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Naughty Excerpt from “Naughty Wives Collection 1”
 
   Other men are lusting after my wife, but she's all mine, he thought, a smile crawling across his broad face. He had to adjust his rock-hard dick so it didn't rub against the metal zipper so painfully. He decided on going commando tonight; ready to fuck his hooker-wife.
 
   He pulled up slowly, rolling down the passenger window. She smiled, leaning in, popping a big piece of pink gum. “You lookin' for a good time, sugar?” she purred. Her voice had a sultry, yet bored, tone to it, nothing at all like her normally warm dulcets.
 
   “I sure am,” Frank answered. “How much for a date.”
 
   “Twenty for a BJ,” she purred, popping her gum again. The minty scent tingled in his nostrils.
 
   “How much to let me do whatever I want?”
 
   She leered, eying his crotch. “A hundred and fifty and you can use me in whatever, nasty ways you can think of, sugar.”
 
   “Deal,” he answered. “Get in.”
 
   “Uh-uh, you pay up front, sugar.”
 
   Frank pulled out his wallet. He had two hundred in cash in there. He hadn't been sure how much his wife was going to charge, and wanted to be ready. He counted out $160. “You got change?”
 
   “ 'Fraid not, sugar. Think of it as a tip.” Evie popped her gum, leaning deeper into the car so he could get a good look down her cleavage. Her breasts strained to against the bustier, wanting to spill free. “Don't worry, you'll get your money's worth.”
 
   He took the money, wading it up, and shoved his hand into her bustier and gave her tit a nice squeeze, leaving the twenties behind. She stood up, pulling the money out, and quickly counted it. What a nice touch, he thought. Smiling, she slipped it back into her bustier and opened the door, sliding in. His hand instantly went to her thigh, dipping beneath her skirt.
 
   “Go around this motel,” she pointed. “There's a nice alley that's very private.”
 
   “Why don't you start sucking my cock, whore?”
 
   Grinning, she spat out her gum and stuck it into his ash tray, then she stroked his hard bulge as he eased back into traffic. His zipper came down with a metallic rasp and his cock popped out like a pink snake leaving its hole. He almost missed the turn as her magnificent mouth engulfed his cock, her tongue rapidly twirling about the tip as she sucked.
 
   “Christ, you're good, whore,” he moaned.
 
   He turned into the ally. It was dirty, trash lining the corners, blown in by the wind. Six or seven large, green dumpsters, their exterior paint chipped and the exposed metal rusting away, lined a high, wooden fence on the left and on the right was the brown, peeling facade of the Beaver Motel. He parked between a pair of dumpsters, using them to shield his car from the street.
 
   She sucked harder, slowly working her mouth up and down on his cock. He reclined back in his chair, groaning as pleasure surged inside him. Adrenaline pumped through his blood, heightening the pleasure. The thrill of his wife pretending to be his cheap whore and the risk that they could get caught at any moment, added a spice to her blowjob that was quickly bringing his balls to a boil. He didn't want too cum so soon, but he couldn't help it.
 
   It was all so exciting.
 
   The load rap on the window caused Frank to jump and Evie to bolt upright. 
 
   Fear chilled his body like an icy breeze, and his cock wilted like a thirsty plant beneath the desert sun. Standing at the passenger door was a police officer peering into the window. A big man, ebony skin, his face stern as a statute. Mirrored sunglasses hid his eyes, making him seem even more intimidating; an implacable, unfeeling, law enforcement machine.
 
   “Step out of the car, miss,” he ordered sternly.
 
   Flushing, Evie gave him a worried glance, then opened the passenger door and slid out as he quickly tried to put his cock away. The cop eyed her up from head to toe as she stood before him. Was that a smile playing on his lips? He looked again, and the cop's face was still stern, implacable. Must have been my imagination.
 
   He put his dick away and opened the car door.
 
   “Sir!” barked the cop. “Stay in the car!”
 
   Frank froze beneath the power of the cop's tone, demanding his complete compliance and hinting at dire consequences if he didn't obey.
 
   “Uh, yes officer,” Frank answered. “This is just a misunderstanding.”
 
   “What part about catching a woman sucking your dick did I misunderstand?” the cop asked. “Was she performing first aid on you. A little mouth-to-cock resuscitation?” He laughed like he just said the funniest joke in the world.
 
   “It's not what it looked like,” Frank continued.
 
   “Really? You're not a john paying some piece of trash hooker to blow you in an alley?”
 
   “I am his wife,” Evie piped in. “We were just having some harmless fun.”
 
   The cop laughed. “Well that's a first. I've never heard a hooker try that lie before. Hands against the car, cupcake.”
 
   “I'm not a hooker,” his wife protested as she placed her hands on the hood, her short, tartan skirt rising up her sleek thighs as she bent over. “Please, mister...”
 
   “Connoly,” he answered. “Officer Connoly.”
 
   “I'm Evie Reynolds, and that's my husband, Frank Reynolds. I'm not a prostitute!”
 
   The cop frisked Frank's wife; his large, dark hands roaming over her body as she trembled, bracing herself against the silver Lexus. “If you're not a prostitute, cupcake, then why did I see you standing on the corner showing your very ample body to passing cars. Then you accepted money from this man, and when I followed the two of you, I caught you sucking his dick. Seems pretty cut and dry to me.” 
 
   The cop's hand suddenly shoved into her bustier and shock spread on his wife's lips, then Frank heard her sigh, a throaty sound he's heard many times in their bedroom. No. I must have heard her wrong. That must have been an indignant sigh. Anger boiled inside Frank. How dare he grope my wife while pretending to search her!
 
   “You keep your hands to yourself,” Frank yelled. “I'll report you for sexual harassment!”
 
   “Frank, don't make things...” her words were cut off by a sharp, cooing sound that issued from her throat, while delight lit up her eyes as the cop continued groping his wife. “Don't make things worse!”
 
    The cop's hands came out with the wad of twenties. “This say's you're a hooker, cupcake.”
 
   He shoved his hand down her other bustier, groping her breast as he searched her. A sick feeling bubbled in Frank's stomach. “Hey!” he objected, opening his car door. “That is going way too fucking far!”
 
   “You try to get out of the car one more time, sir, and I'll arrest you, too,” Officer Connolly threatened coldly, his hand still groping her tit. “And it won't be for solicitation. Now I got to search her for any drugs, weapons, or other contraband. So let me do my job, buddy!”
 
   He swallowed, What should I do? Fear clutched at him. He didn't want to get arrested, but the way the cop was treating his wife made his blood run cold. Fuck it! This guy's going too far. He didn't care about getting arrested; his wife needed him.
 
   “Hmm, you're pretty good at that!” Evie moaned. Frank was shocked to hear the lust in his wife's voice, and his arm froze as he reached for the door handle.
 
   “You like the feel of my hand, whore?” the cop chuckled, pulling it out along with her breast. Her pink nipple was hard and she wiggled her hips. To Frank, it looked like she was pressing her ass back into the cop's crotch.
 
   To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Evie's Naughty Idea
 
   Frank wolf whistled when Evie stepped out of the bathroom.
 
   She wore a slinky negligee – deep maroon with a black lace trim – he hadn't seen before; a hungry look on her face. He instantly knew she had thought of some new, kinky game for them to play. She smiled, a sultry curl to her full, lush lips – just begging to be kissed – causing dimples to appear in her flushed cheeks. After thirteen years of marriage, he still found her beautiful, with her sparkling, blue eyes, and raven-black hair that framed her round face.
 
   They had married shortly after college and he loved her even more today than when they first met. Even as his love for her deepened, their sex life had cooled. Things just became stale. There were only so many positions to try after thirteen years. So a few years ago they started roleplaying to add an extra spice to their life.
 
   It was tame stuff at first. The sort of games that could be played in the safety of their own home: the naughty nurse giving her patient a sponge bath, the bored housewife and the repairmen, the stripper at the bachelor party, and then the he was the stripper at the bachelorette party. His wife's favorite was the cop letting a prostitute off the hook in exchange for sexual favors. Evie was a social worker, and she spent hours helping women to get out of prostitution, and Frank discovered during their passionate roleplay that she had a strange fascination with hookers.
 
   The tame roleplaying at home led to more adventuresome play out of the house. They would go to a bar and Frank would pretend to pick her up like she was a barfly, then they'd go home and fuck. Soon that wasn't exciting enough, so they started going to seedy motels, pretending they were cheating on their spouses, and last week they had fucked each other in a bar's men's room. 
 
   It was the wildest sex Frank had ever experienced. The thrill of getting caught had been intoxicating. They could hear men moving around the bathroom, while they tried to keep their ever growing passion quiet. Knowing that the only thing separating the two of them from being found out was the thin metal of stall's door had quickly sent his balls to boiling; his orgasm that night had been intense.
 
   “You look sexy,” Frank smiled as she posed for him at the master bath's doorway. 
 
   Her blue eyes danced with pleasure and she swayed to the bed, hardening his cock. His eyes fell to the bodice, the pink of her nipples peaking out through gaps in the black lace. The hem fell barely below her crotch, tantalizing him with the hint of the treasure between her thighs.
 
   “You ready for some loving?” she purred as she reached the bed, crawling across like a hungry puma, licking her lips.
 
   “Always, babe,” he answered as her hands rubbed the growing bulge through his cotton pajamas.
 
   She purred as she drew his cock out, her hands stroking life into him; he responded eagerly. She rolled her thumb across the tip, smearing precum around his sensitive head, pleasure flashing through him lightning. 
 
   She made a throaty groan, a predatory cat hungry for her prey. “What have you got for your kitty tonight?”
 
   “Some creamy milk,” Frank answered. “My naughty kitty just has to work for it.”
 
   Evie's grin was large, feline, her blue eyes twinkling with lust. “While your kitty's working for her creamy milk, why don't you pet her?” she asked, rubbing her cheek like a cute cat against the tip of his cock. Precum gleamed silvery on her, a strand momentarily connecting his dick to her face before it snapped.
 
   “Sound's good. I love petting my kitty.”
 
   Evie flipped around, straddling Franks face. She wore no panties beneath her negligee, and her treasure – barely concealed by a neatly trimmed, black bush – descended to his face. Juices glistened on her fur, dripping from her thick, pink lips and he could smell her wonderful scent—a spicy, heady aroma that he still loved even after thirteen years of marriage.
 
   “I love it when you pet me,” she purred as he took his first lick across her vulva, gathering a thick coating of her creamy juices into his mouth.
 
   Frank had heard that some men wouldn't go down on a woman, and he couldn't understand that. He loved every part of his wife's pussy: from her small clit that had to be coaxed out of its hood like a shy maid out of her panties, to her thick labia that would rub wonderfully against his lips as he dug his tongue deep into her hole. He loved to spread open her petals and stare down into her pink depths, then plunge his tongue in deep and fuck her with it like a mini-cock.
 
   And he loved to dine at her buffet.
 
   As he went to work on her pussy, her lips and tongue were busy on his cock. She started with small licks, very cat-like, focusing on the ridge around the mushroom-like tip. Every time her tongue flicked across the tip, pleasure knifed through him. Then that wonderful moment came when her lips engulfed him. She sucked hard and his cunnilingus brought gasps and moans of delight muffled by his cock.
 
   That was the best part of sixty-nining with her. As he ate out her cunt and drove her wild, her moans became more passionate and loud, vibrating about his cock as she bobbed her head. One more delightful sensation that added to the cornucopia of her sucking mouth and wiggling tongue.
 
   His hands found her ass, still tight despite turning thirty-five last month. She worked out everyday, keeping herself in great shape for him. He felt bad; his job kept him too busy, and he was losing the war against his expanding waist. “Just more of you to love,” Evie would joke, or sometimes she would grab his love handles while they were making love, and giggle, “Something for me to hold onto.” 
 
   He explored her wonderful firm ass, squeezing her cheeks as his tongue feasted on her pussy, savoring every spicy drop of her ambrosia. He slid his fingers down into her crack, searching for her rosebud. She sucked harder when he found her puckered anus, gently teasing it with his finger. He pressed and her sphincter resisted for a moment, before it parted and his finger buried into her asshole.
 
   She exploded.
 
   Juices poured into his hungry lips and a loud, muffled yowl hummed around his cock, adding wonderful vibrations and bringing Frank closer and closer to his own climax. He worked his finger in and out of her anus as his tongue went to town on her clitoral hood. The little pink bud sprouted forth and he sucked his lips about it, driving Evie into another spasm of rapture.
 
   Her mouth slid lower and lower on his cock. Frank knew she was rewarding him for the wonderful cum he had given her by deep-throating his cock. The tip brushed the back of her throat and she relaxed and swallowed him. It was pure delight to be in the tight confines of her throat, and her humming vibrated harder through his cock as her lips kissed the base of his shaft.
 
   “Shit, Evie,” he groaned. “Gonna cum!”
 
   His balls were boiling over; the pressure in them too high to be contained any longer. She quickly slid her mouth up his cock until only the tip remained between her lips as his semen thickly flooded her lips. Frank groaned, thrusting his hips up as the tense pleasure flashed through his entire body. Then he relaxed, panting, and enjoyed the afterglow.
 
   Evie cuddled up next to him and nuzzled his cheek. “You were wonderful,” she purred, licking at his lips. She always enjoyed cleaning her juices up afterward. While she licked, her hand found his softening cock, gently stroking him.
 
   “So, what do you have in mind, Evie?” he asked her.
 
   A look of pure innocence appeared on her face. Frank didn't buy it one bit. “Maybe I just wanted to give my husband a good time.”
 
   Frank leveled a flat look at her. “And that's why you bought a new nighty? It has nothing to do with the fact that you thought of some sexy, new way for us to have fun?”
 
   Her grin turned wicked. “I had the most deliciously naughty idea,” she whispered in his ear, her breath warm; her tongue lightly grazed his earlobe as she talked. His cock began to respond to her lazy strokes. He felt like they were back in college, lying in his dorm after an hour spent making love. Evie would stroke him and had whisper naughty things in his ear to have gotten him ready for round two. 
 
   It had been years since Frank's cock had been able to be ready this fast. But tonight she was just so damned sexy; transformed into a succubus by whatever naughty idea bubbled inside her head. Frank felt his second wind rising along with his cock.
 
   “What?” he croaked as pleasure tumbled through his body.
 
   “I want you to be my john.”
 
   “Your what, babe?”
 
   “My john,” she continued; breath moist on his ear. “You know, the guy who picks up a prostitute.”
 
   “Right,” he muttered. “I should have realized that.”
 
   “Having a little trouble thinking?”
 
   “Well,” he smiled, “it's hard to think with a beautiful, passionate, amazing woman stroking your cock.”
 
   Her laugh was throaty and wicked. “It must be so hard to be a man and have all that blood pooling in your cock, starving your brain of oxygen.”
 
   “It definitely has its advantages,” he answered.
 
   “Umm, I can feel all seven inches of your advantages.”
 
   “Eight inches,” he protested. “Just like you've been twenty-nine the last six years.”
 
   She kissed him, her lips salty. “Fine, eight inches. And where would you like to stick this impressive specimen.”
 
   His hands wormed between her wet thighs and he roughly shoved two fingers deep into her. “I think this'll do just fine.”
 
   She threw her head back and laughed, rich and velvety. “I think it will.”
 
   She looks like a goddess, he thought as she straddled his waist. Frank's cock reached for the sky, for the pussy hovering just inches above it. She lowered slowly until his tip brushed her petals, teasing him. Her fingers grabbed his cock and rubbed him across her engorged labia, smearing precum and pussy cream together.
 
   “You haven't heard the best part of my idea,” she purred.
 
   “What?” he demanded, frustration tinging his voice. “Can't this wait!” He wanted to be buried inside her. No, he needed to be buried inside her. His cock ached for her embrace.
 
   “I want to stand on a street corner, out in public, dressed like the trashiest whore. Then you get to drive up and pay me. There's this motel we can go behind and fuck like bunnies in your car.”
 
   That sounded dangerous, but it was so hard to think with her silky pussy rubbing on his dick. His cock needed to be inside her. He would agree to anything at that moment to feel her sheath engulf him. “Fine. Let's do it!”
 
   Whatever reservations he may have felt were driven away by the rapture of her pussy engulfing his cock. Warm, wet, spongy. It was absolute heaven. Nature had left her barren and she was as tight as she had been at twenty.
 
   “Fuck!” he groaned as she rose up achingly slow, the sweetest friction rubbing on his sensitive tip. “Take off the nighty! Let me see those beautiful tits!”
 
   Evie peeled the negligee over her head, revealing her magnificent, round breasts. Her nipples were fat, pink, and centered in half-dollar sized areolas. At thirty-five, or twenty-nine, or whatever age she claimed to be, they were still perfect. His hands roughly grasped them; his ardor was too great to consider being gentle. 
 
