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Naughty Excerpt from “Naughty Wife's Plan”

He ripped the door open.

“Master,” purred Cherry in her Southern drawl, kneeling on the ground, looking absolutely lovely in a loose blouse that he could see down, her fat, mauve nipples and silver dollar-sized areolas peaking out as her large breasts swayed. “I can't believe what Mistress did to you. I'm so sorry.”

“Evie sent you?” he growled.

“I'm here on my own, Master.” She grinned, her hazel eyes twinkling. “I'm your slave, remember. Steve's lent me to you for the evenin'. Let me comfort you.”

“Why would you want to comfort me and not your best friend.”

“Because you're my Master,” she smiled, her hands reaching out to his bathrobe ties, pulling on them. He didn't resist, his cock swelling beneath it. “Mistress made a big mistake. Maybe you two need some space to cool down. So let me fill the void until then.”

His robe fell open; her hazel eyes burned as she saw his cock rising up. Behind her, Frank could see his cul-de-sac and the neighbors' houses. Anyone could look out and see him naked, a woman kneeling before him who wasn't his wife.

“Go home,” he ordered. “I need to be alone.”

“No,” she said, grasping his cock, stroking him; he couldn't help groaning. “You're hurtin', Master. Let me heal you.”

Her grip was soft, her thumb brushing his tip, spreading precum around.

“Are you disobeying me?” he growled.

“I am.” She fixed his eyes, leaning her lips closer to his cock. “I guess you'll have to discipline me.”

Her mouth swallowed his cock; pleasure exploded through him as she sucked. He leaned forward, his forearm resting against the door as she worshiped her master. Her tongue was agile, swirling around his cock while her right hand slid up his inner thigh to his heavy balls, cupping and gently massaging them; his eyes squeezed shut as the sensations surged through him.

“That's it, slut,” he grunted, letting her do all the work. This is what I need—meaningless, hot sex. Fuck love. All that damned emotion ever brought was pain.

And joy. He burned for Evie's mouth, remembering her blue eyes looking up at him with love as she sucked his cock.

Cherry's mouth worked lower, taking more of his cock into her. His eyes opened, staring out at the street. A car passed, pulling into the driveway. He wandered if Mrs. Inez witnessed his depravity. The pleasure grew more intense. He wanted to be watched. Maybe Evie wasn't the only exhibitionist in their marriage.

Tension built at the tip of his cock, his hips twitching, sliding his cock deeper into her mouth. He wanted to cum, to flood her slut mouth with his seed and force her to drink it down like a good slave. His fingers ran through her honey-blonde hair, getting a tight grip, then he drove his cock deep into her mouth, his head brushing the back of her throat. She sucked harder, moaning, her hand letting go of his balls, then wrapped around him, gripping his ass and squeezing.

Frank chuckled; Cherry was such a good slave. If he wanted to fuck her mouth, she was all for it. His hips pistoned, shoving his cock down her tight throat, her face burying in his brown pubic hair and his heavy balls slapping her chin. She moaned, vibrations engulfing his cock; the tension grew. He drew back and drove in hard. Over and over, using her mouth to satisfy his lusts.

“Take it, slut!” he hissed, staring out at the street, hoping someone would pass by. “You're just my cum dump.”

Cherry moaned louder, her fingernails biting into the meat of his ass.

Mrs. Rogers, walking her dog, passed on the sidewalk. She jumped when she saw him. He waved at her with one hand, still fucking his slave's mouth. His balls, slapping Cherry's chin, boiled as the woman's eyes seemed locked on his, her thighs shifting.

“Watch me fuck my whore,” he muttered, his strokes increasing, plunging his cock down her throat.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Shattered Marriage

The phone rang.

Frank stared at his cell phone vibrating on the nightstand, Evie's smiling face beaming on the screen proclaiming who was calling. He still sat on their marital bed, rumbled from fucking Grace. He had forever violated this bed by screwing the redhead. Evie had shattered their marriage, but he had fucked Grace on the pieces, grinding them into dust beneath their writhing bodies.

His emotions were a tangled mess. He loved Evie. He hated Evie. He wanted to hold her and love her. He wanted to hurt her. And he was definitely too afraid to speak to her. How could he take back the words he had shouted? How could she take back her infidelity? She had wounded him so much, and he had been all too happy to attack her back.

It was the fourth time she had called in the last hour. Did she want to scream at him? To rub his face in her affair. Did she want to reconcile? Did he want to reconcile? He lay back on the bed, grabbing her pillow, burying his face and smelling that mix of scents that was completely his wife's, wishing he had never fucked Grace.

But, most of all, Frank wished he and Evie had never roleplayed at all and had just been bored with their sex life. At least he would still have her.

~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~

“He won't answer,” Evie whispered, setting her phone down, fresh tears running down her cheek. “He hates me.”

“Probably,” Officer Connoly answered, sitting on the couch nearby watching a baseball game. It was clear the cop didn't care now that he had fucked her.

Evie didn't even understand why she was still here. It had been a mistake to come over and fuck him, giving truth to the lies her husband had been told. Frank believed she was having an affair with the cop, tricked by that conniving, two-faced bitch—Grace Davenport-Meyers, the trophy wife of a software billionaire. Her marriage had turned out to be just a game for the rich cunt to toy with. She had set Evie up, using her own cell phone to flirt with the cop, then using those texts to convince her husband she had been unfaithful.

“What am I going to do?”

The Black man grinned at her, his cock bulging the crotch of his baggy shorts.

“That's not happening,” she snapped. “It was a mistake. I only fucked you because I was angry at Frank. Because I thought he was cheating on me.” But her husband had only been fucking Grace because he had believed she had cheated first. And she could prove her innocence. All she had to do was see her husband and show him the video she had recorded last night of Grace fucking Officer Connoly at the bar and prove that the bitch had lied.

“What are you going to do? If you stay here, you're gonna have to share my bed.” His grin was hungry.

“I...” her eyes widened as she realized something she had forgotten. “I need to pick up my friend at the airport.”

“Huh?”

“Cherry will help me.” Hope blossomed inside her.

“Kay,” the cop shrugged. “Take care. Unless you want a real man to fuck you.”

“I want a real man to love me. I just need to get him back. And then Grace is going to pay.”

A naughty plan was forming in her head.

Her feet felt lighter as she raced down the stairs of Officer Connoly's apartment, thighs sticky with his cum. She hadn't bothered to clean herself up. First her crushing grief and then her blazing hope had driven those considerations out of her mind, but as she walked through the parking garage, she could feel the adulterous mess sliding between her butt-cheeks, trickling out of her asshole. She could smell the salty, bleach scent as it trickled down her legs, her thong long gone, ripped off by the cop in the heat of the moment.

When she reached her car, she pulled out the moist towelettes she always carried in her purse—Evie never knew when she or Frank would be feeling randy and want a quickie in whatever spot they could find. She stood in the parking garage, reaching beneath her skirt to wipe up the cop's sticky cum and her own pussy juices, then shoved the soiled towelettes into a plastic bag. That faint, alcoholic scent filled her nose, and her pussy and asshole tingled as she wiped them, cool as the cleaning solution slowly dried.

Anyone could walk down her and see her reaching under her skirt and swabbing herself. Her exhibitionist side burned, and part of her lusted to put on a show. But what was the point if Frank wasn't here to watch her be naughty. A pain-filled shudder passed through her, threatening to overwhelm her with another flood of tears.

Have hope. Once Frank sees the video, he'll believe that you didn't cheat and realize Grace is a lying bitch.

She took a deep breath, calming herself. She climbed into her red Audi, backed out of the space, her tires squealing on the worn-smooth concrete. She pulled out onto the Seattle street and began weaving her way through traffic to I-5 to head south to the SeaTac Airport. Even on Sunday, it was terrible traffic, and she found herself laying on the horn at every opportunity as the citizens of Western Washington proved how little they knew how to drive as she weaved through traffic.

Cherry and her husband Steve would help her. She and Frank had been with first Cherry and later her husband Steve, swinging with the couple. Cherry and Steve's relationship was far more complex than hers. Steve had actually cheated on Cherry, but her friend had found it arousing to be so degraded by her husband, getting off on the humiliation of being cuckqueened, as she called it.

Evie exited I-5 in SeaTac, heading towards International Boulevard. Evie smiled; the very street she had stood upon when all this mess started. Their lives and grown so much richer and so much more fragile that night. And Evie was going to make sure she held onto that life. She could forgive Frank for his mistake, and she hoped he would forgive her for fucking Officer Connoly this afternoon.

She pulled into the airport, glancing at her watch. Her plane should be landing right now. She pulled up at the curb on the long driveway that looped around the parking garage in front of the main terminal. Her heart beat faster as she waited, drumming her fingers, looking for her friend's honey-blonde hair.

Her phone chirped. “Just landed!” Cherry's message read. “Sry!”

“Waiting out front. Need 2 talk.”

“What about?”

