inside me and the ridge of his head flared out, pressing deeper into my walls. The extra pressure caused my pussy to clench around him, and I groaned. He took deep breaths. I'm sure it took all he had to hold back his ejaculation, but he did well. 
I parted Ashley's lips with my thumbs and then reached under her with my hand to press on the luscious bubble of her ass. She took my cue and lowered her pussy to my mouth, and I slipped my tongue out onto the tender nub of her clitoris. When I made contact, she gasped, "ohhhh, Jesus!" I started slowly at first, painting gentle strokes with the tip of my tongue on her clit and pressing my hand against her ass to hold her against my mouth. The scent of her perfume wafted down into my nostrils, causing a fiery thread to pass between my temples. The syrup of her arousal dribbled out onto my chin, and my heart swooned with warmth at her arousal. Her fleshy bulb hardened up under the caress of my tongue, and I placed my other hand on her ass as well. I dug my fingertips into her ass cheeks, and she began to rock her hips. Mmmm, guess I eat pussy pretty well. I opened my mouth and planted my lips down around her clit, sucking on it. 
God, I wish Sawyer could see this. The novelty and tenderness of my mouth on a woman's pussy triggered a deluge of warm fuzzy bliss bombs in my chest that spread out into my arms. So naughty.
Sam paused, and his cock pulsed inside me. Keep it together, Sammy. He panted and his fingertips pressed into my calf. I wondered if the sight of his assistant's ass hovering over my mouth made it ever harder to hold back his explosion, and a devilish smile spread across my cheeks. I felt so evil for tormenting him like this, but the asshole deserved it for treating sweet Ashley like his slave. 
Her moans grew louder, and her legs started to shake. I brought the tip of my tongue to a point and started flicking her hard bean with it. "Oh, shit!" she cried. The nuclear energy of her erupting fanned the flames inside me, and heat flooded my groin. I clenched around Sam's cock, and he grunted. His cock swelled against the pressure, and he sped up his thrusts, gripping at my legs with his hands. His cock slammed over and over into my sloppy hole, which gave off a wet smacking sound that echoed in the room. The force of impact caused my head to shift under Ashley so that my tongue brushed her clit to the rhythm of her bosses' thrusts. "Fuck!!!" she howled, and her juices ran out onto my face. I pulled at her ass cheeks and planted my face into her quivering body and howled. My orgasm ripped through my body like the next domino behind hers, and I gripped Sam's cock with my cunt. Searing heat spread from my groin down both my legs and unwound all the tension in them, turning them to trembling jelly. My abdomen vibrated as though shocked with an electromagnetic pleasure pulse, and my heart fluttered in my chest.
Sam fell like the last domino, and his hot semen sprayed into my womb. "Aahhhh!" he groaned. The heat of his seed mixed with the heat of my own juices and ran out of my pussy, down my ass cheeks, and onto his lovely leather couch. I held onto Ashley's quivering ass for dear life, as the combined energy of our three climaxes rocked my being and rattled me on a cellular level. For a moment, I was no longer Cassandra. I felt very much like Naomi, floating in a blissful pool, free and light and so filthy. "Mmmm," I hummed into Ashley's folds. 
She convulsed, and I released her. "Oh my god," she whimpered. She tried to lift her leg and stumbled, barely saving herself from a fall to the floor. She laughed at herself. "Holy shit, Cassandra. No one has ever eaten me like that. Man or woman." My chest swelled with a girlish pride, and I made a mental check mark next to "eats pussy like a well-trained lesbian" on my sex report card. Seems like I read that somewhere once. Some erotica author named Alexa.
Sam's head hung like a dead man's between his sunken shoulders, and his heaving chest glistened with his sweat. 
"You did ok, too, Mr. Blakely." He winced at me as he gasped for air, and his softening cock slid out of me, unleashing the torrent of the rest of his seed from my hole. It drained out and ran along the couch around my ass. Guess it's a good thing it's leather. 
"I can't believe I just did that," he said, his breaths ragged. 
I shifted myself back from him and rotated my leg off the back of the couch, dropping it down to the floor. Then I leaned back into it, arching my body up so he could get another angle on the body he just fucked on his office sofa. "This will be a nice memory for you every time you look over at this thing," I said. Then I smirked. "This, on the other hand..." I lifted my hands up behind my neck and grasped the wig. 
"What are you doing?" he asked, still panting.
I wiggled at it, working it free from the net of my real hair underneath, and once I had it free, I dropped it on top of his melted cock. Then I unwound the bun on top of my head, and my sweaty, dark head of hair cascaded down around my face. 
He turned ghostly white, and his eyes bulged. "Oh, shit," he said.
Ashley started laughing. "I like this bitch." And she held up her hand to high five me. 
Mr. Blakely, however, was not amused.
Not amused at all.




Chapter Six


When Sawyer got home, he found me reclining on our sofa with a towel underneath me. A grin spread across his face. "What's this?" 
"I've been a very good, very bad girl today." 
He set down his work bag and came over to me, his eyes flickering with that feral lust I first saw after my encounter with the cop. "Tell me more," he said.
"Mmm, I don't know. You might have to coax it out of me." 
He growled in delight as he grabbed my wrists and placed them above my head while he climbed on top of me. He lowered his mouth to the space on my neck, just to the side of my jawline. 
"Oh, shit," I gasped. My heart pounded against my sternum. I loved this new ravenous energy that my adulterous adventures brought out of my husband. 
"What's with the towel? Perhaps something you don't want to get on our couch?" His voice lilted with a mischievous mixture of curiosity and enticement. Holding my wrists together with one hand, he slipped the other across my cheeks, down between my breasts, and over my stomach. His eyes burned as he looked into mine, and I cowered under the raging flames in them. My pussy clenched, pushing out fresh moisture from the seam of my lips. His lips parted as he ventured further down with his hand until his fingers slipped inside me. They glided into my creamy, filthy hole with ease, and his eyes narrowed at me. "Your pussy feels dirty. Creamy." He brought his cum covered fingers up in front of my face. "But this doesn't feel like just your juices." His fingers touched my lips, and I parted them, allowing him to push them into my mouth. "Someone else's juices are inside my wife's pussy. Someone's cum other than mine." 
My neck pressed my head back into the couch as if I were a turtle retreating into my shell, and my groin throbbed with heat. Sawyer released my wrist and took hold of both my legs, lifting them up over my head and pinning me under them. Then his eyes wandered over my dirty, unfaithful pussy. "Look at this messy cunt," he growled. He used one of his arms as a bar to hold my legs back while he probed my pussy again with his fingers, sliding two inside me and circling over my clit with his thumb. 
"So, tell me what you've been up to today, wife."
I bit my bottom lip. His words, the angst of my guilt, and those circular motions all turned up the vibrations in my body. My mouth hung open as they rolled up from my groin into my chest. 
"Where were you?" He pressed his thumb harder into my nub, lighting it up with hot bliss. 
"Fuckkk," I whispered.
"Where?"
My voice hitched. "Ummm... At the attorney's office."
A new, dark flare lit up in his eyes. "Ahhh. And you fucked him? Took his cum?"
"Not at first. There was a legal assistant."
His lips parted. "A woman?"
I nodded, my cheeks blushing. 
He grunted as he chortled with a diabolical satisfaction. "My wife had sex with a woman." He narrowed his eyes at me and sped up the circles on my clit. "Sooo naughty of you."
I gasped and ground my hips up into his stimulation. "Ahhhh!" 
He ripped his hand away, leaving me wanting and trembling. He held my ankles together with one hand as he unfastened his belt buckle. The bulge in his pants looked like it might tear a hole through the front, and a wet spot surfaced where the tip of his cock would be. The sight made my pussy tingle with an ache to be filled. To be railed by my husband.
He managed to get the belt and his pants off. Then he pulled his boxers down, and his throbbing hard cock swung out. He returned to the spot in front of my quivering twat and slipped the head just inside my filthy folds. With one hand on each ankle, he kept my legs up over my head and my pussy poised for his use. 
"Sooo..."
Shifting his hips, he moved his cock into me about an inch, then back out, teasing my opening. He formed a rhythm, meaning to torture me with pleasure. My chin pressed into my breastbone, my mouth agape, and I glared at him. 
"Tell me about your first experience with a woman."
I closed my eyes and swallowed. The pleasure building in my core made it hard to think. 
"Did you kiss her?"
I nodded, my eyes still closed.
"Mmmm, my wife kissed a girl, and she liked it. Didn't she?"
I nodded again, and he shoved his cock a bit deeper into me. A wave of hot rapture shot out from the walls of my hole into my lower body. "Fuckkk," I whined.
"And did you let her touch your pussy?"
My eyes popped open, and I hardened them at him. The fire of my arousal stirred a bratty resistance in me. 
"Did you?"
I nodded, my eyebrows furrowed. He pushed my legs further back over my head and spread them a bit while he drove his cock balls-deep into me. I gasped, "Fuck!!!"
I felt the hardness in my eyes break on the rocks of his dominant energy, and I was ready to beg. "Fuck me, babe."
"Ah, but you have more to confess. Did you eat her pussy?"
I closed my eyes again, being sucked under by the current of my pussy pleasure. "Yes, I ate her."
He pulled out and slammed his cock back in and grinding his pubic bone into my sensitive nub and unleashing another tidal wave of hot ecstasy through my body. I moaned again, "Please, fuck me, Sawyer."
He continued his interrogation in this trial of his adulterous wife. "And then you fucked her boss?"
I was whining now. Breathless and needy. "I did. I fucked him. Like a filthy whore. And let him cum inside me."
My words unleashed the jackhammer, and Sawyer began pounding me. With each thrust, he drove my body into the couch and pulverized my hungry hole. I arched my chest up and pressed my shoulders back as my heart thrummed and my throat narrowed. My pussy clenched around him and my core tightened. "Yessss, fucccckkkk meeee!" I howled.
His cock swelled to a granite hardness, and that took me over the edge. My orgasm exploded from my groin, and my abdomen turned into a trembling lake of electric ripples. They rolled up through my chest, my neck, and slammed into my skull, painting a spray of lightning across the backs of my eyelids. From the raw instinct of my orgasm, I involuntarily grasped him with my pussy, and it unleashed his climax. His hot seed flooded my pussy, mixing with the filth that had already stained it. The energy of his rule over me washed up my body like warm waves on a sun scorched beach. It swirled around my heart space and comforted me on a deep, spiritual level. 
My Sawyer. My king. 
Cassandra was long gone. Her performance had ended. Naomi lay under him, conquered and elated. 
He collapsed on top of me, his body heat mixing with mine. Our energies swirled together like musical notes, forming an angelic harmony. Like a song only ethereal beings could sing. My legs melted down around him, and he wrapped his arms around my neck. Our lips found each other, and he kissed me with the gentlest brush of his lips. 
"I love you," I whispered.
"I love you, too."
His forehead touched mine, and our breaths became synchronized. As we both came down from the euphoric high of our orgasms, I hummed. "Is this real?"
He chuckled. "I keep wondering the same thing. Like, is my wife really turning into the sex goddess of my darkest dreams?"
My eyes popped open, and I found him looking into me. "If that's really what you want me to be, I can be that sex goddess."
"If you're ok with it. If this is fun for you, too. Then, yes, that's what I want."
"I'm yours, Sawyer. My body is yours. It's hot to me the way you fuck me after I've been out whoring around."
He smiled. "This is the greatest marriage ever."
I giggled. "Yeah, it's pretty great."
"Ok, so who's next? Your court date is coming up, right?"
I rolled my eyes. "Good feelings gone."
"Babe, there's nothing we can't get through together. Fuck the courts. And all the people in it."
I cocked an eyebrow and grinned. "Well, that is the plan. And to answer your question, next, I'm going after the bailiff." 




[image: image-placeholder]



      
        
          A Hotwife's Appeal

          An Erotic Short

		      
          M. L. Patterson

        

        
          
          Khloe Creative Publishing

        

      

    
Chapter One


I winced. "This might be my toughest challenge yet," I said. 
A warm breeze blew through the park and played with Mya's gorgeous blonde hair. A male jogger passed us on the left and nearly tripped as he did. In her gym wear, Mya turned even more heads than me. Her butt rivaled mine in its perfect peachiness, and I'd steal an entire fleet of police cars to have her boobs. She lowered her shades and stopped to look at me. Her eyelids puffed with redness, and matching lines splintered through the whites of her eyes. "It definitely will be the toughest," she replied.
A lump formed in my throat. A little for the challenge facing me, but more for the state of my new friend's eyes. "Are you ok?" 
She looked down and sighed. "This weekend is the anniversary of my sister's death." 
My lips parted, and my heart stung for her. I reached out and touched her shoulder. "I'm sorry. I didn't know."
Our eyes met, hers beginning to form tears in the corners. I pulled her into my embrace. As she placed her hands on my back, her body melted into me. She whispered in my ear. "You probably shouldn't do this. I'm super horny right now." 
Her words startled me a bit, but not as much as the sudden surge of heat in my crotch. What the...am I bisexual? Something about being desired by this stunning woman yanked me into a buzz of want in my body. I squeezed her more firmly and whispered back. "I'm flattered you'd think of me that way."
"I've thought of you that way ever since I saw you."
My heart fluttered. Oh my god.
"And honestly, I've never felt attracted to a woman before," she added.
That last bit released a stream from my vaginal lips that dampened the crotch of my leggings. "Wow, I don't know what to say. I mean, you're so hot, Mya." 
I released her, and she stepped back, letting her eyes fall down my body. "Careful, Naomi. When I'm like this, I can't control myself. I might jump you right here in the middle of this park."
I bit my lip. 
"Grief does it to me." She pushed her shades back over her swollen eyes. "My pussy looks even worse than my eyes. I've been fucking like my life depended on it. I'm glad Grant thinks it's hot." 
"Do you want to talk about it?" I asked.
"I'd rather make out with you." 
The dampness in my crotch increased, and butterflies flurried up from it into my stomach. 
"But we need to talk about this weekend. And my sister. I've got information that, I think, will help you."
"Maybe take a raincheck for the public make-out session in the park?" I winked at her, and heat rushed into my earlobes. 
She grinned, and a tiny spark broke through the haze in her weary eyes. "Sounds good." She pulled out her phone and scrolled through some pictures before handing it to me. On her screen, a buff, shirtless man did curls in front of a gym mirror. His silver beard matched his neatly trimmed hair, and a large tattoo of an eagle with its wings unfurled spread across his back. His fierce blue eyes burned as he stared into them. Like he was having one of those conversations with himself that makes a person rise to their greatest potential. Like he felt invincible. He certainly looked it.
"Damn, he's hot."
"He's your next target."
I swallowed hard. "Wait, this is Liam Hardman?"
She cocked an eyebrow and nodded with a grin. "Yep."
I'd seen paperwork on the city's bailiff. A staunch conservative. Rule follower. Ex-military turned beat cop turned bailiff for the city's criminal court. How was I going to get him to have sex with me? "I had no idea he was this good looking. I'd just read he was super straight laced." 
"He wasn't always that way."
"Oh?" 
Mya led me off the walking path onto the grass under some trees and leaned up against one. Her voice broke as he spoke. "He lost someone, too. In the shooting."
I lifted my hand to cover my mouth. "Your sister was shot?"
Mya nodded, then took a deep breath before speaking again. "She was stripping at a club." A tear broke from beneath her shades and rolled down her cheek. "Crazy thing is, she didn't need the money. She just wanted the experience."
I reached over and wiped the tear from her cheek, and then put my arm around her. 
She continued. "She used the stage name 'Jewel'. And she was a jewel, you know?" Another tear spilled from her eye. "Liam Hardman's partner was in the club when it happened. I think they'd been on patrol together for ten years at that point, but Liam wasn't with him that night."
Mya hung her head. "Lots of people died. Including my sister. And his partner. For a while, I wanted to talk to him. Just to connect with someone else affected by the same..." 
She straightened up, and I let my arm fall away from her. "Officer Hardman used to have a reputation for being a bit of a party animal. Free spirited. Even wild. But he became a different person after what happened. It hardened him. He quit being a patrol officer. Switched to become the city's bailiff. But he does the same thing every year on this weekend."
She looked at me. "And that's what I wanted to tell you. He'll be at his partner's grave site."
"How do you know?"
"Because for years, I stalked him. He stays there for hours. And Naomi, if the man he used to be is still somewhere inside him, there's nothing that would comfort him more than the sexual affection of a beautiful woman like you."
The butterflies in my chest stirred from their rest, and I looked at Mya's lips. So luscious. So kissable. 
Her gaze also dropped to my lips as she continued. "Grief can be a powerful aphrodisiac."
Our bodies gravitated closer together, and my heart rate quickened. A rush of adrenaline spread through my chest and into my limbs, and my pussy swooned. 
Her phone rang. Fuck!
She froze and looked at the screen. "Dammit, I have to take this." She stepped away. After being on the phone for several minutes, she mouthed "I'm sorry" and kept her phone stuck to her head. 
I waved at her and smiled, accepting that our moment would not be today. Hell, a few weeks ago, I'd never have considered I might find women attractive. That legal assistant had uncaged something in me, and now it was running rampant. My mind also started scheming about Officer Hardman. Fucking him would be fun if I could get him to do it. I liked older men, and who knows? Maybe I could give him some comfort in the process.