   “I'm going to be your five dollar hooker!” she gasped as she bounced on him, her tits jiggling. “A cheap whore to be used for your pleasure!”
 
   “Oh Evie,” he moaned. “Be my whore!”
 
   “Yes, yes, yes!” she panted over and over. “I will! I'll be your dirty, filthy hooker. I'll do anything you pay for! Anything!”
 
   He couldn't believe it; his balls were already boiling over. It was like he was back in college all over again and able to go three times in a night. He grunted as he erupted his frothy passion into her churning sheath. Evie slammed down and ground her clit into the wet, tangled mess of his pubic hair. She bucked, her pussy convulsing about his cock as her orgasm smashed through her.
 
   “Holy shit,” he muttered as she leaned down, her heavy breasts rubbing against his hairy chest. “You are a helluva woman. I'm glad I married you.”
 
   Smiling, she breathed, “You ain't half bad either, Frank.” Her kiss was sweet, loving, as they both came down from their orgasms.
 
   As Evie fell asleep on his chest, Frank's mind was full of thoughts of the fun they'd have on Friday night. He just had to get through the drudgery of the next two work days.
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two: Working the Street
 
   The last two days had been hell for Frank.
 
   Friday night had finally arrived and he waited eagerly to see her dressed in her hooker attire. He was excited for tonight and the game Evie wanted to play. It would be the wildest thing either of them had ever done, and his cock had been hard all day thinking about it. 
 
   For the last forty-five minutes she had been busy in the bathroom, doing the hundreds of things a woman needed to do before she was 'presentable'. Frank was ready in five minutes. He peeled off his work clothes, spritzed on a cologne Evie bought him last Christmas, and pulled on some causal clothes: jeans and a T-shirt. Then he tried to watch the six o'clock news, but he was too excited to pay attention.
 
   He wolf whistled when she stepped out of the bathroom, his mouth salivating at the sight of her.
 
   She was absolutely stunning in a black bustier that cupped her generous breasts, transforming them into round, succulent orbs. The bustier was so low-cut the merest pink of her areolas peaked out the top, sending an erotic thrill through him as he drank in her beauty. Her flat stomach was left bare by the top, and the waistband of a black thong peaked out above her low-riding, and very short, tartan  skirt. Thigh-high, fishnet stockings, like a black spiderweb, covered her sleek legs, and stiletto heels added a couple of inches of height and a very sexy sway to her hips when she walked. She went heavy on the makeup, tarting herself up with heavy eyeliner; a vibrant, blue-gray eye shadow; and deep-red, shiny lipstick. Dangling from her ears were large, trashy, gold hoop earrings Frank had never seen her wear before—she preferred studs as he learned the hard way while they were dating.
 
   “Damn Evie, you are gorgeous,” he groaned. “And those legs just won't quit.” The frustration of the last two days was worth it to see his wife in her hooker getup. “We are going to have so much fun tonight, babe,” he grinned.
 
   “You bet your sweet ass we are!” Evie fired back, positively skipping as they headed out the door.
 
   Tonight would be the riskiest – and the most exciting – roleplay they had ever done.
 
   They went in separate cars. Evie in her cute, red Audi and Frank in a silver Lexus. He could tell how excited she was as he struggled to keep up with her. She always had a leadfoot, even when she wasn't in a hurry. But when she was excited, she was like a NASCAR driver, weaving in and out of traffic like she was racing the Datoyna 500. She never received tickets though; Frank figured she was so pretty the cops must let her off with a warning. He lost her on I-5 about halfway there, but he knew around which block of International Boulevard in SeaTac she would be at.
 
   The sun was setting behind Frank when he reached the stretch of Highway 99 known as International Boulevard, and looked for his wife. Heavy traffic rolled both ways on the five lane road. It was a few miles from the airport and full of seedy motels with names like: the 'Cheap N Easy Motel', 'The Truck Stop', and the 'Beaver Inn'. They all advertised 'affordable rates' and discounts for 'short stays'.
 
   Scantly clad women lounged on the street corners, calling out to passing cars. They were a mix of the surprisingly attractive to the downright skanky. Frank scanned for his wife or her car as he slowly drove up the street. Where was she? Panic churned his stomach, like a blender making one of those disgusting vegetable juice drinks Evie consumed for breakfast.
 
   Then he saw her at a corner all by herself, waving at the streaming cars like a common whore. She looked even sexier on the street – in her black bustier, thigh-high fishnet stockings, and tartan skirt – than she had at the house. Before she had merely been a sexy woman in her home, but here, on the busy street, she was a hooker – a common whore – looking to debase herself for a stranger's pleasure. 
 
   Frank's cock was a telephone pole in his pants.
 
   She blew kisses at the cars, and shook her tits, barely contained in her bustier and liable to pop out for all of SeaTac to see. She'd flip up her skirt, shaking her ass and letting the cars get a good look at the piece of floss she called a thong that disappeared between her supple butt-cheeks. Then she would stretch out her stockinged legs for the admiration of all the passing men, sensuously stroking her lithe thighs. 
 
   I could hear the cars honking their appreciation.
 
   Other men are lusting after my wife, but she's all mine, he thought, a smile crawling across his broad face. He had to adjust his rock-hard dick so it didn't rub against the metal zipper so painfully. He decided on going commando tonight; ready to fuck his hooker-wife.
 
   He pulled up slowly, rolling down the passenger window. She smiled, leaning in, popping a big piece of pink gum. “You lookin' for a good time, sugar?” she purred. Her voice had a sultry, yet bored, tone to it, nothing at all like her normally warm dulcets.
 
   “I sure am,” Frank answered. “How much for a date.”
 
   “Twenty for a BJ,” she purred, popping her gum again. The minty scent tingled in his nostrils.
 
   “How much to let me do whatever I want?”
 
   She leered, eying his crotch. “A hundred and fifty and you can use me in whatever, nasty ways you can think of, sugar.”
 
   “Deal,” he answered. “Get in.”
 
   “Uh-uh, you pay up front, sugar.”
 
   Frank pulled out his wallet. He had two hundred in cash in there. He hadn't been sure how much his wife was going to charge, and wanted to be ready. He counted out $160. “You got change?”
 
   “ 'Fraid not, sugar. Think of it as a tip.” Evie popped her gum, leaning deeper into the car so he could get a good look down her cleavage. Her breasts strained to against the bustier, wanting to spill free. “Don't worry, you'll get your money's worth.”
 
   He took the money, wading it up, and shoved his hand into her bustier and gave her tit a nice squeeze, leaving the twenties behind. She stood up, pulling the money out, and quickly counted it. What a nice touch, he thought. Smiling, she slipped it back into her bustier and opened the door, sliding in. His hand instantly went to her thigh, dipping beneath her skirt.
 
   “Go around this motel,” she pointed. “There's a nice alley that's very private.”
 
   “Why don't you start sucking my cock, whore?”
 
   Grinning, she spat out her gum and stuck it into his ash tray, then she stroked his hard bulge as he eased back into traffic. His zipper came down with a metallic rasp and his cock popped out like a pink snake leaving its hole. He almost missed the turn as her magnificent mouth engulfed his cock, her tongue rapidly twirling about the tip as she sucked.
 
   “Christ, you're good, whore,” he moaned.
 
   He turned into the ally. It was dirty, trash lining the corners, blown in by the wind. Six or seven large, green dumpsters, their exterior paint chipped and the exposed metal rusting away, lined a high, wooden fence on the left and on the right was the brown, peeling facade of the Beaver Motel. He parked between a pair of dumpsters, using them to shield his car from the street.
 
   She sucked harder, slowly working her mouth up and down on his cock. He reclined back in his chair, groaning as pleasure surged inside him. Adrenaline pumped through his blood, heightening the pleasure. The thrill of his wife pretending to be his cheap whore and the risk that they could get caught at any moment, added a spice to her blowjob that was quickly bringing his balls to a boil. He didn't want too cum so soon, but he couldn't help it.
 
   It was all so exciting.
 
   The load rap on the window caused Frank to jump and Evie to bolt upright. 
 
   Fear chilled his body like an icy breeze, and his cock wilted like a thirsty plant beneath the desert sun. Standing at the passenger door was a police officer peering into the window. A big man, ebony skin, his face stern as a statute. Mirrored sunglasses hid his eyes, making him seem even more intimidating; an implacable, unfeeling, law enforcement machine.
 
   “Step out of the car, miss,” he ordered sternly.
 
   Flushing, Evie gave him a worried glance, then opened the passenger door and slid out as he quickly tried to put his cock away. The cop eyed her up from head to toe as she stood before him. Was that a smile playing on his lips? He looked again, and the cop's face was still stern, implacable. Must have been my imagination.
 
   He put his dick away and opened the car door.
 
   “Sir!” barked the cop. “Stay in the car!”
 
   Frank froze beneath the power of the cop's tone, demanding his complete compliance and hinting at dire consequences if he didn't obey.
 
   “Uh, yes officer,” Frank answered. “This is just a misunderstanding.”
 
   “What part about catching a woman sucking your dick did I misunderstand?” the cop asked. “Was she performing first aid on you. A little mouth-to-cock resuscitation?” He laughed like he just said the funniest joke in the world.
 
   “It's not what it looked like,” Frank continued.
 
   “Really? You're not a john paying some piece of trash hooker to blow you in an alley?”
 
   “I am his wife,” Evie piped in. “We were just having some harmless fun.”
 
   The cop laughed. “Well that's a first. I've never heard a hooker try that lie before. Hands against the car, cupcake.”
 
   “I'm not a hooker,” his wife protested as she placed her hands on the hood, her short, tartan skirt rising up her sleek thighs as she bent over. “Please, mister...”
 
   “Connoly,” he answered. “Officer Connoly.”
 
   “I'm Evie Reynolds, and that's my husband, Frank Reynolds. I'm not a prostitute!”
 
   The cop frisked Frank's wife; his large, dark hands roaming over her body as she trembled, bracing herself against the silver Lexus. “If you're not a prostitute, cupcake, then why did I see you standing on the corner showing your very ample body to passing cars. Then you accepted money from this man, and when I followed the two of you, I caught you sucking his dick. Seems pretty cut and dry to me.” 
 
   The cop's hand suddenly shoved into her bustier and shock spread on his wife's lips, then Frank heard her sigh, a throaty sound he's heard many times in their bedroom. No. I must have heard her wrong. That must have been an indignant sigh. Anger boiled inside Frank. How dare he grope my wife while pretending to search her!
 
   “You keep your hands to yourself,” Frank yelled. “I'll report you for sexual harassment!”
 
   “Frank, don't make things...” her words were cut off by a sharp, cooing sound that issued from her throat, while delight lit up her eyes as the cop continued groping his wife. “Don't make things worse!”
 
    The cop's hands came out with the wad of twenties. “This say's you're a hooker, cupcake.”
 
   He shoved his hand down her other bustier, groping her breast as he searched her. A sick feeling bubbled in Frank's stomach. “Hey!” he objected, opening his car door. “That is going way too fucking far!”
 
   “You try to get out of the car one more time, sir, and I'll arrest you, too,” Officer Connolly threatened coldly, his hand still groping her tit. “And it won't be for solicitation. Now I got to search her for any drugs, weapons, or other contraband. So let me do my job, buddy!”
 
   He swallowed, What should I do? Fear clutched at him. He didn't want to get arrested, but the way the cop was treating his wife made his blood run cold. Fuck it! This guy's going too far. He didn't care about getting arrested; his wife needed him.
 
   “Hmm, you're pretty good at that!” Evie moaned. Frank was shocked to hear the lust in his wife's voice, and his arm froze as he reached for the door handle.
 
   “You like the feel of my hand, whore?” the cop chuckled, pulling it out along with her breast. Her pink nipple was hard and she wiggled her hips. To Frank, it looked like she was pressing her ass back into the cop's crotch.
 
   Evie's favorite roleplay was the hooker fucking the cop to keep from being arrested. The sick feeling in his belly intensified, feeling like it was eating a hole through his stomach. She's playing out her favorite fantasy for real, he realized as he watched his wife getting turned on by the cop's search. One of his hands white knuckled the steering wheel, the other slipped down to rub his crotch. 
 
   Then he realized what he was doing, and was shocked by how hard his cock was. What the fuck is wrong with me?
 
   The cop's hands slid down her body, disappearing beneath her skirt. Evie gave a low, throaty purr. He's fingering her pussy, Frank realized. Sweat broke out on his forehead and his hand started to absently rub at his crotch again. And she's loving it. Though the cop's hand was hidden by her skirt, his fingers were obviously pumping in and out of her sheath. His wife squeezed her eyes shut, moaning as she enjoyed his touch; tongue pursed between red lips.
 
   “You are such a dirty whore,” Officer Connoly laughed. “You like my cavity search?”
 
   “Fuck yes,” she moaned. “I love it! You're very skilled!”
 
   “I've had lots of practice.”
 
   His wife gave a throaty, wicked laugh. “I bet you have, Officer! Oh fuck!”
 
   The cop glanced at me, grinning broadly. “This little whore's going to cum all over my fingers!”
 
   “Yes, yes!” she gasped, arching her back. “Search my pussy! Be very thorough, Officer. I've been very naughty!”
 
   Frank swallowed; his hand still rubbed his cock through his pants. I should be stopping this. The cop's molesting my wife and she's enjoying it. It hurt to watch his wife be the whore for the cop. The betrayal and lust churned his stomach acid until he felt like throwing up—and made his cock as hard as a steel I beam. Why do I find this so goddamn exciting?
 
   “Oh my god! He's making me cum Frank!”
 
   Evie writhed, her one freed breast swaying as she exploded on the cops probing fingers. Her face contorted, a wild, exulting expression grew on it as she screamed her passion for all the world to hear. Grinning, the cop pulled his fingers out, dripping with his wife's juices, and wiped them off on her skirt.
 
   Like she was filthy. A filthy, disgusting, cheating whore!
 
   “I'm placing you under arrest for prostitution,” the cop announced, reaching for his handcuffs, while he pulled her hands behind her back.
 
   “Wait,” Evie panted; her cheeks still flushed from her orgasm. “He's my husband, really!”
 
   The handcuff ratcheted around her wrist. “You have the right to remain silent.”
 
   “Really, officer!” I shouted. I was confused about the entire situation; hurt, arousal, betrayal all mixed together in the storm brewing inside me, but I didn't want to see my wife go to jail. “I can prove it!”
 
   “Even if she is,” the cop answered. “Doesn't change the fact that she stood on the street corner, accepted money, and was caught performing a lewd act in public. You're lucky I'm not arresting you too! But my patience is wearing thin, buddy!”
 
   “Maybe there's something I can do to convince you not to arrest me,” purred Evie as he ratcheted the other cuff around her left wrist, restraining her hands behind her back just above her shapely ass.
 
   “Like what?” the cop asked, a knowing smile on his face.
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three: Fantasy Fulfilled
 
   “Like what?”
 
   Frank's heart fell and his dick rose. She's going to let the cop fuck her. His mind didn't want to see his wife cheat on him, even as his dick wanted to see nothing more. What is wrong with me? he asked himself as he drew out his cock and began to jerk it.
 
   “I can be very friendly,” she cooed like a disgusting whore. He flogged his cock harder, anger slowly replacing the hurt—his cock a proxy for his abuse. “I would love to get to know every inch of you, Officer.”
 
   “Every inch of what?”
 
   Her eyes glanced at the bulge in his navy blue pants. “I'll be real sweet to you, Officer.”
 
   “I want you to say it,” Officer Connoly hissed, squeezing her arm.
 
   “Stick your big, Black cock up my cunt and make me cum!” she moaned. “I'll be your whore!”
 
   “Even with your husband watching?”
 
   Evie flashed Frank an apologetic glance, her eyes full of lust. She mouthed 'sorry' at him, then said to cop, “I need to be fucked so bad!”
 
   The cop glanced at Frank and laughed. “Look's like your husband doesn't mind, he's pulling his pud in there!”
 
   Her apologetic look vanished as a huge, naughty grin filled her face. “Do you want to see this Black cop fuck me, babe?” She licked her lips. “Does it make you hard knowing he's going to violate my pussy with his big, Black dick?”
 
   Frank didn't answer her, flushing in shame and feeling even more humiliated. He wanted to tell her to stop, that he loved her and didn't want her to cheat on him. Instead he remained silent and furiously polished his peter – hating her, hating Officer Connoly... and hating himself – as he watched the cop pull out his dick, thick and ebony, and flip up Evie's skirt. Her thong wasn't much of a hindrance – it barely covered her pussy anyways – and the cop just pulled the floss to the side and shoved his cock right into her married cunt.
 
   She's never had another cock in there since college, Frank realized, stroking his monkey faster. Right?
 
   “Oh my god!” she gasped as his cock reamed her pussy. She fixed her blue eyes on Frank's. “Fuck my married pussy! Make me your whore, Officer!”
 