Her tears suddenly threatened her, burning her eyes as she stared down at the screen. “Plz hurry.”

“OTW”

She forced her tears back, feeling like everyone walking or driving by her car were watching her. And not in a sexy way. Flashes of Frank plowing Grace flooded her mind as she waited, all the pain and anger twisting around inside her. And those terrible words he said, his pain and betrayal speaking. He had to love her so much for Grace's scheme to have hurt him so bad.

She jumped as someone rapped on her car window. Cherry peered in, concern painted on her gorgeous face, framed by curly, honey-blonde hair. Concern shone in her hazel eyes and her pouty lips were twisted into a sympathetic frown. Evie popped the lock and Cherry climbed in, reaching across the gear shift to give her a warm hug.

“What is wrong, Evie?” she drawled in her Southern accent. “You look as frightful as a raccoon caught pawin' through the trash.”

Evie's pain and grief poured out of her as she cried on her best friend's shoulder.


Chapter Two: Cherry Delight

The doorbell's tones chimed through the house startled Frank awake. He didn't remember falling asleep clutching his wife's pillow to his face.  “Evie,” he muttered. “Who—”

His pain crashed into like an avalanche, burying his heart in grief and guilt. He clutched the pillow, wanting to hold onto it with such desperate fear and get his cheating wife back. Flashes of Evie with the Black cop flickered in his mind; anger flared at his wife and he flung her pillow across the room. Her scent lingered in his nose, the apricot of her shampoo, the vanilla of her lotion, the faintly spicy musk that was all Evie's. He wanted the pillow back; he wanted his wife back.

The doorbell resounded again.

“Go away!” he roared, falling back on the bed, stretching out his leg, brushing a wet spot left by Grace; his skin crawled as the stain slowly ruined their marital bed.

Again the doorbell rang. He groaned, rolling out of bed, running his hands through his face. He was naked, his crotch stained with Grace's pussy and dried cum. He could smell Grace's tangy musk now and the lingering traces of her flowery perfume, polluting his bedroom.

“Fuck,” he muttered as it rang again. He stood up, snatching his fallen robe from the floor, pulling it on as he walked downstairs, hastily tying it. “Better be important or I'm gonna kill someone.”

He ripped the door open.

“Master,” purred Cherry in her Southern drawl, kneeling on the ground, looking absolutely lovely in a loose blouse that he could see down, her fat, mauve nipples and silver dollar-sized areolas peaking out as her large breasts swayed. “I can't believe what Mistress did to you. I'm so sorry.”

“Evie sent you?” he growled.

“I'm here on my own, Master.” She grinned, her hazel eyes twinkling. “I'm your slave, remember. Steve's lent me to you for the evenin'. Let me comfort you.”

“Why would you want to comfort me and not your best friend.”

“Because you're my Master,” she smiled, her hands reaching out to his bathrobe ties, pulling on them. He didn't resist, his cock swelling beneath it. “Mistress made a big mistake. Maybe you two need some space to cool down. So let me fill the void until then.”

His robe fell open; her hazel eyes burned as she saw his cock rising up. Behind her, Frank could see his cul-de-sac and the neighbors' houses. Anyone could look out and see him naked, a woman kneeling before him who wasn't his wife.

“Go home,” he ordered. “I need to be alone.”

“No,” she said, grasping his cock, stroking him; he couldn't help groaning. “You're hurtin', Master. Let me heal you.”

Her grip was soft, her thumb brushing his tip, spreading precum around.

“Are you disobeying me?” he growled.

“I am.” She fixed his eyes, leaning her lips closer to his cock. “I guess you'll have to discipline me.”

Her mouth swallowed his cock; pleasure exploded through him as she sucked. He leaned forward, his forearm resting against the door as she worshiped her master. Her tongue was agile, swirling around his cock while her right hand slid up his inner thigh to his heavy balls, cupping and gently massaging them; his eyes squeezed shut as the sensations surged through him.

“That's it, slut,” he grunted, letting her do all the work. This is what I need—meaningless, hot sex. Fuck love. All that damned emotion ever brought was pain.

And joy. He burned for Evie's mouth, remembering her blue eyes looking up at him with love as she sucked his cock.

Cherry's mouth worked lower, taking more of his cock into her. His eyes opened, staring out at the street. A car passed, pulling into the driveway. He wandered if Mrs. Inez witnessed his depravity. The pleasure grew more intense. He wanted to be watched. Maybe Evie wasn't the only exhibitionist in their marriage.

Tension built at the tip of his cock, his hips twitching, sliding his cock deeper into her mouth. He wanted to cum, to flood her slut mouth with his seed and force her to drink it down like a good slave. His fingers ran through her honey-blonde hair, getting a tight grip, then he drove his cock deep into her mouth, his head brushing the back of her throat. She sucked harder, moaning, her hand letting go of his balls, then wrapped around him, gripping his ass and squeezing.

Frank chuckled; Cherry was such a good slave. If he wanted to fuck her mouth, she was all for it. His hips pistoned, shoving his cock down her tight throat, her face burying in his brown pubic hair and his heavy balls slapping her chin. She moaned, vibrations engulfing his cock; the tension grew. He drew back and drove in hard. Over and over, using her mouth to satisfy his lusts.

“Take it, slut!” he hissed, staring out at the street, hoping someone would pass by. “You're just my cum dump.”

Cherry moaned louder, her fingernails biting into the meat of his ass.

Mrs. Rogers, walking her dog, passed on the sidewalk. She jumped when she saw him. He waved at her with one hand, still fucking his slave's mouth. His balls, slapping Cherry's chin, boiled as the woman's eyes seemed locked on his, her thighs shifting.

“Watch me fuck my whore,” he muttered, his strokes increasing, plunging his cock down her throat.

His cum boiled over as he stared at the housewife, her hand sliding down to absently scratch at the groin of her tight shorts. Hard pulses shot out of his cock, flooding Cherry's lips. She swallowed, moaning as he kept his cock buried in her mouth. Her fingers flexed on his ass as she drank his lust. A last jet pulsed, then he pulled out, his cock popping out of her lips.

“Thank you, Master,” she panted, smacking her lips.

He smirked and nodded at Mrs. Rogers and she started, quickly walking up the street, casting one last glance behind her. She had a great ass. Another hole that could help take the pain away in his chest. She probably cheated on her husband all the time. Every wife cheated. Grace. Cherry. Evie. They were all whores.

“I have a hot vid on my phone,” Cherry purred. “Steve and I had a lot of naughty fun on our vacation. Want to watch?”

Her hazel eyes danced with naughty delight. Watching a vid of Steve cheating on Cherry sounded like a great distraction. “Get your fine ass inside.”

She took his hand, pulling herself up and clung to him, her fragrant perfume wafting into his nose. He led her to the living room. They could watch anything in his bedroom but...the living room was better. She grinned at him as he settled on the couch, her hips swaying, popping back and forth in a pair of hot pants, she turned, presenting her bubbly ass, waving it in his face as she pulled off her top.

“You always treat me best, slave,” Frank grinned, his cock stirring back to life.

He reached out, giving her cheek a pinch. She spun around, her naked breasts swaying, almost as big as Grace's, and those fat nipples pointed right at him as her hips continued to wiggle. A beautiful, playful smile graced her face and those hazel eyes danced. She raised her hands over her head, really working her ass.

“Take it off. Let me see your cunt!'

“Yes, Master.”

Her hands slid down her body, so slow, squeezing her large breasts and thumbing her nipples, a soft sight escaping her lips, then she reached her shorts, hooking her fingers, her hips still shaking. She worked them off her golden skin—no unsightly tan lines to mar her flesh; Cherry had been naughty on vacation. Her shaved pussy came into view, fat pussy lips dark and damp.

His cock was half-hard.

“Ready for the vid, Master?”

“Fuck, yeah,” he grinned. Anything to forget his pain.

She pulled out her cell phone from her purse and flicked the TV on—this wasn't the first vid she'd streamed from her phone to Frank's TV—and tapped her phone's screen, her hips still swaying to the beat of some music only the honey-blonde bombshell could hear. “Steve whipped this up,” she grinned.

Her husband was a tech rep for the very company Grace's husband owned—Microtech—and was an absolute whiz with technology. A hotel room appeared on the screen and Frank recognized a nanny cam shot and smiled, remembering the time he and Cherry had watched Steve fuck Evie on a nanny cam.

The pain reared in his breast as Cherry plopped on his lap, wiggling her hips. On the screen, Steve entered the hotel room, a curvy Black woman on his arm gigging the way only a drunk gal can.

“I was hiding in the closet,” Cherry whispered. “I wanted to have a front row seat as my husband cheated on me.”

She squirmed, rubbing her wet pussy on his upper thigh as his cock swelled, pressing against her butt. He could feel her excitement grow as she watched her husband kissing the gorgeous, African American, his hands untieing her bikini top, exposing a large pair of tits, clearly enhanced as they defied gravity.