Chapter Two


Tombstones of all sizes decorated the gently rolling hills of Sacred Cross Cemetery. Moonlight broke through the clouds and kissed the tops of white and gray marble. It also cut through the windshield and caused the ivory skin on my thighs to glow and the metallic texture of my dress to shimmer in rainbow tints. I'd chosen a strawberry blonde wig for the evening's performance, and the sluttiest dress I could find at the mall. Clear platform ankle strap sandalled stilettos completed the outfit, making me look like a prostitute or a stripper. I wasn't sure which.  
I found Officer Hardman's car parked on the asphalt paved road next to his partner's grave. Driving past it, I parked about fifty feet further down the road, grabbed the bouquet of white roses and brown paper bag of whiskey from the passenger seat, and climbed out. 
Walking across the grass in stilettos wasn't my favorite, but hardly the most challenging part of the evening. Plenty of women did it for funerals, and I managed. My eyes scoured the dark for the grave I'd previously scoped out. A lonely grave for a Milton Suconcock. His birth and death dates made for believable ones as being the right age to be my father. Not that I thought it likely Officer Hardman would pay attention to that in his state of grief, but I wanted to have a tight story in case he started cross-examining. 
Now, to milk the tears.
I knelt in front of Milton's grave and laid the flowers on it, taking a few petals and stuffing them under the neckline of my dress. Staring hard and unblinking at his gravestone, my eyes began to sting and water. While I tortured myself that way, I delivered my prepared speech. Mostly whimpers and sniffles, mixed with the occasional "I'm sorry, Daddy" loud enough for my target to hear. Damn, I'm scaring myself with how good I am at this.
When I'd finished, I stood back up. I turned as if to walk back to my car, but paused. Looking over towards the dark silhouette of Officer Hardman's body, I took a deep breath. I didn't want to appear too intentional about going to talk to him. Doing my best to look cautious and uncertain, I took a step towards him. Then another. I brushed the strawberry blonde hair behind my ear on one side and faked a partial stumble, clinging to the brown bag like I'd had too much to drink.
Liam Hardman's deep voice cut through the darkness and quiet. "Careful," he said.
I made my lip tremble as I got closer and filled my eyes with brokenness. It helped to imagine his sadness. And Mya's. As I did, my heart actually swooned with heaviness, and I yearned to comfort him. 
"Getting into character," as they call it, was a skill that only a few actors I worked with really mastered. It took a lot of discipline to develop, but once I did it one time, it felt like riding a bike every time after. In college, Sawyer saw me perform, and his first question afterwards was, had I ever done that to him? I promised him and myself that I'd never do that. It had been tempting at times, but we had a good marriage. He proved to me it was safe to be honest with him, and we were taking it to a whole new level with this hotwife experiment.
"Beautiful night," I offered. 
"Yeah," Liam muttered.
I walked into a wall of light coming from the funeral home. It lit up my body and my dress and outlined his frame, but his face remained shrouded in darkness. Shit, I'm going to have a hard time reading him.
"I hope I'm not disturbing you. It's just, I saw your car. It's my first time coming here. Seeing my old man." I gestured back towards Milton's grave. "I didn't like the idea of coming alone, but I didn't have anyone to bring with me."
He sat like a stone statue, his head pointed at me. His chest rose and fell with his breath, and his hands hung like lifeless drapes from his toned arms he'd rested on his knees. 
The veins in my neck tightened, and my heart sank even lower in my chest. Suddenly, the reality of his grief gripped me. It might've meant the plan was fucked but, as I stared into the abyss of Liam Hardman's darkness and grief, the plan no longer mattered to me. I wanted to comfort him with my kiss. With my pussy. He was a total stranger to me, but human. And somehow, I could feel him. Or at least, I could feel empathy for him. Maybe he needed to be alone, and I didn't want to push him for my own selfish reasons. I... I can't do this. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have come over here." I turned to go.
His voice broke. "Wait."
I stopped. Then again, maybe he does need me. 
"When did you lose your father?" he asked.
Grateful to have committed what details I could find of Milton's life and death to memory, I answered. "Just before Christmas last year." I looked off towards Milton's grave and resumed character. Perhaps the story would make me relatable. Safer. "I should have come sooner. I've just been so busy working at the club. Daddy didn't know. He wouldn't have approved."
"Where's the club?"
"Vegas."
"You drove a long way."
"Yeah. I needed him to see me, you know? Like this?" I gestured down my body at the dress and heels. "I don't know. He would never have accepted it when he was alive, but maybe it's different now. Maybe he's proud of me." I walked around Rex's grave site, looking down on the inscription on his headstone and drawing closer to Liam. "Guys come into the club with all kinds of things going on in their lives. Heart ache. Stress. It feels good to soothe them. Use my body and my sexuality for something good."
I faked another stumble.
"You sure you're ok to drive? What's in the bag?"
I held up the brown paper bag and looked at it, smiling. "It was Daddy's favorite. I thought I'd drink to him. But it felt kinda empty doing it alone." I held it out to him. "Want some?"
He lifted his chin, and his facial features came into the light. A single wet trail snaked down his face from the corner of his eye and flickered in the light. "What was your father's favorite?"
"Whiskey. Perfect for drowning your sorrows."
He took a deep breath, and his eyes met mine. The sadness in them made their crystalline blue color even more breathtaking, causing my core to tingle with heat. Oh, you pretty, sad man. I moved closer and sat down beside him. "Who are you here to see?"
I held out the brown bag, and he took it. "My partner." 
"He passed eight years ago tonight?" 
He turned up the bottle and chugged back several swallows, then gasped and winced as he pulled it away from his lips and wiped them against his arm. 
Sitting next to him gave me a much greater appreciation for his size. He dwarfed me, and his t-shirt clung to his herculean shoulders like a bedsheet. "It's ok if you don't want to talk about it," I said.
"Rex and I patrolled together for over a decade. In that amount of time, you become like brothers." He pointed to the grave next to Rex. "That's his wife." Liam sputtered and shook his head. "That woman made him miserable their whole damn marriage, and now, even in death, he can't get any peace. He's stuck next to her for eternity."
I glanced over at her grave and read the name. "What did Prudence do?"
"Constantly nagging him. Accusing him of cheating on her, which he never did. But he was a red-blooded male like any other, and that wench was withholding sex from him, using it like some kind of weapon." He paused and swallowed hard. A fresh tear formed on the rim of his eyelid. "So, I took him to a strip club." He glanced to the side at me. "That's what you do, right?" 
I grinned at him and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Guess my outfit gave it away?"
He huffed, but a smirk broke out from the corner of his mouth. It warmed my heart. And my groin. I began rubbing his shoulder. "I get lots of married guys in the club. I don't think that's so bad."
"It's not. Rex always kept it in his pants. But he liked it, you know? I think it soothed the pain of a sexless marriage to a hateful shrew."
"I get a lot of those guys, too. It's a shame."
He turned to look at me, his eyes softening. "You understand."
I nodded.
His eyes trailed down to my body. "Funny thing is, there was this dancer he really liked. She looked a lot like you. Her name was 'Jewel'." 
My throat tightened. Oh, my god. Mariah. 
Liam shook his head, looking back out into the darkness with his eyes glazed over. "And that woman could dance." He took another swig of the whiskey, then offered it back to me.
"Keep it. I think you need it more than I do," I said softly. My fingers trailed across the breadth of his shoulder and found the back of his neck. I slipped them up into the silver stubble on the back of his leathery neck. As I did, moisture dampened the crotch of my thong panties, and a buzz rippled through my inner thighs. 
"I wonder if you'd let me do something for Rex. And for you," I said.
He continued to stare out into the darkness as if remembering the sight of Mariah dancing for his friend. 
I moved in closer until my body pressed up against the mountain of his, and I whispered in his ear. "Prudence may not be giving him peace, but she also can't stop us from paying our respects to his memory. Besides, it's 'til death do us part', right?" 
"What do you mean?" Liam asked.
"He did his time with her. Now he's free. He can finally do what he wants. What he always wanted to do."
Liam cut his eyes back at me, brimming with tears, and nodded.
The space behind my eyes prickled, and a tear of my own surfaced. I kissed his cheek, and then I rose, praying to Mariah to give me some miraculous moves. 
"I'll be right back."




Chapter Three


I pressed a play button on the screen of my phone and set it on top of Prudence's grave. "Be a doll and hold that for me, m'kay?" The sultry rhythm of "Love Sex Magic" by Ciara started pumping from the little speaker and fanning the flames of my erotic energy. I synchronized my movements to the music, feeling the vibration of each beat in my skin. My hips swayed like a hypnotizing pendulum as I slinked over to Rex's grave and placed a foot on either side of it, my back to Liam.  
On the downbeat, I slapped both hands on my ass cheeks and slowly dropped my chest forward, pushing my hips back. The dress crept up my thighs, and the night air kissed the damp fabric barely covering my pussy. I slid my hands down my legs in a seductive caress as my head came closer to the ground. "Hey, Rex. I thought we'd celebrate your life with a little dance for you and your partner."
As I bounced my chest into the bend, the dress released its grip on my hips and slipped over them, revealing the full glory of my ass and the satin floss threaded between my ass cheeks. I brought my hands up the insides of my calves and thighs until they reached the tiny triangle of my thong. Sliding my fingers under the elastic, I stroked the sweltering flesh of my engorged lips, and my juices wet my fingertips. I moaned, "Mmm, I'm wet for you, Rex."
Then I dropped my hips like a meteor, stopping hard just inches above Rex's grave. Following the pulse in the music, I ground my hips in a provocative roll. My mouth dropped open, and I glanced back at Liam as I continued rolling my hips. 
His eyes flickered with a lustful fire that turned up the heat in my groin, and his tongue slipped out and ran across the meaty flesh of his bottom lip. 
I held his gaze and dropped my hands and knees to the ground, poking my ass at him and undulating my entire back in a wavelike motion. Keeping my eyes on Liam, I spoke to Rex. "Rex, I'm thinking about your cock inside me. Make Prudence roll over in her grave. Help her lighten up." Then I pushed off my hands, popping into an upright kneeling position. Looking directly ahead and away from Liam, I snuck my fingers under the cup of my bra, pulling out the two rose petals and placing them between my teeth. Then I placed my fingers over my shoulders on each side and reeled the dress, inch by inch, up my body while I swayed my hips to the music. 
The slight chill in the night air stood no chance of prevailing over the raging heat in my body. Once the dress had cleared my head and bunched around my forearms, I wound it up in my hands and tossed it onto Prudence's grave. "Hold that for me, babe." I giggled at my brazen naughtiness. There was so much wrong about what I was doing, and that made it all so much hotter. I imagined the things Sawyer might say to me about this when he fucked me. It could easily fuel the flames for years, and that made my heart flutter. 
I reached around to my back and unhooked my matching bra. When the straps fell away, I slid it off my arms and tossed it over with the dress. My nipples swooned in the breeze, and my skin tingled from the thrill of being topless in a graveyard with the city's bailiff. There I was, married and trying to seduce another man. Trying to commit adultery again. Doing something many would see as sacrilege in a graveyard. My friend Karen would be so disappointed. And I was charged with a felony, in a sort of free fall, yet I'd never felt more powerful.
I took the rose petals from my teeth and held them in each hand, using them to cover my nipples before I stood and turned to face Liam. The fire in his eyes had broken out into a full blaze, and a bulge had formed in the crotch of his pants. Keeping my nipples covered with the rose petal pasties, I massaged my breasts in a circular motion, pressing them together to maximize my cleavage, then pulling them apart. Electricity tingled behind my eyeballs as I eye-fucked Liam. I moaned, my lips open, and savored the hum of lust vibrating all over my body, rippling out in waves from my breasts. 
His eyes tracked my every movement as I walked, crossing one leg in front of the other in a serpentine fashion over to him. He swallowed hard as my hips drew close to face. 
Once I was just a couple feet from him, I placed a foot beside him on the stone bench he sat on, opening my body up. Looking down at my breasts, I slid the rose petals away, revealing my hard nipples. They captivated his attention, hooking him like a helpless fish. I leaned forward and brushed them against the bridge of his nose, pivoting my shoulders to alternate each breast pressing on his face. 
His hot breath tickled my sensitive skin and made my pussy clench with need. I gave him the rose petals, and he set them down on the bench. When he turned back to face me, I moved my hands into his hair and grabbed two fistfuls on the back of his head. Then I gripped him as I moved each nipple, one at a time, over his trembling lips. "Fuccck," I groaned. Picking my leg up off the bench, I turned and sat my ass down in his lap with my back to him. 
His hard cock pressed through his pants against the soft humps of my ass. 
"Mmmm, someone else is appreciating the show, Rex," I cooed. I found his hands with mine and brought them up to my breasts. 
He took my cue and began to knead them in his hands. The hunger in his touch unleashed a liquid lavafall of pleasure inside my body, rolling down from my tits, through my core, and into my crotch. 
"Yesss," I hissed. I ground my ass back on his hardness and arched my back, pressing my tits into his grip for leverage. "Oh, Rex, I wish you were here in body so you could fuck me." 
The sincerity of my words surprised me. Something dark and magical had flooded my mind and body. My sexual energy had morphed into a persona that wanted to honor Rex's lust, his struggle in his sexless marriage, and give him the gift of pleasure. To channel all that through his friend and partner, and to defy the hatefulness in the memory of Prudence. I imagined her now in a more liberated, enlightened state. This wasn't really about that. It was about the person she'd been in life. About people like that in my own life. Haters. And about this new freedom my amazing husband had given me. It was about the hard cock pressed into my ass and the pleasure and comfort my pussy could give this grieving bailiff. 
Liam pinched my nipples in between his thumbs and forefingers, and I gasped at the sweet sting. 
"Mmm hmm, punish me for being such a bad girl." 
He nuzzled his nose into my hair and bared his teeth against the back of my neck, growling into my skin. I reached back with my hands and ran them through his hair again. "There's something else I want to do for you and Rex." 
Grabbing his wrists, I pushed his hands off my body and popped up. I placed my hands on my ass and caressed the soft skin, inviting Liam to take another look. Then I turned and dropped to my knees in front of him. Reaching for his pants, I unbuckled his belt. 
He leaned back, allowing me to proceed with my seduction. His eyes swam with a mix of fear and lust. I imagined he might be struggling with conscience, but my lips would soon help him forget that. 
"This isn't the club, so we don't have those rules at play here. We can do whatever we want. And Rex is here in spirit, but he needs someone to stand in for him in body." 
Liam lifted his hips as I pulled his pants down his legs and returned my hands to the pulsing tent in his boxers. I ran my fingertips along the hard edge of it, feeling the heat of his cock radiating through the thin cotton. "Look at this big bulge," I purred. My tongue slipped out between my lips, and I licked them in a slow, seductive motion. Glancing up at Liam and narrowing my eyes into a brooding stare, I walked my fingers up to his waistband and slipped them underneath. "Let's see what's dying to get out."
His cock throbbed against the boxers, and a damp spot surfaced where his head stretched them. Liam again lifted his hips, and I pushed down on his boxers, freeing his cock which smacked me in the face. As he settled his hips back on the bench, I followed him and nestled my cheek against the heat of his shaft. Then I slithered up to the head, letting my soft cheek caress his shaft as I did until the swollen, purplish bell brushed across my chin. Precum stained my bottom lip. "Mmm, you're leaking," I hummed. 
My fingers encircled the base and pulled him tight, causing the head to swell even larger. Fuck, he's got a nice cock. No whiskey dick on this guy. I placed the tip of my tongue close to the base on the underside and painted a long, wet stripe of my spit all the way up to the ridge of his head using the flat of my tongue. My eyes smoldered at him when I reached the top, and I moved the enclosure of my lips over the bell. Pressing my mouth onto him, I opened my lips and throat to take him deep. Saliva dripped from the sides of my mouth, coating him, and I brought one hand up to my lips to form the perfect sleeve for his cock. With my other hand remaining on the base and holding him tight, I bobbed my head up and down his length. 
He groaned, "Oh goddd" 
Through the circle of my finger and thumb wrapped around the base, I felt the thick vein pulsing. "Mmmm," I hummed. 
For a second, I thought of the chances someone might drive up and catch us. The city bailiff with his pants at his ankles in a public cemetery would be quite the scandal. I felt like a goddess for having seduced him into this state. Mya had been right. Pussy power. 
Having lubed him up with my spit, I attacked his cock, sliding down and up it with the combined clamp of my hand and lips. The head swelled in the space of my mouth and tapped the back of my throat. Another pulse of pressure shot through the vein at the base, and a fresh emission of his pre-cum smeared the walls of my oral cave. My heart swooned with pride at having the bailiff under my spell and throbbing for release. 
His hips ground up towards me, and his chest vibrated with a low moan. I sped up like a piston in a revved engine, and the skin of his cock pulled tighter, the head flaring to a granite hardness inside my mouth. I hummed around him, letting the sound waves reverberate through my lips into his skin and hoping to goad him to cum in my mouth. "Fuckkk," he hissed. 
His legs shook, so I stayed with the fast rhythm of slippery sliding up and down his throbbing shaft. He threw his head back and howled as his hot seed sprayed the back of my throat. I held to my assault, wanting to milk him and brand his memory with the feeling of my thirsty mouth around him. Some of it ran down my throat, but I held as much as possible in my mouth, letting it pool on my tongue and run out onto my chin. While ropes of his cum continued to fire, I popped my mouth off and pointed him at my tits. He looked up from his euphoric seizure and caught the sight of his white spooge spraying all over my chest. Having captured his attention, I lowered my mouth to his head, closed my lips, and let the last of his spurts decorate my lips and chin. 
Cradling his quivering cock in my hand, I nuzzled my lips against the underside and gently licked while I peered into his conquered soul with a witchy look in my eyes. I released him and stood. Then I turned, giving him another eyeful of my juicy ass. 
Something about the taboo of graveyard sex gave me extra license to let it all go and be especially filthy. Adulterous sex with a city official would have been enough, but this new crossed line added fuel to the fire. A rush of adrenaline flooded my skull, and I felt drunk with power and rebellion. 
And what I was about to do topped anything I'd done before. 
Forgive me, Prudence, but you kind of had this coming.