   Officer Connoly did just that, and pounded away at her cunt, filling the air with the slap of flesh. The car rocked every time he buried into Evie's pussy. She was half bent over the car, her hands still restrained behind her back, and her one free tit flopping about as she fucked herself back into the cop's ebony cock.
 
   “It feels so good!” she moaned. “Oh my god! Fuck me! Stretch my pussy!”
 
   “White chicks always turn into sluts for my cock!” the cop taunted. “You like how it feels, whore!”
 
   “Yes, yes!” 
 
   “Is it better than your husband's little cock?” he demanded.
 
   She bit her lip, not answering.
 
   He reached around her and grasped her free breast, pinching her nipple. “I asked you a question, whore! Is my big, Black cock better than your husbands?”
 
   Her lips moved, whispering something.
 
   “Louder! Let your pathetic husband hear you!”
 
   “Yes it is!” she moaned. “Oh god, you're stretching my pussy wide open!”
 
   Frank's stomach sank even lower; his face burned with humiliation. And his hand beat faster on his dick. He couldn't peel his eyes away from his wife whoring herself with the cop. She bucked back against the Black man, grunting and moaning how much she enjoyed his big cock. Cheating whore! With a grunt, he sprayed cum on the steering wheel of his car. 
 
   She screeched the first time she came, her black hair tossing as her head whipped back and forth. Her face contorted in pleasure: eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide open, lips quivering. I should be the only man to see that expression, Frank bitterly thought. She shuddered, her body going ridged, then she half slumped over the hood, a pleased smile playing on her lips.
 
   “Dirty whore!” the cop groaned. “Your cunt's massaging my cock. I bet you want me to cum in your filthy cunt!”
 
   Despite just cumming, Frank's cock hardened at the thought of her cheating pussy flooded with the cop's seed.
 
   “Fill me up!” she panted. “I'm on the pill!”
 
   His thrust slowed, but grew more powerful. He would slam into her, rocking the car on its shocks, metallic squeaks mixing with the slap of flesh. Both of her breasts were freed from her bustier, bouncing and heaving as the cop plowed into her. He reached around and roughly pawed them, pinching her fat nipples and bringing a fresh chorus of wanton lust from his wife's lips
 
   “Dirty, cheating whore!” Officer Connoly groaned, driving into her one last time.
 
   “Oh fucking yes!” she gasped, her body quacking as another orgasm spasmed through her. “Flood my naughty, married pussy!” She collapsed onto the hood, panting, her eyes closed and her hair plastered to her sweaty face.
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four: A Naughty Wife
 
   Chuckling, the cop pulled out of her and put his cock away. He gave her ass a squeeze. “I love white meat,” he grinned, then uncuffed my wife. “Next time I catch you out here, I'll do far worse.”
 
   “Promise?” my wife grinned like a whore.
 
   He laughed, and pulled out his card and shoved it down her bustier, cupping her breast one last time. “In case hubby can't keep that fine pussy satisfied and you crave some big, Black cock.”
 
   With a self-satisfied grin, the cop nodded to him and walked back to his squad car. A moment later, he drove off. Frank scrambled out of his car; anger, hurt, and lust roiling within him. Those tangled emotions fueled a large storm that ominously rumbling inside him; about to make landfall and wreak havoc on his cheating wife. He rounded the car, thunderously advancing on her. Evie rubbed at her wrist, red from the handcuffs, and flinched when she saw him.
 
   “I...” she started to say.
 
   “Bend over that hood right the fuck now!” Frank snarled. “I paid $160 for you, and I'm getting my money's worth, whore!”
 
   “Of course, sugar,” she purred, sounding like the hooker again. “Stick that big cock wherever you want!”
 
   “I don't want to hear your lies, whore!” he roared, spanking her ass. “You were quite clear whose cock was bigger! Now bend over.”
 
   “I was just roleplaying, Frank,” she protested. “His cock wasn't that big.”
 
   'Just roleplaying!' That's her excuse for cheating on me!
 
    Passion and rage filled Frank. He had never felt this way in his entire life. She wants to be a fucking whore, then I'll goddamn treat her like one! She turned to the hood, but she was to slow; his anger snapped. Frank pushed her against the hood and bent her over, squeezing her ass. He could see her pussy dripping with the cop's cum. Thick, white globs tangled in her black bush.
 
   The rage inside him exploded. 
 
   Never once had he thought about hurting his wife. He never even dreamed he could hurt her. But seeing her pussy dripping with another man's seed – proof of her betrayal – filled him with the desire to make make her howl. He spanked his hand hard against her ass a second time, filling the air with a stinging sound; red bloomed across her pale cheek.
 
   “Shit, Frank,” she protested. “I'm sor...”
 
   “I said to shut the fuck up, whore!” Smack! His hand hurt from the force of his third slap on the other, still pale cheek. “I'm not paying you to talk! You agreed that I could do whatever nasty thing I wanted.”
 
   “You're right, sugar!” she purred, slipping back into her whore persona.
 
   Then he roughly shoved his cock into her cunt. Her tight sheath was sopping wet with the cop's cum, and his dick easily slid in and out. She purred throatily, her ass writhing in rhythm to his strokes. She looked over her shoulder at him, lust twinkling in her blue eyes and her tongue licked across her deep, red lips, inviting Frank to abuse her.
 
   “Fuck me with that big cock!” she moaned.
 
   “I said to stop lying!” he barked, his hand spanking her ass.
 
   “You're driving me wild, Frank! Oh my god! Fuck me, babe! I love it! You feel possessed! A wildman! Pound my naughty cunt. Punish me for being such a bad wife!”
 
   He did feel possessed as he drove his cock over and over into her cunt. As if a dark spirit of rage had come upon him, spurring him to punish her. How could your loving wife be unfaithful to you? the spirit seemed to hiss in his mind. And in such a blatant, whorish manner right in front of you. She deserves to be punished.
 
   She deserves to be treated like a whore.
 
   “Oh my God, Frank!” she moaned. “I'm cumming! Keep fucking me with that big cock!”
 
   Her pussy spasmed about his girth, rippling and massaging him. He closed his eyes, the sensation reaching into his balls. Her sheath was hungry for his cum—a dirty, ravenous hole that needed to be filled with a man's spunk.
 
   But he was punishing her and fought off his urge to cum.
 
   “I paid for all of your holes,” he grunted, suddenly pulling out of her pussy.
 
   “Sure, sugar,” she purred. “I've been naughty.”
 
   She reached behind herself and spread her asscheeks apart. Her thong, barely more than a line of floss, was tightly wedged between her cheeks. He ripped it out of the way, exposing her puckered asshole. Evie's anus wasn't a stranger to his cock, but they had always used plenty of lube in the past.
 
   Well, he had a good coating of her pussy cream, then he shoved his cock hard into her ass. She grunted, looking over her shoulder at him. “Don't be gentle,” she hissed. “I was so bad! Punish me!”
 
   Frank gave Evie's ass another hard slap as his cock reamed her velvety-hot bowels. He leaned over her, his hands resting on the hood of his car, and pounded her ass. She arched back against him, and turned her head; her red lips just inches from his own. He captured them in a kiss, tasting the lingering flavor of her minty gum. Their tongues furiously fenced, both lost to their mounting passions.
 
   A low, throaty moan growled from her throat as their lips mashed together. Her ass clenched about his cock, a wonderful, tight sheath that sparked pleasure as he pistoned in and out. Her bowels rippled about him as she came. He wrapped his arms around her body – quivering with her passion – and reached the peak of his climax, filling her hungry bowels with three large blasts of cum.
 
   He poured more than just his cum into her: his anger, hurt, and rage pumped out of him.
 
   They panted as he hugged her from behind, both savoring the joy of their releases. His anger had faded; his lusts were satiated. Their kiss grew gentler, no longer two animals rutting their mouths together, the kiss had transformed into the tender joining of two people who cared deeply for each other.
 
   She turned in his embrace, and looked up at him with tremulous, deep-blue eyes. “You're not angry with me anymore, are you?”
 
   He stroked her cheek. “No,” he answered. “I was. But I was also so turned on watching you.”
 
   She relaxed, the fear retreating from her eyes.
 
   “I didn't spank you too hard, did I?”
 
   “Maybe just a little,” she grinned, giving him a quick peck. “But I was a very naughty wife. Maybe when we get home, you can spank me some more.”
 
   Frank liked the idea of her pert bottom reddening beneath his blows. “I guess I can do that.” He took a deep breath. “Are you going to keep being a naughty wife?”
 
   “Would you like that, Frank?” She thumbed the hoop earring dangling from her right ear; a nervous tick. “I saw you strangling your rooster.”
 
   He thought about that, giving Evie a considering look. “Have you ever cheated on me before?” Frank wasn't sure he wanted the answer, but he needed to know.
 
   She looked him deep in the eyes. “No.”
 
   A weight lifted off his heart. Ever since he saw how whorish she acted with the cop he had, in the back of his mind, worried about her past fidelity. “I think I'd like you to be a little naughty. As long as I get to watch.” 
 
   “That's what makes it fun,” she giggled.
 
   An idea popped into his head, and a grin broadened his face. “I think I know what we can do for next Friday.”
 
   Curiosity blossomed in her face. “This sounds good. What's your plan?”
 
   “I'll tell you tonight, after your spanking.”
 
   “Deal.” She kissed him one more time. “I really love you, Frank.”
 
   “I love you, too, babe.”
 
   “And his cock wasn't that big. Maybe just a smidge.” She held up her hand; her thumb and finger barely a millimeter apart. “I just said it to get you hotter.”
 
   He chuckled and gave her ass a squeeze. “Sorry,” he gasped as she winced.
 
   “It still smarts.”
 
   “I'll kiss it better when we get home.”
 
   “Promise?” Her grin was naughty as she climbed into the passenger seat. 
 
   Once seated, her hands immediately went to the glove box to find the clean wipes she stashed in all of their cars – something every women seemed to do; a nesting behavior Frank had always figured – and began cleaning the mess between her thighs and asscheeks. 
 
   Frank slipped into the driver's seat and started up the car. He frowned and glanced at his wife. “You did get the money back?”
 
   She froze as she wiped her vulva clean of the cop's spunk, then a sheepish look crossed her face. “No.”
 
   All Frank could do was laugh; he had just paid some cop to fuck his wife for $160 dollars.
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Chapter One: Friday Again
 
   Frank admired his wife's red ass as she squirmed across his lap. She still wore most of her hooker get-up. Her red-and-green tartan skirt was bunched around her waist, and her black thong was bunched around her ankles. Lying discarded on their bedroom floor was her black bustier, and her tits hung pillowy soft against the outside of his right thigh. He stroked her well-spanked butt-cheeks, trailing his finger down to the heat between her legs.
 
   “Oh, Frank!” she gasped as he stroked her, then dug his finger deep into her pussy.
 
   He pulled out; his finger dirty with a mix of her spicy cream and the Black cop's cum. Just a few hours ago, he had watched another man fuck his wife. Shame and lust churned inside of him at the memory of the cop's dark hands roaming his wife's pale body; his cock hardened. Their relationship had changed this evening, and Frank hoped it was for the better. He wiped the cop's filth off on her asscheek, then gave her one last spanking.
 
   “I hope you learned your lesson, young lady!” he declared.
 
   Evie squirmed around and straddled his waist, kissing him on the lips. “Do you forgive me for being so naughty?” she asked, making herself sounding younger than thirty-five years. Much younger.
 
   “I do.” He stroked her round face, brushing a strand of black hair out of her eyes. “I love you, Evie.”
 
   She smiled, and kissed him; he could feel just how much she loved him as her lips melted into his. When she broke the kiss, her blue eyes twinkled with desire. “So what naughty idea did you have for next Friday? I've been dying to hear it.”
 
   He grinned. “I want to watch you eat out another woman's pussy.”
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   “What has gotten into you?” Cherry asked as she sat across from Evie at the cafe table. “You're twitchin' like you sat on a nest of fire ants.”
 
   Evie couldn't help grinning. Everything had changed between her and her husband a week ago when their roleplay had gone wonderfully wrong, and she couldn't wait for tonight's fun. The week had dragged on, but it was finally Friday again.
 
   “Well...” Evie stirred her garden salad with a fork, then stabbed a cherry tomato, “I was a little naughty!”
 
   Cherise, though everyone called her Cherry, leaned across the Formica table. “How?” A smile broached her pouty lips. “What are you hidin' from me, sugar?”
 
   Evie always envied her best friend's looks. She was blonde, buxom, and had full, lush lips. Her voice was low and melodious, with just a hint of a Southern drawl that only added to her sultry timbre. Every man noticed Cherry when she entered a room, including Evie's own husband.
 
   Color flushed Evie's cheeks as she remembered last Friday evening. “Frank and I... Well, we did some roleplaying last Friday.”
 
   “You two are always playin' games,” Cherry pointed out. “What was so special about last Friday?”
 
   “I dressed up like a hooker and...” Evie gave a quick scan of the cafe, looking for anyone she knew. The Rain City Cafe was popular with her coworkers; her work lay in the building just across Seneca St. “And I stood out on International Boulevard like a streetwalker. Frank pulled up and paid for me, and took us behind an alley.” She shifted in her chair, her panties dampening as she remembered the feel of Frank's cock in her mouth as she blew him in the dirty alley. She had felt so wonderfully cheap.
 
   “You randy gal!” Cherry giggled. “You're so lucky you weren't caught.”
 
   Evie hesitated. Do I dare tell her what had happened? She swallowed, and took a bite of her salad. What the hell! I've never kept secrets from Cherry before! “We were caught. By this Black cop.” She couldn't help smiling fondly. “Officer Connoly.”
 
   “Really? Did you guys get arrested or somethin'?”
 
   Evie shifted again, her face burning with passion as she remembered the cop's strong hands caressing her body, his thick fingers probing her pussy under the pretense of a 'cavity search', and how exciting it had been to be watched by Frank while she acted like such a shameless hussy.
 
   “Almost.” Evie looked around one more time, just to be sure. “I let the cop fuck me to stay out of jail.”
 
   That was Evie's deepest fantasy; to be forced by a cop to give him a sexual favor to avoid going to jail. Evie had always wanted to be dominated, desiring nothing more than to feel helpless before a strong man's power. And no man was more powerful than a cop with a gun.
 
   Cherry clapped her hands over her mouth. “Oh, my god! Does Frank know?”
 
   “He watched!” Evie grinned back. “He got off on it.” She squirmed in her chair, the wood creaking as she pressed her thighs together. “It was so exciting, Cherry! I was handcuffed, at the cop's mercy, so helpless! I came so hard!” 
 
   She could almost feel Officer Connoly's cock penetrating her as Frank watched, and that wonderful tumble of lust and guilt that made her cum so hard. She had gambled her marriage in that instantCHK, praying she knew her husband well enough. And she had won big time.
 
   “You dirty gal! This is what I get for goin' on vacation!” Cherry was blushing, but still grinning. “And what did Frank do?”
 
   “He spanked me!” 
 
   That had been the best part. Frank had taken control of her like she had always wanted him to, treating her like a naughty whore, and spanked her butt hard. Then he had fucked her up the rear. She had been sore for a few days, but it had been so worth it.
 
   “Even though he was fucking my butt, I never came so hard before, Cherry. And when we got home, he spanked me a second time!”
 
   “Wow, that is wild! What are you doing tonight?”
 
   Evie sighed, Cherry reminding her of the request Frank made last Friday, and her abject failure in fulfilling it. “I promised Frank a threesome with another woman tonight, but none of my single friends were interested.”
 
   “You're willing to be with a woman?” Cherry asked; hazel eyes wide with shock.
 
   “Well... I'm willing to for Frank. It's only fair, right?”
 
   “I guess,” Cherry whispered. “Have you ever...”
 
   “No. But to tell the truth, I'm kinda looking forward to it.”
 
   “Wow.” The blonde's eyes were wide, her pink tongue pursed between her red lips. “That's wild, Evie.”
 
   “Well, since I can't find a woman for our Friday night fun, I had to find a different way to be naughty tonight!”
 
   “How?” Cherry asked, leaning in to whisper.
 
   Evie whispered back, feeling like she was part of some sinister conspiracy as she explained her plans for Frank tonight.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   “Pick up candles, soft rope, condoms, and a crop,” Evie's text read. “We're going to have fun tonight!”
 
   What the hell is a crop? Frank wondered, texting his question back.
 
   “A type of whip. You can find one at the Lacey Corset. And long candles, not the stubby ones.”
 
   “Holy shit!” he whispered.
 
   A fussy-looking woman in her fifties – her graying hair pulled up into a tight bun, and held in place by two long, black hairpins; her bloodless lips twisted in a permanent frown – gave him a disapproving look as they rode the elevator down.
 
   “Sorry. My wife just texted me a shopping list.”
 