“Her poor husband went to bed early,” Cherry sighed. “She was out drinking with a few girls.”

“Yeah. Wives are like that,” he whispered. “You think she's out with a girlfriend and really she's screwing some guy.”

“Is that what Evie did?”

He swallowed. She looked over his shoulder at him, ignoring the loud sex on screen. Steve had wasted no time in plowing the drunk, Black wife, their passionate moans blaring from the speakers scattered throughout the living room.

“She...”

Her hazel eyes were gentle and understanding, drawing out his pain.

“She was supposed to go out with Grace. A girl's night.” The pain flared. He didn't want to share this. He wanted to keep his pain bottled up. “I thought it was harmless. But...”

“But she didn't go?”

“Grace came by today. Evie told her she was sick. So I...” He didn't want to cry in front of Cherry, so he force those tears back. “I checked her phone. It was plain as day what she did.” Those texts were burned in his mind.

Missing your big Black dick!!! Frank's ain't cutting it!

“I have a different vid to show you.” She touched his cheek, her fingers soft. “It was taken last night.”

She grabbed her phone off the couch cushion, making a few taps. A new vid appeared on the screen. Frank froze; Evie's face appeared. It was clearly recorded from her phone. He could see the top of the very blouse she had worn last night.

“I don't want to watch this,” he whispered, fear clenching him. He didn't need to see his wife cheating on him with that cop. He couldn't look away.

“Oh, my god, Frank,” his wife exclaimed on screen, a naughty gleam in her blue eyes. “You are going to love this! Grace lured out Officer Connoly and she is fucking him behind the bar.”

The camera flipped around to show Officer Connoly kissing Grace, his dark hands all over pale flesh. For a moment, he didn't understand. Well, no. She called and canceled our girl's night, Grace's words echoed in his head. Said she had come down with the flu. She was real sick and couldn't go out last night. And there was Grace, out with his wife last night. Frank's insides went cold, a new anger burned through him as it all crystallized in his mind. “That bitch,” he growled. “That goddamn, lying, conniving whore!”

“She was the one that texted the cop with Evie's phone,” Cherry whispered.

“Why?” The anger swelled inside of him, threatening to overwhelm him. “Why would she lie about that? Fuck! She set Evie up! Then came over here and lied about it! Why would she try to ruin our marriage?”

“I don't know,” a soft, beautiful voice whispered.

Frank flinched. Evie stood in the short hallway that led to the front door, her clothes disheveled, her makeup smeared, her blue eyes puffy, and yet she was so beautiful. He barely noticed Cherry slipping off his lap, didn't even understand what she murmured. He couldn't hear her over the pounding of his heart as he gazed at his wife.

The guilt crushed him.

He fell to his knees, crawling to her. “Evie,” he sobbed. “Oh, my god! I...Oh, fuck! I'm so sorry! She...” He stared at the carpet and her sandaled feet, struggling to speak. What could he say to her? Evie hadn't cheated on him. But he had cheated on her. He had believed Grace without even trying to talk to Evie. How could he ever take that back? God, how can I ever take back the vile things I said to her? “You're...not...” Sobs wracked him, cutting off his words. He had to speak, he had to take back what he had said. “You are...not a...whore.”

Soft hands cupped his cheek, lifting up his face. Evie was kneeling before him, her blue eyes swimming with tears. “I...I went to him,” she whispered. “After the fight. I...”

He pulled her tight against him, crushing his wife against his chest. Her arms encircled him, holding him. “Please forgive me, Evie.” He buried his face in her neck, her gentle hands stroking his naked back.

“I do,” she whispered. “Grace tricked you. And...I cheated, too. I fucked Officer Connoly after seeing you two today. I'm...” A sob escaped her lips.

“Doesn't matter,” he whispered. It didn't. How could he be mad after his greater crime? How could he have ever doubted her love? “I was a fool. I should have—”

Her lips found his and such passion burned in her kiss.


Chapter Three: Reassembly

Evie kissed her husband, her tongue thrusting into his mouth. She put all her love and passion into the kiss. Neither of them had been acting normally, manipulated by that bitch. Grace had set them up, playing some cruel game and had shattered their marriage. But she hadn't counted on love gluing the pieces back together.

This was the most crucial time. She could feel the guilt crushing Frank. He had said such hurtful things, words that had scarred her heart, wounds she would carry for the rest of her life. But she could survive them, ignoring the pain—her love was strong. He had been deceived. Grace was the real culprit, wielding her husband like a butcher's knife and carving into Evie's heart. Just like the bitch had used Evie to claw her husband's to shreds. They had to move past this moment before their wounds festered.

She didn't relent with her kiss, pressing her body against his, awakening his passion. Intimacy had been lost, so it needed to be regained. She had seen the damage emotional wounds can cause after years working as a social worker. His tongue brushed her, becoming more playful as the tension melted out of him. He relaxed into the kiss, his hands squeezing her back. They were so strong. They slid down, exploring her, brushing her ass, giving her cheeks a squeeze before sliding up her back.

She didn't resist as he scooped her in his arms, her heart beating for joy as he rose up. Over the last few months he had regained that sculpted physique he had in college, his muscles hard and defined, and he easily cradled her. There was something so special about being held in your lover's arms. So intimate and romantic.

He broke the kiss, staring down at her as she panted, licking her lips, tasting the lingering traces of him. His brown eyes were full of such warmth. “I love you, Evie.”

“I love you,” she whispered, touching his cheek, her hand trembling as her heart raced. She felt fourteen years younger, transported back to that magical night she and Frank had married and he had carried her to their bed in her wedding dress. So much had happened in the last few hours, she felt like a lifetime had passed.

This was the first step to reassembling their marriage.

His eyes never left hers as he carried her up the stairs. Her smile grew giddy as her heart beat faster. “So strong,” she whispered. “You're all the man I need.”

He froze in mid step, staring down at her. “You're all the woman, Evie. All I ever wanted since I saw you in that English class.”

“It was Philosophy,” she corrected, grinning.

“Same thing.”

She gave a soft laugh, and he kept carrying her up the stairs. “Frank.”

“Yeah.”

“Me, too. I knew I was going to marry you after our first date.”

It was his turn to laugh. “That night was a complete disaster.”

“You handled it well,” she smirked.

“So if you knew you were going to marry me, why did you keep putting me off on the second date.”

“To make sure you wanted me as badly.”

“Really?”

“Girls are just as stupid as boys at nineteen.”

She ducked her head as they entered the bedroom—it reeked of sex. Frank had violated their marriage in here. Some of the pain in her heart came back, her body tensing. Frank froze, feeling the mood shift in her. She could see the guilt returning in his eyes, and could almost hear the bitter recriminations whispering in his mind. She couldn't let this fester, she had to put her marriage back together. She wouldn't let that bitch win her vicious game.

She pulled his lips down and gave him a bone melting kiss. He moaned into her lips, sinking down to the bed so she was cradled on his lap. Her pain was forgotten as she was locked against those strong lips. His kiss grew aggressive, his whiskers scraping at her cheek. He turned, laying her out on the bed. He broke the kiss, leaning over her. “So handsome,” she whispered.

“So gorgeous.” His fingers pulled off her top, her breasts encased in a red bra. Frank squeezed her, the fabric pressing against her hard nipples. He shoved her bra cups up, her round breasts spilling out. His fingers were strong as he rolled her left, pink nipple; she sucked a breath through clenched teeth as lightning shot through her body.

He bent down, sucking her sensitive bud into his lips, sucking hard. She arched her back as wonderful sensations burned through her. She loved the feel of him, his strong hands sliding across her body, reaching her skirt as he sucked and nibbled. She lifted her rear, letting him push her skirt off her hips, his fingers sliding up her thigh, slipping between them and finding the liquid heat between her legs.

“Frank!” she moaned as his fingers explored her, brushing her petals, nudging her clit, fireworks shooting off inside her. Her hips lifted. “Oh, babe!”

His whiskered cheek rubbed across her right breast to her left, attacking her nipple, sucking hard, nibbling, devouring her as he shoved two fingers into her, stirring her burning depths. She shuddered as he worked deeper into her, the heel of his hand grinding on her clit, waves of bliss rolling through her, washing against her mind. All the pain and grief of the last few hours melted away. This is what mattered—her husband loving her.

It's all she really needed.

His mouth released her nipple, his whiskers scratching down to her stomach, his lips kissing her flesh as he scooted lower. She watched him through lidded eyes, her fingers finding his brown hair, running through the fine strands. His tongue dipped into her belly button, swirling about, sucking, while gasps escaped her lips.

“Lower,” she moaned, aching to feel his wonderful lips on her pussy.

His brown eyes flickered up, twinkling. “Does my naughty wife want to have her pussy licked.”

“Oh, yes! No man does it better.”