Chapter Four


I wasn't done with Liam, but I knew I had to revive him after drinking him dry. Dark inspiration hit me during my oral appeal to his animal need. I walked to Prudence's grave, stood on top of it, and nudged my bra and dress to the side before making a tight pirouette on the ball of my foot to face Liam. Then I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my panties and pushed them over my hips and down my thighs, exposing my pussy to him. I stuck my tongue out, revealing the puddle of his semen I'd been saving, and took my fingertips to dip them in it. Scooping ample portions onto both fingers, I brought them to my nipples and coated them in Liam's creamy essence. Then I pressed my breasts together and leaned my head forward, draping my open mouth over my cleavage and letting the rest of his semen roll off my tongue into the soft cleft between my breasts.  
The playlist on my phone had advanced to Beyonce Partition, and I swayed my hips back and forth, letting the panties slip further down my thighs to my calves until they landed at my ankles. Stepping out of them, I spread my legs and dropped to an open squat. Balancing my body over the stiletto heels, I gave him a brooding look while I swirled two fingers in the thick stream of his juices snaking down my body and placed my tainted fingertips on the soft, hot skin of my engorged labia. I put my other hand behind me onto Prudence's gravestone to support myself and spread my thighs wider to give him a better view of my bare pussy. Then I used his jizz like a lube and teased the slit of my opening with it, mixing it into the abundance of my own wetness. My pinky and forefinger pushed my lips open to show him my pink center. Then I dug my middle and ring fingers into the hole and pulled our sexy soup up to spread it all over my clit, caressing it in a circular motion. 
Heat rushed up from my pussy into my chest and set off a flutter of sparks that splintered out into my arms. "Fucck," I moaned. To the beat of the music, I rolled my hips, grinding up into my stroke, and continued to circle my finger over my hardened nub. The trail of his seed that I had spat onto my chest had made it all the way down my stomach to my pussy and began seeping into the seams of my pussy folds. A surge of ecstasy spread through my brain. God, I'm so fucking filthy.
I took the additional lube and used it to shove three fingers into my hole. "Ahhhh," I wailed. Lowering my bare ass onto the cool marble of Prudence's grave, I spread my legs out wide and leaned further back. The milky mixture trailed down around my opening and into the crevice of my ass cheeks. My pussy clenched as I thought about it dripping onto her gravestone.
Liam's cock had begun to recover, and he took it into his hand as he stared in a trance at my sloppy, naked pussy lips that glimmered in the moonlight. "Stroke it for me," I purred.
His glazed eyes flared with an animal fire as he complied, and his beautiful meat stiffened up, growing to its former statuesque state. 
I continued to gently stroke my clit and stare at him with "fuck me" eyes. 
His mouth fell open, and a new bead of pre-cum formed at the opening of his tip. 
"I like to think this is what Rex needed all along. What he deserved," I said. "And fucking Prudence can't do a damn thing about it now."
Liam's eyes closed for a moment, and he swallowed. The veins in his neck bulged just like the one on the underside of his cock. 
"Fuck me for him, Liam." 
His eyes popped back open, and a wicked, hardened look emerged in his eyes. He nodded, his eyes narrowing. Nothing could bring his friend back, but somehow, maybe this could vindicate him. Perhaps lust colored my thoughts. Perhaps I'd wake up the next day and find them totally ridiculous or even offensive. But in that moment of heat and taboo, it felt so wrong in such a perfect way. 
"Fuck me, Liam," I said again.
He stood, and his cock bounced like a diving board that had just launched a diver into a pool. My mouth watered, and the walls of my pussy quivered with need for it inside me. I lay back onto Prudence's grave, and the raised lettering of her name and death date pressed against my hot skin. I stretched my hands out and over my head, surrendering my body to be used six feet above her bones. "Yesss, come take this naughty, filthy pussy."
Liam got down on his knees and positioned himself between my legs. Then he placed his hands on either side of my body and looked into my eyes. The head of his cock brushed my labia, and a ripple of tension shot up through my core. He looked as if he wanted to say something but couldn't find the words. 
"You don't have to say anything, Liam. There may be no words to express it. I can see how much he meant to you. And it sounds like his wife made his life miserable. If he were here in body, you could watch me pleasure him all night. He's with us in spirit. I know it." And somehow, I did. At least, I believed I did, and I imagined them both taking me and using me right there. 
Liam's cock slid into me easily. "Oh, my god!" I gasped. His cock stretched my walls as it delved all the way to my deepest depth, and I lifted my legs to place them around him. He moved slowly at first, and I felt the ridge of his bell as it rolled over every nerve ending in my pussy walls. "God, your cock," I groaned. My lungs heaved as tension built across my chest and my breaths hitched. With each dip of his cock into me, the spool of my body coiled tighter, and the intensity of pleasure increased. I pressed my tits up into the air, and the night air tickled my hardened nipples. My shoulders pressed back onto the raised lettering, causing my skin to sting. Prudence getting me back. Even that thought felt electric. A part of me knew I deserved at least a little pain and wanted the punishment. Wanted her retribution.
I put my attention on Rex. On his memory. And on the fantasy that he could have rebelled in this moment. And done it inside my pussy. Closing my eyes, I reached out for him. "Fuck me, Rex. Fuck me in front of the woman who made your life such hell."
Liam sped up his thrusts. His balls slapped against my ass cheeks, and his pubic bone ground against my throbbing clit. 
"Fucck, yes, Rex. Fuck me hard!" I groaned. My legs fell open, bouncing in the air from the impact of his thrusts, and my ass cheeks and pussy clenched around his cock. 
I opened my eyes again, and they met Liam's. His teeth gnashed together, and the lines on his forehead deepened. Beads of sweat formed between them and caused his skin to glisten. His hips slammed into me, mashing my body against the marble and burrowing an impression of his erotic soul into mine. I imagined each thrust sent a shockwave through me into the ground that surely would wake Prudence from her dead sleep, if that were possible. 
The lettering on her grave scratched at my skin as if she were clawing at me, trying to stop us. I lifted my head and burned my gaze into Liam's. "Mmm, yess, fuck me, Rex!" I hissed. The forbidden nature of our actions had my pussy vibrating, and Liam's thrusts were catapulting me towards that edge. I howled against the night sky, "I'm going to come on your cock, Rex! Keep fucking me!" If anyone else were in that graveyard, they surely would have heard me, and perhaps I wanted that. It felt like a dark ritual of respect paid to Rex. Something no one could take away from him. 
Liam's cock swelled inside me, and his body shook. The increase of pressure against my walls took me over the edge, and I came. "Fucckkkk!" I wailed. My body erupted in a spasm of nuclear pleasure sensations. Wave after wave of electric bliss shot out from my pussy, up into my abdomen and down my legs. My head throbbed with a sweet heat, and a spiderweb of blue and purple lightning shot across the insides of my eyelids. 
My pussy clung to Liam's cock like a life raft, and it took him over the edge with me. He let out a deep, guttural moan that shook my bones, and his cock unleashed a fiery geyser of his cum inside me. It flooded my cave until it ran out the sides and down my ass cheeks. I nodded and my eyes narrowed at him as I felt our juices running out of me down onto Prudence's precious marble slab. "Yes, give it all to me, Rex."
His head fell against my shoulder as he drained his last spurts into me, and I wrapped my legs around him again, squeezing his body into me as if to wring every last drop out of him. I lifted my hands and ran them through his sweaty silver hair. When he lifted his head again, his eyes looked much softer and a bit sad. He brought his lips to mine, and we kissed. 
"Thank you," he whispered.
He rolled off me and onto his side on top of Rex's grave. His chest heaved, and he started to sob. And somehow, I knew I needed to just let him. I got up. Walking over to the bench, I picked up the rose petals and brought them back over to him. I held one up in front of him. "Take this and remember me. I'll keep the other and remember you." He reached out and took it, nodding. 
I picked up my clothes. "I'm going to leave you to spend some time alone with Rex. Thank you for letting me help you pay your respects, Liam."
I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, then got up and walked back towards my car, letting the moonlight give him one last look at my naked body. There would be a time for me to reveal my true identity to him. Maybe. But it certainly wasn't then. The beauty and dark sacredness of that moment with him needed to stay unspoiled by my little secret. 
I bunched up my clothes and placed them under my crotch to keep the cum from staining my car seat. I decided I'd drive home naked. Just the cherry on top of the decadent sundae I was about to serve to my husband.




Chapter Five


I'd called ahead to warn Sawyer. When I got home, he'd pulled his car out on the street in front of our house, and he stood in the driveway waving me in. He guided me to park my car as far up in our driveway as possible before coming to my door to let me out. He positioned his body between me and the street. Not that it mattered all that much. Everyone already knew I had stolen a police car. It seemed like a public indecency charge might just be on brand for me at that point, and I'd certainly already taken that risk in a church parking lot. And now a graveyard. 
I reached for my dress, but he stopped me. "Leave it." He took hold of my arm and led me, naked, through the fence gate at the end of our driveway into our backyard. Thankfully, the neighbor's lights were off, so the space was pitch black. A few feet past the fence, he gripped my hair and pulled it to the side, biting into my neck. 
"Aaaahhh," I gasped. The sweet sting sent a jolt of electricity down my spine. My pussy contracted, and some remnants of my sex with Liam ran out of it. 
Sawyer's fingers pressed into the flesh of my arm and pulled it behind me. He growled in my ear, and the heat of his breath made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. "Sooo, my filthy whore of a wife returns. Naked."
My nipples hardened at the sound of his words. I looked out into the blackness, wondering what the neighbors might be doing in their houses and sure it wasn't anything like what Sawyer and I were about to do. He released his grasp of my hair and slammed the flat of his palm against my ass. 
Crack!
The sound echoed into the night air, and my heart skipped a beat, thinking of the exposure. I dared not protest, though. Not that Sawyer would ever hurt me, but I'd learned how my hotwife adventures brought the animal out of him. It always set me on a delicious edge. 
He returned his hand to the stinging flesh of my ass, this time resting it there. He massaged my ass cheek, caressing it in his hand. "This luscious ass," he hissed. "Let's see what you've been up to." He slid the hand down between my cheeks and probed for the base of my pussy opening. When he got close, his finger slipped into the thick, creamy remains of my sin. Heat surged in my neck and flooded up into my ear lobes. "This whore pussy is filthy with cum," he growled. His hand pulled back.
Smack!
Another sweet sting on my ass cheek and the echo of the spanking in my ears. "So, you were in a graveyard. Where did you fuck this person?" 
My body clenched in anticipation of how he might respond to this confession. "I... umm.. fucked on top of a woman's grave."
Sawyer turned a whole new level of feral, spinning my body around and digging his teeth into my neck. One of his hands dug into my ass, clawing at it like a predator tearing open his prey. With the other hand, he grasped my tit in his hand and kneaded it like dough.
"Oh, fuck!" I gasped. My pussy swooned with hot voltage coursing through it. 
Sawyer's mouth traveled from my neck down to my tits. He moved both hands onto my back, holding me against the onslaught of his mouth. With it, he licked and bit at me all the way down, covering my body with his primal mark. When he made it to my nipple, he encircled it with the hard tip of his tongue, tracing the areola and teasing the sensitive nub. 
My breath hitched as I moaned, my body quivering with bliss from his hungry consumption of my body. I panted as I whispered, "Fuck!" 
Sawyer's fingertips pressed into the flesh of my back and delved into the indentions left by the letters on Prudence's grave. He rose from devouring my breasts and growled in my ear, "What's this?"
"The letters on her grave dug into my back." My neck muscles pulsed with heat as I confessed. 
Sawyer licked my earlobe and nibbled it. "Such an evil whore, you were! Desecrating a woman's grave with your adultery! Get on your back!"
I looked down at the grass, and little jolts of naughty delight danced across my forehead. Sawyer wanted to see me re-enact my sins. I grinned at him as I lowered myself onto the grass, laid back, and spread my legs. 
His eyes widened and flickered with a savage lust at the sight of me. It was as if he could picture me lying like that on top of a grave. My body writhed involuntarily, aching for his cock to penetrate me and punish me for being so evil. 
He made quick work of unfastening his pants and pulling out his beautiful cock. While I'd collected a few cocks now in my hotwife adventures, none could ever do what his did for me. It was more than pleasure. More than sex. To me, it was like the scepter of a king that ruled my heart forever. 
He got between my legs and rammed his cock into me. It made a squishy sound from the goopy state I'd come home in, and that caused the flames in his eyes to flicker even hotter. Sawyer began pounding me into the soft ground of our backyard, driving his cock balls-deep into me. Into my soul. 
Concern about the neighbors fell away, and my tongue loosened. "Yess, fuck me!" I moaned.
"Fuck you like you let someone else fuck you?" he growled.
"Yesss, like that!" 
Oh god, I'm really going to have a reputation now.
"On the ground like you did on top of someone's grave?" 
His cock swelled inside me, hurtling me towards the edge of my orgasm. 
I nodded, wincing with pleasure.
"Say it, whore!" he grunted.
"I did. I fucked on top of someone's grave!" Confessing out loud with the risk of a neighbor hearing sent me over the cliff, and I came all over him. My pussy clamped and quivered around his cock while he continued to pound me, and I let out a long wail of pleasure. "Oh, fucccccckkk!" 
He groaned through gritted teeth, and his cock exploded inside of me. His hot seed displaced the last remnants of Liam's essence, washing it out of me and onto the ground. With each gush of Sawyer's hot cum, he was filling me only with him, taking me over. 
I clung to his hips with my hands, pulling him into me as his cock drained out. "Yessss," I whined. "Fill me up!"
His body shook with mine, and he collapsed on top of me. Our chests heaved, and the heat from his skin melded into my cells. I wrapped my legs and arms around him and cradled him. "Oh my god," I sighed.
He chuckled, and the return of his easy, playful energy warmed my heart. "I love you," he whispered. No words could sound sweeter than those after what I'd done tonight. It was, perhaps, my favorite thing about these adventures. Returning to my husband covered in the guilt of my wayward act, brought into the shelter of his fierce love, reclaimed and accepted. 
"I love you, too, babe."
"So you really fucked on top of a woman's grave?"
"She deserved it."
He laughed. "My wife fucked on top of a woman's grave." He tightened his embrace around my neck. "That's hot, babe. I'm going to be plowing you extra hard for a while thinking about that."
"Mmm, maybe you should come with me to the cemetery sometime soon."
"What? No, that's fucked up."
My mouth fell open.
He laughed. "I'm kidding. You bet your ass I'm going to take you."
I smacked him on the shoulder. "Jerk," I said with a grin. And I squeezed my legs around him again. 
My court date was right around the corner, but for now, I'd rest in the euphoric ease of my husband's love. 
"Take me to bed?" I asked.
"Always and forever," he replied. 
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Chapter One