   She just shook her head at him.
 
   He glanced at his shopping list again, and was confused by some of them. He figured the candles were for the mood, but the condoms? Evie was barren, so why did they need protection? Unless... A smile broadened his lips. What if Evie actually found another woman to join them tonight? 
 
   He really wanted to see his wife eat out another woman. For years he had fantasized about it, but he had been too afraid to ever bring it up. But after watching another man fuck his wife, Frank didn't have to be afraid about sharing his deepest fantasies with Evie. He knew she'd understand. I'm a lucky guy to have caught such a great woman!
 
   Though the rope and the crop made him a little nervous.
 
   And a little excited. Was he going to tie up his wife, or was she going to tie him up? They had talked about bondage before as they lay in bed. The thought of tying his wife up made his cock harden in his pants, and he tried to readjust himself without drawing another glance from the fussy woman. He failed; she edged away from him, giving him another frosty stare.
 
   “Thank god,” he muttered when the elevator reached the parking garage, and he practically jogged to his car. He told himself it was for the exercise, not because the older woman made him nervous.
 
   Frank had hit the gym twice this week, trying to shed those extra pounds he was carrying. After watching Officer Connoly fuck his wife, he was all too aware of the shortcomings of his physique when compared to the muscular cop.
 
   He still felt...weird about last Friday. Anger, jealousy, and lust had brewed a storm inside him that ended with Frank spanking his wife, and fucking her hard up the ass. He had never thought he could even come close to hurting her, yet he had. Luckily, she seemed to get off on it, and he had spanked her a few more times this week, though never quite as hard.
 
   Maybe that's what the crop's for? The idea of whipping Evie's plump, heart-shaped ass just made his cock even harder. He had learned last Friday that there was something beautiful about her pale rear reddening beneath his hand.
 
   He started his Lexus, eager for tonight. He picked up the candles – mauve, long and tapered, and scented with lilac – then headed to their favorite sex shop. Since they started roleplaying a few years ago, the Lacy Corset had provided them with the naughty costumes and props for their games. It wasn't a seedy place that you felt dirty just entering, but a classy joint, well lit like a normal store, and staffed by a fairly attractive blonde with a bubbly personality. Most of the store was devoted to sexy costumes, and if it wasn't for the walls covered in sex toys, and the racks of porno DVD's in the back, the store could be mistaken for a Halloween shop.
 
   He grabbed a pack of condoms, and found a length of beige, bondage rope. It was expensive, and Frank figured he could buy the same rope at a hardware store for half the cost, but he was too horny to waste the time to find out. Then he browsed the shop's assorted whips, crops, and paddles. He found a black crop that made a satisfying swish when he swung it, then, on impulse, he grabbed one of the wooden paddles—a surprise for Evie.
 
   He sped home. A note was taped on their front door. “Frank. Go to our bedroom, strip naked, and wait for your Mistress.”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two: Evie's Surprise
 
   Evie was in their master bathroom.
 
   Frank could hear her faint humming as she readied herself when he entered their bedroom. Their bed dominated the room; made of dark wood with four, stout posts and a headboard carved with abstract designs. A cream colored comforter almost seemed to glow in the dark room, and the gold, flower-like designs stitched on it glinted from the hallway light.
 
   He spread out his purchases on his dresser. All but the paddle; he slipped that between the dresser and the wall. He peeled out of his clothes, his cock half-hard in anticipation, and threw them in the hamper.
 
   He caught his reflection in the mirror above Evie's dresser. He was still in relatively good shape at thirty-six, though he was putting on some pounds around the waist. Enough fat that his wife joked that his love handles gave her something to hold onto during sex. He ran a hand through his short, brown hair, and sighed. He was going bald, his hair retreating from his forehead like a routed army.
 
   Maybe I should shave it off? Or maybe I should see one of those hair restoration clinics?
 
   The bathroom door crashed open. “On your knees, slave!”
 
   Frank jumped.
 
   His wife's face was beautiful and sensuous and fierce, framed by her black hair. She was dressed in a black leather corset studded with shiny metal. It pushed up her breasts, forming an impressive cleavage, and left her flat midriff bare. His eyes followed the curves of her hips down to her naked groin, and the neatly trimmed forest of black pubes, glistening with her passion. His eyes traveled father down; her beautiful legs were clad in black, stiletto-heeled boots that went all the way up to her mid-thigh.
 
   Her smile was cold and powerful, and her lush lips were twisted into a demeaning smirk. His wife was here to dominate. And he was more than prepared to let this beautiful woman do whatever naughty things she wanted to him.
 
   “Jesus, Evie!” he groaned.
 
   “That's Mistress, slug!” she barked, her voice deep, powerful. Sexy! “On your knees!”
 
   He dropped to his knees, exclaiming, “Yes, Mistress!”
 
   His cock was hard. This was an interesting game. She strode forward; the scent of new leather filled his nose, her boots creaking as she walked. The stiletto heels made her hips roll, and set his blood boiling. She stopped in front of him, grasping his chin with black gloves that went half-way up her forearm, but left her fingertips bare. Black nail-polish dully shone on her fingernails as they dug into his cheek.
 
   She leaned in. “The safeword is matrimony,” she whispered in his ear, then licked his cheek.
 
   “I love you.”
 
   She smiled, then slapped him. “No talking, slug!”
 
   Her blow stung a bit. They had talked about BDSM before, but he had never thought it would be this...exciting. He could smell his wife's arousal, a spicy perfume that tickled his nose. He wanted to bury his face between her legs and worship his Mistress.
 
   “On the bed!” she barked, picking up the coiled, beige rope.
 
   He scrambled to obey.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Evie examined her work; Frank was bound to the four stout posts of the bed. The rope had been long enough, thank god. He struggled against the bonds, the wooden frame of their bed protesting with loud creaks. She admired him; he was still handsome. Well, mostly; he could stand to lose a few pounds. But his face was still squarely cut, and still full of the confidence that had won her heart years ago. And his eyes...a deep, warm brown that could melt even the most frigid woman's pussy.
 
   She lit the five mauve candles. They were scented, filling the room with a sweet, lilac aroma. As she walked around their bedroom, she could feel his eyes upon her body, pleased that he was still turned on by her after thirteen years of marriage. All her hard work – keeping fit, dressing sexy, and devising naughty games to play – hadn't been in vain. 
 
   She picked up the crop off his dresser.
 
   “You've been a very bad man,” she purred, snapping the lash against her hand.
 
   “So bad!” he growled. He strained at the rope, eyes fixed on the leather tails of the crop swishing back and forth. He looked so strong, and it was heady knowing she had restrained him. That he had submitted to her. “If I wasn't tied up, I'd bend you over the bed, and use that crop on your pretty ass!”
 
   Her husband had read her desire to force him to submit, and now resisted her authority; she had to suppress a happy smile. I'm not a loving wife right now. I am his Mistress! Stern, sexy, powerful! “Ooh, I like defiance! It's far more satisfying to break a wild bronco than a timid gelding!”
 
   “I'll show you just how wild I am!”
 
   Frank pulled on the bounds, his face red with effort. The bed creaked, strained, the rope biting into his wrist. She lashed out with the crop, painting red lines across his stomach. He grunted in pain through gritted teeth. His hard cock stood up, waving about as he struggled. 
 
   She reached out, flicking his cock. His shaft twitched, and a shiver ran through her husband. No, through her slave. “Do you like that?”
 
   “Fuck no! When I get free, bitch, I'll make you howl!”
 
   The crop licked his chest, leaving more red stripes; a drop of precum beaded the tip of his cock. Evie let her fingernail scrap the wrinkled, mushroom tip of his cock. It twitched; he groaned. She was in control. This was like last Friday. She may have been handcuffed then, but Frank had been just as helpless as he sat in the car, and that had made the cop fucking her even more exciting. She rubbed her thighs together, trying to relieve some of the passion growing inside her.
 
   “I think you do like it! Every bad man I've ever broken loved to feel the kiss of my crop!”
 
   “Bitch!” he snarled. “When I get free...”
 
   Another stinging slap from her crop cut off his words with a strangled yelp.
 
   “I do not want to hear you speak unless it is to worship me, slug!” A bead of moisture ran down her thigh. She had never loved Frank more; he trusted her enough – loved her enough – to submit to this.
 
   “You can go fuck yourself, whore!”
 
   She laughed, a deep, mocking sound, tossing her black hair as she threw her head back. “If you can't say nice things, then let's find a better use for your tongue.”
 
   She grabbed a lit, scented candle with her free hand, and climbed onto the bed. Her leather boots creaked as she straddled his face, then lowered her bare groin to his lips. She rubbed herself on his face, pleasure surging through her as he squirmed beneath her. She wanted to feel his tongue inside her, but he was bad, and refused to lick. 
 
   She grabbed the crop, and gave him another stinging kiss. “Lick!”
 
   “No! Get your cunt off my face!” he shouted, muffled by her pussy.
 
   She tipped the candle; a drop of hot wax fell onto his chest. He gasped in shock. “Lick me!” Her orgasm built as she rubbed herself across his stubbled face. Power and control burned inside her, fanning her lusts. 
 
   “Never!”
 
   Another drop of wax landed on his nipple, pink cooling on pink. He jerked. “Just lick me like a good slave.” She leaned out, letting the wax drip down his chest, closer and closer to his stomach—to his cock. “Submit to me.” The wax landed on his stomach, in his belly button, globs of hot liquid hardening on his flesh. “Just one lick, and it stops!”
 
   “Go to hell, bitch!”
 
   The next drop landed on his groin, right above the tangle of his brown pubic hair. His cock spasmed, hard as a piece of steel rebar. Hot, pink wax landed in the tangle of hair at the base of his rising shaft. His dick twitched with every rapid beat of his heart, and his hips strained, thrusting up like he was trying to fuck the air. 
 
   He needs to cum as much as I do. She smiled, rubbing her vulva harder on his face; any second now she'd climax. 
 
   The drop landed on the tip of his cock. He howled into her. She exploded onto him. 
 
   Her back arched, the lit candle waving wildly in her hand as her body surged with pleasure. Evie cried out wordlessly. She came so hard her juices squirted into her husband's face. Her passion kept sweeping through her, a seemingly endless series of waves that crashed against her mind like the surf against the cliff, driving away thought.
 
   Frank's tongue licked through her slit, caressing all the right places between her legs. She moaned his name, while his licks, sucks, and kisses on her pussy drove her to new heights of pleasure. Evie rode his face, letting more pink wax drip down onto his chest as this wonderful, powerful passion filled her up. 
 
   She loved this man so much. She didn't have to hide her desires from him anymore. Last Friday, they had learned so much about each other. They had found true intimacy. She didn't have to be ashamed of her darkest desires, and Frank didn't need to keep his most depraved thoughts from her. They would love each other no matter what!
 
   One last, powerful wave of passion and love surged through her. Her entire body tensed, then the passion receded, leaving her a sweaty mess perched on her husband's face. She panted, breathing in a bouquet of lust: his sweaty musk mixed with her spicy passion.
 
   She reached out, grabbed her phone off the nightstand, and sent the text. She had one last surprise for Frank tonight.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Evie's wonderful scent filled Frank's nose, and her spicy taste filled his mouth. Wax hardened across his chest, stomach, and cock. And more dripped down on him; pain flared for a moment before quickly cooling, fanning the desire for his wife, and spurring his lips to worship her pussy with even more passion. 
 
   He loved eating his wife out. And being bound, helpless, and forced to pleasure her was so exciting. He had surrendered his trust to her, knowing that she'd never really hurt him. They were right on the edge of a cliff, and that exhilarating feeling of peering down from a great height filled him, ending at his dick that ached to be touched by her.
 
   “Oh, you bad boy!” she groaned, sliding off of him. “You worshiped me like a goddess!”
 
   “You are my goddess!” Frank panted. “The most radiant creature that ever lived!”
 
   Her face was flushed, glowing like the sun; seeing her joy made all the pain and discomfort worth it. She walked around the bed, setting the candle and her phone down. Frank frowned, wondering what the phone was for?
 
   “You deserve a little reward,” she purred, black fingernails scraping down his chest. “You made me cum so hard! Maybe I'll suck your little cock.”
 
   “Please!” he begged. He needed to cum so bad. “Please, Mistress!”
 
   “So I broke you?” she asked.
 
   “Yes! I'm your slave!”
 
   “Prove it,” she purred.
 
   The door opened, a figure walked into the room. For a moment, Frank thought it was the second woman Evie had promised to find, then he jumped in alarm, struggling to break free of his bonds. The figure was dark as night, and far too broad-shouldered to be a woman. “Evie!” he cried out in warning.
 
   The figure stepped into the candle light. He was naked, heavily muscled, with skin as dark as ebony. Frank recognized him. “I see you didn't lose my card, whore,” Officer Connoly grinned, his hand groping Evie's ass.
 
   Jealousy and lust warred inside Frank as the Black cop pulled Evie to him, reached out, and shoved his hand down his wife's corset, groping her tit. She purred, and seemed to become putty in the cop's hand. He stroked her body, dark hands contrasting against her pale flesh. They kissed. Frank strained at the ropes, both hating and loving watching his wife be with another man, another lover.
 
   “I want you to beg, Frank,” Evie purred; her right tit was free, and black fingers squeezed a pink nipple. “Beg this man to fuck me! If you're my slave, you'll do this.” Her finger reached out, scraping across the tip of his cock; pleasure knifed through him. “Or you can say that one word.”
 
   Matrimony. His thoughts whirled. She was his wife, and he wanted to be the only man that ever touched her. But it had been so exciting watching her be the Cop's whore last Friday. Sweat broke out across his forehead, and his stomach roiled with mixed emotions. The cop leaned down; his thick lips sucked one of her pink nipples, while his dark fingers pumped inside her pussy. 
 
   “Oh yes,” his wife moaned. She was so naughty, so wonderfully exciting. “You know just how to use your fingers!”
 
   “I've had lots of practice on whores,” he answered, then kissed her again. Her arms tightened around his neck, while her body writhed against him like a bitch in heat.
 
   I can stop this. It's my decision. His mind wanted him to say the safeword, but his cock demanded to see Evie be naughty.
 
   “Please, fuck my wife!” he groaned, his lust tearing the words out of him.
 
   “What a wimp,” the cop sneered. “No wonder your ol' lady's calling me up, and begging to feel my big, Black cock.”
 
   “It's so big,” she cooed, grabbing the pack of condoms he had unknowingly bought for her lover; a new shame flushed through him. “Oh, Frank, you bought condoms for your small dick. I should have told you to buy magnums.”
 
   “It'll stretch,” Officer Connoly assured her.
 
   She knelt down, and sucked her lover's rod into her lips. Frank struggled against his bonds, wanting to pull her off the Black man's cock, and glad he was tied up so he was forced to watch her being naughty.
 
   “Suck it,” the cop groaned.
 
   Dark hands gripped his wife's pale cheeks, and the cop fucked her mouth. Hard, ebony cock pumped in and out of her red lips, and heavy balls slapped her chin. She sucked and slurped, moaning around his shaft. Satisfied he was hard, she popped her mouth off his cock, and rolled the condom over his dick.
 
   “I can't wait to feel this monster in me again,” she moaned. “I've been missing it all week!”
 
   “I bet you did, whore! Your husband's does look so pathetically small,” Officer Connoly laughed, full of contempt. “I can see why you missed me.”
 
   She laughed, deep and throaty. A whore's laugh. “My pussy's felt so empty all week! It needs to be stuffed full of man-meat!”
 
   Fresh humiliation washed through him. He knew she was exaggerating for their roleplay; the cop's dick was only a tiny bit larger than his, but it was hard to remember that as she praised Officer Connoly's cock like a cheap whore. He strained, his cock aching to be touched. His hips moved, fucking the air; he couldn't help himself—his lust was too great.
 
   “He's so excited,” she smiled at the cop. “My husband can't wait to watch you fuck me with that monster.” Evie leaned over the foot of their bed, rubbing her cheek against his cock; he groaned. She felt wonderful, smooth as silk, and cool against his burning shaft. “Would you like me to suck your small cock while my lover fucks me?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress!”
 
   Evie peeled the hardened wax off his cock; pain and pleasure shot through him. Frank groaned as her lips engulfed him. The bed shook as her lover thrust hard inside her pussy, and she moaned her satisfaction around Frank's cock.
 
   “I love fucking White pussy!” Officer Connoly grunted, pounding away at his wife.
 
   She kept moaning around Frank's dick, clearly enjoying her lover's shaft. Her moans hummed through his cock, the vibrations going straight to his balls. She worked her mouth down his cock, deep-throating him. He closed his eyes, trying to enjoy the blowjob, while ignoring the man violating her married pussy.
 
   “What a pathetic wimp!” grunted Officer Connoly. “You should just dump this loser. I'll treat you right, Evie. I'll make you howl my name every goddamn night!”
 