He kissed lower, reaching her pelvis, then his lips pressed into her neatly trimmed, black bush, rubbing his cheeks through her curls. His fingers wiggled inside her, teasing her pussy as his face slid lower. Her hips jerked as his whiskers brushed her sensitive clit, the pleasure so intense it almost hurt. Then his lips engulfed her clit and his fingers pumped faster.

His tongue was wonderful, teasing her clitoris. He churned her pussy, mastering her, building pleasure in the core of her being. Her legs stretched, sliding over his shoulder, pressing her inner thighs against his cheeks as rapture roared inside her pussy. Her heels drummed on his back as her passion grew, soaring through her, sending her closer to the clouds.

She cried out his name. Passion exploded inside her. Her fingers squeezed the sheets. Her mind was assaulted with pleasure. Her husband loved her pussy, giving her a wonderful release. The shudders wracked her body. The pleasure reached its peak, and then withdrew, her head collapsing into the pillow.

“Frank,” she purred.

He grinned at her from between her legs. “I love it when you scream my name.”

His fingers withdrew from her pussy, then he dipped down, his tongue sliding through her folds, stirring her up again. She smiled as he created more pleasure within her. Her hand slid down her body, touching his strong hand wrapped around her waist, grasping him, squeezing. He feasted on her, their eyes connected by love.

“Yes,” she moaned as her passion mounted. Her hips shifted, grinding her pussy against his lips. His skillful tongue worked its magic, another orgasm building hot and quick. Her toes curled on his back, her body arched, and then that wonderful flood rocked her, burning hot and quick, her breasts quivering and shaking. She loved this moment, spilling her hot passion into her husband's mouth.

It was an amazing orgasm, but she needed him inside her.

Evie pulled on her husband's hand, his face rising up—she loved seeing him drenched in her juices. He crawled up her body, his wonderful weight crushing her, his strong chest pressing against her soft breasts. Their lips met; she tasted her passion, savoring her spice. Her legs parted, his hard cock nudging her thighs, sliding down to her burning warmth.

His girth brushed her pussy, little shudders flying through her as he probed for her hole. His tip found it, pushing into her. She opened up to him, moaning into his lips as he drove deep with a powerful stroke, resting inside her. She squeezed down, delighting in being filled by this man—her husband.

His kiss grew more aggressive, his hips drew back, and then they were making wonderful love. Her hips rose to meet his, a slow rhythm, friction burning through her body. Her hands ran across his broad back, down to his muscular ass, fingernails biting into his flesh as her passion. Small yelps escaped her lips as he stirred her up.

“Evie,” he moaned when he broke their kiss, pressing his forehead against hers, his deep-brown eyes staring down at hers. She moaned, nuzzling her nose against his. “Love you.”

“Yes!” she moaned, her thighs wrapping around his hips, pulling him in deeper. “Love me, Frank!”

“You forgive me?”

“I do! I forgive you! I love you!”

His hips sped up, his groin crushing her clitoris, new pleasure burning through her. His cock stirred her warmth, her mind flooding with ecstasy. She was going to cum again and lose herself in the passion she shared with her husband. Waves buffeted her and her pussy clenched about his cock as he plunged his shaft harder and harder into her.

The bed shook, box springs creaking as his hips drove his shaft into her over and over, driving her wild. He grunted through clenched teeth, his face twisting as his own passion had to be nearing. She burned to feel him cumming inside her. She loved that moment. She kept her eyes locked on his, moaning encouragements to flood her pussy.

He grunted, driving into her. She could feel his warmth basting her. Another shudder rocked her and her pussy milked him, draining every last drop of his seed into her. She reveled in his passion filling her up, sharing with her husband this powerful moment. She clutched him as tight as she could, never wanting to let him go.

With a great exhalation, he collapsed on her. She rubbed her cheek against his, luxuriating in that wonderful feeling of his weight on her. So reassuring. She didn't want this moment to end. They were together again; she had her husband back. She thwarted that bitch. Trust was fragile, a vase that would fall to the floor at the slightest nudge, shattering into a thousand pieces, and it was so hard to put back together. But love was a fantastic glue.

Frank rolled off her, pulling Evie to his side. She pillowed her head on his chest, savoring the warmth and the rise and fall of his chest, her black hair spread out across his pecs. His hand stroked her back, tracing down to her rear.

“Why did she do it?” he asked, breaking the silence.

“I don't know.” Her anger reignited. “But I'm going to get her back.”

“Revenge?”

“She messed with the wrong wife.”

His grin widened as she told him her plan.


Chapter Four: Naughty Revenge

Grace woke up in her bed, stretching in her silken sheets, the pool boy stretched out beside her, a compact Latino with nut-brown skin and the smile of a rogue. She had pulled him into her bed the moment Thomas, her husband, had left for work, giving the young stud a vigorous workout. She savored fucking her lovers in her marital bed, mussing the sheets as she violated her vows—it was so naughty.

She rolled out of bed, walking across the room, enjoying the feel of her lover's passion leaking down he thighs—so filthy. “How should I amuse myself tonight?” she wondered aloud. Yesterday had been such fun. The pain in Frank's eyes had been so enjoyable, and she wondered if she could twist the dagger even more.

She found her phone, looking up Frank's phone number as she gazed at the naked form of...Ernesto? The pool boy's name hardly mattered, all that mattered was that fantastic cock and the eagerness he had pounded her pussy until she erupted like volcano. Thomas couldn't even last long enough for her to come close to an orgasm as he gasped and wheezed atop her. Luckily, her husband, pushing sixty, didn't have much of a sex drive.

“Hello,” a weary voice answered.

“Hi, Frank,” she said, putting all her fake sincerity she could into her voice. “Just making sure you're okay.”

“I'm not,” he grunted. “I...well, uh, I saw Evie this morning. It wasn't pretty. That damn cop was there. Fuck, his hands were all over Evie. And she was rubbing it in my face and, well...”

“That bitch!” She didn't have to hide her smile, she only had to hide her glee out of her voice. “You poor thing.”

“I...I need to find a lawyer.”

“So it's over?”

“I guess it is.”

“Do you want me to come over and soothe you?” Frank was a good fuck and she loved submitting to him and getting spanked. Her ass was still a little tender from yesterday. He didn't seem the type, but Frank had a strong hand in the bedroom.

“Yeah, my slave just isn't cutting it.”

“Slave?” she blinked. What was this?

“Cherry. She and her husband, well, their relationship is complicated, and she enjoys being dominated by me.”

A grin split Grace's lips; Frank was just full of surprises. “Maybe I could help you discipline her. If she's not satisfying you.”

“Maybe.” Something entered his tone—lust. “After I discipline you.”

“Oh, have I been naughty?”

“What do you think?”

She glance at whatever-his-name-was she had fucked, and laughed, “I did just have a romp with the pool boy this morning.”

“What a bad wife.”

“Hmm, I know. But my husband is such a bore. A woman has to scratch her needs. Just like your bitch of a wife.”

There was an angry growl full of such sweet pain; her pussy grew moist. “I'll be right over, Frank. We'll make an evening of it.”

“Perfect.”

~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~

Cherry's phone buzzed. She snatched it off her husband's computer desk before. “Hey, Evie,” she moaned. Pleasure churned in her body as Steve ate her pussy like a good husband, kneeling beneath the desk, the computer chair squeaking as her writhing hips swiveled it about. She rarely fucked her husband anymore, preferring he saved all his energy for his female lovers, but she did enjoy his tongue slurping her twat, usually as she she watched his latest affair. The humiliation of being cockqueened always made her cum hard. If she needed a hard cock, that's what her Master Frank was for. She tried to visit Frank and Evie once a week to be dominated by the couple.

“Okay, we got the stream set up on our end,” Evie answered.

Cherry looked at the computer screen. She could see Evie and Frank sitting on their bed, the very nanny cam Evie had used in Chicago broadcasting the stream. “Looks good, sugar,” she purred. “Particularly, Master.”

She pulled Steve harder into her pussy, his tongue flicking at her clitoris. “Eat my pussy, honey,” she purred. “Oh, yes!”

“Is Steve going down on you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cherry moaned. She was Frank's slave and Evie was his wife, so what was his was hers.

“You naughty slut!”

“Uh-huh!” she gasped. “Can I cum, Mistress?”

Steve had her on the edge, her climax demanding to be unleashed. She held it off, fighting her natural desires. Steve attacked her clitoris with his tongue, his face burying deep into her pussy. The computer chair squeaked as she writhed her hips, her naked ass sliding on the rough fabric.

“Cum, slave!” growled Frank.

“Thank you, Master!” she squealed and let her orgasm wash over herself, shuddering and gasping as her juices flooded into her husband's mouth. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“Sounded like a good one,” laughed Evie.

“Oh, it was, Mistress.”

“So everything's ready?” Frank asked.

“Honey,” she looked down at her husband, his face smeared with her passion, “we good to go?”

“Yeah, I set it up so it'll send a Skype to Mr. Davenport.” Her husband gave a nervous glance. “I hope I masked everything. I could lose my job if he finds out.”