I was about to blow his mind.  
A part of me felt bad about it, but I had to. I only hoped he would forgive me. That they all would forgive me. And forgive Cassandra. She'd gotten me this far, but it was time to step into the light. 
To remove the mask.
To let Naomi spread her wings and, perhaps, her legs. Mya had a plan, and while I trusted her, I couldn't see how it was going to work.
"Thanks for sparing me the handcuffs, Mr. Hardman."
Liam Hardman maintained his hardened stare at the door that led into the courtroom, and he muttered, "Don't make me regret it."
I took a deep breath before speaking my next words. "I wanted to thank you, too, for the beautiful night."
He turned to look at me, a scowl on his face. "Excuse me?"
The emotions and energy of our night together by his partner's grave washed over me. Perhaps I was feeling the raw vulnerability of the moment. About to face my fate in criminal court. Or maybe it was a connection I now felt with this man. Hard on the outside, like his last name. But a tender, beautiful soul on the inside. "Everything that happened was magical to me. I'd do it all again. And again."
His eyebrows furrowed even tighter. "I don't know what you're talking about."
I reached for the neckline of my blouse and dipped my fingers under the cup of my bra. 
Liam Hardman's eyes widened, and he lurched with his hands to stop me. "Hold on now!" he barked, and his hands landed on my breast. When he touched me, a spark passed between us, and our eyes met. He softened. "I'm sorry," he said. He removed his hands from me. "It's an occupational ailment, I'm afraid. Can't trust anyone."
God, I wanted him all over again. Something about fucking this man in the depth of his grief had bonded us, even if he didn't recognize me. Yet. The space behind my eyes prickled, and I inhaled deeply through my nostrils to hold back tears. Then, as I held his gaze, I pulled the white rose petal out from my bra and placed it between my teeth. As I did, I felt naked again. In front of him, exposed. Heat swelled in my core and groin. 
His gaze dropped to the petal, and his mouth fell open. "Oh my god," he whispered. His eyes glistened, and his shoulders melted from their tense hardness. 
I darted at him, planting a kiss on his gorgeous mouth, and pressed the flower petal into it with my tongue. He recoiled only for a second before relaxing into the kiss, and his hand rested on the small of my back. My chest swelled with warmth, and I placed my hands on the back of his head, feeling that soft silver stubble I remembered. Gratitude for this man and the precious, sinful moments I'd had with him washed over me. Gratitude for Sawyer, Mya, Grant. The glorious free-floating state of my life. I had so little of the things that don't really matter, but I was so rich with things that really do. 
So rich to have a husband who loved me as this woman. A woman standing in a foyer about to be tried for a felony auto theft of a police car. A woman planting a kiss on the bailiff. The same bailiff I'd fucked in a graveyard. 
A knock and a gruff voice came from the other side of the door. "What's the holdup, Hardman? We've got a full docket today." 
I released him and stepped back. A tear rolled from my eye and heated my skin as it rolled down my cheek. "I'm so grateful I got to honor Rex with you, Liam."
He placed a hand over his lips and took the petal from his mouth. No part of him moved except the pulsing bulge in his pants. 
Another knock came, and he shuddered. Then he turned towards the door and opened it. I saw his shoulders firm up and his chest expand. He growled back at the frowning guy in the suit on the other side of the door. "Can it, rookie. I've been doing this at least three times longer than you." The suit scowled but stepped back. Liam Hardman could be menacing when he needed to be.
Liam's deep voice boomed as he filled the room with it. "All get a rise." 
He cleared his throat. 
"All rise. Court is now in sexual..."
His hand rose to his mouth, and he coughed. 
"Court is in session. The honorable Judge Clee Torres presiding."
I fought back a grin. Either I'd gotten him ruffled, or some part of him wanted me to know he'd chosen to be in my corner. I wasn't sure which. Time would tell. 
Judge Torres entered. She’d pulled her dark hair into a tight bun on the back of her head. Her glasses and grave expression almost hid the softness of her cheeks and the exquisite beauty of her facial features. Everyone sat, and Liam escorted me to sit at the defendant's table next to Grant Truelove. Just beyond the rail behind me, in the public gallery, Mya and Sawyer sat together. 
Ashley, the gorgeous legal assistant to Sam Blakely, arrived late and passed through the swinging door from the gallery onto the floor of the court. But to my surprise, she turned towards Grant and I. She came up behind me, not making eye contact and not smiling, and held out a piece of paper. I took it, and she turned to join her boss at the plaintiff's table. Grant nodded at me, and I unfolded it. The note scribbled on it read "Told female jury member about you." And it had a winking face. 
Up to that point, I had hardly noticed the jury. They sat along the far wall, past the plaintiff's table, and oh my, those twelve. Is being gorgeous a requirement for jury selection? Fate, it seemed, chose eleven handsome men of varying age and race. And one stunning woman with platinum blonde hair. She followed me with her gaze, and when I noticed her, she looked down at my breasts. Her top teeth gleamed as they bit into her bottom lip. It sent a hot shiver down my spine into my groin, and my face flushed red. 
In my mind, the decorum and procedure of the courtroom melted into background noise, and the delicious treats in that jury box took hold of my attention. I tried not to stare at them, but every time I glanced up, several of them were looking at me. And not with eyes of judgement or even evaluation. These eyes felt quite different. Quite familiar. 
Hungry.
My palms broke out into a sweat, which didn't help the heat in my skin when I massaged my throat. Keep it together, Naomi. But I couldn't. Maybe the stress of being tried stoked the flames of my desire, but fuck, I was getting so horny. My pussy clenched, and moisture seeped out from my folds, dampening the crotch of my panties. 
Sam Blakely's voice broke through the haze of my arousal.
"The prosecution would like to call Officer Wilde to the stand."
Judge Torres nodded. I remembered Mya's plan. Somehow, we were going to win this judge over. But how? She seemed like an impenetrable fortress. A smoking hot fortress but closed for business in the sexual department. And didn't I need the jury? They seemed very interested in me, and I had to admit I wanted to find out more about what inspired their lustful looks at me. 
Officer Wilde passed through the swinging doors. As he passed, he glanced to the side at me, and his Adam's apple bobbed. The memory of feeling the cool metal of his car hood on my bare ass rushed back into my mind, and without thinking, I winked at him. The top of his ear lobe turned pink, and he tore his gaze away from me. C'mon, Officer, do me a favor.
Once Officer Wilde had taken the stand, Sam Blakely approached him. "Now, officer, in your sworn testimony, you stated that Mrs. Wang stole your car while you were in the donut shop. Did she actually 'steal' your car?"
My first fuck as a hotwife shrugged his shoulders and looked down. "It's a fair point. The word 'steal' is perhaps a bit harsh."
Judge Torres lifted an eyebrow. 
Blakely prodded, "Could you elaborate, Officer?"
"Well, yes. I believe she was in a hurry, and she needed to borrow my car. So..."
Officer Wilde made eye contact with me, and his Adam's apple bobbed again. "So, she did."
Oh, I am so going to reward you later. I blew him a kiss. 
The judge shook her head. "Excuse me, Officer. Let me make sure I heard you correctly. You say she 'borrowed' your car?"
He nodded, "Yes, your honor."
Sam Blakely interjected, "No further questions, your honor." 
"I feel like I have so many," she responded, but she waved her hand. Officer Wilde stepped down from the stand, and Grant got up. 
"Your honor, the defense would like to call Naomi Wang to the stand."
I got up, and all eyes on the jury zoomed in on me. The energy of their lustful looks teased every cell in my skin, causing it to vibrate with need. Fuck, I want to be naked and let every one of them take me right here, right now. What had Ashley told the blonde? Whatever she said must have spread like wildfire. A wildfire that burned in their eyes and heated the space between my thighs.
I took slow steps, swaying my hips and drinking in their ravenous energy as they bathed my body in it. They were like sharks circling their prey in the water, and I so wanted them to pounce and devour me. A trail of moisture from my pussy ran down the inside of my thigh as I passed in front of them, and I licked my bottom lip to tease them. I'm so naughty right now.
"Any day now, Mrs. Wang," Judge Torres scolded.
Once I took my seat in the witness stand, Grant stepped up. His kind eyes comforted me. I looked up over the courtroom and caught the smiles of Sawyer and Mya. Somehow, they believe in me. And somehow, I do, too.
"Now, Naomi, is there anything you'd like to tell the court?" Grant asked.
"Well..." 
I looked over at the jury, and the heat in my pussy spread up into my core, my chest, and my neck. The words in my mind weren't part of the plan, but then, when did I ever follow a plan?
"I know I've been a very bad girl."
Grant grinned. As did Mya, her hand covering her mouth. Sawyer's eyes flickered with that feral fire I'd seen in our private moments. They knew me, and loved me, and it gave me the last bit of encouragement I needed to just fucking love myself, too. I went for broke. 
I pushed out my bottom lip in a pretend pout. "Someone really should punish me for being so naughty." I did my best not to look at Judge Torres, whose glare I could feel like needles in the back of my head. 
"I went to church to confess my sins, and it made me feel better." I glanced at Officer Wilde. "Oh, God, it felt so good to just bare myself there and get it all out in the open."
That Adam's apple was getting a workout. 
I grinned, and the warmth of my amusement bubbled up into my eyes. "Then, I sought expert counsel. And he gave me some rock solid ideas. Like a bunch of seeds planted deep in my fertile mind." Ashley snickered, but caught herself. Sam Blakely stared at his papers while he clenched one fist and fidgeted with the other hand, touching his mouth and cheeks. 
"But I think the most inspirational moment came in looking beyond and remembering the souls of those departed. What they would do if they could do it over. Now..."
I eye-fucked each member of the jury as I spoke my next words, "I'm here at the mercy of a very capable group of my fellow San Diablans. There's no place I'd rather be. I'm ready to submit myself into their hands for whatever they want to do to me."
Grant nodded, "Thank you, Naomi. Your honor, that'll be all."
Judge Torres scoffed. "I certainly hope so. Members of the jury, you'll retire to the jury room to begin your deliberations."
The blonde woman on the jury raised her hand. "Excuse me, your honor?"
I trembled as I turned to watch Judge Torres. She raised her eyebrows and peered over her glasses at the gorgeous creature speaking to her, "Yes?"
"The jury would like for the defendant to accompany us in the jury room during our deliberations."
Torres took her glasses off and set them down in front of her. "Excuse me?"
"Yes, your honor. My jury mates and I are unanimous in this request."
Torres glared at me, and then eyed each jury member as if hoping for anyone to speak up and deliver her from the bizarre circus that I had unfolded in her courtroom. 
Sam Blakely blurted out, "No objections, your honor." 
She looked to the side at her bailiff, searching for anyone to back her up. Hardman shrugged, "Seems like a reasonable request to me if they're unanimous."
She threw her hands up. "Fine, I'll allow it. This court is in recess." And she hammered her gavel. 
Just like I hoped to get hammered. 