   Fear spiked through Frank, his eyes shooting open. His wife still sucked him, even as her hips fucked back into her Black lover. She thoroughly loved being speared by the cop, her sapphire eyes shining with passion. 
 
   No! She loves me! This is just a game! Right? No, I trust her!
 
   “I bet the wimp would pack your bags!” the cop continued. “Look at him! He's so pathetic! He's getting off watching me pound your cunt!” Connoly sped up his rhythm, flesh slapping together, bed rocking in rhythm. “Think about it, Frank. Your lovely wife in my bed, covered in my cum. She'll climb right on my monster, riding me until she can't take another orgasm! My dick will keep her cunt satisfied! Unlike your tiny pecker!”
 
   Frank groaned, picturing his gorgeous wife riding the Black man, her tits bouncing, and her head thrown back in ecstasy. “Officer Connoly!” she moaned in his imagination! “I love your cock! It's the best dick in the world! I never want to fuck my husband's small penis again! Just your monster!” 
 
   Hurt, jealousy, and lust burned within Frank; his cock erupted into Evie's mouth.
 
   “What a fucking wimp!” the cop sneered.
 
   “Harder!” moaned Evie, his cock popping out of her lips, a rivulet of white cum leaking down her chin. “I need to cum, baby! Fuck me harder with your big, Black cock!”
 
   “Dirty whore! Cum all over my cock! Let your husband see how a real man satisfies a woman!”
 
   The bed rocked, headboard knocking against the wall as the cop pounded his wife's pussy. Her face contorted in pleasure, sapphire eyes squeezing shut. She slammed back into her lover's thrust, then she tensed and her mouth widened, a low moan escaping her lips. She was so beautiful, her black tresses plastered to her sweaty, round face.
 
   She was so full of passion.
 
   “Oh, Frank! Oh fuck, yes! I'm cumming! Watch me, Frank! Oh, yes! Watch me, watch me!”
 
   Relief surged through him. She called my name out! The cop didn't seem to care; he just wanted to cum while fucking a White woman's married pussy. He thrust a few more times, then grunted as he flooded his condom. Evie collapsed, panting loudly, smiling up at Frank.
 
   The cop groaned, pulling out of Frank's wife and smacking her ass. “That was a great fuck. You wanna get out of here? I know a great club. Leave hubby tied up, and we'll have some real fun.”
 
   “I don't think so,” Evie panted, crawling up the bed to cuddle against Frank's chest. “This is our special night.”
 
   The cop shook his head. “You guys are fucked up! Well, I guess I'll be on my way then.” He paused. “If you ever crave a real cock, give me a call. Your fine snatch is wasted on him.”
 
   She gave him a promising smile. “Maybe I will.”
 
   Chuckling, the cop gave her ass one last squeeze, then he left. 
 
   Evie kissed her husband with passion, pressing her nubile body against him. His cock stirred beneath her hand's gentle caresses. She started untieing him. His wrists were chaffed, and his ankles burned. 
 
   Once freed, she whispered in his ear. “I'm sorry. I couldn't find any woman to share with you tonight. I've been such a naughty wife. I need to be punished, Frank.”
 
   Rubbing his wrists, he grinned at her. “Look behind my dresser.”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three: Cherry
 
   Evie dozed in bed, her butt still smarting from the spanking Frank had given her last night. He had surprised her with a wooden paddle, and disciplined her rear until she begged him to fuck her.
 
   Since it was Saturday morning, she was feeling lazy, and burrowed under the covers when her husband had left earlier, going to the gym of all places. He seemed to be feeling a little inadequate after Officer Connoly fucked her last night. Not that he had anything to feel inadequate about; she had cum three times as they made love after he spanked her last night. His cock had more than got the job done. 
 
   Though he could stand to lose a few pounds.
 
   A rock song, Cherry Pie, blared from her cell phone. “Hey, Cherry,” she mumbled into her phone.
 
   “How'd last night go?” her best friend squealed. “I want to hear every filthy detail!”
 
   Sleep was pointless against Cherry's enthusiasm, so she regaled her best friend with last night's naughty fun. Evie grew moist between her thighs as she described what happened. Her hand crept slowly down her stomach, beneath her covers, and found her black curls damp with her growing passion.
 
   Cherry'll never know, Evie thought, feeling naughty as she slipped two fingers inside herself.
 
   “After I untied him, I whispered that I needed to be punished,” she cooed into the phone, pumping two fingers slowly inside herself. “He told me to look behind the dresser, and I found this wooden paddle.”
 
   “He spanked you?”
 
   “God, yes!” she moaned, stabbing a third finger inside herself, and pumping faster. “He pulled me roughly over his knee. Then he brought that paddle down.” She ground the heel of her hand against her clitoris, pleasure trembling through her. She tried to keep her passion out of her voice; it was so naughty masturbating while talking to her best friend. “The wood made a cracking sound when he spanked me. And it stung so bad; the pain shot right to my pussy. The more he spanked me, the wetter I got. I was so horny I came the moment he slipped his cock inside me!”
 
   “Oh, my! You are a dirty slut!” her friend purred. “I'm gettin' hot just listenin' to you talk about it! Damn it, I wish Steve was here?”
 
   “Your husband's out of town again?”
 
   “Yes!” she hissed. “I got to go. My vibrator's beckonin'!”
 
   “Have fun,” moaned Evie.
 
   “Oh, before I forget, I need to swing by later on today,” Cherry said. “Around three?”
 
   “Sure, I should be back from the salon by then.”
 
   “Good, we need to talk.”
 
   The line went dead. What did that mean?
 
   Evie's nether ached too much to care right now, so she reached over to her nightstand drawer and pulled out a thick, purple dildo covered in little bumps. She gave her favorite toy a kiss, then brought it between her legs, picturing Officer Connoly on top of her. She moaned as she roughly pushed it into her tunnel, and pretended that the Black cop was pounding her hard, treating her like a dirty slut.
 
   “Oh, Officer,” she gasped out loud. “I've been so naughty! You should do a thorough cavaity search!”
 
   She pumped faster and faster; the tiny bumps on the dildo driving her pussy wild. She imagined the cop grunting, “Dirty, White whore! You're just a slut for my big, Black cock!”
 
   “Yes!” she hissed, her pussy contracting as her climax rippled through her. “Yes, yes! I'm a naughty slut!”
 
   She convulsed one last time, then collapsed onto her bed, leaving the dildo buried inside her. She lazy stroked her clitoris, savoring the afterglow of her cum, and dozed for a little longer, dreaming of Frank and Officer Connoly double-teaming her; a cock in her ass and pussy at the same time. Maybe next Friday? If I can't find a woman to join us, I'll give the officer a call!
 
   She eventually crawled out of bed, washed her dildo, and made a light breakfast. Then she spent thirty minutes sweating in front of the TV doing her aerobics. Frank came home as she was finishing up, stinking from the gym. Since she was also sweaty, they took a nice, long shower together, using up all of their hot water.
 
   Frank whistled cheerfully as she made them lunch; her husband was clearly satisfied by how well he had performed in the shower. Thirteen years of marriage, and he still could make her cum hard. Once they finished eating, she headed off for her hair and nails appointment.
 
   When she returned home, Cherry's silver SUV was parked in the driveway. She found Frank and her friend sitting at their breakfast nook table, sipping cups of spicy tea. They were laughing and smiling, and clammed up the moment she entered. Evie sensed a conspiracy. Cherry liked to plan surprise parties, and often roped her husband into helping.
 
   “Isn't it a bit early to be planning my birthday?” Evie asked, narrowing her eyes. “Last time didn't go that great.”
 
   “Maybe!” Cherry grinned.
 
   “Or is it our anniversary?” She narrowed her eyes in suspicion. That wasn't for another two months.
 
   Frank stood up, and kissed her on the cheek. “I'll leave you two hens to squawk about clothes and nails and whatever, and go take care of the lawn.”
 
   “You two are definitely up to something,” Evie declared. “Or my husband's been replaced by someone who mows the lawn without being nagged.”
 
   Frank whispered in her ear, “Something's bothering her. I'll give you ladies some privacy.”
 
   I married such a sweetie. Evie gave his butt a swat, and carefully sat down at the breakfast nook—her rear still smarted from Frank's spanking.
 
   “They did great work on your nails,” drawled Cherry as she took Evie's hand and examined her deep-maroon acrylics. “I really need to try your place out. Look at these.”
 
   Her nails were a little chipped, not that obvious, but if you looked carefully you could tell. “Didn't you go to the salon on Thursday?” Evie asked.
 
   “That's what I'm sayin'. For what they're chargin' me, they could do a better job!”
 
   Evie poured herself a cup of tea, inhaling the spicy, relaxing aroma—cinnamon and orange. She sipped it, the warmth spreading through her like the afterglow of a tiny orgasm. “Is everything alright, Cherry?”
 
   A faint muffled roar came from outside; Frank starting up the lawnmower.
 
   Cherry toyed with a lock of her honey-blonde hair. “I think Steve's cheatin' on me.”
 
   The bottom fell out of Evie's stomach. She reached out and grasped her friend's hands. Cherry was such a wonderful person. How dare that bastard cheat on her! “Oh, no. I'm so sorry. That's terrible.”
 
   “Yeah, I guess.”
 
   Evie blinked. She seemed...blase about it. Maybe it hasn't sunk in yet? “How do you know?”
 
   “Last night, I called him. We like to have phone sex when he's on one of his business trips.” She took a sip of her tea. “He's travelin' most of the time these days for work, and I'm tryin' to keep the spark alive.”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   Evie was glad Frank didn't have to travel often. Maybe two or three conventions a year. But he wasn't the type of guy to cheat either, not with her keeping their spark more than alive. Cheating had crossed Evie's mind from time-to-time, but she loved Frank too much. And now that their marriage was more...open, she could satisfy any craving for other men safely.
 
   And if Frank's desiring other women, well, that's why I'm trying to find someone to join us.
 
   Cherry looked down at her tea, swirling it in her mug. “There was a woman's voice. She moaned his name. He claimed it was just a porno he was watching. And Steve's a common name, but...”
 
   “But your gut tells you differently?”
 
   She nodded. “I've kinda had a suspicion for a while.” Cherry drained her tea cup. “You know, little things. He's been vague on the details of his trips lately. And there's these strange numbers on his cell phone, and, once, I swore I could smell perfume when I laundered his clothes.”
 
   “I am so sorry, Cherry.”
 
   “I'm not. I got so turned on!”
 
   Evie blinked. “What?”
 
   “The thought of him fuckin' another woman in his hotel room turned me on.” Her voice became low and sultry as she spoke, smooth as velvet. “I came three times last night thinkin' about it.”
 
   Evie took a long gulp of her tea, unsure what to say.
 
   “It was so humiliatin'! He was talkin' to me on the phone, tellin' me how much he loved me, and there was some whore in his bed, takin' my place.” Color spotted her friend's cheeks, and lust burned in her hazel eyes. “And that humiliation and shame mixed with my lust and...it just exploded inside me!”
 
   “Aren't you angry?” Evie asked. “If Frank cheated on me, I'd be furious. How could I ever trust him again?”
 
   “I'm angry at myself. For years, I've stayed faithful, denying myself while he's on his business trips.” She wiggled in her chair. “If Steve wants to have some fun while he's away, then I should have some fun, too.” 
 
   “I guess.” Could I forgive Frank if he cheated on me? Would I get off on the humiliation? Evie didn't think she could forgive; their intimacy would be shattered. And how could you ever get that back?
 
   “When Steve gets home tonight, I'm going to suck his cock, and pretend that I can taste the hussy's juices on him. Then I'm going to fuck his brains out, and beg for him to spank me and treat me like his whore.”
 
   Evie shifted her sore bottom; flashes of last night, bent over Frank's knee, warmed her vulva. She squeezed her thighs, remembering the crack of wood on her flesh. It had been wonderful to be dominated and treated like a cheep whore by her husband.
 
   Cherry looked Evie in the eyes. “Ever since you told me how Frank spanked you, it's all I can think about! I want a strong man to take me by the neck and make me howl!”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four: Matrimony
 
   “I got to go,” Frank said as he entered the house, hanging up the cell phone.
 
   “Who was that?” his wife asked him from the kitchen.
 
   The mouth-savoring aroma of her dinner wafted through the house. It was Tuesday, and he had a weekly meeting that kept him late at work, otherwise he would've helped her out with the cooking. He breathed in the scent of lemon-baked chicken—delicious.
 
   “Just someone I'm making arrangements with for Friday night.”
 
   Curiosity blossomed in his wife's sapphire eyes. “What kind?”
 
   “It's a surprise. But it'll be very naughty.”
 
   She wiggled her hips, and pressed her thighs together. Frank smiled; he loved seeing his wife aroused.
 
   “I can't wait,” she purred. “It's nice not having to get things ready.”
 
   “I'm taking a half-day on Friday to get things perfect,” Frank continued. He loved the expression of curiosity and desire that blossomed on her lovely face. She looked like a kitten eying a saucer of milk for the first time. “Call me when you get to your car after work on Friday. I'll have instructions for you.”
 
   That really intrigued her, and she kept trying to weasel his plans out of him all through dinner. He kept strong, despite all her wheedling. She was very good at it and, after dinner, she offered a massage as bribery. After thirteen years of marriage, Frank knew how to play her game, and would pretend to relent, but when she started rubbing his shoulders, he clammed up.
 
   “You promised,” she pouted, her wonderful fingers working the stiffness out of his muscles.
 
   “I'd tell any lie to get one of your massages.”
 
   Her wheedling eventually led to the bedroom, and she used every wile she possessed to try and pry the information out of him. “How can I tell you when not knowing makes you so affectionate?” he asked her as she licked his cock.
 
   “Maybe I'll stop,” she threatened.
 
   “You won't,” he smirked, stroking her face. “I can smell how horny you are. Tell you what, I'll lick your pussy instead of telling you my secret.”
 
   Lust and curiosity warred on her face.
 
   Lust won.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Friday was dragging along as slowly as Wednesday and Thursday had, and Evie was a bundle of excited energy as she played scenario after scenario in her head, trying to figure out what her husband had planned for tonight. It was so rare for him to come up with one of their games. While she liked to be submissive in the bedroom, she was the dominant one in their marriage, making most of the minor decision: where to eat, which social event to attend, what type of sex game to play. Frank was a laid back guy on the little things.
 
   He must have thought of something really kinky, she decided, and it involves someone else. All week her husband had been having hushed phone calls with a mysterious person. She had resisted the urge to snoop on his phone and figure out whom he'd been talking to. Maybe he's found a woman to join us. Perhaps one of his coworkers? She always suspected Carol from his office as having a crush on him. And she was a leggy woman that all the guys, her husband included, panted after.
 
   The thought of being with a woman excited her. She had been curious in the past, and even kissed a girl, Michelle Sanders, in college. Then she had met Frank her Sophomore year, and her curiosity for women had been driven out of her head by this great guy she was dating.
 
   The final hour of work seemed to last an eternity. She glanced at the clock twenty times a minute, urging the minute hand to move faster. When five o'clock finally arrived, she was off like a cheetah after a gazelle, almost running to the elevator. The ride down to the parking garage seemed to last forever. The moment the doors opened, she called Frank. Her phone rang, and rang, and rang. 
 
   She frowned. He did tell me to call, so why isn't he answering? 
 
   She reached her Audi, worry nibbling at her stomach, when he finally picked up, and barked, “The safeword is 'matrimony'.” 
 
   “Okay,” she answered, and a thrill filled her—Frank was going to dominate her again!
 
   “Okay, Master,” he snapped.
 
   “Sorry, Master!” she gasped. Pleasure shivered through her body straight down to between her thighs; he sounded so strong, so powerful. She pressed her thighs together; her clit suddenly aching.
 
   There was a wet sound in the background, like someone sucking on a lollipop.
 
   “In the trunk of your car is an outfit,” Frank continued; his voice grown husky. “You will strip naked right there in the parking garage, and put it on.”
 
   She hesitated. She wasn't alone in the parking garage, and the thought of some stranger seeing her naked only made the ache between her legs grow. “Yes, Master,” she purred, surrendering control to her husband.
 
   “That's a good slave,” moaned her husband. “Now lick my balls.”
 
   “What, Master?” Evie asked, furrowing her eyebrows in confusion.
 
   “I was talking to my other slave,” he chuckled. “She has her pretty tongue running across my balls right now. You better hurry home, or they'll be no cum for you to share.”
 
   She pictured leggy Carol on her knees, licking his balls while he sat on his recliner. Or maybe one of the pretty secretaries at her husband's work. Jealousy surged inside of her. That's my cock she's sucking! Then she imagined herself kneeling next to the woman, sharing her Master's cock and taking turns licking his shaft. Maybe their tongues would brush, their lips would meet, and they would kiss around his dick. She shivered, breathing in, and she could smell her spicy arousal; her panties were drenched with her lust.
 