“I have complete faith in you, dear,” Cherry smiled, leaning down to give her husband a loving kiss, and to taste her sweet musk. “We're good to go, Master.”

“Thanks for getting this set up so fast,” Evie gushed. “I didn't think Grace would be calling up and begging to get at my husband again this fast. So I'm glad you were able to get it all ready.”

“No problem, Mistress! We're just glad to help you get back at the bitch.”

~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~

Grace beamed when Frank opened the door naked, his cock erect, a grin on his lips. He didn't seem as distraught as on the phone and then she saw the reason why. A woman knelt beside him, her face completely covered by a black, leather mask, a collar around her neck with a leash attached, clutched in Frank's hand. She was gorgeous with a nice pair of tits and a shaved pussy.

Yum, Grace thought. She always preferred her pussy to be bald. She was quickly reevaluating Frank. At the Key Club, the couple played the cuckold game and though she had caught hints that they were into some BDSM, they never seemed to show it at the club. I guess I shouldn't be surprised that Frank's jumped full into the BDSM. I don't think he really liked being cuckold by Evie, the idiot just loved her so much he let her take advantage of him.

“Slaves go naked in my house,” Frank growled.

An amused smile played on her lips. This could be a fun way to pass a boring afternoon. “Yes, Master,” she purred, her body shuddering at saying such a submissive statement. Her hands went to the belt that held her wrap-around dress closed. Her dress fell loose, falling open to expose her large breasts. Frank's eyes appreciated her curves as her dress fell to the floor. She was naked underneath, her perfect ass on display for any that passed.

She arched an eyebrow at Frank as she posed, one hand on her hip, her breast jiggling. He reached out, thumbing her nipple, the point hardening. “Very good, slave.”

His praise flushed through her. “Thank you, Master.”

He picked up a second collar and leash from a small table on the foyer next, handing it to her. It was quite lovely, red leather with silver studs. A degrading thrill ran through her. He wanted to treat her like a bitch—she had never tried that game before. But Grace made it a rule to never say no to proffered pleasure. Life was too short not to have whatever fun she could.

She cinched the collar around her neck, the end of the leash clutched in his strong arms. Then she fell to her knees, looking up at him with a smile. He looked down at her, a sneering gaze in his eyes. His disdain only made her wetter. She found herself wanting to earn his approval, and she knew just how to do that.

“How can this bitch serve you, Master?”

Frank chuckled. “I like that. Bitch. It's what you are.”

He handed the leash to the kneeling woman. She stood up, taking it, then turned and jerked, yanking Grace on to her hands and knees, and led her into the house. She threw a glance over her shoulder; Frank followed, his eyes locked on her ass as she crawled. She hoped he could see her excitement matting her fiery pussy hair.

The woman—Cherry, Grace presumed—said not a word as she led Grace through the living room to the stairs. She climbed up them like a dog, her face practically in the other slave's ass, Cherry's pussy winking naked at her between her thighs, making Grace's mouth water.

“Cherry shall administer your punishment,” Frank ordered as he followed them into their bedroom, sitting down on a chair in the corner of the bedroom. Grace climbed up onto the bed as the other slave sat down on the edge, facing a dresser that had a few dolls strewn about it.

Cherry patted her lap and she crawled across it. There was something so wonderful in giving up control. She didn't have to think, she just had to obey.

~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~

Thomas Davenport sat at his desk going over the latest sales report for Microtech's latest tablet. The company was trying to steal more of a market share from Apple and the various Androids devices and it wasn't going smoothly. He leaned back in his plush, leather chair, rubbing his eyes.

The whirling beeps of an incoming Skype call interrupted him. He glanced at the name and was surprised to see it was coming from his wife. He couldn't remember her ever using the Skype account he had set up for her last year. He hit accept.

“Hi, honey, what—”

A naked woman wearing a black leather mask appeared on the screen. A second woman with bright-red hair was crawling across her lap, also naked, like a naughty girl about to be disciplined. The woman turned her head. Thomas's heart almost stopped.

His beautiful wife looked almost at the camera.

“Do you know why you're being disciplined?” a man's voice asked off-camera.

“Grace?” croaked Thomas. “Is this some sort of joke?”

Neither women reacted to his question, instead Grace answered the anonymous man's question. “I fucked the pool boy behind my husband's back this morning,” purred his wife, wiggling her ass. “The moment Thomas walked out the door, I was pulling the stud into bed. I'm such a bad wife.”

“Ernesto?” Thomas pulled his tie, struggling to breath as his world came crashing down.

Smack!

His wife moaned like a whore as the masked woman spanked her, a red handprint forming on her asscheek. Disgust began boiling in his stomach along with the hurt. His wife enjoyed the spanking. A second landed, and her moan was even more throaty.

“You are a bad wife,” laughed the unknown man.

“Thank you, Master,” cooed his wife.

Smack!

“Master,” Thomas whispered. That hurt even more than learning she fucked the pool boy. She was calling another man Master with such heat in her voice. He couldn't remember the last time she had shown such desire for him.

“How many other men have you fucked behind your husband's back?”

Smack!

“Hundreds,” she purred, sounding so proud. “And so many women.”

What kind of whore did I marry?

“What does your husband think you do with all your free time?”

“Run this stupid charity.” His wife laughed. “The idiot gives me money all the time for it.”

Smack!

“He trusts you?”

“Oh, yeah!” Smack! “Spank me harder! I'm such a naughty wife! I need to be really punished!”

Crack!

“Oh, yes!” His wife's hips writhed on the masked woman's lap. “That's it!”

“What do you do with the money?”

His wife pursed her lips. “I hide it in bank accounts offshore. When I have enough squirreled away, I'll divorce Thomas, take half his assets, and be set for life.”

Thomas felt pain in his right palm; he glanced down at his hand clenched into a white-knuckled fist. “The goddamn whore!” he unclenched his fist, bloody marks dotted his palms from his fingernails. He grabbed his phone, dialing his secretary. “Get legal in here right now. And accounting!”

Then he checked to see if his software was automatically recording his Skype call. It was.

~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~

“What a whore,” Frank laughed.

Evie couldn't agree more. She slammed her hand down hard on the cunt's ass; Grace loved it, moaning like a bitch in heat, pussy juices staining Evie's thigh as the woman writhed and humped her leg. Evie's eyes flicked to the nanny camera, a cute doll in a frilly dress, and grinned beneath the hot, leather mask.

“So your husband has no idea?”

Grace gave a snort of laughter.

What a goddamn bitch, thought Evie, smacking her hand down hard, Grace's ass burning red now. She doesn't give a shit about anyone.

“Thomas is completely oblivious. I fucked his best man before the wedding and during the reception.”

Smack!

The more she talked, the more Evie loathed her and the harder she spanked the bitch.

Smack!

“Yes! That's it! I'm so bad!”

“You deserve to be punished more,” Frank growled, standing up.

Cherry would be cutting the stream now, stopping it before Frank appeared on camera. It was exciting knowing Thomas Davenport had been watching her discipline his whore wife, and both of Evie's nipples were rock-hard and her freshly shaved pussy was drenched with her excitement. She loved the feel of her naked pussy, and wished she had shaved it earlier.

He opened their closet, pulling out their BDSM supplies, tossing her a pair of pink-fuzzed handcuffs. Evie dangled them before Grace as the woman climbed off her lap, the bitch's green eyes burning with lust. Evie pointed to the headboard—she couldn't talk, Grace would definitely recognize her voice, so why spoil the surprise.

“I'm Frank's bitch, not yours,” Grace sneered.

Evie grabbed her leash and jerked hard, hating this woman so much. Grace gasped, trying to fight, but Evie just yanked harder, pulling the woman down onto the bed and slapped her hard on the upper thigh. Groaning, Grace bowed her head, then crawled up the bed to the headboard. Evie shuddered, enjoying dominating the bitch. She glanced at her husband; he watched intently, his cock hard, grinning as she pushed Grace down, snapping one end of the hand cuffs about her left wrist and looping the other end through the headboard and cuffing her right wrist.

“Ohh, yes! I'm so bad! You can do whatever you want to me, Master,” purred the bitch.

“Oh, I will,” Frank grinned, pulling out a long, pink candle and a lighter. Metal rasped and sparked; a flame danced at the candle's tip. “You ever played with wax before?”

“I've dripped it on a few men who were naughty.”

“But you've never experienced it yourself.”

She shook her head. “I can't wait!”

Frank handed the lit candle to Evie and she smiled, a bead of wax slowly working its way down the side of the candle. Her pussy was itching for some relief, and she wanted to rub her sex into Grace's face. The bitch's lying mouth landed them in this mess, the least she could do was put that tongue to good use.

Grace didn't hesitate to feast on Evie's pussy, eager to run her tongue through Evie's slit. Evie let out a moan muffled by her mask as the bitch's tongue explored her folds. She tilted the candle. A drop of pink landed on Grace's left breast, barely missing her nipple. The bitch gasped into Evie's pussy, her tongue shooting deep into Evie's hole, churning pleasure throughout Evie's body.