Chapter Two


Liam Hardman led me by the arm out of the courtroom to the jury room. My heart thrummed at the inside of my sternum in anticipation of what awaited me. When we reached the door, I swallowed hard and looked up at him. 
"Good luck, Naomi. You got this," he whispered in my ear. Then he opened the door. 
I walked inside, and he closed it behind me and locked it. My throat tightened, and blood rushed into my skull. That weird, electric mixture of nerves and arousal flowed through my veins, and my pussy throbbed. 
All the jurors turned to look at me, and the blonde bombshell stepped out from among them. Her mouth hung open and her tongue pressed into the side of her cheek as she moved towards me. "So, Naomi, is it?"
I nodded. Her luscious lips puckered with the glow of the ruby red lipstick she'd applied. My mouth watered, and I let my eyes fall into the gravity of her allure, gazing at her body. Her ankle length dress hugged her curves like a hungry lover.
"I hear you like men and women," she cooed. She reached out and planted her fingers on my shoulder before walking around behind me. "My fellow jury members and I felt we needed to get acquainted with you on a more..." Her finger trailed off my shoulder to the base of my spine. "...intimate level in order to give your case the attention it deserves." She chucked as she fumbled with the zipper of my dress. "How does that sound to you, Naomi?" 
The cadre of beautiful men drew closer, and a couple of them peeled their shirts off, revealing masterpieces of carved musculature. A taller, dark-skinned prince of a man with deep brown eyes licked his lips and took my chin on the tip of his fingers. "This one looks like she's definitely hiding her guilt well." 
While blondie unzipped my dress, he turned my head to the side, using my chin as a rudder, gripped between his strong pointer finger and thumb. "Such soft skin," he said. "Perfect disguise for a criminal." He darted in with his mouth and opened his lips against my bare neck. The wet heat of his tongue seared into my cells, and I gasped, "oh goddd." 
Blondie's hands rested on my shoulders and pushed the dress off them. "Such a pretty frame, Naomi," she hummed. Her teeth rested against the back of my shoulder, and the heat of her breath caused my skin to tingle. I opened my mouth to respond. To say thank you. But all that came out of me was a moan. Her hands pulled at the dress from both sides, causing it to slide further down my body until it rested on my hips. 
The other men closed in at the sight of my bra and exposed skin. The tall piece of decadent dark chocolate continued to inject jolts of pleasure into my skin with the licking and nibbling torment from his mouth. I dropped my head back to surrender to him. 
Another voice, as deep as Liam's, vibrated with a low laugh. "She's definitely a bad girl." A hand - maybe his - rested on my chest and slid across to the edge of my bra cup. As if choreographed, blondie unfastened my bra from behind, and it fell loose around my breasts. The hand on my chest advanced under the cup and pulled it away from my body. I held my arms out to allow this stranger to strip me of my bra, and the straps glided down my arms. The heat from the bodies surrounding me radiated onto the naked skin of my breasts, and my nipples swooned as if begging for their touch. 
Blondie's soft hand slid up the back of my neck into my hair and gripped it. She hissed against my skin, "Trust me, Naomi, you're going to get what you deserve." 
Oh my god, yes. A fresh flow of wetness leaked out of my pussy, causing my soggy panties to fall away from the skin of my labia. My mouth hung open like a drooling bimbo, drunk with the thick vibes of their lust coursing through my body. All my nerves drowned in the sea of their desire for me, and my body melted into a willing victim to whatever animal desires they might want to fulfill through its use. I panted, and my voice cracked as I spoke. "I've been such a bad girl." 
Two men responded with sinister chuckles. "We know you have, Naomi," blondie growled. Another, firmer set of hands pulled at the dress from below, and it raked over my hips and thighs before falling to my ankles. Blondie's softer hands had reached around my body and groped at my tits. She pinched the nipples while she continued to suck on the back of my shoulder. 
I gulped. "Mmm, you like my tits?" 
"I love your tits, bad girl." 
She cupped them from underneath, lifting them up and out, and the eager mouths of two men descended on them. 
"Oh, fuck!" I squealed. The stimulation of two mouths on my breasts pierced my skin with sweltering surges of sensation. They cascaded like dominoes into my chest and made my heart flutter. 
Hands grasped my ankles, and one at a time, they lifted my legs and removed the dress. Now, I stood in just my soaked panties before my jury, and my pussy quivered at the exposure. The evidence of my slutty body discovered in the dampness of my crotch. 
Another male voice came from below and behind. "Damn, look at the ass on this bitch!" 
Blondie's grip on my hair tightened, and she wheeled me around, pulling me away from the oral stimulation on my neck and breasts. The room spun around me as they shoved my body into a bent over position, my ass pushed out for inspection. Blondie's dress hung directly in front of me, showing only her pretty pedicured toes. All around me on either side, I saw a forest of muscular calves.
"Holy shit, dude! Now that's an ass!" 
Several hands took turns slapping my ass cheeks, causing a burning sensation to form in my skin. With each spanking, my pussy clenched and pushed more of my juices out onto the sodden triangle of my panties. My chest swooned with pride at the admiration of my favorite physical trait about myself. I had a nice ass. And now, like a naughty whore, I was surrendering it to these men and woman even though I once swore before a church that I'd keep it only for my husband. 
Once they finished spanking me, two thick fingers ran over the sopping wet cotton of my panties and pressed it into my engorged labia. I panted, "Mmmm." My ass pushed out involuntarily, craving more. 
One guy laughed. "Look at this slut. She wants more."
Being called a 'slut' by strangers - men whose names I didn't even know - as they toyed with my body felt extra dirty. The thought unleashed a barrage of sparks in my skull that made me feel lightheaded. I nodded in response. 
Some fingers dug under the waistband of my panties and yanked at them, pulling them off my ass cheeks and exposing the puffy lips of my pussy. 
"Bro, check out this juicy snatch." 
The thick fingers returned, slipping in the sloppy wetness of my folds. "She's so wet, dude."
Blondie's hand still held my hair like reins, and her voice cut in from above me. "I've heard she has impressive oral skills." So, that's what Ashley told her. 
"I'll be the judge of that," one deep voice growled. 
My chin stiffened, and my chest swelled with pride. Oh, you'll see. I'm gonna drink you dry.
Blondie snapped back at the man. "Excuse me, ladies first."
Someone brought her a folding chair, and she sat down, guiding me to my knees with her hold of my hair. "Lift my dress, Naomi. Show us how eager you are to pay off your debts." 
Something about being ordered around by this woman felt liberating. I knew I was about to do the sluttiest things I'd ever done in my life, but taking her lead gave me permission to just relax and surrender to it. To abdicate responsibility. In a way, she became my Cassandra. I did as she asked and lifted her dress from the bottom, pushing it up her shapely legs. Her silky skin under my hands caused my arms to tingle, and the feeling spread up into my shoulders and neck, giving me a luscious tremor of bliss. As I reached her thighs, she lifted her hips to allow me to uncover her completely. To my surprise and delight, her hips were bare. No panties. 
"I came with expectations today, Naomi. I'm glad you didn't disappoint. Now, show me your skills."
She spread her legs, revealing her pretty pink pussy. It was soft and freshly shaved, and the crease of her lips glistened with the first trickle of her juices.
The saliva glands in my mouth pulsed. I reached up with my hands to explore her. 
As my thumbs grazed the warm flesh of her labia, she groaned and pushed her hips forward in the chair, spreading her thighs wider. "Mmmm, yess, Naomi. Serve that pussy," she purred.
I pressed my thumbs into the lips, separating them and exposing the glistening pink flesh of her inner hole. Leaning into her, I placed my tongue on her hard nub. 
"Ahhh! Fuck, yes!" she cried. 
Making a woman feel good gave me a different thrill. Maybe it was because I knew exactly what it felt like, and I had my ideas for what to do to make it feel really great. Or perhaps it was the taboo of doing something society taught me to see as extra sinful. Even in the 21st century, I still had friends who quietly judged people for coloring outside the lines of heterosexual sex. Friends like Karen. As I felt blondie's nub swell under my tongue, my own clit throbbed with the guilty pleasure of defying those antiquated norms. 
Thick, rugged fingers had resumed probing the sloppy wet folds of my pussy. Another hand grabbed at my ass. And two men had started to slap their thick, hard cocks against my skin like canes. 
A deep voice that seemed to come from one of my dick smackers growled at me. "Eat that pussy, whore." 
I pushed her pussy lips farther apart and pressed the tip of my tongue into her clitoris, flicking it in a rapid dance. She tasted sweet, like candy. Not that I'd had much experience eating pussy, but I'd never even heard of a pussy tasting like that. I wanted to stop and pick her brain about her diet, but I'd have to get to that later. 
Blondie's fingers tightened their grip on my hair, and her hips squirmed. Her escalating arousal made my body shimmer with vitality. I wanted to please her. To be a good little pussy eating whore for her. My hips rolled in a grinding motion, as if synchronized to hers. The fingers that explored me took it as encouragement to probe further. They slipped into my hole easily, and I moaned against blondie's hot flesh. 
She slipped her other hand into my hair so that both gripped and guided me. "Just like that," she hissed. "Keep doing it." Her hips rocked in the chair, causing it to squeak, as she pressed her pussy into the flittering flurry of my tongue. Her whole body froze as if bracing for impact, and her hands pressed at the back of my head, holding me against her. "Aaahhhh!" she groaned. "Fuck!" 
The dicks slapping my back and ass struck me harder, making a skin-on-skin smacking sound that echoed against the high ceiling of the jury room chambers, and the fingers inside me began to slide in and out in a plunging motion. 
They caused my whole body to rock against blondie like waves crashing on the unspoiled beach of her pristine pussy. Her voice crackled as she wailed, "Fucck yes! I'm gonna come." She shook, and her legs lifted off the floor, coiling up towards her sides. Her unbridled cries as she came made my chest swell with pride. I imagined many in the municipal building heard her. I only hoped Judge Torres didn't. 
Blondie's pussy gushed, and I shoved my face into her, bathing it in her juices. 
"Fuck!" she howled. And she hugged her quivering thighs around my head. Her grip on my hair loosened. "Oh my god," she whimpered. I released her pussy lips and slipped my hands around to cup her ass, steadying her as she shuddered from the aftershocks of my 'oral arguments'. Her legs dropped back to the floor, and she lay like a rag doll against the back of the chair. "Damn, Naomi. You are a pussy eating goddess." 
I'd done well with one juror, but I had eleven others to convince, and I didn't know how much time they'd allow us to 'deliberate'. Since my Cassandra needed time to recover, I took the lead a bit. "I need two more chairs," I said. 
The guys all stood around me, their naked bodies towering over me like a museum full of beautiful Greco Roman statues, their cocks in their hands. Fortunately, one was good at taking instruction. He stepped through them with two chairs and set them side by side. I got up and kissed blondie on the forehead. Then I lowered myself onto the chairs, stretching my legs across them in a front split so that my pussy hovered above the floor between them. Thank God for my neighbor Brooke getting me into yoga.
Grinning at the boys, I gestured down at the floor under me. "Anyone want to volunteer for this spot?" 
A handsome young man with a lean torso and barely any body fat jumped forward with a huge grin on his face. 
I laughed. "I like the enthusiasm. What's your name?"
"Trevor," he beamed.
"Ok, Trevor. My pussy is yours to play with."
He slid under me like a mechanic rolling under a car. 
Wasting no time, I reached out for the nearest two men, extending my hands towards their hard cocks. They stepped up and let me wrap my fingers around their shafts. One at a time, I spat on them, lubing up their cocks until they were both slick in my grip.
Then I noticed a guy who appeared to be the perfect height to stick his cock right in my mouth. I cocked an eyebrow at him and winked. Jerking my head back in a "come hither" motion, I invited him to bring his pretty prick to mama. "My mouth is free, handsome." He stepped into position and fed his throbbing meat into my open mouth while I looked up at him. Once he was in, I closed my lips around him and hummed in approval, nodding my head. He dropped his head back and groaned. It made me chuckle on his cock. God, I love being a slut.
I found a rhythm with my hands, sliding them up and down the shafts on either side of me. They differed only a bit in length, but I used the ridge of each head as a bumper stop and then just let my hands go to town on them. One of them growled over my head, "This bitch knows her way around a crop of cocks." Another guy laughed. Little did they know this was my first time being with more than two people. I beamed at myself for being able to pull it off. At least, so far. 
Trevor managed some sort of acrobatics underneath me, and the head of his cock teased my pussy lips. I hummed around the cock in my mouth in eager support of his head being at my pussy entrance. He probably couldn't tell, and I hoped it wouldn't matter. Take that pussy, Trevor.
Then a finger probed my asshole and a deep voice growled in my ear. "You have one hole that still isn't being used, slut."
My eyes popped open, and my heart skipped a beat. I'd never done anal with anyone other than Sawyer. It had been hot and felt really dirty, but his cock had been manageable. Some of these guys looked like they might split me wide open, and I wasn't sure what kind of cock belonged to the deep voice. 
"Don't worry, little slut, I'll be gentle," he added. 
I closed my eyes and hummed around the cock in my mouth, nodding. After all, I wanted to convince this jury that I was worthy of acquittal. I had to pull out all the stops. Plus, I imagined how hot the sex with Sawyer would be for years after telling him everything that went down in this jury room. 
"Good little whore," the deep voice said. 
A bottle top made a snapping noise behind me, followed by a squirting sound.
Oh thank God, he has lube.
While I jerked the cocks in my hands and bobbed my head on the one in my mouth, the deep voice began probing my asshole with his fingers. I tried my best to focus on the three cocks in front of me and leave my ass to the deep voice. 
The stimulation of my anus caused my ass cheeks to clench, and that tightened my pussy around the tip of Trevor's cock. He groaned under me and thrust himself up into me. The sudden, deep penetration launched a rocket of heat from my crotch up into my chest, and I wailed around the cock in my mouth. My mind formed the words, "Oh fuck!" but having a cock in my mouth muffled it so that it just sounded like the vowels "Ooooh Uhhh!" 
The stud in my mouth realized I needed help at that point, so he took the back of my head in his hands and started to fuck my face. And like that, the dynamic shifted. I went from being the woman in charge to the fuck toy to be used by a huge group of men. My chest eased, and I realized that was what I really wanted. What I needed. He tested my throat for a few thrusts, and when I opened it and relaxed into being face fucked, he rammed himself into me. His head tapped the back of my throat twice, but I only gagged once. A single tear formed in the corner of my eye, but the rush of adrenaline in my head somehow muted my pain receptors. I felt a heady sense of pride at this new level of slut power. 
Both Trevor and front and center dude pounded my holes, sending pulses through my body from pussy to jaw and back. The shockwaves caused my whole body to wind up with a delicious tension. My tits bounced, slapping down against my ribs, and my nipples ached with charged twinges of rapture. Every muscle grew harder and tighter without me even thinking about it. I was just being driven helplessly to the peak of an epic orgasm, and oh my god, I wanted it so much. 
My pussy clenched around Trevor's cock, and he turned to hot granite inside of me. The intense hardness caused a pressure against my walls that took me over the edge, and I came on him. He kept pounding into my vice grip of orgasmic power and unleashed his hot seed up into me. He howled as he did, but like a champ, he kept pounding, sending ripple after ripple of euphoric rapture up into my body. 
My moans around my mouth cock must have pushed him over the edge, because his hot jizz sprayed the back of my throat and filled my mouth. I just hung my head in his hands, letting him use my face to drain his cock into. His creamy essence had a gentle, musky taste to it as it ran over my tongue and over my lips onto my chin. I opened my eyes and looked up to see his chest heaving and his mouth hanging open. 
I checked in with my hands and was happy to find they were still in the rhythm I'd left them in. Both cocks felt rock hard in my hands, but I'd not been giving them enough attention to take them over the edge. Looking at each of them, I pulled them closer to point their cocks at my hard nipples. Then I sped up my strokes.
One of them growled, "oh fuck!" And the veins in his neck popped up. 
"Give me that cum," I hummed. "Cover these tits in it."
Those words must have struck a chord, because the other one started to shake and moan. I turned to look at him. Our eyes met, and I narrowed mine in a sultry stare. "Yesss, cum all over these whore tits."
"Fuck!" he yelled. The first rope of his cum shot out onto my tits, and he put a hand on my shoulder to steady himself. Then the guy on the other side exploded, hitting me on the back of the head. I kept jerking them both, wanting to impress my jurors. Turning back to my hairstylist, I opened my mouth to catch some of him. His second rope streaked across my face, landing on the bridge of my nose and across the opening of my mouth. I nodded while he unloaded rope after rope onto my face and into my mouth. The other guy continued to coat my tits with his cum. 
I closed my eyes and felt into the filthiness of having Trevor's cum run out of my pussy, another guy's down my throat, and these two guys spraying down my face and tits. Such a cum slut.
In all the cum-motion, I hadn't noticed that the anal prober guy had managed two fingers inside me and had them sliding in and out so that his fist pressed against the soft bubbles of my ass cheeks. It hadn't even hurt. Someone knows how to ass play. 
A new round of guys stepped into position. One in each hand, one in my mouth, and one in Trevor's spot under me. When this was over, I'd be drenched in cum and in no state to re-enter the courtroom. I wasn't sure how that would work out, but that was a problem for future Naomi. 
When the guy under me entered my pussy, I noticed a tighter fit. Was it the fingers in my ass causing me to be tighter? Or maybe this guy's cock was thicker? Whatever the reason, fuck, it felt amazing. And since I was already reeling from my last orgasm, it wouldn't take me long to reach the heights of my next one. 
For a moment, I wondered what happened to blondie. I opened my eyes and looked to my left and right in between the hard bodies that surrounded me. She stood behind one of them, holding up her phone in camera position and watching her screen with a devilish smile. 
Perhaps I should have cared, but I didn't. Fuck it. The city knew I'd stolen a police car. If she posted this on the internet somewhere, they'd know I was a whore. Sawyer still loved me. And I had some new friends who embraced this new, liberated slut I'd become. Maybe there were more friends out there for me. Maybe I'd find them quicker if the truth got out. What the fuck did I care if someone judges me? I'm a slut, and I'm proud of it. 
A new sensation interrupted my thoughts. The warm head of a cock pressed against my asshole. I wondered how my ass fucker managed the position to do that. Apparently, I wasn't the only one who did yoga. Just relax, Naomi. Let it in. It wasn't hard to do. My whole body felt boneless and liquid from my orgasm and the thick cloud of sex energy in the air. Some people smoked weed or did drugs to feel like this. I found sex to be much more gratifying. Such a deeper sense of relaxation and freedom. Especially this wanton, hedonistic sex. 
My anus burned for just a second with the sting of being stretched out as ass man pushed himself into my hole. Once he was in, he must have signaled Mr. Thick Cock under me to resume, because they both began to fuck me in tandem. I had never felt so full or so stretched in my life. And to my amazement, it felt incredible. Like two electrodes of jubilation had been connected to my clit and my anus and began simultaneously loading my body with surge after surge of decadent stimulation. 
I hovered in a paralyzed state for a moment, just feeling the intense pleasure of those two cocks plunging deep into my holes from underneath. Then the cock in my mouth tapped the back of my throat, waking me from my trance. Oh, yeah, these guys. My hands hung onto the cocks on either side of me, more for support than their pleasure. 
One of them laughed. "I think she may be all dicked out."
His words were like a nudge in the ribs of my ego, and I shook myself out of my languid state. I opened my eyes and gave him a bratty look. Then I gripped his cock and the one on my other side and began pumping them both in perfect synchronization. 
"Oh, shit!" he exclaimed. 
Dude in my mouth groaned, and his cock exploded into the space of my mouth. I hummed around him and nodded my head, hoping to let him know I loved drinking cum and wanted every drop of him. While rope after rope splashed against the back of my throat, I kept milking the other two cocks on either side of me, wanting to wear them all over me as well. 
The intense stimulation underneath me continued, winding me up for what I suspected would be the orgasm of my life. My hips pressed involuntarily down and back onto both of their cocks, and the temperature and tension in my lower body continued to build towards a volcanic level. 
The guy in my mouth stumbled back, his softening cock trailing off my bottom lip and falling out of my mouth. His cum drained off my lip, down onto my chin, and for the first time, I could see more of the surrounding room. The cocks in my hands stiffened, and I doubled down on my stroking to bring them to finish on me. One of them groaned and started to shake. "Oh, goddd," he grunted. 
I nodded at him with smoldering eyes to encourage him. "Give me that cum."
"Fuck!!" he howled. His seed shot out like water from a fire hose and sprayed against my neck and collarbone. His ropes came in rapid succession, faster than I'd ever seen a man do. They covered my collar and tits until, at last, his shoulders fell, and he softened in my hand. 
The guy on the other side of me panted and gritted his teeth. The intense stimulation building in my groin had fanned the flame of my most brazen inner slut, and I growled at my last facializer. "Cum for me, stud. Cover my face in it." I looked right down the barrel of his cannon and used my free hand to double fist him. That was all it took. His cum exploded from his hole and hit me right in the eye. I closed it and let warm rope after rope drench my face. 
They say this is good for my skin, right?
I smirked at myself. I didn't really care if it did or not. The raw energy of such licentious behavior had me sloshed with deep satisfaction. I no longer even cared if it resulted in my acquittal. This was the most epic sexual experience of my life. With my eyes closed, my body covered in cum, and my cocks up top satisfied, I could fully drop into the epic double penetration going on in my lower body. 
My pussy clenched around the cock in it, and I groaned while my voice hitched. "Fuck... that... pussy! Yessss!"
Whoever he was sped up, slamming into me, and going balls deep. It occurred to me that both guys' balls might tap each other as they entered me, and something about that added a little extra zing to my excitement. My tits were shaking again, so I gripped them in my hands. The warm cum covering them coated my fingers, slipped between them, and caused my hands to slip around against my hard nipples. Fuck, this is so hot.
Ass-man tested a faster speed, too, and I groaned and nodded. "Take it! Fuck that ass!"
All at once, my pussy clamped down harder than I'd ever felt it get. My thighs and hips seized as well, and a supernova of heat unfurled from within the walls of my pussy. It surged upward into my core, sending out shock waves throughout my cells as it went. "Fuccckkkk!" I howled. When it hit my chest, it rocketed up into my skull like a bolt of lightning and sprayed fireworks across the backs of my eyelids. I reached out for support and thankfully, blondie stepped in. Or some woman. Her soft arms held me, allowing my cum drenched face to stain her dress. 
I like this girl.
While my whole body quaked in the most intense orgasm of my existence, she held me. The men underneath me both grunted and howled as their cocks unleashed into me, spraying both my asshole and pussy full of jizz. 
My mouth hung open as I felt them drain into me. I'd never imagined this much cum in every one of my holes and all over my body. Such a filthy cum bucket.
If ever there were a line that might be too much for Sawyer, I feared I might have found it. And yet, I felt love for myself. 
While the two men under me pulled out and more cum drained out of me, one of the soft feminine hands that held me applied a warm wet towel to my face and began to clean me up. 
"How did I do?"
Blondie laughed. "You did good."
"I think I forgot one guy. There were twelve of you, right?"
"Yeah, don't worry. I took care of him."
My eyes still closed, I smiled through the puddle of cum and warm water on my face. "Thanks."
"No problem, Naomi," she said.
"Do you think I'll be acquitted?" I was still talking with my eyes closed. 
"We'll see. This judge is pretty tough. But the jury is on your side. Gonna have to wait until tomorrow to find out."
I frowned. Why tomorrow?
"You've been in here for six hours. Judge Torres went home."
"Six hours? Holy shit!" Time flies when you're being a whore.
"I think there's an amazing husband waiting outside the courthouse who's very eager to see you."
For a moment, I felt small. Sawyer had been so amazing about everything up to this point, but would this be the straw? The adventure that went too far?
She put the towel in my hand. "You look a lot better, but I'll let you get the rest. I've got to go clean myself up."
I opened my eyes. The room was empty save for me and blondie. "Hey, I didn't catch your name."
She turned just before she left the room and smiled at me. "It's Cassandra."
Of course, it is.




Chapter Three 


Sawyer beamed at me as I surfaced from the doors of the courthouse. No feral tiger in his eyes. No frowns of disapproval. I wondered if he had any idea what I'd just done.  
"Let's go home," he said. 
On the ride home, I studied his face. He seemed so content. Even blissful.
"You seem happy," I offered.
"I am."
"Do you still love me?"
He reached over, keeping his eye on the road, and massaged my neck with his hand. "Yes, babe. I love you so much."
"Do you..." My throat tightened. "...know what I did?"
"I do. I saw everything."
Heat rushed from my chest up into my neck, and my ears filled with pressure. 
"Everything?"
"Well, just about. Cassandra created a private stream and shared it with me."
Oh, my god.
"Don't worry. She only shared it with me, Ashley, and Mya."
I closed my eyes and let the affection in his touch soothe my soul. He still loves me.
"But you seem different. You don't want to fuck me?"
He laughed. "Oh, I definitely want to fuck you. I'm going to be pounding that pussy for the rest of our lives thinking about the images I've seen today."
My pussy quivered, and my chest swelled with warmth.
"But I think your pussy has had about all the punishment it can handle for one day. I've got a different idea for how to remind you that you're mine."
"I am yours."
"I know, babe. The reminding isn't really for me. It's for you."
My eyes prickled, and tears formed in the corners. 
"Ok," I whispered. 
When we got home, he pulled up in the driveway. Then he came around to my side of the car and lifted me up in his arms from the passenger seat. I gasped at his surprising gesture and nuzzled my head into his chest, wrapping my arms around his neck. Sawyer carried me into the house and up the stairs. 
"Where are you taking me, Romeo?" 
"To the shower. I'm going to bathe you. Every inch of you."
I sighed into his neck. My Sawyer. How did I ever get this lucky?
Just as he said, he took me to the shower and lovingly sponge bathed my entire body while the warm water ran over it. "You're mine. Every inch of you. Always and forever," he said. 
It was too much. I lost it and sobbed. "How can you love me this much when I just fucked almost a dozen people?"
He held me against his firm body while I decompressed, my tears flowing and blending with the water that poured over us both. 
"Naomi, how could I not?"
I trembled in his embrace and let his words sink in. How could I not?
"Our marriage doesn't have to look like anyone else's, babe. This is us. And us is good. Us is perfect."
I leaned back to look into his eyes. His beautiful eyes. Through the cloud of my tears, I saw in them that his words were true. Blazing with the deepest truth. 
How could we not be so madly in love with each other with love like this?
"Yes. Us is perfect."
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Chapter One