   Her hands flew to the buttons of her blouse. She had to get home as fast as possible. With her blouse hanging open, she pulled her keys out of her purse, and popped the Audi's trunk open. She carelessly threw her blouse into the compartment, and found a package from their favorite sex shop. She opened it up, and blushed. 
 
   I can't wear this in public!
 
   “Suck my dick some more, slave!” her husband moaned through the phone. “You better hurry, Evie. This little whore knows how to suck cock! I'm not going to last long.”
 
   Evie didn't want the hussy to have his cum all to herself; she reached behind her back, and unclasped her bra. The parking garage air was cold on her breasts, but that wasn't why her nipples were as hard as diamonds. Her cheeks burned with humiliation as she unzipped her skirt. The shame went straight to her vulva, igniting a bonfire inside her. Her skirt fell down her legs. She stood in her work's parking garage wearing only her drenched panties, and felt like a complete tramp.
 
   She took a deep breath. I can stop this. One word.
 
   She slid her frilly panties down her legs, the gusset drenched with her lust.
 
   The elevator dinged; footsteps echoed through the parking garage. She flushed, leaning into her trunk. Part of her wanted to be seen – the part controlled by her aching pussy, begging her to be free, and let a complete stranger, or even a coworker, see her naked glory – but the rationale part of Evie, her brain, feared the consequences to her career. The mix of danger and excitement was intoxicating; she couldn't resist sliding a finger between her juicy labia.
 
   The footsteps grew louder, and she was all too aware of her husband's deep moans coming from her phone. She never realized how loud the speaker on her smart phone was until this exact moment. The stranger was going to hear and investigate; her pussy dripped in anticipation.
 
   “Suck it harder, whore!” her husband moaned. “Damn, Evie. This slave could suck the paint off the side of a house.”
 
   She pulled out a leather corset from the bag, similar to the one she wore last Friday. Only the bodice of this corset was made with a fishnet mesh. The footsteps grew softer, moving away. She sighed, a mix of relief and disappointment, then pulled the corset over her body, lacing it up the front. The mesh pressed tight against her round tits, and she could see her pale flesh bulging through the gaps along with her hard, pink nipples. The corset ended at her bellybutton, and two garters hung down her thighs. She glanced in the bag; there were no panties, only a pair of thigh-high fishnet stockings and a leather slave collar.
 
   Frank grunted, and the mystery woman sucked nosily on his cock. “Deep-throat me, slut! Yes, that's it!”
 
   “I can't wear this on the drive home,” Evie complained. Her stomach churned with fear; her pussy churned with lust. “There's no bottom, and you can see my nipples clear as day.”
 
   “Your windows are tinted,” Frank answered. “And if you get pulled over, I'm sure you know how to get out of trouble. Say the word, and you don't have to do this. It's your choice, Evie.”
 
   She flushed; her pussy ached too much to stop now. She grabbed the fishnet stockings, pulling them up her sleek thighs, and clipped them to the corset's garters. Then she pulled the last item out of the bag—the slave collar. She stared at it clutched in her trembling hands. The collar was made of black leather, dotted with metal studs, and a short length of chain dangled from the front. This thing was designed to degrade, and to make her feel like a bitch—Frank's bitch. 
 
   It's my choice. 
 
   Evie secured the collar tight about her throat, the chain rattling. The leather was cold against her skin, and a degrading shame went straight through her, ending at her throbbing clitoris. She needed relief, and pressed her burning groin against the side of her car. 
 
   She climaxed the moment the cold metal touched her hot clitoris.
 
   “Oh god, Frank!” Evie screamed, her voice echoing through the garage. Waves of passion pounded through her, and she didn't care if she was heard; she needed to shout her submission to her husband as loud as she could “Oh, Frank! I'm your slave tonight!”
 
   “Good! Hurry home!” The phone went dead.
 
   She slammed her trunk, heart pounding and juices flooding down her thighs. She walked around the car and froze; a man watched her. His eyes widened with surprise that transformed into lust. She couldn't stop the sexy smile that filled her face, and posed by her driver door, letting the stranger drink in her beauty. Tonight, she was roleplaying an exhibitionist slave, and she reveled in the depraved excitement of her role.
 
   No words passed between her and the stranger. His thin lips curled in a depraved smile, and she noticed the bulge forming in brown slacks. She blew him a kiss, batted her thick eyelashes at him, and ran a finger through her silky pubic hair. He was handsome, with broad shoulders and a strong chin, and if she wasn't married...
 
   “Christ,” the stranger groaned, taking a half-step towards her.
 
   She had teased the guy enough, and her husband waited, so she slid into her car and started the engine. The guy shook his head, slumping away. Her heart raced; part of her wanted to let the man take her right here in the parking garage. But that wasn't the game tonight.
 
   Her phone chirped; a message from Frank. It was a single pic: a woman's pussy speared on her husband's cock. She licked her lips; a nervous, clammy thrill ran across her skin. Seeing the picture made it all real; another woman was fucking her husband.
 
   Frank called back.
 
   “I got bored waiting,” he gloated over her car's speakers; her phone was synced to the car's radio via Bluetooth. In the background, the mysterious woman moaned and panted. “She's got a tight pussy. Better hurry, or I'll cum in her dirty cunt.”
 
   The other woman purred in delight.
 
   Evie stepped on the gas, peeling tires echoing through the parking garage. She liked to drive fast when she wasn't in a hurry. Tonight, she flew home, accompanied by the symphony of her husband's and his lover's passion.
 
   “Ride me harder, slut!” Frank moaned, bedsprings rasping. “She's so tight, Evie! And her tits! Big and pillowy! They feel great in my hands, and her slutty, little pussy tightens when I pinch her nipples.”
 
   Every time she had to stop at a traffic light, she shoved her hand between her thighs, furiously frigging her clitoris. Whenever a car pulled up alongside her, she wondered if they could see her nipples through the corset's mesh bodice—if they knew just how naughty she was being. At the fourth light, a guy in his twenties, a scraggly beard sprouting on his chin, glanced over; his eyes bugged out of their socket. He was in a truck, and he could see right down into her crotch.
 
   “I'm being watched!” she loudly gasped so Frank and his slave could hear her depravity. “He can see my fingers pumping between my legs!”
 
   “Cum for him!” Frank moaned. “Show him just how much of a slut you are!”
 
   She obeyed and came hard, writhing for her new, voyeuristic lover. Her body shuddered in her seat, a puddle of her passion seeping into the upholstery and sticking to her butt. 
 
   Frank groaned in the background, “That's it, slave! Be the whore! Be the shameless hussy!” 
 
   “I am!” she gasped, stomach churning with lust. “I'm your shameless hussy, Master!”
 
   Her pleasure withdrew like the ocean's tide. She raised her fingers to her lips, licking every last, spicy drop as she gave the man a sultry stare. The light turned green; she blew him a kiss, and left the stunned young man in her dust.
 
   “That was hot!” her husband groaned. “Better hurry! I'm not going to last much longer in this slave's cunt!”
 
   She drove faster. “Please hold on, I'm just a few minutes from home!”
 
   “Too late!” Frank grunted loudly. “I'm flooding her pussy! Fuck! She was too tight, and you were too slow!” The woman gasped and moaned, clearly cumming as well. “Don't worry, Evie. We'll still have lots of fun tonight!”
 
   Evie screeched to a halt in their driveway, and flew out of her car, racing for the front door. She half-hoped the neighbors were catching a glimpse of her naked ass. She opened the door, and took the stairs two at time. There was a fire burning in her pussy, and her two cums hadn't come close to dousing the blaze.
 
   She burst into their bedroom. The strange woman knelt on their bed, handcuffed to the headrest. She was naked, except for a leather hood that completely covered her head and hair. She was anonymous, just a toy for her husband to fuck. The strange woman's pussy and ass faced Evie, white cum dripping out of a shaved and gaping cunt. Frank lounged next to her, a satisfied smile on his face, his hand lazily groping a hanging tit.
 
   “Master!” Evie panted, dropping to her knees.
 
   Frank strode to her, bent down, and grasped the chain connected to her collar, pulling her face towards his half-hard cock. Something wet glistened on his rod. Lube? “You were late, slave. I had to waste my cum in this lowly whore's cunt!”
 
   “I'm so sorry, Master!”
 
   Dominating Frank last week had been a lot of fun, but being dominated by him made her so wet. Juices dripped down her thighs, soaking the tops of her fishnet stockings. He was so strong, so powerful, and she was helpless to fend off his lusts as he shoved his half-hard cock into her mouth. She tasted something sweet on him—pussy cream.
 
   She moaned, sucking his shaft as he pumped into her lips. She cupped his heavy balls, and savored the other woman's juices mixed with the salty flavor of his cock. His dick swelled in her mouth as she sucked and bobbed. Then he abruptly pulled his fully-hard cock out, and hauled her to her feet by the chain, the collar biting into her neck. She trembled as his powerful eyes bored into hers.
 
   “Command me, Master!” she moaned. “I'm your slave!”
 
   Frank's hand grasped her hard nipple, and he twisted hard. The pain shot straight through her body, right to the fire blazing in her womb. “Did you like your first taste of pussy?”
 
   “Yes!” she moaned, squeezing her thighs together.
 
   “Good!” He grabbed the chain attached to her collar, and pulled Evie's face into the mysterious woman's messy crotch.
 
   “Lick!” he commanded.
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five: Frank's Surprise
 
   Evie's husband held her face against the mysterious woman's pussy. The sweet smell of the strange woman's passion was so strong, filling her nose and making Evie feel light-headed from the decadence of it. 
 
   “Lick!” Frank commanded.
 
   She obeyed, scooping salty cum and sweet pussy into her mouth. The hooded woman moaned, wiggling her hips; Evie's cheeks rubbed against the woman's groin and ass, soft as silk, as she feasted. Evie wanted every last drop of her Master's cum hidden in the strange woman's depths.
 
   She had never eaten pussy before, so she copied what Frank always did to her. She sucked the woman's fat labia into her mouth, nursing on her long lips, then she dug her tongue deep into the woman's moist hole. She was hot, silky, sticky—a wonderful banquet she eagerly devoured.
 
   “You're so wet, Evie,” Frank whispered. She shuddered; his finger stroked her vulva. “What made you hornier? Listening to me fuck this whore, or showing off your beautiful body?”
 
   “Being made to do both,” she purred.
 
   “You like to submit to powerful men?”
 
   “Yes! That's why I let the cop fuck me! There's no one more powerful than a man with a gun!” 
 
   His finger probed her depths, and she squealed into the strange woman's cum-filled pussy. He stirred his digit inside her. She probed her tongue deeper, exploring this woman's cave to find every last drop of her husband's salty cum. The hooded woman panted, her hips wiggling; the woman was about to cum.
 
   Frank sensed it too; he yanked her chain, pulling Evie away from the woman's pussy; the hooded woman moaned with frustrated disappointment. Evie stared into her husband's brown eyes, licking her lips; pussy tasted wonderful, and she couldn't wait for another sample.
 
   “You licked up all my cum?” he demanded.
 
   “Yes, Master!” Evie answered.
 
   “I loved watching you eat her pussy!” He kissed her, his tongue shoving into her mouth and tasting the woman's juices. She sighed into him, enjoying his rough stubble on her cheeks. 
 
   He broke the kiss, his deep, brown eyes boring into hers. “Don't you think she's been a bad whore?”
 
   “Yes,” she breathed.
 
   “My cum should have been shot into your pussy, but she stole it! Deprived you of that experience. You should punish her for being so naughty.”
 
   A flash of heat went through her; memories of last Friday flooded her mind. It had been so intoxicating to whip Frank's strong body, and the slave's ass was so...inviting. “Yes, Master.”
 
   “Get the crop.”
 
   Evie eagerly did, fetching it from their closet. She returned to the bed, and stared down at the woman's rear. It was perfect, not a hint of cellulite, and as firm as a twenty-year-old. She wanted to hurt this woman. Beneath her lust, she found a jealous anger. Like Frank two weeks ago, her emotions exploded out of her in a cathartic release. She fucked my husband!
 
    “You filthy whore!” Evie screamed and lashed out.
 
   Crack! Red stripes appeared, marring a flawless ass; Evie's pussy moistened. Power and submission roared inside her. She was dominating this whore, whipping her filthy ass, but only because her Master ordered her to. At his whim, it could be Evie on the bed, the hussy whipping her ass. And she'd submit; Frank was so powerful tonight. She'd do anything for him.
 
   She brought the crop down again; the sound of leather stinging flesh sang in her ears.
 
    The woman moaned; Frank groaned. She glanced; her husband sat in a chair, watching and stroking his cock with a hand greasy with lube. He was her Master tonight, and if whipping this hussy was turning him on, then she was more than happy to make the slut scream!
 
   “That was my husband you fucked, whore!”
 
   Crack!
 
   Another set of welts blossomed on the women's other asscheek. Muffled grunts escaped the leather mask. Without a face, the woman was nobody; just a living sex toy that existed only to please her Master.
 
   “Punish the little whore!” groaned her husband, jerking his dick faster; his brown eyes fixed on the slave's rear. “Make her howl for me!”
 
   “Yes, Master!” She swung again; leather snapped against flesh, and Evie's pussy ached. The woman's pale ass wiggled almost insolently in front of her, daring Evie to really punish her. “I will make you howl, worm!” The crop kissed the woman's ass again, the force of the blow shivering up her arm, through her body, and ending at her aching clitoris.
 
   “Harder! Punish her!” grunted Frank, his fist flying up and down on his greased cock. She landed another blow. “Oh, yes! She's such a naughty slut!”
 
   The hooded woman dripped honey from the disgusting hole that stole her husband's cum. That filthy hole needed to be punished!
 
   Crack!
 
   The woman jumped, several lashes landing on her rosy pussy. She kept moaning, not in pain, but in lust. Her pussy clenched, then clear juices squirted out, leaving a wet stain on the white comforter and filling the air with a strong, sweet musk.
 
   “Did you just cum, whore?” Evie demanded.
 
   A muffled yes.
 
   “Dirty, filthy slut!”
 
   Crack!
 
   She landed a hard blow right on the woman's clitoris. The hooded woman collapsed on the bed and howled like a bitch. Her body convulsed, and she writhed like a worm as an even larger orgasm wracked her body. She kept moaning and groaning, straining against the handcuffs.
 
   “What a disgusting whore!” Evie sneered, and spat on the woman's burning ass.
 
   “God, Evie!” her husband moaned, pushing her roughly down across the bed and the mysterious woman, Evie's breasts rubbing against her freshly-striped ass. Frank grabbed her hips, his hard shaft rubbing against her butt. “I need you!”
 
   “Fuck me!” Evie cooed. “Pound me until I explode. Use me, Master!”
 
   His cock didn't enter her pussy; he shoved it up her ass. She moaned, low and throaty, her eyes squeezing shot as her hands gripped the bedspread. She felt so helpless pinned between him and the mysterious woman. He violated her bowels, every thrust pressing her tits into the woman's striped ass.
 
   He grunted like a wild beast into her ear, working his spear deeper and deeper into her. “Goddamn, you are one naughty wife! That was so hot watching you punish her!”
 
   She relaxed her ass, adjusting to his presence; he pounded her harder. His finger wormed beneath her stomach, and he thumbed her clitoris. Pleasure burned through her, and she wordlessly screamed her passion.
 
   “I want to feel your ass cum around my cock, slave!” Frank hissed. 
 
   “Yes!” Evie gasped. “Yes! Fuck me harder, Master! Make me cum!”
 
   The bedsprings rasped, and her nipples rubbed on the woman's silky ass; her passion grew hotter and hotter, lighting a fuse inside her. It burned closer and closer, her body tensing in anticipation. The fuse reached the powder keg; her climax erupted through her. Her ass clenched on her husband's invading cock, and her body writhed like a dancing flame, flickering and wavering as she burned the lust inside her.
 
   “Yes, yes, yes!” Frank grunted. “Such a naughty, slutty wife!”
 
   “Cum in me, Master! Flood my ass with your passion!”
 
   He buried himself into her, and erupted with a grunt. Three large blasts flooded her tight ass, warm and thick. Frank collapsed on her back, kissing her neck. She breathed in his sweaty musk. She loved this moment as the glow of her orgasm faded; her husband's weight was atop her, his strong arms enveloping her. She even enjoyed the pillowy softness of the woman's striped ass beneath her breasts.
 
   Frank pulled out; her eyes widened as this new, pleasurable sensation swept through her. Then she was empty, his passion leaking out of her anus. He grabbed a key off the nightstand and uncuffed the woman; her wrists red and chaffed. Her husband spanked the woman's welted rear. “Slave, lick my wife's ass clean.”
 