Lick my pussy, bitch!

The pleasure burned through Evie. It excited her to make Grace lick her pussy having. She tipped her candle again, the drop of pink wax landing right on the bitch's nipple. Grace gasped into her pussy, stirring more pleasure inside her. She writhed her hips, fucking her mound against Grace's face as she sent another drop of pink to land on Grace's right breast, the wax running down her curves, cooling and hardening, cracks forming as the bitched breathed.

“Right here,” Frank said as he climbed onto the bed, his hard cock bobbing, and pointed at Grace's clit.

She caught her husband's eyes and he smiled at her as she stretched out her arm, tilting the candle. The drop gathered on the candle's lip, then dropped, splattering right on her clitoris. Grace moaned, her hips writhing as the hot wax ran down into her pussy, spreading the heat.

“You like that, bitch?” Frank asked.

“Yeees!” Grace purred.

“Slut!” laughed her husband. “Again!”

Evie was eager to obey. Another pink glob landed on Grace's pussy, running into her pussy lips while the bitch's tongue went wild inside Evie. Her pleasure built as she tilted the candle, another drop of pink wax falling. Evie delighted in the way it caked the bitch's cunt and matted her fiery-red pubic hair. Another drop, another gasp from the bitch, moaning into Evie's pussy; more pleasure burst inside her.

Her body spasmed. Evie's pleasure exploded through her. Rapture consumed every inch of her flesh, igniting every nerve with ecstasy. More drops of pink fell from her candle as her arms flailed, raining pink across Grace's stomach and breasts, bringing more muffled moans from the bitch, vibrating into Evie's pussy and sending her orgasm to new heights.

A muffled, wordless cry escaped Evie's lips.

Her pleasure receded. Grace shook beneath her. Frank had buried his cock into her wax covered cunt, fucking the slut hard. Her large breasts jiggled and flopped, hardened wax cracking as they jiggled, pink flecking off. She tilted the candle, adding fresh puddles and new gasps from the bitch.

“Nipple clamps,” Frank ordered.

“Oh, yes!” Grace gasped into Evie's pussy. “Do it!

She blew the candle out and droped it on the nightstand, then scopped up the pair of nipple clamps resting on the dark-stained wood. The clamps jaws were spring traps like little an alligator's mouth. She pushed on the end, opening the tiny jaws, then reached down to grasp the bitch's huge breast, and clamped the mouth on the fat nipple. Grace howled, her hips bucking.

“Oh, fuck! That hurt's so good! Do the other one!”

“What a pain slut!” Frank grunted, grinning at Evie. She nodded her head, the leather mask creaking.

Evie ground her pussy harder on Grace's face, a new itch forming as she clamped the second one. The bitch's moans vibrated through her pussy, sending wonderful shudders through her body. Frank reached out, tugging on one, stretching the bitch's nipple, then drove his rock-hard cock into her depths, the bed creaking as he fucked her hard.

“Fuck the bitch,” Evie moaned, no longer caring about remaining silent. “Fuck the lying, cheating bitch! Use her for your cum dump, Master!”

“Yes!” groaned Grace. “Fuck me! Cum in me! I'm just a filthy bitch!”

“She's just a dirty whore!” laughed Frank. “Not like you, Evie.”

Grace's lips froze on her pussy.

“Don't stop licking,” purred Evie, reaching behind her head to unzip her mask, her black hair spilling out in a sweaty mess around her shoulders, her nose no longer filled with the scent of leather. “Put that lying tongue to good use!”

“What's going on?” Grace demanded.

“Keep licking my pussy, bitch!” Evie hissed, pulling on her other nipple clamp. Both the bitch's large tits were now stretched. “We're just treating you the way you deserve to be treated! As a bitch! Nothing more than a filthy whore for men and women to satiate their lusts with!”

“Just a whore!” Frank growled, his hips thrusting harder. “Say it, slave!”

“No!”

“I can feel how hot your cunt is! You love it! You want to be treated like a whore. Deep down inside you burn to be dominated! Admit it! Call me Master!”

He tugged harder on her nipple clamp. “Yes!” Grace gasped. “Treat me like a whore! I do love it! I love any pleasure! Dump your cum in me, Master!”

“Why'd you do it, bitch?” Frank demanded, his groin slapping into her pussy. “Why did you try to destroy our marriage?”

“I was bored!” she moaned. “You two seemed to love each other so much, and I thought it would be fun to destroy your marriage.”

“You fucking cunt!” Evie hissed and gave her nipple clamp a second tug. “That's it. You were just bored?”

“Yes!” she gasped. “I'm a terrible bitch! Punish me! Umm, make me hurt and cum! I deserve it! I'm your bitch!”

“Then suck your Mistress's pussy until she cums!” growled Frank, tugging on her other nipple clamp; Evie loved the sight of Grace's nipple stretching then snapping back when Frank let go, her breasts jiggling wildly.

Grace's tongue licked through Evie's pussy, eager and fast. “That's it, whore! Pleasure your, Mistress!”

“I am, Mistress! I'll make you cum so hard! And drink all your juices!”

“What a slut!” sneered Frank, pumping faster, leaning over her body, his strong arm seizing Evie's neck, pulling her face to his. “Cream her lying mouth.”

“Yes, Master,” Evie moaned, then their lips met, his strong tongue thrusting into her mouth. She moaned into his lips, his love and strength mixing with the lust the bitch's tongue was generating in her pussy.

Her passion climbed, scaling to the peak of her orgasm. She gave another tug on the nipple clamp, Grace's moan vibrating through her sex. She neared the top, her climax within her grasp. She reached her peak and moaned her rapture into Frank's mouth. Her body shook. Her vision danced with darkness and stars. Grace moaned and swallowed her cream.

“Fuck,” Evie panted, slipping off the bitch and sprawling on the bed.

Grace looked over at her, licking her lips. “You tasted so wonderful, Mistress.”

“Shut up, bitch!” She reached out, tugging on the nipple piercing. “Slaves talk when spoken to.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Evie touched her husband's thigh, squeezing his hard muscle as he plowed the bitch, her breasts shaking, the nipple clamps glinting as they bounced about. “Cum in the little whore. Baste her cunt!”

“Yes, dear!”

He leaned over the bitch, his hips pumping. Grace writhed, her wrists pulling at her handcuffs. “Cum in me, Master!” she moaned. “Oh, my god! I'm your whore!”

He seized a nipple clamp, pulling hard. Grace's green eyes rolled back in her head as a low growl escaped her lips, her hips bucking against Frank's groin. Evie smiled as her husband's face twisted with passion, his eyes squeezing shut. He buried into the whore.

“Take it all, slut!”

“Oh, Master!” Grace quivered. “Flood me! Oh, yes!”

Frank grunted, his hips bucked one last time, then he pulled out. White cum leaked out, mixing with the pink wax staining her fiery-red hair. Grace had quite the mess to clean up. The bitch looked at Frank, licking her lips, her hips still twitching—she must have been so close to cumming.

“Thank your Master for his cum,” Evie admonished, slapping one of Grace's big tits.

“Sorry, Mistress.” She looked at Frank. “Thank you for dumping your cum into me, Master.”

Her hips twitched and she pressed her thighs together. “Do you want to cum, slave?” Frank asked.

“Yes, Master.”

He shot a glance at Evie. She shoved her fingers between the bitch's thigh, pinching her clit. “Cum, slave.”

“Yes!” she moaned, her hips bucking, panting like a bitch as her orgasm rocked her body. Evie pulled her fingers out, grimacing, then held them up to Grace's face. “Clean my fingers, bitch. They're filthy with your slime.”

As Grace licked her fingers clean, Evie smiled at her husband. Her anger had flowed out of her body with her orgasm. Grace's marriage would be destroyed for real. The bitch deserved it. What was the point in holding a grudge any longer?


Chapter Five: Anniversary

Grace's nipples still ached as she pulled her jaguar into the large garage at her house, a mansion on the shores of Lake Washington. The dog collar was still tight about her neck. She had been given orders to keep the collar on until her husband came home and Grace was surprised to find herself obeying when she left her Master's sight.

This afternoon had definitely not been boring.

While Grace had been surprised to learn that Evie was the masked woman, that just made the sex even hotter. Evie and Frank were punishing Grace for her little game and she found being their sex slave to be so much fun. She had surrendered control to them, submitting and placing her pleasure in their hands, and they had given her such an orgasm. She had never felt so alive.

She was definitely going back and letting them dominate her again. Her pussy, still matted with dried wax and cum, was growing wet, itching at the thought of submitting to the couple and being disciplined again.

“I need to find other ways to be naughty,” she mused, stepping out of her Jaguar and setting the alarm.