"Has the jury reached its decision?" Judge Torres tugged at the front of her collar and furrowed her eyebrows. She seemed especially impatient today.  
Oh dear. I'd only enchanted two women in my brief career as a desperate hotwife. The judge seemed like a next level challenge. I hope Mya's plan works.
The beautiful blonde juror stood and answered. "Yes, your honor."
Still can't believe her name is Cassandra. I held my breath. Even though I believed I'd won the jury over, waiting for the official announcement brought me to the edge of my seat. 
Judge Torres motioned with her hand as if to hurry Cassandra up. "Which is?"
"You should know, your honor, that this jury was very thorough in our examination of the defendant."
"Yes, I'm aware. You took most of the day yesterday in your deliberations. I hope you're aware of the cost to taxpayers. I trust it was worth it."
"Oh, yes, your honor. It was sooo worth it."
Torres responded in a flat tone. "Great. And your decision?"
Cassandra swallowed, and her hips tensed like she had dug her heels into the floor. "We hope the record will show that Naomi Wang is a very naughty woman."
My face flushed, and I lowered my eyes, hoping to suppress a grin. Guilty as charged.
"So, you're saying she's guilty?"
"Yes and no, your honor."
The judge's voice grew louder and more stern. "You're testing my patience, miss, and trust me, it's already very thin. So, let me repeat my question. What was your decision?"
"We found her guilty in the most delicious of ways, your honor." Cassandra licked her lips and lifted her hand to play with the charm resting against her cleavage. "But on the charges of felony auto theft, we, the jury, find the defendant not guilty. A unanimous decision."
Judge Clee Torres dropped her jaw. "Not guilty?"
"Yes, your honor."
The judge collapsed back into her chair and brought her hands in front of her face, making a tiny triangle with the tips of her fingers that she rested against the bridge of her nose. Her eyes looked over it, around the courtroom, as she shook her head. Her shoulders bunched up around her ears, and she huffed. 
Oh, she's disgusted.
"I'm going to need a minute for that one." She picked up her gavel and pounded the sound block. "This court is in recess."
The courtroom erupted in a buzz of chatter and bodies moving. Judge Torres stormed out before the bailiff could even catch up to give her an escort. The door slammed behind her as she exited. 
Damn. 
Mya leaned over the rail behind me and whispered in my ear, "This is it."
The pit of my stomach felt like a hole had opened up in the bottom of it and I was about to fall through. I imagined that, after an exit like that, the judge would devour anyone that dared approach her, and not in a sexy way. "Now?" 
"Yes, Naomi, trust me. You've executed the plan perfectly up to this point. This is going to work."
It seemed impossible. But Mya had been right so far. I locked eyes with her and took a deep breath. "Ok, here goes nothing."
"You've got this girl. Remember what I told you about the power you have."
Pussy power. I'd certainly seen its power in seducing three different men. Even in surrendering to a horny jury. The memories flooded my mind, and a warmth emerged in my core that spread up into my chest. I do have this.
Clenching my fists, I marched over to the prosecution's desk. 
Ashley saw me coming and grinned up at me. I leaned over to kiss her on the forehead. "Hey, beautiful" I said. Her cheeks turned an adorable rose shade, and her eyes twinkled. "Loved the video of your jury session," she whispered. 
"I'm glad you got to see it. And please, forgive me for being hasty. I'd rather chat with you, but I need to talk to your boss."
Sam Blakely leaned back in his seat, away from me, with his eyes wide. He cleared his throat and started to speak, but I swept in close to him and placed my finger over his lips. "Now, now, Sammy. I would think by now you've learned not to speak unless I give you permission." I lifted my leg and swung it over his lap, then plopped myself down. "Mmm, this feels familiar, doesn't it, little toy?"
His eyes flickered with terror, and he whimpered. "Please, Naomi. Not here. Not now."
I laughed. God, it was fun toying with this man. I had my own inner 'Cassandra' to thank for that miracle. With her help, I'd tamed him and reduced this muscular mountain of a man to putty in my hands. "Don't worry, Sammy. I just need your cooperation for a little longer." Not waiting for his answer or protest, I stood up and took hold of his tie. Like a good little pet, he followed. Ashley waved goodbye and winked at me as I led him across the courtroom floor. 
Liam Hardman smirked as he saw me coming. I imagined he'd had some history with Sam Blakely, but it probably didn't include seeing him being led like a pussy-whipped puppy on the end of his own tie. Liam leaned back into the door as he turned the knob and opened it for us. As we walked by, he murmured to Blakely, "Persuasive, isn't she?" And he chuckled.
His lightheartedness warmed my chest. I wondered if a bit of the old Liam had found its way back. That maybe our graveyard encounter had brought him back to life. I hoped so. 
We followed him through the back corridors of the courthouse to a large mahogany door. Mya stood in front of it wearing a ladies' trench coat.
My cheeks smarted from the smile breaking out on my face. "What are you hiding under there?"
She cocked one eyebrow and curled her lips in a mischievous grin. "You'll see soon enough."
"Part of your plan?"
"Mmm hmmm."
Sam Blakely whined, "I'm not sure why I need to be here."
Mya placed a hand on his cheek. "Oh, Sam, dear. You're the main attraction."
He gulped.
Then Mya leaned into me, whispering in my ear opposite of Sam. "Ready to be a partner in crime?"
"What are we about to do?"
"The craziest thing I've ever done. And I've done some crazy things."
Oh my. My heart fluttered. This woman had changed my life. Well, I had changed my life when I stole that police car, but Mya had given me a new lease on life. Helped me to find a power I didn't know I possessed. And, I suspected, a new best friend.
Liam Hardman opened the heavy wooden door and gestured for us to walk in. 
"Just watch for my signals," Mya whispered to me.
Got it. Signals.




Chapter Two


Judge Clee Torres leaped up from her high-back chair, startled by our entrance into her chambers. Her back was to us, but she seemed to brush down her judges' robes and then bent over to put something in a drawer of her desk. When she turned to face us, her cheeks and neck glowed a bright crimson. She barked, "What in the blazes?!" 
Liam Hardman stepped forward, and the judge's shoulders relaxed a bit. 
"What are they doing in here, Liam?" she asked.
"I'm sorry, Clee. I just think we need to hear these ladies out."
Her deep brown eyes glistened as if pained, and she threw her hands up in the air, still looking at him. "This is the craziest case I've ever tried. You know that, right?"
He nodded. "Believe me, I know. More than you can imagine." 
She put her hands on her hips and looked at all of us. Her mouth dropped open when she saw Sam Blakely. "And what's he doing here?"
Sam's voice shook as he responded, "Your honor, I wondered the same..."
I tugged on his tie, cutting him off. 
Mya stepped forward and dropped her trench coat. 
The judge's mouth dropped open, and her eyes fell down Mya's gorgeous body. "What the hell?" 
Mya wore thigh high black leather stiletto boots, a black lace thong, and a wine-colored corset. 
Liam Hardman froze, his mouth agape. 
I wondered how Mya got changed so fast. Unless... She's been wearing it underneath this whole time. 
Seeing her bare ass cheeks for the first time made my pulse quicken. Her soft skin coated a perfectly toned bubble butt sitting atop equally perfect thighs. My lips tingled with want to be on them. To bite them. 
Mya spoke as she walked towards Clee Torres, "It must be so hard for you."
The judge pulled her hands close to her chest as her gaze remained a prisoner to Mya's succulent curves. Her voice cracked as she tried to respond. "What are you talking about?"
Mya rounded the judge's desk, and when she was close enough, her hand reached out and rested on the judge's shoulder. Their eyes met, and Judge Torres' lips trembled. Mya's fingers walked in a slow, seductive fashion along the judge's shoulder and towards her neck. "To be keeping that gorgeous body hidden under these baggy robes." 
The judge closed her eyes as Mya moved behind her and pulled her back into her chair. Mya's fingertips snaked up the back of the judge's neck and into her hair, causing her to shudder. "To have to keep up appearances. To be the example of morality for this city when all you want to do is..." Mya lifted a pair of pins from the back of the judge's hair, and it came cascading down. "...misbehave."
The judge pressed her closed eyes tighter and swallowed hard. "It's my job," she muttered. 
Mya leaned over and cooed in Clee's ear as she brushed her silky, dark hair with her hand. "Oh, I know, and it must be such a hard job. So difficult to keep yourself in check." Mya combed through the judges' hair with one hand while she ran her other down the judge's arm. 
As she did, Clee Torres' head tilted away and melted into the seat cushion, exposing the soft skin of her neck. Her lips parted. "Oh, god..." 
Mya continued to move her hand down Clee's arm until she reached her open palm. When her fingertips pressed into it, Judge Torres' eyes popped open, and she jumped up from her chair, taking a few steps away. She turned her back to Mya and waved at the air behind her as if to swat Mya away. "No! I can't do this. I have to maintain decorum!" Then she turned towards me, and her eyes burned. "I don't know what's going on with this crazy case, Mrs. Wang, but I've never felt so much sexual energy in one room! It's..."
Mya had squatted down behind the desk for a second, but popped back up and cut in. "Intoxicating?" 
What is Mya holding? Oh my god, is that...
Judge Torres turned back to respond, and her face went ashen.
Mya took a pink vibrator, lifted it to her mouth, and licked it. "Mmmm, still warm. And wet." 
The judge lifted her hand to her face to cover it, and her body melted into a defeated lump. She muttered into her palm, "You weren't supposed to see that."
"I'm sure we weren't." Mya chuckled as she kicked the desk drawer closed. She set the judge's vibrator down on the desk, moved over to her and resumed stroking her gorgeous hair. "But there's nothing to be ashamed of, Clee. Everyone in this room understands. Some guilty pleasures can't be resisted. They're just too tempting."
The judge peered between her fingers into Mya's eyes. Mya drew closer, taking her hand away from her face, and moved in so that their mouths hovered just inches from each other. Both of their eyes fell to each other's lips, and Mya breathed a husky, "So close you can taste it."
My chest tightened, and my throat thickened. Time seemed to stop and a freeze frame of their lips, so close, burned into the gray matter of my brain. Moisture had seeped from the seam of my pussy lips and dampen my panties. The visual before me reminded me of a similar moment in the park when my lips were that close to Mya's. A moment that fate interrupted. 
But no fate would stop the merging of their gorgeous mouths. Mya had the judge under her spell, and she knew my fate depended on it. 
The judge opened her lips as if to surrender, and Mya dove into her. As they did, the energy in the room grew thick with a sultry vibration. It caused my pussy to clench and my palms to sweat. While they locked lips, Mya extended her hand towards Liam, and he stepped forward, handing her his handcuffs. Was this planned? Of course it was.
It seemed Mya had moved in behind my sexual exploits and used them as leverage somehow to set up everything for this moment. Like a master chess player.
Mya motioned to me. A signal. We hadn't fully discussed the plan, but I knew Sam Blakely played a key role, so I tugged on his tie and led him across the floor of the judge's chambers, over to the back side of the desk where Mya and Clee Torres mashed their faces together. The judge moaned into Mya's mouth, and even her fluffy robes couldn't hide the squirming of her body in the chair. 
Sam Blakely tugged against his tie restraint. With his size and strength, he could easily have overpowered me had he truly wanted to. But his half-hearted resistance was no match for pussy power. I tugged with all my might on his tie and drew his face down to mine. "Get it together, Blakely!" I hissed. 
He winced, "I... I'm... I shouldn't. I can't." 
I grabbed his bulge through his pants and found the line of his shaft with my thumb and forefinger. "That's not what your cock says," I growled. "Now, be a good boy, and do as you're told." Then I jerked the tie again, and he surrendered, following me to the desk. 
Mya broke from the kiss and dangled the cuffs in her hand, dragging them up the judge's thigh. "You want to misbehave, Clee, but you're struggling with your conscience. These would make it easier." Mya guided the cuffs to crawl up the judge's body, between her breasts, until they swung in front of the judge's eyes like a pendulum. Mya held them there, letting them swing back and forth, as if trying to hypnotize her. "If you surrender and let me take you, you could blame it all on me. I could relieve you of the heavy burden you carry - all that responsibility." 
Mya lifted the judge's hands above her head, and she closed her eyes. The metal traced the inside of Clee's wrists, and little chill bumps appeared on the soft, white skin of her forearms.
I thought about the judge's wetness that Mya tasted on the end of the pink vibrator. Who would have guessed that, under those robes, the judge had her own naughty secret?
Next to me, Sam Blakely fidgeted like a child who needed to pee. Was seeing two women being sexual together really that difficult for him? I imagined he'd never seen the judge like that before, but he'd certainly seen me with his legal assistant, and he survived. Besides, I hadn't made him do anything terribly scandalous in front of the judge. Yet.
Reaching to the base of the judge's chair, Mya lowered the back into a deep recline, and Judge Torres' gasped. Then Mya threaded the cuffs through the heavy brass handle on the top drawer of the judge's desk. 
"So, what'll it be, your honor? You don't have to say anything, but can you look in my eyes and tell me you don't want this?" 
Judge Clee Torres pressed her neck back into the soft head cushion of her chair as she peered up into Mya's gorgeous eyes. The judge's eyes glimmered with a sort of wet brokenness. She could only muster the slight motion of her head back and forth, but it was enough for Mya. She stretched the judge's arms up over the top of the chair and cuffed her wrists to the desk. "That's a good girl, Clee."
Mya moved back around in front of the judge and dropped into a squat. God, her ass looks hot in that thong. She pressed the judge's legs apart. "Now, let's see what secrets lie beneath these suffocating robes of justice." She lifted the judge's robes up, revealing a short, hip-hugging skirt. Mya rested her hand on Judge Clee Torres' elegant looking feet and caressed her way up the judge's shapely calves. "Such a shame to hide these lovely legs, Clee," Mya hummed.
Sam Blakely swallowed so hard I could hear him gulping from behind me. Something about the sight really vexed him. I glanced back at the bulge in his pants. A wet spot had formed where the tip of his cock pressed into them. I couldn't blame him. The nerve endings in my skin tingled from head to toe, and my juices were, at that point, running down the inside of one of my thighs. Mya's gorgeous body in that outfit and her dominance over the judge made me want to caress her powerful pussy with my tongue. 
Mya hooked her thumbs underneath the hem of the judge's skirt and pushed it up over her luscious thighs. As she did, the judge spread them.
Oh, my. She's not wearing panties.
Mya purred with pleasure at the sight of the judge's bare pussy lips, shaved and engorged. "Such a pretty pussy, Clee." Mya ran her fingers up the inside of the judge's thigh, and as she did, the judge moaned, "oh my god." Clee Torres kept her eyes closed and turned her head into her arm, pressing her lips into the soft skin inside of it and nibbling at it.
Wow, the judge is... very sexual.
Mya slipped her fingers into the judge, and her voice vibrated with a melodious lilt of delight. "You're so wet, Clee," Mya hummed. She turned her palm up so that her ring and middle finger could delve deeper into the judge's hole. Then she thrust into her, and the judge lifted her legs, spreading them wider. 
"Yesss," Mya cooed. "Show us the truth about you, Clee." 
Judge Clee Torres whimpered as the frail defenses of her conscience and professionalism melted under the power of her own sensuality and Mya's seduction. 
"So naughty. Not wearing any panties into the courtroom. Coming back to your chambers and toying yourself with a vibrator." Mya hissed as she sped up her thrusts. The wetness of Clee's pussy caused a loud smacking sound as Mya plunged into her.
The judge cried out, "Oh, fuck!!"
"I think you've got another secret you're hoping no one finds out..." Mya slowed her thrusts. "...about you and Mr. Blakely here?"
Sam's energy coiled up behind me like a tight ball, and he tugged back with his body against the tie, but I held it fast. Clee Torres' eyes popped open, flashing a mixture of horror and drunken lust. Her mouth hung open as she panted. "I don't know what you're talking about." Then she blinked and diverted her eyes from Mya as she continued. "There's no secret. We have a strictly professional..." 
Mya thrust her fingers deep into Clee and pressed a thumb up against her swollen nub. Clee arched her back up and wailed, "Oh, god!!!" 
"You were saying, your honor?" Mya's voice sounded like nectar tasted. As if it were dripping into all my senses from her beautiful lips. She'd mastered the art of a seductive voice. So sultry. So resonant and husky. I'd be asking for lessons later. 
Mya slipped her fingers back out in a slow, sensual stroke against the roof of the judge's opening. Then she slipped back in with the same gradual glide. Once back in, Mya resumed drawing circles with her thumb in a gentle tease on the judge's clitoris. 
Clee Torres whimpered, "fucckkk." Then she bit her lip. 
Mya continued speaking like silk. "I think you were going to say that you haven't been doing anything inappropriate with one of the city's prominent attorneys? I can see why you would deny such a thing. Imagine the scandal it would cause if something like that got out."
Clee Torres shut her eyes again, and Sam Blakely's trembling caused the tie to quiver in my grip. 
Mya continued, "I don't think you fully appreciated my friend's oral arguments." She gestured back to me. 
Now, that's a signal. I turned to Sam Blakely and winked at him. 
"Oh, god, no," he whimpered.
"Shut up, Sammy," I said. "You know you love how my mouth feels on your cock." Then I dropped to my knees. 
Mya winked at me, then turned back to Clee, continuing to slow finger-fuck her pussy. "If you and Mr. Blakely had nothing going on between you, then I guess it won't bother you to see Naomi take his cock in her mouth."
I followed Mya's cue, unfastening the belt of Sam Blakely's pants and tossing it behind me, just below the judge's chair. The buckle clanged against the casters, and the judge's whine vibrated against the inside of her closed lips. Then I unzipped Sam's pants and pulled them down to his ankles. His legs trembled as he stood there, exposed. The tip of his hard cock stretched his boxers into a tight tent and wet them with a spot as big as a quarter. 
"Mmm, somebody's cock is eager to be sucked," I purred.
Mya continued, "Then again, your honor, if you had a hot sexual fling going on behind closed doors with Mr. Blakely, then perhaps it would be uncomfortable, yet strangely erotic, to see him being pleasured by another woman."
I heard the resumed smacking sound of Mya's fingers plunging repeatedly into Clee's wet folds, and she wailed, "Oh my god!!"
Grasping what Mya was doing, I shifted my body and Sam's so that I could see Mya and the judge. It would also give Judge Clee Torres the perfect profile of Sam's cock going into my mouth once I began my 'oral arguments'. So naughty.
Judge Torres peeped through one open eye with the other closed, eyeing me and Sam as I stroked his shaft through the boxers. Her body writhed in the chair under the torment of pleasure from Mya's finger sliding in and out of her pussy. As if her orgasm continued to linger just out of reach. As if Clee knocked on the door of relief but it refused to open to her, leaving her on the front steps of desperate want. Clee winced, and her lips pressed together. 
Toying with a judge who was trying my case felt surreal. My head swam with a euphoric buzz from the adrenaline. How were we getting away with this? And how did Mya find out about the judge and Sam Blakely? More crafty moves in the background while I tackled every fuck mission she sent me on? Damn, we make a good team. 
However she found out, I loved knowing the judge had a naughty secret. It comforted me to see her legs spread and Mya's fingers masterfully holding her on the edge of orgasm. How many more women hid behind masks to please a prudish society? Sluts in hiding, like the judge. Like me.
I dug my fingers under the waistband of Sam Blakely's boxers and pulled them down. His cock sprang out, bouncing like the plank of a pirate ship. My mouth watered, remembering his office and his taste before. 
Mya hummed at the judge. "Just look at that pretty cock, Clee. You sure you haven't seen that before?"
Flames flickered in the judge's eyes as they opened and met mine. I held her gaze as I reached up for Sam's cock and wrapped my fingers around it. The judge's lips fell open, and her eyes narrowed. 
"Can you feel the sweet sting, Clee?" Mya hissed. "The sting of jealousy?"
I returned the fire in Judge Torres' eyes with some fire of my own, squaring off in a sultry stare-down, peering at her over the shaft of Sam's cock. I stuck out my tongue and licked the underside, running from the base up to the head. 
Judge Torres' swallowed, and her hips ground up into Mya's hand.  
"Mmmm, yessss, Clee. Feel how your pussy swoons at the sight of another woman taking your toy and playing with it," Mya purred. "It stings to look, and yet you can't look away. You can't wish it away. Part of you wants to see. Wants it to happen. And your pussy aches for release, doesn't it?"
Clee swallowed and then hissed. "Yesss!" 
"So, are you admitting you feel ownership of Sam's cock? That you've been fucking him?" 
Well played, Mya.
The judge grit her teeth and glared at Mya. "Bitch," she growled.
Mya laughed. "Yes, I am. And you're loving every minute of this torture, aren't you? I'll let you come, you know. All you have to do is confess the truth."
Judge Torres spat back at her. "Fuck you!" 
"Suit yourself," Mya chided. And she nodded at me.
Time to make Sam remember my oral arguments.