   Evie glanced at the masked woman, finally getting a good look at her front. She had large breasts, easily a cup size bigger than her own. They jiggled as she moved, topped with mauve areolas the size of silver dollars and fat nipples. Her stomach was flat – the hooded woman was in great shape – and her thighs were sleek and glistened with her ecstasy. The woman reached behind her head for the hood's zipper.
 
   Evie's stomach clenched in anticipation. Whose pussy did I eat out? Was it Carol from Frank's work? Or one of the cute secretaries?
 
   The zipper rasped, the leather creaked, and honey-blonde hair spilled out. Evie gasped—it was Cherry.
 
   “Hello, Mistress,” her best friend grinned. “I told you it was my turn to have some fun.”
 
   Cherry spread her asscheeks, and buried her face back there. Evie gasped as her friend's tongue wiggled inside her bowels, wet and probing; pleasure tingled through her. It was so nasty. That was her best friend rimming her ass and sucking her husband's cum out.
 
   “Oh, my god, Frank!” she gasped, still shocked.  “She's my friend.” It hit her like a punch in the gut: I ate my best friend’s pussy out...and she was delicious.
 
   “And who better to join us?” he asked, grinning. “Besides, I've wanted to fuck her for years.”
 
   “But what about your husband?” Evie gasped.
 
   “I'm sure my husband's found some hussy to take care of him tonight in his hotel room,” Cherry answered; her hazel eyes burned with lust and shame.
 
   “Keep licking her ass, slave!” Frank snapped, smacking Cherry's red ass.
 
   “Sorry, Master!”
 
   Frank leaned over and kissed Evie on the lips. “Relax, and enjoy her tongue.”
 
   Evie did just that, sighing as her friend's agile tongue swirled inside her ass. “This is kinda nice. Thanks, Master.”
 
   Her friend slipped a finger inside her pussy, deep and probing. Evie moaned; Cherry's lips were sealed over her anus, sucking hard. Another storm brewed inside her, a furious maelstrom churned by the depraved act her best friend performed on her asshole. She squeezed the bedspread, and howled as her climax crashed through her.
 
   “Oh, Frank!” she gasped, collapsing onto the bed. Frank's strong arms swept her up, pulling her to him. She shivered as her orgasm slowly died within her. “Thank you, Frank.”
 
   She kissed her husband, sharing her love and joy with him. Letting that cop fuck her was the best thing that had happened to their marriage; it forged a new level of intimacy and trust. He was the best man in the world. Tears misted her eyes. How did I get to be so damned lucky?
 
   He broke the kiss, and stroked her cheek. “I love you, Evie.”
 
   “I love you, too!” 
 
   Frank grinned, and whispered in her ear: “What until you hear her ideas. They are wild! We're going to have a lot of fun!”
 
   Intrigued, Evie closed her eyes, imagining all the naughty fun two wives could get into.
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Chapter One: Cheating Spouses
 
   Frank pulled his silver Lexus to the curb in front of the terminal at SeaTac International Airport. Evie smiled at him, and leaned over to give her husband a kiss on the lips. A trembled passed through and entire skin itched with pins and needles. She tried to calm herself, to still the snakes that seemed to be roiling in her stomach.
 
   I can't believe we're doing this, she thought.
 
   Frank touched her cheek as she pulled away. “You don't have to do this, Evie.”
 
   She took a deep breath; his concern helped to calm her nerves, and she smiled at her husband. He's such a sweetie. This weekend isn't going to change anything between us. “I want to do this. I can't wait! This'll be the naughtiest thing we've ever done.”
 
   Frank grinned at her, “I know. I'm kinda excited. And I'm kinda scared.”
 
   “That's what makes it so exciting,” she answered her husband.
 
   He laughed, popped the trunk, and climbed out of the car. She stepped out onto the curb, then reached back into grab her purse and sling it over her shoulder as he pulled her suitcase out of the trunk. She joined her husband, and he dropped her suitcase—a little rough, he could be a bit more careful sometimes—and swept her up in a strong hug. She threw her arms around his neck, savoring the strength and firmness of his body, and kissed him. 
 
   He had lost weight this last month, twenty pounds, and could almost fit into the pants he wore in college. Since he had witnessed her fucking Officer Connoly, her husband had been very motivated to go to the gym everyday. And it had paid off; the fat was bleeding off of him, replaced with some delightfully hard muscles; she could feel them through his shirt, so firm and defined. 
 
   His hand drifted down her back and gave her rear a squeeze through her thin dress. People were staring, and that excited her. A month ago, in her work's parking garage, she discovered her exhibitionist side, and she revealed in the strangers gawks—let them see how much she loved her husband. He was the greatest man in the world! He loved her enough, and trusted her enough, for the game they were playing this weekend.
 
   Evie broke the kiss, licking her lips. “I have to catch my plane,” she whispered.
 
   “I know.” 
 
   He kissed her a second time, and this time his hand went up underneath her skirt, caressing the line of her lacy panties, reminding Evie that he was in charge. Well, most of the time. Sometimes Evie would dominate him in the bedroom, but she much preferred to be the submissive one in their sex life. His tongue probed her mouth, and her heartbeat quickened as his fingers pushed between her legs, prodding the gusset of her panties aside, and then he penetrated her pussy for one brief, spectacular moment. Everyone was watching; Evie came. She moaned into his lips, quaking in his arm, as a small orgasm trembled through her, a brief squall sweeping across a calm sea.
 
   “I love you,” he whispered when he broke the kiss.
 
   “Yeah,” she gasped, having trouble catching her breath. “I love you, too.”
 
   He held up his glistening finger, and licked her juices off. “Get going, beautiful, or you're going to miss your flight.”
 
   Laughing, she turned, and jumped as he slapped her ass. She grabbed her suitcase, beaming, and walked into the airport. There was no line—a miracle—at the ticket check in, and she walked right up to the young, African American woman standing bored at the kiosk. The woman straightened up, beaming at her with perfectly white teeth.
 
   “How are you doin' today, miss,” she asked. Her nametag read Lashonda.
 
   “Just fine, Lashonda,” Evie answered, pulling her wallet out of her purse as the woman asked for her ticket and ID.
 
   “Oh, Chicago,” Lashonda gushed, typing on a keyboard with pink, inch-and-a-half press-on nails. Evie wondered how she typed with those and not have one break. “I always wanted to go to the Windy City. So is it business or pleasure for you?”
 
   “Pleasure,” Evie grinned. Naughty pleasure.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Steve Hewitt sidled up to the bar. “A highball,” he ordered to the bar tender, a young woman in a white dress shirt and black vest, a black bow tie tight around her neck.
 
   “Right away, sir,” she smiled, busying herself behind the bar.
 
   He pulled out his phone, a twinge of guilt assailing his conscience. He loved his wife Cherry, but his job kept him traveling more than he was home, and it was murder on their sex life. Their reunions were passionate oases amid deserts of loneliness. They had tried phone sex, and that had helped—for a while. Then almost three months ago, at a trade show in Phoenix, he had slipped up with Melissa Clark.
 
   Melissa, like him, worked for a large tech company, and spent the year traveling from trade show to expo, missing her husband as much as he missed his wife. They had known each other for years—you saw the same people year after year, show after show—and they became the people you socialized, went out to dinner, or had drinks with. Both he and Melissa had been lonely and drunk the evening of their indiscretion.
 
   “It was just an accident,” she had said the next morning, not even looking at him as she dressed. “It didn't mean anything.”
 
   “Yeah,” he had agreed, sober in the light of morning. 
 
   And it hadn't meant anything. It had just been two people fucking. There was no love, only lust. Only two bodies grinding together. For the rest of the trade show they had avoided each other, and guilt had wracked him the entire weekend, but as it dragged on, he had rationalized it. Just a mistake. A one time thing. And Cherry never has to know about it. Why hurt her. I love her.
 
   Then a week later, at another hotel bar, they found themselves drinking and flirting and in bed again. It had been passionate, animalistic rutting. And in the morning, they wouldn't look at each other. It had been sex, nothing for them to get attached about. She had the husband she loved, and he had the wife he cherished. Now months later it was just routine, what they did at every trade show they attended to relive the loneliness. The first night would find the two in bed; one night of passion to get them through the long days away from their spouses. It's what they needed. And neither one of them was going to let it become more.
 
   The cute bar tender set the highball in front of him, flashing him a smile. Steve smiled back; pushing forty, he still had a handsome face, no wrinkles, and a full head of black hair, just starting to go gray at the temples which, according to his wife, just made him more distinguished and authoritative. But his best feature were his deep-green eyes. Even Melissa enjoyed staring into them and bemoaning her husband's squinty browns.
 
   He text Melissa: “Down at bar where u at?”
 
   “BRT 5 min,” she texted back.
 
   “Hot date,” the bar tender asked.
 
   “What?” He slipped the phone back into his gray slack's pocket.
 
   “The way you smiled,” she answered. “I know that look. Hope your wife doesn't catch you.” Then she winked at him.
 
   He glanced at his gold wedding band and took a sip of the highball, the scotch soothing away his guilt. Cherry never has to know. She'll be happier that way. He wondered what his wife was doing? Probably home, watching whatever reality show was hot right now. But sometimes he wondered if she was cheating on him. He could hardly complain if she did. What's good for the gander, is good for the goose, he supposed. As long as he never found out, he could pretend she was faithful.
 
   Heels clicked; Melissa walked into the Wind Tunnel, the Windham Hotel's bar like a cougar on the hunt. He swallowed, drinking in her lovely figure wrapped in a champagne-colored cocktail dress that clung to her hips and left her long, lovely legs bare. Her honey-blonde hair fell in a tousle about her shoulders, framing a vixen's face and striking-blue eyes. She swayed to the bar, clearly enjoying the effect her dress had on him.
 
   “Care to buy me a drink,” she purred, sitting on the bar stool next to him, crossing those gorgeous legs.
 
   “Appletini,” he ordered for her; knowing her favorite drink.
 
   “God, I'm glad setup is over,” she sighed. 
 
   “I couldn't tell,” he grinned. “You don't look like a woman that's spent the day setting up a booth.”
 
   “Why thank you. I did have to sneak out early, and it was definitely worth it for your reaction.”
 
   “What did your husband say when you packed this dress?”
 
   “He doesn't know,” she giggled. “I'm so wicked. But I haven't had the chance to wear this dress in over a year.”
 
   The bar tender had a knowing look in her eye when she set Melissa's appletini down. Melissa picked up the glass, sipping at the green drink. Then she leaned over, placing her hand on his thigh—his skin tingled through his jeans as she slowly rubbed up and down—and whispered in Steve's ear, “You wanna skip the foreplay and just go up to my hotel room?”
 
   His hand found her bare thigh. “What do you think?”
 
   “I think you need to pay for our drinks,” she laughed, rich and throaty. He quaffed his highball and threw some bills on the bar.
 
   A hallway connected the hotel lobby with the bar, complete with a bank of payphones that no one used in this day and age. He couldn't wait, and pushed Melissa into the alcove, kissing her sweet lips. She moaned into his mouth, her hands roamed his back, while his hands explored her legs, sliding under her skirt. Her flesh was warm and supple; her ass clad by a pair of silky panties. He kneaded her pliant flesh, bringing a second moan from her lips.
 
   Her phone blared a hardcore rap song. She broke their kiss, an apologetic smile on her face. “My husband.”
 
   His hands continued to explore beneath her skirt as she fished her phone out of a small, clutch purse that dangled off her left shoulder. She swiped the screen, “Hey, honey,” she answered, light and airy. 
 
   His fingertips slipped beneath her panties into the crack of her ass. 
 
   “Setup went fine. I'm just about to eat.”
 
   She tensed as he found her puckered asshole.
 
   “Yeah, I'm starving,” she told her husband, her blue eyes twinkling. Her free hand squeezed his hard cock through his slacks. “I think I'm going to get a nice, big slab of meat and really stuff myself tonight!”
 
   Stifling a groan, he pushed his finger into the warmth of her tight sphincter.
 
   “Take care, honey.” He jabbed his digit deeper into her ass; she let out a soft sigh. “I love you, too.”
 
   His finger worked in and out of her tight, hot hole.
 
   “I know. I miss you, too. I'll make it up when I get home. I'll wear that champagne dress you love.” She laughed wickedly; Steve's finger reamed faster and faster inside her. “Yeah, that one. I know, I'm irresistible in it!”
 
   Yes you are, Steve thought.
 
   Her fingers worked the zipper of his slacks down, shoving inside and caressing his rod through his boxers. Her thumb circled his cock's head, rubbing sticky precum and sending shivers of pleasure shooting through him. He returned the favor and slipped a second finger inside her tight ass; her mouth widened and her eyes rolled back into her head.
 
   “Uh-huh,” she purred. “Oh, yeah, I'll see you Monday night, honey. I got to go, okay.”
 
   Her warm hands pushed into his boxer, teasing the sensitive tip of his aching cock.
 
   “I love you so much, George. Okay, bye.” She swiped her phone, and let out a low moan. “Oh, fuck, that was wicked. Keep fingering my ass!”
 
   His fingers pumped faster. Her breathing caught, then her eyes squeezed shut, and her ass clenched like a vice about his probing fingers. She let out several, cute squeals, then she relaxed, a smile playing on her lips. He pulled his fingers out, and she licked them clean of her ass. Steve didn't think his cock could grow any harder, but that did it.
 
   “I can't believe you came,” he grinned.
 
   “It was just so hot. Talking to my husband while you did such depraved things to me. I'm such a naughty wife.”
 
   “Yes, you are.” He wrapped his arm around her. “Let's get you upstairs so you can do even naughtier things.”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two: Phone Sex
 
   Evie examined the image on her laptop. The camera setup seemed right. She could see her hotel bed perfectly framed on her screen. She glanced up at the nanny camera perched on the TV stand—a cute doll fitted with an HD camera and connected wirelessly to her laptop—and nodded in satisfaction. Hopefully, everything was ready for tomorrow night's fun. She walked to her hotel bed, plopping down, and looked at the image on her laptop. She looked hot, dressed in a shear, black nightie that let her pink nipples peak through the fabric. Her black hair fell in thick waves around her face, and she smiled at the camera, pursing her lush lips, while her blue eyes twinkled.
 
   “Let's do this,” she said.
 
   “Alright,” Frank exclaimed, his voice a little tinny over the Skype call. She muted her end, and activated the stream. A moment later, her husband exclaimed, “Oh, babe, you are looking hot! I love that nightie!”
 
   “You're workin' it girl,” Cherry added in her Southern drawl. She and Frank were in their bedroom back home. Evie was a little bummed that she wasn't there with them, but that wasn't this Friday's game. “You should see how excited Frank is. Darlin', he's harder than a telephone poll.”
 
   “Umm, you like what you see, baby,” Evie purred, rubbing her hands over her round breasts.
 
   “I'd eat you up if you were here,” he groaned. “The stream looks great. That nanny-cam was worth every penny. I can't believe how great the quality is.”
 
   “You'll be able to see every filthy, little detail tomorrow night,” Evie laughed. “But I do have a warm-up act for tonight.”
 
   “What?” her husband asked. She was pleased he sounded eager.
 
   Her hand darted underneath her pillow and pulled out a thick, dark-blue dildo. “Like my new toy?” she asked, the rubber cock wiggling in her hand. “I bet you want to see my little pussy stretched wide around this bad boy.”
 
   “God, yes!” Frank moaned. “You naughty minx!”
 
   Evie licked the dildo, reaching the round tip and flicked her tongue across it like a real cock. Frank groaned low in the background. She sucked the rubber cock into her lips, stretching wide to accommodate its girth. She had never had a cock this large before, and she couldn't wait to feel her poor pussy stretched about it.
 
   There was a slap of flesh; Cherry giggled. “Suck my cock, slave!” Frank barked.
 
   “Yes, Master,” drawled Cherry, then Evie could hear the sloppy sounds as she pleasured his cock.
 
   For the last month, whenever Cherry's husband was out of town, she had become Frank and Evie's sex slave. Evie pictured her blonde best friend slipping to the floor, a naughty look in her eyes as she stared at Frank's cock rising out of his dark-brown pubic hair. The tip would be red, a bead of precum leaking out, and the entire dick would throb in time with his heart. Cherry would lick her lips, then suck his cock and worship him.
 
   “That's it, slut,” her husband grunted. “Suck it. You have to keep me satisfied while Evie's out of town, whore.”
 
   Evie popped the rubber cock out of her mouth. “Is the slut doing a good job?”
 
   “The best.”
 
   “I hope she's not doing as good a job as me,” she warned.
 
   “She's close, Evie” he answered.
 
   Whether it was the truth or not, Evie beamed. “I want you to cum in her mouth, Frank. Make that dirty slave swallow your entire load.”
 
   “Oh, she will,” chuckled Frank. “Let me see you fuck yourself with that monster.”
 