Grace strode into the house, entering the kitchen, nodding to the cook who was busy at the stove. He shot her a glance, then went back at his cooking, his shoulders hunched as he diced some vegetables. Grace didn't pay the help any mind. She entered the dining room and froze. Her husband and several men—his lawyers, she realized—were sitting at the table, documents spread out across it as well as several laptops.

Thomas looked up at her, his chiseled face, only beginning to show wrinkles, was carved from granite, his gray eyes flinty. She swallowed, feeling suddenly nervous, like a little girl stepping into her daddy's office while he was working. Everyone in the room went quiet, all their eyes staring down at their papers or computer screens.

“Hi, honey,” she said, trying to sound airy. Why is no one looking at me? “What's going—”

“You didn't even take off the collar.”

She swallowed, the collar suddenly tight about her neck. “This? It's just the latest fashion.”

He turned one of the laptops around and hit a key. “Do you know why you're being disciplined?” Frank's voice rasped from the poor-quality laptop speakers.

There she was, plain as the sunrise, being disciplined by Evie. The bottom dropped out of her stomach. Master and Mistress set me up. “Honey, I can explain.”

“I'd love to hear you try,” her husband growled. “Along with what you've done with all the money I've donated to your charity.” He hit another key on the laptop.

“Run this stupid charity,” she heard herself say followed by a malicious laugh. “The idiot gives me money all the time for it.”

A hysteric laugh bubbled from Grace's throats and she stumbled, catching herself on the back of a dining room chair. Her marriage was over. And her prenup was quite clear about infidelity. She had thought she had played a devious game, but Master and Mistress were far more ruthless and cunning. She slumped into the chair and didn't say a word as the lawyers began to explain just what was going to happen to her.

~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~

“That was an amazing dinner,” Evie smiled as they pulled out of the restaurant. “I can't believe you got my parents to fly in without me finding out.”

“Cherry's work,” Frank laughed, enjoying the radiant smile on his wife's lips. “Happy anniversary.”

She leaned over and kissed him. “We should hurry home. I've been so naughty tonight.”

“Oh, how?” Curiosity burned inside him. He hadn't notice her playing any games during dinner.

She lifted up the skirt of her dark-blue cocktail dress. She wore no panties; her shaved pussy glistened in a passing streetlight. “Aren't I a naughty wife?”

“I guess I'll have to spank you,” he grinned, his cock throbbing in his pants.

“More trouble for Grace Davenport-Myers today,” the soft, monotone voice of the NPR announcer said; Frank reached over and turned the car radio up. “Her charity, Women First, has closed its doors today amid rumors of embezzlement. This follows on the heels of her impending divorce from tech-billionaire Thomas Davenport, CEO of Microtech. Rumors abound of Mrs. Davenports involvement in sex parties and a notorious swingers club in Mercer Island, Washington. Mrs. Davenport's lawyers released only a terse statement today: 'Please respect my client's privacy as she goes through this most difficult time in her life.' In other news...”

Evie let out a wicked laugh. “I've definitely been naughty.”

His wife's plan had went off without a hitch. Cherry's husband had done an amazing job bouncing the nanny cam's stream through anonymizers and off-shore web servers so Steve's involvement hadn't been exposed to his employer. Frank was still amazed at his wife's ruthless ingenuity and often joked that he better stay on her good side.

“Can't you drive any faster,” Evie moaned, fidgeting in her seat. “I've been wet all evening.”

“Patience,” he admonished, reaching out and squeezing her thigh. “It's not a punishment if you get what you want.”

“Yes, Master,” she smiled. He did so love it when she called him that.

Twenty minutes later he pulled into their driveway, parking the car in the garage. He got out quickly, racing around to her side of the car and holding the door open for her. She smiled, taking his hand with her delicate fingers, then wrapped her arm in his and leaned her head on his shoulder.

“A magical night,” she sighed.

“Here's hoping for another fourteen years,” Frank smiled.

“It'll be another fifty,” she promised, tightening her arm about his. “I'm not letting you get away.”

They opened the garage door stepping into their kitchen. Grace waited, kneeling naked save for her dog collar tight about her neck. She had been more than eager to become their submissive on a more permanent basis after the destruction of her marriage. Evie had won, and Grace seemed to find great joy in surrendering all her cares and desires to them.

“Good evening, Master, Mistress,” she said, looking up at them. “How may I serve you tonight?”

“Evie's been naughty again. Fetch the paddle.”

END
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Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you!

Naughty Wives Series: Frank and Evie have been married for over ten years and they're sex life has been slowly growing stale. To keep the fire burning, they add sexy roleplaying to the mix. But when their adventures take a turn, Frank and Evie begin to explore an open marriage in this sexy series. But can their relationship survive including other partners?

Roleplay Gone Wrong: Frank and Evie have been married for many years and their sex life has started to cool. Evie has an idea to spice up their marriage, a little harmless roleplay. She’ll be the hooker, he’ll be the john. Everything seems to be going great until a Black cop catches them and Frank finds out just how naughty his wife can be!

Naughty Wife's Surprise: It’s Friday night, and Frank and Evie are looking to have some more fun. Their relationship changed when Frank watched Evie be ravished by a Black cop, and now its Frank’s turn to have some fun. He want’s Evie to find a girl to join in on the fun. One wife is a lot of fun, but two wives can be very naughty, and someone is getting a very exciting surprise!

Cuckolding the Cheat: Frank and Evie are up to more naughty fun, joined by Evie’s best friend Cherry. Ever since Cherry learned that her husband Steve was cheating on her, she’s wanted to watch her husband with another woman. Cherry’s plan is simple: to cuckold her husband with Frank while watching him cheat on her with another woman—Evie. So enjoy as more wives are naughty in this explicit story of marriage, love, and cheating.

Swinging at the Keys: Frank and Evie join the most exclusive swingers club in Seattle and meet Grace, a sexy and beautiful trophy wife who's velvet gloves hides her claws. As she leads the couple through the sexy debauchery of the Key Club she has her own game in mind.

Bored Wife's Fun: Grace sets her plan in motion to break up Frank and Evie. Believing his wife has cheated on him, Frank falls into Grace's clutches, tying her up and spanking the naughty redhead as he vents his anger. When Evie comes home early, Frank's betrayal drives her straight into Officer Connoly's arms as she lets the Black cop ravish her to get back at Frank. Can their marriage survive Grace's game, or will the couple overcome their hurt and remember their love?

Naughty Wife's Plan: Evie has figured out Grace's scheme to destroy her marriage, but is it too late to put the pieces back together? Either way, Evie is going to get back at Grace, luring the woman into a sexual tryst. Little does the trophy wife know that Evie has hidden cameras, planning to capture every part of Grace's infidelity. Will Frank and Evie reconcile and will Grace get what's coming to her? Find out in the conclusion to the Naughty Wives series.

Seducing Straight Women Series: Aurora falls in love at the drop of the hat. Every time a new pretty face catches her eye, she's already forgotten about her last conquest. So when she drunkenly boasts that she can seduce any woman, her friend Samir bets her $10,000 versus her prized motorcycle that she cannot seduce 100 straight women in a year.

The Girl at the Bar: Aurora sometimes feels like she fall in love a hundred times a day. There are just so many beautiful, vivacious, exciting, and wonderful women out there, and she wants to love them all. Like a butterfly, she flits from flower to flower. She only wishes she could stay in love. On New Years Eve she spots Ursula and falls in love. Only one problem: Ursula has a boyfriend.

My Test-Drive Lover: Aurora is back, and looking to sweep another straight women off her feet. And that opportunity arrives in the stunningly gorgeous Ashley, wife of a newly-rich software engineer. Her husband’s looking to buy a new toy, an expensive Ferrari, and she just wants to find someway to relieve the boredom. Aurora has the perfect idea, and takes Ashley on a test drive she’ll never forget!

The Bride At the Shower: When Aurora is invited to a bridal shower, she thinks she's in for a boring night—until she lays on the bride-to-be. Samantha is shy, cute, innocent, and beautiful, and Aurora's in love. By the end of the night, Aurora plans on giving Samantha one amazing bridal gift—a night of passion with a lesbian.

The Librarian In the Stacks: Forthcoming

Two Best Friends: Forthcoming

Serviced by the Barista: Forthcoming

BDSM Love: Helen and Scott explore a domestic domination relationship.

A Submissive Bride: It’s Helen and Scott’s wedding day, and Helen vows to be Scott’s obedient slave, and shows the world by submitting to his desires!

Cheating Wives, Oblivious Husbands: A series of stories about wives having some extra-marital fun right under their husbands' noses.

Fingered Next to My Husband: It’s the first date night since the baby, and Margie’s looking to have a good time with her husband. But when her husband chooses his favorite restaurant and the newest superhero movie, Margie isn’t pleased. But when a handsome stranger sits next to her and starts feeling her leg, Margie’s going to find her own way to enjoy the evening as her husband sits on obvious to the wonderful and naughty things the stranger’s hands are doing to her.