Chapter Three


I removed Sam Blakely's shoes, pants, and boxers so that he stood naked from the waist down in front of the judge. The tip of his cock glistened with fresh pre-cum, and like a good pet, he stood shaking and whimpering, unable to break away from the lure of his aching need. 
"Mmm, I remember this cock," I teased. 
As Mya had the judge right where we both wanted her, I set all my attention to working Sam while they watched. Taking him into my grip, I spat on his cock, then spread my saliva over the head and down his shaft with my hand. Wrapping my fingers around the base, I pulled him tight, causing the head to swell and his pre-cum to trail down the underside and mix with my spit. 
I placed my tongue at the base of his shaft, just above the enclosure of my fingers. Then I flattened it against the underside and painted a wide brushstroke up to the head, layering on another trail of my saliva. When I got to the top, I flicked the point of my tongue into the cleft of his ridge, and he groaned, "fucckk!" 
I chuckled, imagining what must be going through the judge's head. Her moans and whimpers trickled into my auditory background, causing my pussy to swoon. My whole body trembled with wicked excitement at the angst of the game we were playing, the power exchange, and the decadence of doing it all in a municipal judge's chambers. 
I rose on my knees, straightening my spine to position my head over Sam's cock. My lips grazed the tip, and I let saliva leak out from my lips onto it, further lubricating him. I swayed my head from left to right, brushing the head with my soft, open lips, teasing him. 
Sam Blakely moaned, and his body quivered. 
That's right, Sam. Show the judge how much you like it.
Keeping one hand on the base, I placed my other flat against the warm skin on his stomach. His hard abs clenched, and his cock pulsed in my hand. I slid my lips just over the tip so that they enclosed his head in the warmth of my mouth. Then I hummed on him, letting him know his surrender and his cock both pleased me. A fresh bead of his pre-cum leaked out onto my tongue, and I gathered it up with the gentlest, wet stroke. He tasted clean with a hint of sweetness. Mmmm, your pet tastes sinful, your honor.
Pushing my lips further down his shaft, I brought my hand from his stomach down to his rod so both hands could work him. While I continued to push saliva out of my mouth onto him, I brushed it down his length with my fingers. Once I had every inch of him good and slick, I wrapped my upper hand around his heat and brought the circle grip of my thumb and pointer finger up to my lips. The perfect sleeve. I chuckled at myself. Such a whore. I'd gotten so good at sucking cock since I stole that police car. Not just my husband's cock. Sucking several men dry had taught me a few things and given me a heady sense of confidence. I liked the feeling of power and naughtiness when I took a cock in my mouth. 
Behind me, I heard Mya taunting the judge. "Wishing you could come, your honor? Maybe you'd like to come at the same time that Sam does? Just when Naomi takes his seed down her throat, hmmm?" 
The judge groaned with a mixture of aching need and frustration. My hands bumped at the bottom of Sam's shaft and his inflated head filled the space of my mouth.
Mya kept teasing the judge with her wicked tongue. "I can give you the relief you crave, Clee. Just loosen those lips and confess your truth." Then she chuckled in a devious, low tone. "Face justice, your honor." The smacking sounds from Mya's fingers going into the judge sped up again for several thrusts.
"Mmmmph!" the judge bellowed against her closed lips. 
Mya slowed again, and the judge gasped. But kept herself from conceding.
The judge is one tough cookie. I felt a twinge of guilt for my part in torturing her, but the slick, sloppy sounds of Mya's fingers in her pussy made it clear the judge thoroughly enjoyed the torment. And all she had to do was admit, right? 
Using my hand sleeve and the abundant spit I'd lathered Sam's cock with, I accelerated my 'oral arguments', bobbing up and down like a jump roper on social media. My slurping noises mixed with his grunts, and his skin pulled tighter under my fingers. "Oh, fuck!" he moaned. As the volume of his noises increased, the judge's matched him. The smacking of Mya's fingers plunging the judge quickened again.
We have to get that confession.
I stopped, popping my mouth off Sam's cock, and he blurted out, "Fucck!" My grip on his cock loosened, and I shifted to grazing it gently with a slow stroke from base to head. So evil. I grinned at him. "We need something more persuasive, Sammy. Don't you think?" Standing up, I grabbed his tie and led him over to the judge's chair. Mya nodded, as if reading my mind, and her eyes gleamed with wicked pleasure. 
While I looked down into the judge's feral gaze, I stripped out of my clothes, laying each garment on her chest, until I stood naked next to her. "I thought you deserved a closer view, your honor." 
She bit her bottom lip and hardened her eyes at me. 
I lifted one leg and put my calf between her shackled wrists at the top of the chair, positioning my bare pussy just inches above her face. Then I grabbed my clothes off her and tossed them on the floor to clear her view. "Confession time, Sammy. Why don't you show the judge what you did in your office?" 
For a second, I wondered if he'd be willing to play his part. Had I milked his lust enough to take him past the point of conscience or fear and into his raw need for release? I arched my hips to lift my ass and make my pussy peek out at him. The heat from his fingers rested on my hips, and my heart swelled with a sense of triumph. Gotcha.
The head of his cock pressed into my sensitive lips, and they parted for him, slipping their sloppy warmth around him. "Mmmm," I hummed. 
The judge gasped under me. From my vantage point, I could look down and see her face and most of her body. She ground her hips in animal hunger up on Mya's fingers. 
"Just look at that cock sliding into her pussy," Mya hissed at her.
Sam must have felt inspired by the new level of sexual energy surging. He grabbed my hips, just above my ass, and squeezed, shoving himself balls-deep into my pussy. 
"Fuckkk!" I moaned. All the cocks I'd taken in recent weeks left their impression on me, but Sam's made the deepest simply because of his size. Plus, this angle made him go even deeper than he had in his office. Flashes of light passed in front of my eyes for a moment as a delicious sting rippled from my core up into my chest. 
"Nice and slow, Sammy. The judge has a confession to make. Once she makes it, you can rail me, and both of you can get your relief."
Sam obeyed, sliding out slowly and back in. His inflated head pressed its ridge into my walls, teasing every inch of me with intense pleasure. 
"Mmmm, yess, Sam. Fuck that pussy for the judge's viewing pleasure." 
With each slow plunge back into me, my pussy slurped around his cock. God, I'm so sloppy wet. 
The judge's groans grew even louder. I imagined others in the building had to be hearing her. I'd never heard a woman groan that loud. The raw power and brazen want of it made the skin on my back and neck tingle with electricity. To witness the brilliant glory of a woman's unbridled arousal. 
"Ok, fuck it!" she howled. "I did it, okay? I fucked Sam."
"Very good, your honor," Mya hissed. She quickened her finger thrusts, and the judge whined, "fuckkk!" 
But Mya wasn't done milking the truth from her loosening lips. "You fuck him often, do you not?" 
The judge winced as she moaned, and the veins in her neck raised. Glaring at Mya, she nodded.
"Mmm, such a naughty judge. But don't be ashamed. Say it out loud, Clee." 
The judge hissed through gritted teeth. "I do. I fuck him a lot." Then she gasped again and her eyes rolled back in her head. "I love cock." 
After a moment of reverie, as if remembering Sam's cock inside her, the judge opened her eyes and locked them on my pussy and Sam's cock sliding into it. I ground back into Sam, encouraging him to speed up, and he understood the assignment. 
Mya continued fingering the judge and cross-examining. "Under these restrictive robes of justice, you're secretly a ravenous whore, aren't you?" 
The judge's voice cracked, and she cried out, "Yesss!"
"Yes, I'm a whore?" 
"I am! I am such a whore. I love to fuck!" she wailed.
Sam unleashed all his pent-up sexual energy and began slamming into me. 
My pussy smacked with wet, sloppy sounds each time he plowed into me, and the muscles in my thighs and abdomen coiled up tight. I pressed my eyes shut as the heat in my body surged. "Yesss, fuck that pussy, Sammy!" 
On each thrust, his head tapped the deepest part of my cavern, setting loose swells of electric sensation in my groin that rocketed up my spine. My pussy clenched, and Sam's head turned to hot granite inside me, digging into my walls. The tension in my body reached my throat, causing it to thicken, and my voice vibrated hard in the tense tissue of my neck as I howled, "Fuckkk!"
Sam's fingers dug into my hips, and he grunted, "I'm going to cum!"
I checked below me. Mya's fist blurred in a furious invasion of the judge's sodden hole, and the judge's hips bounced in a frenzied harmony, pushing back up into her. Her mouth hung wide open, and her eyes glazed over. "Oh, my goddd!" The judge arched her hips up again and held them aloft while Mya kept finger-pounding her. "Ahhhh! I'm coming, too!"  
Sam exploded inside me, and his seed flooded my cave. The heat of his cum radiated through my walls and sent me over the edge. All the tautness in my body came unwound in one explosive moment, and bolts of pleasure splintered out from my pussy into my legs and stomach. I shook from the waves of bliss racking my body. My shrieking voice sounded muffled in my ears through the thick, hot fog of my orgasm. Almost like it came from someone on the other side of a heavy curtain. "God, yesss!" I cried. Warm tingles and deep relaxation rolled into my skull and filled my eardrums with a sensation of being submerged in an ocean of euphoria.
I collapsed my head onto the desk while my body shook. Sam's legs vibrated against the back of my thighs as he grunted and pulsed inside of me, pumping squirt after squirt of his cum into my hole. 
Through the jubilant haze, I heard the continued squishing of Mya's fingers in the judge's hole, accompanied by more whimpers and moans. Mya had the judge on the ropes of orgasm and was milking it for all she could. 
Sam softened and slid out of me, releasing the mixture of his juices and mine to run out of me and drip down. I imagined it landing on the judge's robes, leaving its mark while she continued to reel in the waves of her multiple orgasms. My chest swooned. So bad.
Sensation returned to my skin, and the cool tingle of the room air on my sweaty back deepened my sense of satisfaction. 
But I knew we weren't done. 