Under His Boss's Desk: When Lisa shows up at her husband's work to have lunch with him, she finds out that he left on a sales call. Luckily, her husband's hunky boss is free to share the meal she has prepared, and so much more. But when Gary returns to the office, she finds herself beneath his boss's desk performing acts she never thought she could.

Hot Tub Romp: Becky and Mark through a backyard pool party, but when Becky catches a glimpse of the young, hot stud, Ethan, she finds herself wondering just what he's packing in his speedo. When the party winds down and her husband passes out, Becky has quite the romp in the hot tub.

The Virgin Possessed: A succubus escapes from Hell and sets her sights on innocent, virginal Kelly, and possess her. Kelly is nineteen and about to marry her High School Sweetheart, John, when her life is changed forever. Possessed by a sex-crazed demon, Kelly is taken on a journey of debauchery and self-discovery as she learns the pleasures she had long denied herself, and discovers just how strong the bonds of love can be.

My Fallen Angel Series: Bill's a dreamer, always fantasizing about four women: Cynthia, Rochelle, Juanita, and Hikaru. When a Succuba named Daevia turns the sweet, innocent Cynthia into a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, Bill realizes his dreams are coming true. With the help of a Seraph named Sofia and Rochelle, Juanita, and Hikaru, Bill sets out to fight the Succuba, stop her plans, and save Cynthia.

The Girls of My Dreams: When Bill's dreams start to come to life, he has to rescue Cynthia from the clutches of the wicked Succuba Daevia. With the help of the submissive Rochelle, Bill plunges into danger to oppose the darkness aided by a mysterious woman in his dreams.

White-Feathered Angel: Forthcoming

Wings of Gray: Forthcoming

My Familiar Succuba: Forthcoming

Light's Redemption: Forthcoming

Futanari Massage: At Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor, women are treated to delights that they can find no where else at the hands of the beautiful masseuses that are all packing a little extra between their thighs. When Melody, stressed from her ongoing divorce, walks into the massage parlor she's going to have all her stress taken away and find a whole new world of pleasures.

My First Futa Massage: Melody gets her first ever massage, let alone a Futa Massage, at the hands of perky Linda and finds new desires awakened in her heart.

My Futa Job Interview: Melody, eager to become a futanari, has to pass her job interview with the sultry Simone and the bubbly Becky, who will use her every which way they can.

My Futa Massage Training: Melody had joined the Sisterhood of Aphrodite and has been granted her futa cock. Now she needs to be trained in the seductive art of the futa massage by the sexy, African American Vivian.

My Futa Nuru Massage: Melody gives her ex-boss's wife a slippery nuru massage, eager to cuckold him and give his wife a happy ending she won't forget.

My Futa-Loving Girlfriend: Melody takes Yurika out clubbing and finds another futa grinding on her girlfriend. What does Melody do? Join in and has a hot, futa-on-female-on-futa menage right there on the club's dance floor.

My Futa Massage Parlor: Melody is running her own futa massage parlor and when her ex-husband's new wife, the very woman that broke up Melody's marriage, shows up, Melody decides to find out just what's so special about Abby and decides to cuckold her ex-husband and show his new wife all the joys of futa love.

Succubus Cafe: When a person burns to experience the deepest, darkest desires of their hearts, Lil Temptress Coffee Shop appears to grant them their hearts desire.

My Submissive Desire: Lindsey secretly wishes she could tell her husband Ryan the darkest yearnings of her heart—to be her husband's submissive bride—but, with a little help from a sexy barista, she gets all that she wishes for.

Futanari Coeds: When Vivian casts a spell and transforms herself into a gorgeous futanari, she disrupts everything in her college dorm.

My Roommate's Futa Lover: Britney is surprised to discover her Christian roommate is dating the suddenly gorgeous Vivian. Burning to know how Vivian turned Shelley gay, Britney sets out to seduce Vivian and discovers she is packing a whole lot more between her thighs.

Futa's Broken Heart: After getting caught cheating on her girlfriend, futa Vivian casts a spell to take away her pain. Without love to hold back her libido, Vivian has her sights set on all the beautiful women of her dorm, eager to introduce them to what she's packing between her thighs.

Saving My Futa Lover: Shelley sets out to break the spell Vivian had cast and reclaim her futa lover by becoming a futanari herself. She finds Vivian in the midst of a coed orgy and challenges the futanari to a sexual duel. Shelley's going to save her futa lover from herself and have a lot of fun doing.

Flying the Futa Skies: Aphrodite Air employs only the most beautiful women that are all packing something special beneath their miniskirts to share with their female passengers.

The Blushing Bride: Vicky, a futanari flight attendant, has her eyes set on a new bride flying to Hawaii for her honeymoon and Vicky has just the way to start her honeymoon off with a bang—a romp in the airplane's lavatory.

The Futa Mile-High Club: Amanda, a futanari flight attendant, loves redhead. When she sees Cassie board her flight, she burns to induct the smoking-hot redhead into the futa mile-high club. But when Cassie proves insatiable, Amanda calls in her fellow futa flight attendant Vicky to lend more than her hand.

The Captain's Stick: Irene, newly married, has just had her first futanari experience with Vicky in the lavatory, so when the futa pilot, the beautiful Sally, asks for her presence in the cockpit, Irene jumps at the opportunity to play with the captain's stick.

The Battered Lamp: When Kyle buys an old, battered lamp, he frees a long slumbering, and very sexy, genie who declares herself his wife and declares he has a great destiny. Kyle's life changes forever as his genie wife sets about collecting a harem of women for him, but dangers lurks in the background as a coven of witches covets Aaliyah's power and an sultry Ifrit has been sent to hunt Aaliyah down.

Genie of Desire: After his date with his girlfriend is cut short, Kyle, a college student, heads home and inadvertently frees Aaliyah from her thousand years slumber. The sexy genie declares herself his wife and sets about consummating their marriage. And then she grants Kyle what he's long desired—a romp with the beautiful Megan, his former babysitter.

Servant of Desire: Kyle is struggling to adjust to having a Genie for a wife. And his life is about to get a whole lot more complicated as a jealous witch seeks to break Kyle and his girlfriend Christy up, sending in a busty coed to seduce Kyle. Meanwhile, Aaliyah the Genie sets out to seduce Kyle's childhood friend into his harem and Aaliyah's bed, showing Fatima how much fun some girl-on-girl action can be.

Futa Surprise: When Simone casts a beauty spell she gets more than she bargained for. When the sexy, blonde Becky shows up, selling make-up door-to-door, Simone finds herself lusting after the buxom Becky. Her lust growing, Simone is shocked what sprouts between her legs. When Becky finds out the surprise Simone is packing, both ladies have an evening to remember.

Futa Hawaiian Surprise: Erin is on vacation with her lesbian, best friend Cassie. When Cassie suggests that they visit Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor in Honolulu, Erin is suspicious, but she had no idea just what her friend had planned. When Erin is given the opportunity to become a futanari, she can't resist her curiosity to have her own cock. Taking full advantage of this surprise, Erin takes her pleasure from Cassie and another futa named Melody!

Futa Chikan Surprise: When Sara, a hot blonde, is groped on the subway, she is surprised to see her molester is a cute, redhead wearing a sexy pair of glasses. Stunned that a lesbian was groping her, Sara quickly succumbs to the naughty thrill, relaxing into the skilled hands of the mysterious groper. But when Sara feels something hard pressing against her rear, she realizes that the redhead is more than a woman—she's a futanari!

Futanari Cheerleaders: When Georgia becomes a futanari, she throws Aphrodite Women's College into a lusty uproar as she and her fellow cheerleaders strut their stuff. But lurking in the shadows is the ancient order, the Daughters of Hestia, finally reemerging to continue their battle against the Sisterhood of Aphrodite and rid the world of all the futas.

Futa Shakes Her Pompoms: Tired of being picked on by her cheer captain, Georgia casts a spell to give herself perfect beauty, not knowing it would also transform her into a futa. While cheering, her new cock sprouts and Georgia flees to the bathroom, scared at her bodies new changes. When Portia, her cheer captain follows, the two cheerleaders find their lusts burn for each other.

The Venus Squad: New futa Georgia shows her cheer squad, nicknamed the Venus Squad, the new dick she's packing. Lusts run red-hot, and a cheerleading orgy breaks out in the locker room and Georgia and her new girlfriend, Portia, revel in the press of feminine flesh.

The Cheer Captain's Reward: Georgia and Portia go on the first date, but not before Porita gets her reward—her very own futa cock! Eager to test out her new dick, Georgia and Portia share a hot, busty waitress for dinner, showing Olivia how much fun two futas can be!

Futa Struts Her Stuff: Georgia enjoys her futa cock as the women of her college go wild over an actual futa and an orgy breaks out right there in the hallways!

Futa's Honeypot: The Daughters of Hestia attack the Venus Squad and futa Georgia falls into Bella's honeypot trap. We'll Georgia lose her futa cock or convince Bella to join the futa's side!
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