Chapter Four


The door to the judge's chambers clicked, and I lifted my head to see why. Liam Hardman waved my husband through the door and then pulled it closed again. Seeing Sawyer flooded my heart with warmth and gave me renewed energy. I pushed myself up off the desk and removed my leg from the back of the chair. With Sam's cum running down my inner thigh, I walked around the desk and approached my husband.  
He held his arms open wide for me, and I fell into them. "I'm so glad you’re here, babe," I said. 
"Me, too. I hope I'm not too late."
I chuckled. God, I loved this man. "No, you're not. The best part is about to happen."
Still in his arms, I glanced over his shoulder at Liam Hardman. My skin tingled, and my chest expanded as I let out a long, relaxed breath. Such a pretty, older man. In the warm lighting of the judge's office, Liam's broad shoulders, toned arms, and silver hair beckoned to the younger woman in me. That tender giant who'd let me into his soul in the graveyard. My pussy swooned from the memory, pushing another ooze of sex juices out of me.
Sawyer released me. "Go get him, little slut," he whispered with a chuckle. Then he spanked my ass, making my cheek wiggle as the burn set in.
I walked over to Liam and spoke to him. "Hey."
His eyes softened, and he smiled. "Hey."
"Thank you so much for everything."
"No, Naomi. It was nothing, and you don't have to thank me. I'm grateful for you. And for what I believe you did for Rex."
I reached out and took his hand. "Well, that was for Rex, but this is for you." 
His eyes widened, and the warmth of the grin on his face reached his eyes. "What are you up to now?"
I winked at him and giggled. "You'll see. C'mon." And I tugged at his hand, leading him into the room. We stood facing the judge's desk, and I moved behind Liam, pressing my naked body up against his back and sliding my hands around his waist. My forehead rested between his shoulder blades, and I hummed. "Mmmm, this powerful body." My fingers found the buttons of his shirt and unbuttoned the top one. And then the next. I slipped one hand into the opening in his shirt and caressed the leathery skin of his firm chest while my other hand dropped to his crotch. His cock pressed into the front of his pants, forming a tight bulge. 
"Seems a little cramped in there," I purred. 
He chuckled. "No thanks to you."
I glanced to my right to look at Sawyer. His eyes burned as he smiled, and his hand slid along the protrusion in his pants that extended out to the side. I licked my lips and blew him a kiss. Then I mimicked Sawyer’s hand motion, stroking Liam's hard cock through his pants. 
Mya's voice came from behind the desk. "You've been a good girl, Clee. I think I'll let you out now so you can reclaim your toy. And you two can watch while I go help my friend."
I hummed into Liam's back. "Mmmm, hear that, Mr. Hardman? You're getting a two for one deal today. And these strippers don't just strip." I moved to the side of Liam's body to catch the show while I continued to massage his bulge. 
Mya stood in front of him, winked at me, and then dropped her gaze to my hand on his cock. "Mmm, Mr. Hardman, I see you're already enjoying the entertainment." She eye-fucked him while she took her fingers to the small lace bow at the front of her corset and untied it. 
Behind Mya, the judge had pushed Sam onto his back on top of her desk, taken his semi-hard cock in her hand, and begun to lick it clean, casting occasional glances up at us.
I dropped to my knees, unfastened Liam's belt, and pulled his pants and boxers down. His gorgeous cock sprung free, and I took it in my hand. Not ready to take my eyes off Mya just yet, I stroked him while I watched her strip for him. She peeled the corset open, and her large, beautiful tits fell out. Her perky nipples pointed at Liam and me, announcing her arousal. My stomach fluttered, and my mouth watered. I'd never responded to a woman's breasts like that before. Hers looked so luscious to me, though. I wanted to touch them. Lick them. 
Liam's cock pulsed in my hand. Ahh, he likes them, too.
Mya unzipped each boot one at a time, bending over her leg in a slow, artful fashion. The songs from the graveyard came back to my mind. She moved like they sounded. So sensual. She lifted one leg out of her boot and then the other, rubbing her pretty foot against the inside of her calf. Her candy apple pedicure shimmered under the light, and her silky skin rubbed together, making me envious. God, that's hot.
Then she slipped her thumbs under the sides of her waistband and teased with them, pressing them down over her hip as though she would remove them, but then pulling them back up. She lifted them high on her hip so that the damp crotch tightened against her pussy and showed the contours of her lips. 
"Fucckkk," I said out loud.
Mya giggled, and her seductive eyes softened for a split second as she blushed. Oh my god, you're so cute.
When she ended the tease and pushed the waistband down, letting it drop to her ankles, both Liam and I gasped. Mya had waxed her cute little pussy, leaving only a thin landing strip above her engorged pink lips. She ran her hands down her body, caressing it as she let her head fall back. 
I shook my head, almost forgetting the cock in my hand. "Damn, girl."  
She swayed her head, and her gorgeous blonde hair brushed over her shoulders. Stunning.
Even the judge slowed Sam’s blow job to pay attention to Mya's striptease. Her hand glided up and down his cock while her eyes moved up and down Mya's body.
Pre-cum that leaked from the tip of Liam's cock hit my hand and woke me from my trance. "He's ready, girl," I said. 
Mya lifted her head back up and drew closer to Liam. "Think you could lick this pussy for me while my friend rides your cock?" 
Liam grinned. "Yes, ma'am."
She gestured to the padded oriental rug on the judge's floor. "Why don't you lay down and make yourself comfortable?" 
Liam got on his back, and Mya put her feet on either side of his head before squatting down and planting her knees wide so they rested against his shoulders. Her position had her spread wide open and her pussy just above his mouth. She reached out for me. "Come here, beautiful," she said. It made my ears burn and my chest swoon. 
While she held my hand to steady me, I lowered my hips over Liam's cock and guided it into me with my free hand. He knew my pussy still drained from Sam's cum, but he didn't seem to mind. 
I smirked. Pussy power.
As he'd done to me before, Liam stretched my opening with his thick cock. I set my fingertips on his hard abs and let myself descend on him, feeling the sweet burn inside as he filled me. "Fucck," I moaned. A jolt of bliss shot up my spine that splintered on the back of my head. 
I locked eyes with Mya. Oh, god, she looked so hot. Her beautiful bare tits, her luscious body, and those lips. My heartbeat quickened as my gaze hopped from her body back to her eyes. And back to her body. 
Liam's tongue lapped at her clitoris, and her eyes glazed over as her mouth opened. "Oh god," she hummed. 
Seeing her naked and aroused, within my reach, made my insides vibrate and my pussy clench around Liam's cock. Her nipples pointed at me, and mine swooned as they pointed back. My eyes fell to her lips. Those luscious lips. And my mouth watered. I leaned forward, giving in to my hunger, and her mouth opened to me. Our tongues met in a blaze of wet heat, and they caressed each other like the reunion of two lovers long separated. I moaned into her mouth, "oh godd". She took my head in her hands and deepened the kiss, pressing her tongue far into the space of my mouth, along the surface of my tongue. Feeling the length of her tongue against mine made my body melt in surrender. 
We hummed against each other's lips as Liam continued to stimulate us from below. The energy of her arousal, both from our kiss and the magic of Liam's mouth on her pussy, washed over me, as if her lips injected a radiant beam of bliss into me that flooded my headspace. 
Liam must have sensed that Mya's mouth had captured all my attention, so he took charge and thrust his hips up into me from below. My pussy clenched around him. My sloppy hole burned hot with the combined thrill of his cock in me and Mya's mouth finally melding with mine. I'd wanted this ever since I met her. I didn't know it then, but in that moment, with her tongue delving into me, it was so clear. 
And the icing on the cake? My husband stood somewhere behind me, stroking his cock, witnessing all of it. I'd finally come to believe in his love for this new whore I'd become. He'd obliterated all my previous fears and hesitation with his repeated acceptance and embrace, no matter how slutty I behaved. 
My eyes closed, and I floated in the paradise of her kiss, Liam's cock inside of me, and Sawyer's blend of lust and love lingering in the air. I reached out and took hold of one of Mya's tits. She moaned, letting me know it was more than ok. It felt heavy and soft in my hand, and I massaged it, running my thumb over the firm nipple. 
Her kiss, her soft tit in my hand, and Liam's cock took me over the edge. I came, and as I did, I moaned into Mya's mouth.
Her fingers pressed into the back of my skull, and she started to shake. I guess my orgasm hit her like a domino and triggered hers. Liam fell next, his cock stiffening in the vice grip of my convulsing cunt. His hot seed sprayed up inside me, flooding me and running out the sides. My lungs swooned with whorish pride. I'm so filthy.
Mya and I both continued to shake together as she clung to my head with her hands and our open mouths panted into each other. Her sweat trailed off her top lip and mixed with mine. Something profound and spiritual knit us even tighter together in that moment. I loved it. My eyes opened, and I found her looking into me. Into my soul. This goddess. 
A strength returned behind her eyes, and she smiled, straightening her body up and glancing down my body. "Your honor," she called out. I looked towards the desk. Clee Torres had climbed up on her desk, straddled Sam much the same way I'd straddled Liam, and fucked him while she watched us. Like Liam, Sam lay in a puddle of sweat and blissful exhaustion. Mya continued, "Maybe you'd like to take the seed of your toy and your bailiff back from this whore by licking it out of her."
My eyes widened, and my face flushed. Suddenly, I felt as though I were back in the courtroom waiting to hear my verdict. 
A devilish grin spread across the judge's face, and she narrowed her burning eyes at me. "Get that guilty cunt over here!" she growled.
The judge's energy shot a strange and electric pulse at me that flooded my body. It caused a shift that made my head spin. I felt vulnerable, yet so horny. Ready again to surrender my pussy to whatever someone wanted to do to it. Ready to be used like a whore.
I rose, feeling Liam's cum running out of me. My head hung heavy on my neck as I approached the desk. A walk of shame.
Sawyer came up behind me. "Your honor, I'd like to assist with the whore's punishment."
Judge Clee Torres nodded and grinned. "Motion granted."
She growled at Sam, "Get up!" and he woke from his stupor, startled by her sternness. Once he moved, the judge pointed at her desk, right where Sam had laid, and barked at me, "Lay down!"
I complied, and she pushed my body back on the desk so that my head hung off the edge, right in front of Sawyer. Then she pressed my legs apart and spanked my pussy with her hand. 
"Oh, my!" I gasped. The sting set into my sensitive labia and melted into my lower body. 
"Such a filthy cunt!" she bellowed. "Open that mouth for your husband, whore."
I obeyed, and Sawyer whipped his cock out, feeding it into me. I leaned back, opening my throat to be the perfect fuck hole for his meat. His hand gripped my tit, and his thumb and finger pinched my nipple. The sting made me moan around his cock. 
"That's right, Mr. Wang. Treat your bitch the way she deserves. This dirty slut."
The judge's thumbs pressed at my labia, spreading me open. Then her hot tongue pressed hard against my clitoris. A tidal wave of heat rolled up through my body and crashed against my skull.
Sawyer's throbbing cock muffled my cry and broke it up with his thrusts. He held the underside of my head to keep it from smashing against the rim of the desk. Or maybe it was just to use as leverage so he could ram his meat down my throat. Either way, he fucked my face as hard as he'd ever done. I choked a bit, and tears burned my eyes as his swollen head rubbed the walls of my throat. But it felt so delicious. So wrong. And so right. Like a stamp of approval on my exposed inner whore. This is what I deserved. This is what I needed. 
The judge lowered her tongue into my opening and shoved it deep up inside me while she pushed my thighs wide open with her hands. Heat seared my cheeks as I imagined the taste of both Liam and Sam mixed with my juices - all coating her tongue. She lapped at my sodden hole like a hungry animal, devouring my filth and groaning against my hot cunt. The taboo and intensity of it catapulted me into an orgasm, and I wailed around Sawyer's cock as it plumbed my throat. 
That set him off, and his seed exploded into me. I gurgled, doing my best not to drown. He pulled out of me and sprayed his next ropes on my face and bare tits, allowing me to catch my breath. With my mouth un-gagged, I wailed from the continued shocks of my orgasm that rocked my cranium and my crotch. The judge pressed her face into my nasty snatch while I came all over her, and she gripped my ass cheeks, pulling herself into me. 
I convulsed, and my hand flopped down into her silky, sweaty hair. The last few threads of Sawyer's cum landed on my chest and neck.
After he finished, I lay there on the judge’s desk, messy and in a daze. Boneless and blissful. Sore in such a delicious way.
Mya's voice cut through my post-orgasmic fog. "I think you can now see, your honor, that this whore of a wife is guilty of many things. But she's already receiving her punishment. And taking it like a good little slut. There's no need for a conviction over a silly police car. Do you agree?"
The judge rose, her face glistening with my juices, and she slapped my pussy again, causing me to jump. "Bad girl!" she barked. 
I nodded, whimpering. 
Then her eyes softened at me. Almost as if she were no longer my judge. Almost as if she were my slut sister. 
"I agree," Clee said softly.
Mya's voice lilted, "So, do we have a verdict?"




Epilogue


"So, this is where it started for you?" I looked around the bar, amused at the grungy, earthy atmosphere. Big guys with tattoos and leather jackets. Hot girls that reminded me of Harley Quinn with their ass cheeks hanging out of their booty shorts. If I hadn't gotten to know Mya the way I had, I'd never have suspected she would darken the door of a place like that. 
"Yep, this is where it started."
A cute server with pigtails brought our drinks to the table. "Here you go, hun," she sang. 
"I take a fair bit of credit for making it happen," Grant added, smiling.
Mya swooned as she looked at her husband. I knew that look. The same one I felt looking at Sawyer, especially now that I had been so completely laid bare before him and found such a deep acceptance and love from him. He put his arm around me, as if reading my mind. 
"Well, I'd like to make a toast." Mya reached for her beer and lifted it up. "To the most powerful pussy in San Diablo." 
I blushed and buried my head into Sawyer's neck as he reached for his drink. 
Mya continued. "The pussy that took down the cop whose car she stole…"
"Hear, hear!" Grant chimed in. 
My cheeks hurt from smiling so hard. Oh, god, these two.
"A high-powered attorney, a bailiff, a whole fucking jury…"
"Wow, that is a powerful pussy," Grant chimed in, and Mya laughed.
"And bought herself a get out of jail free card!"
Sawyer cheered, "Woohoo!"
I grabbed my drink, we all clinked them together, and turned them up. No drink ever tasted better than that one. The sweet taste of victory.
My heart swooned as I looked across the table at my new friends, the Trueloves. "I don't know how to thank you both."
Sawyer nodded, "You two changed our lives."
Mya's smile creased the corners of her eyes. "Well, you two have brought a lot of joy to us, too. And I told you, we were meant to help you." 
"I remember you saying that. At the time, I was just thrilled that any attorney was willing to talk to me. But how did you know?"
Mya looked at Grant, and he nodded. She looked around the restaurant as she lowered her voice. "This will sound bizarre, but shortly after Grant and I got into this hotwife adventure, I had a dream. In the dream, I saw this place. I don't know how to describe it. It was a little like a Summer camp. Almost like a church Summer camp." She rolled her eyes and laughed. "Except with lots of naked people fucking."
The back of my neck tingled. "That sounds kinda amazing."
Mya's eyes glistened. "It was. It felt so real. And Naomi…"
She drew a deep breath, looking down at the table. "I saw you there."
My eyes widened. "What?"
"Yeah, I know. It's crazy. But the dream was so clear. So, when I saw your picture in the paper after your arrest, I recognized you. From my dream."
"And that's how you knew to help me."
"Yep."
"Wow. I'm… I'm blown away."
Sawyer's mouth hung open, causing me to laugh. "He's as shocked as I am. I don't even remember my dreams."
Mya shrugged. "I don't usually, either. But this dream felt like I was there."
"But what do you think it means? This place you saw."
"I think it's a place for people like us."
I sighed. "That sounds too good to be true. Do you really think there are others?"
"My best friend, Aimee, tried it, and I think she has more naughtiness in her future."
"Well, my best friend Karen is praying for me because I stole a cop car. I will never be able to tell her the truth about how I got acquitted."
"She might surprise you."
I winced. "Hmm, I don't think so. I live in a very conservative neighborhood. I'm probably on several prayer lists. Like Elise, my neighbor across the street. She's definitely praying for me." 
Mya got a mischievous grin. "Oh, if they only knew."
"They'd be so scandalized."
"Or maybe one of them is like you, secretly fucking around and thinking you're the conservative."
"Who steals cop cars?"
She laughed. "Fair point. But you know what I'm saying. You would have never guessed what I was into if you just met me. We don't know what people are doing behind closed doors."
I lifted my hands and smiled, humoring her. "I might just have a hotwife neighbor!"
Mya raised her glass. "Another toast!"
Caught up in the silliness of it, I sung it out loud. "To the mystery hotwife next door!" 
We clinked our glasses. And I wondered.
Could there be? Could one of my neighbors be the hotwife next door?
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Are the hotwife stars aligning towards the fulfillment of Mya's sexy dream? Turns out, there may be an answer to Naomi's question. Her friend and next-door neighbor, Karen, starts a lot of drama, accusing a woman in their neighborhood of cheating. And as the rumors spread, so do the naughty ideas, tempting Naomi's conservative married neighbors and inspiring them to dirty deeds. 
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[image: image-placeholder]"She's cheating on her husband!" Karen Cobbledick stood in my front yard, hands on her hips. Her voice boomed loud enough for the entire neighborhood to hear.  
My neck muscles tightened as I punched away at my phone screen with my thumbs. Being harassed by Karen. More gossip about Brooke. HALP. I hit send. My knees pressed together as I sat on the top step of my porch. 
"Elise, are you listening to me?" she demanded.
My thumbs tapped more. Ugh, she won’t stop. Gotta go. Text u later. I hit send again and put my phone down next to me. My eyes narrowed as I looked up at her. “What are you talking about?”
She huffed and threw her hands up in the air. “You haven’t been listening.”
“Maybe you didn’t notice I was in the middle of texting someone.”
“You can’t text them later?”
I pressed my lips together in a flat line. You can’t interrupt me later? 
“Anyway, like I was saying, she’s cheating. I just know it,” she continued.
I swallowed, hoping to succeed at playing dumb. “Who is cheating?” I knew exactly who Karen was talking about. After all, if Karen wasn’t talking about Brooke and her sex life, then Karen wasn’t talking at all. But the last thing I wanted was for the neighborhood gossip to find out that Brooke Cummings and I were friends. 
Her eyes widened, and she huffed. “Brooke!”
I scratched my face and lowered my gaze. “Brooke who?” 
“Seriously, Elise? The woman I’ve been telling you about! She lives just two houses down from you.”
“Ohhh. Her name is Brooke?” God, I hope she’s buying this. 
“Yes, and I’m telling you, she’s cheating on her husband.” 
Part of me wanted to admit I knew Brooke so I could defend her against this ridiculous character assassination, but that would have involved getting far deeper into the conversation. And perhaps invited an endless cascade of unwanted conversations. Ugh. Still, I had to say something.
“Karen, that’s a big accusation to just go spreading around. Where are you getting this idea?”
“Well, the other night, I saw her husband’s car leave their house. Then I noticed a strange car pull up into the driveway.” 
“Probably food delivery. Did you think of that?”
Karen pointed at me for emphasis. “I think she meant it to look like that, but I just had a hunch, so I snuck over to get a closer look.”
My mouth dropped open. “You did what?”
Karen continued, ignoring my reaction. “A young, very athletic-looking guy got out of the car and went to the front door. It opened, and he went inside.” 
She cocked an eyebrow as if she expected me to get sucked in by the information. 
I hated it was working. 
Karen continued, “So, I snuck around to the back of the house and hid in the bushes under the bedroom window.”
I held my hand up. “Whoa! Karen, seriously? Do you realize how crazy you sound?”
She leaned in, lowering her voice. “Elise, listen to me. I heard noises. Like moaning. And groaning. Sex noises!”
That detail took me by surprise. But my body gave me a much bigger one. A sudden tingle erupted in between my legs. For a troubling few seconds, I pictured Brooke on all fours on her bed, putting her butt up in the air for this mystery man while her husband, Dale, was away. I squeezed my eyes shut and winced, trying to push the image from my mind. 
“Ok, Karen, as interesting as this story is, I really have to go. I have a lot on my plate today.” I jumped up and hurried for my front door.
Karen’s voice called from behind me. “She’s cheating, Elise. I heard her fucking. And from the sound of it, she was having a fantastic time!”
The front door closed behind me. My heart pounded at the inside of my chest. The vision of Brooke and this man clung to my thoughts like an irresistible urge to eat chocolate. I rapped my forehead with the flat of my palm. “Nooo, get out!”
Brooke had been a bit of a party girl in college, and I heard rumors of her being promiscuous, but I never believed them. I mean, she and I volunteered together sometimes at the food pantry on weekends, and I even talked her into going to Bible study with me. I just couldn’t believe the rumors, and I wasn’t about to start now.
But I also couldn’t get the idea out of my head. 
My body vibrated with an increasingly hot, sinful sensation as the mental pictures kept coming. My hand rested on my chest, feeling it rise and fall with my heavy breaths. I let my hand slide down over my clothes - down the front of my white tank top, through the divide between my breasts, over the thin cotton covering my stomach, nearing the spot just above my… 
You shouldn’t do this. It’s wrong.
My fingers pried at the waistband of my shorts and slipped underneath. Then they lifted the elastic band of my underwear and glided over my soft, hot skin until they reached my most private area. I gasped as I touched it, feeling its moisture.
“No!” 
My eyes popped open. I jerked my hand out of my underwear and pulled my back away from the door. As I looked around, I panted, grateful to have overcome temptation and for being alone in the house. I wouldn’t have wanted to explain to Noah why I suddenly yelled or what I was doing with my hand down my shorts. I had to get a grip.
Do not give the devil a foothold, Elise!
Taking a deep breath, I marched into the kitchen and forced my mind to plan dinner. 
Idle hands are the devil’s playground.
Except my hands wanted to be anything but idle. And no amount of busying myself could quiet the storm that had broken out in my body.
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And if you haven't read Mya's story that preceded Naomi's, you can check that out in A Hotwife Rides Dirty: Series Bundle.
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Lastly, did you like this book? If so, I could really use your help. Leaving a rating is a great way to support an indie erotica author like me. It helps potential new readers decide whether to take a chance on an unfamiliar independent author. So if you'd like to help, when Amazon prompts you, would you leave your rating? And, if you didn't like the book, no hard feelings! If you didn't and choose to leave a rating, could you include some feedback as to what you didn't like? It helps me improve, and that's something I very much want to do. 
XXOO, M. L. Patterson.






A Note from The Author


When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about how sexual I was. I spent a long time trying to be less sexual. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression. 
No more.
I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share that part of my inner world with others.
I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the erotic places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.
You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.
https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/
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