   “I thought you'd never ask.”
 
   Giggling, Evie got on her hands and knees, presenting her ass to Frank. Her nightie slipped up, and Frank groaned; she wore no panties, and her pussy—adorned by a neatly trimmed, black bush—pointed at the camera. She reached between her legs, rubbing the dildo through her bush, pleasure tingling through her.
 
   “Do you want to see this monster violate your wife's pussy?” she panted.
 
   “Yes,” Frank grunted.
 
   “Then beg!”
 
   “Evie, please fuck your pussy with that monstrous dildo!” he moaned. “I want to see it. Do it, please! Stretch your pussy wide open for me!”
 
   “Okay, since you asked so nice!”
 
   She pushed it through her pussy lips, finding her drenched hole. A low, throaty groan burst from her lips as her tunnel stretched open. The dildo was so wide; her pussy ached almost like it was the first time being fucked. Her juices were dripping, lubing the way, and she worked the fake cock deeper and deeper inside her until it pressed against her cervix.
 
   She had never felt so full.
 
   “Oh, god, Frank!” she gasped.
 
   “Shit, Evie. Shit! Fuck yourself! Let me see you be naughty! You're my porn tonight! Help Cherry get me off!”
 
   She pumped the dildo slowly, savoring every inch of the monster sliding against the sensitive flesh of her pussy. “Watch me, Frank! See how much I love this monster! Oh, fuck!”
 
   “Fuck! Pump it faster!”
 
   “Yes!” she shouted, her hand picking up the rhythm. She was on display for her husband, and that excited her as much as the monster reaming her pussy.
 
   The pleasure was intense, but she needed more. She stopped supporting herself with one arm, resting her cheek against the soft comforter, and grasped the monster with both hands. Then she worked it hard, slamming it against her cervix, the pain and pleasure mixing together in a wonderful storm in her belly.
 
   “Fuck, fuck!” Frank groaned. “Dirty whores! I'm surrounded by dirty, filthy whores! I love it!”
 
   “I'm your dirty whore!” Evie moaned. “Oh, yes! I'm gonna cum, Frank. I'm gonna cum on this monster! I love it! Watch me cum! Please, Frank! Watch my dirty cunt cum on this monster cock!”
 
   “Cum!” he commanded. “Let yourself be wild and cum!”
 
   She obeyed, shrieking as her passion overwhelmed her, jamming the dildo deep into her pussy. Her breath came in ragged pulses, matching the pleasure spasming through her body. Her cheek rubbed against the comforter, her hips writhed, and her pussy clenched about the invading sex toy.
 
   “So beautiful,” groaned her husband. “Drink it, whore. Drink my cum!”
 
   Evie smiled, her orgasm dying down. She had helped her husband cum, and was glad that they could share this wild moment. She rolled onto her side, the dildo still buried deep in her, and panted. Her eyes fell on her laptop screen, and she saw just how wild and naughty she looked. Her black hair was matted to her face, tousled by her passion, and her pussy looked so obscene stretched around the dark-blue sex toy.
 
   “I can't wait for tomorrow night,” Frank sighed.
 
   “Neither can I,” Evie smiled, then yawned. “I think I'm going to bed. It's been a long day for me.”
 
   “Sure, babe,” he answered. “Love you.”
 
   “Love you, too.”
 
   “Have a good night, darlin',” Cherry chimed in.
 
   “Take care of my husband.”
 
   “You do the same with mine.”
 
   Evie smiled, “I will.”
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Melissa lay in a tangle piled of sheets pressed against his sweaty body when Steve's phone rang. He had been basking in the afterglow of a great orgasm, Melissa playing with his chest hair, while they had been contemplating ordering room service. Grumbling, he grabbed his phone off the nightstand, and saw it was Cherry calling.
 
   “Hey, honey,” he answered in surprise. She usually called the second night of his trip for their phone sex sessions. It was one of the reasons he and Melissa hooked up on the first night.
 
   “Hey, stud,” Cherry purred. “Wanna guess what I'm wearin'.”
 
   Melissa stirred next to him. He mouthed 'wife' at her; a naughty smile split her face.
 
   “That lovely, blue chemise?” he asked Cherry, picturing his lovely, blonde wife draped in that silk, sky-blue nightgown that clung to her wonderful curves.
 
   “Nope,” she giggled.
 
   Melissa's hand rested on his chest, slowly circling; her wet lips brushed his shoulder. This is so wrong! He was talking to his wife while sharing the bed with his mistress; his cock was hard as a rock.
 
   “A pair of black, French cut panties and nothing else?” he asked.
 
   Cherry giggled. “You're close, darlin'!”
 
   “Nothing,” he blurted out.
 
   “Hmm, you nailed it stud. And do you know what I'm holdin' my my hand?”
 
   “What, honey?”
 
   Melissa's hand slid lower, rubbing his stomach in slow circles. Every circuit brought her hand closer and closer to his thatch of thick, black pubic hair, her fingers trailing fire across his skin. Lower and lower, he hand circling through his groin. His breath grew more ragged, then she brushed through his curly pubes, so close to his dick.
 
   “Come on, guess!” Cherry cooed.
 
   “I don't know,” he breathed; his cock ached to be touched by Melissa, and it was getting harder and harder to think.
 
   “A thick, rubber cock!” Cherry answered. “It's so lifelike. Sculpted just like a the real thing. I can hardly tell it's fake.”
 
   His mistress's hand found his cock, stroking it.
 
   “I'm going to pretend it's yours, honey,” his wife purred. “I just licked it. Close your eyes, stud, and imagine my wet tongue licking your cock from base to stem.” He heard her lips smack. “Umm, just like that.”
 
   Melissa slid down the bed, and licked his cock, a grin playing about her lips.
 
   “I can feel it!” Steve groaned. “Suck my cock, babe! Let me hear your lips smacking about me!”
 
   Melissa and Cherry obeyed. He groaned into the phone, his ear full of his wife's depraved sucking, while his lover's warm mouth engulfed his cock. His eyes closed and his body squirmed as Melissa's mouth sucked and licked, bobbing slightly. She was a pro at cock-sucking, her tongue dancing around his tip as she worked her mouth up and down.
 
   “That's it! Take more of my dick into your mouth!” 
 
   Cherry groaned, sucking loud on the fake cock over the phone, and Melissa obeyed, working more and more of his dick into her warm mouth. Depravity filled Steve; he had never experienced anything more wrong, and yet more wonderful, than this moment.
 
   “You naughty slut! Worship my cock! And cup my balls! You know how much I love that!”
 
   “Umm, don't I,” Cherry purred; he heard her suck the dildo back into her mouth, so obscene.
 
   Melissa's hand was soft, gently rolling his sensitive nuts between her fingers. He loved the way his balls tingled as she massaged and squeezed them, adding to the passion her sucking generated. He groaned, running his hands through her blonde hair.
 
   “I think you're hard enough,” his wife cooed. “And I'm definitely wet enough! I want to feel your thick cock sliding in and out of my cunt.” He could hear the mattress creak in the background. “I'm going to straddle your waist and slowly slide my wet pussy down your hard cock. I want to savor every last inch as you penetrate me!”
 
   “Do it!” groaned Steve into the phone, his eyes locked on his lover's deep-blue eyes. “Ride my cock!”
 
   Melissa popped his cock out of her mouth and, smiling, rose up, her small breasts quivering as she straddled his waist.
 
   “Oh, yes!” Cherry side. “I love to impale my cunt on your hard cock!”
 
   “Fuck me!” Steve commanded his wife and lover. “Ride my cock like I'm a galloping stallion.”
 
   His lover's wet cunt engulfed his cock in one swift motion, burying all the way to the hilt. She bit her lips, then rose up and down. He groaned and listened to his wife's gasps, picturing Cherry on their bed, one hand holding the dildo upright as she fucked it, her shaved pussy spread open and her juices glistening on the fake cock,
 
   “Oh, yes!” Cherry gasped. “I love your cock! I love rising up and down on it. Do you love my snatch!”
 
   “I do!” he gasped, savoring his mistress's snatch as he imagined his wife's cunt sliding up and down on her dildo. “I love your snatch rising up and down on my dick!”
 
   Melissa rode him faster, throwing her arms over her head. He reached up with his free hand and squeezed her small breast. Her nipple rose hard and proud, and he rubbed his palm over the nub. The hotel bed squeaked and rasped as she rode him harder and harder, her honey-blonde hair thrashing about.
 
   “Yes, yes!” his wife gasped. “I love it! I'm riding your cock so hard! You feel so big inside me! My little pussy can't take much more!”
 
   “Cum!” he groaned. “I want to feel your cunt spasming about my cock!”
 
   A little moan escaped Melissa's lips. She clapped her hand over her mouth, muffling her passion. Her hips started twisting side-to-side, swirling his cock around inside her velvety tunnel. His balls were boiling; he wasn't going to last much longer.
 
   “I'm going to flood your pussy!” he grunted. “I bet you can't wait to feel my cum!”
 
   “Give it too me!” Cherry gasped over the phone. “Oh, yes! Oh, fuckin' yes! I'm cummin'! Your big dick made me cum so hard!”
 
   Steve never orgasmed so powerfully in his life; the entire situation was so wrong, so naughty. His cum flooded Melissa's tunnel, and his lover dropped down, impaling his cock fully inside her. White rivulets leaked out around the base of his cock as her pussy clenched and spasmed, cumming on his shaft. She kept her hand tight over her lips, her body quivering as her climax ripped through her.
 
   “Umm, that was wonderful,” Cherry purred. She smacked her lips. “I'm cuddlin' against you and kissin' your stubbly cheek.”
 
   “I love it,” Steven groaned, Melissa draping her body across his chest, his dick still buried in her, and she nuzzled his neck. “That was hot, Cherry.”
 
   She giggled, “It was. Umm, I came so hard.”
 
   “I love you, babe.” He did love her, even if he had just cheated on her. A little guilt nibbled at his heart, but he swatted it away.
 
   “Love ya, Steve. Wait until you get home, I'm goin' to have quite the surprise for you!”
 
   “What?” he asked.
 
   “You'll see. I gotta go. It's late.”
 
   “Yeah. I have a long day tomorrow.”
 
   She laughed. “I bet you do! Get your rest, honey. You'll need it! Bye.”
 
   “Bye.” The phone went dead.
 
   “That was the naughtiest thing I've ever done,” Melissa laughed.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   “Bye,” Steve said and hung up.
 
   Frank looked at Cherry curled up beside him, her pussy leaking out the load of cum he just shot inside her. “I can't believe you just did that.”
 
   His wife's best friend beamed at him. “It was hot though, wasn't it, Master.”
 
   He laughed, and nodded. Having Cherry ride his cock while she talked to her husband had been one of the hottest things he had ever done. He had stolen Cherry from her husband, and that had made his cock pop off in record time. It was so wrong; he almost felt up for another go. Almost. But he had two orgasms already tonight, and tomorrow night was when all the real fun would happen.
 
   “I can't wait to tell Evie about this,” he grinned. “She'll eat it up.”
 
   “Did you hear the woman moanin'?” Cherry asked.
 
   “No.”
 
   A shudder passed through Cherry; she smiled, an excited light burning in her hazel eyes. “He was with someone else. Some woman had my cock, takin' it from me while my bastard husband talked to me on the phone. I came so hard thinkin' about it, picturin' his mistress on his cock, her pussy convulsin' about him, milkin' his cum into her depths.”
 
   Cherry rolled off of him, Frank's cum leaking out of her pussy. 
 
   “You don't care that he cheats on you?” he asked her
 
   As she picked up her discarded panties, she looked at him. “I do care. That's what makes it so hot. He's betraying our marriage, and humiliatin' me by using another woman. And you know how much I love to be humiliated.”
 
   Frank grinned; two weeks ago he had made Cherry and Evie run naked through a parking lot. Evie had been wet, but Cherry had been gushing when she reached his car, fingering herself to two screaming orgasms on the drive back to his house.
 
   Cherry pulled her red panties up her legs, the crotch quickly darkening as their combined fluids mixed together. “And tomorrow I'll get to watch him and my best friend fuckin'. What could be more humiliatin'?”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three: Sinful Dessert
 
   Friday night had arrived, and Evie was practically shaking as she stepped out of the shower. The import of what she was about to do was finally hitting her as she toweled off her slim body. Though she was in her thirties, she still had the same figure of her twenties, a feat made possible thanks to daily cardio in her living room and eating healthy. She wiped the condensation from the hotel's mirror and took a critical look at herself: a beautiful face set with stunning, blue eyes and framed by lustrous, black hair; her breasts were round and firm, topped with pink nipples; her stomach flat, with a cute, innie belly button; and her legs sleek and toned. She turned, getting a look at the profile of her tight ass.
 
   “I still have it,” she smiled, smacking her rear; she loved to be spanked by Frank.
 
   Thanks to a careful regime of moisturizers, her face was still youthful, though age was starting to creep in, but she didn't have wrinkles or crows eyes, and her face didn't droop—no facelift in her near future. She opened up her makeup kit and grabbed her foundation; her hand shook as she applied it. She hadn't tried to seduce anyone since Frank sixteen years ago when they were in college, and now she was going to seduce her best friend's husband.
 
   She was terrified of messing it up. Tonight's game hinged on it.
 
   “You can do it, girl,” she told herself. “You're a hot goddess. Steve won't know what hit him.”
 
   An hour later, she exited the bathroom, her black hair blow dried and combed into a gorgeous mass that contrasted with the beauty of her pale face. She crossed the hotel room, still naked, her breasts gently swaying, and reached her laptop. She booted it up, logged into the streaming site, and set up the private show. Only Frank knew the password to access it. 
 
   Though wouldn't it be naughty to make it public. And there were sites that you could even make money streaming your sex. Maybe next time, she thought, pressing her thighs together to relieve the sudden ache in her pussy. She double-checked everything, then called her husband.
 
   “Hey, Evie,” he answered.
 
   “Hi,” she said, suddenly nervous. “The streams up. Can you see me.”
 
   “Just a sec.” She could hear the familiar sounds of Windows booting up on their computer; her nerves jangled even worse.
 
   Can I really do this?
 
   Doubt plagued her. It was one thing to fuck Officer Connoly while Frank watched and was nearby, but she was about to fuck another men in another state. Sure Frank would be watching and enjoying it, but he wouldn't be there to stop her if he grew uncomfortable with the entire situation. She could be risking her trust and intimacy with Frank again; Officer Connoly had been a gamble, and she hoped her instincts were right about tonight.
 
   “All right. Hmm, I love seeing you naked.”
 
   “Is Cherry there?”
 
   “Not yet,” her husband answered. “Are you excited?”
 
   “Nervous, actually,” Evie answered. “I haven't seduced a man in a long time.”
 
   “That's good to hear,” her husband laughed. 
 
   Evie winced; she never had been unfaithful to Frank, though he had wondered after the night their roleplay had gone wrong and she fucked Officer Connoly in front of him. She had come so close to destroying her marriage, and her gamble had paid off wonderfully, but sometimes she wondered if she still fully had her husband's trust. Was there a whisper of doubt in the back of Frank's mind about her fidelity? Trust was such a fragile thing, a delicate porcelain vase, and once its fallen and shattered on the floor, could you ever glue it back together again? 
 
   “He'll be putty in your hands, honey.”
 
   “Do you really want to see me with another man?”
 
   Frank drew in his breath, not answering right away; her stomach roiled. “There's something so exciting about watching you with someone else. You should be all mine, and I'm helpless to keep you that way. I don't know why, but it makes me so hot. I'm a thousand miles away, and I couldn't stop you if I wanted to.”
 
   “You can, Frank, just say the word.” Matrimony; their safe word.
 
   “I want you to put on that sexy, red dress you bought, those amazing stockings, and those killer heels, and march downstairs and seduce Cherry's husband,” he ordered, his voice so firm and commanding; my pussy moistened.
 
   “Yes, Master,” she husked.
 
   “Christ, Evie, your nipples just hardened!” he groaned. “This camera was worth every penny!”
 
   “You know how much I love to be commanded,” Evie purred, rolling a pink nipple between her fingers for her husband's benefit.
 
   “Walk to that suitcase, grab your black thong, and pull them up your sexy legs. Tease me as you dress, slave.”
 
   “Yes, Master.” 
 
   She set the phone to speakers and walked to the bed; her outfit was already laid out. She grabbed the skimpy thong, she didn't want a visible panty line, and faced away from the camera, bending over, pushing her ass at the screen.
 
   “That's it,” groaned her husband.
 
   She stepped into the legholes.
 
   “Oh, god, Evie.”
 
   She drew the panties slowly up her legs, wiggling her hips, the thin cloth cool on her burning skin. She pulled the scrap of cloth tight against her crotch, making sure the rear disappeared between her asscheeks.
 
   “Beautiful, honey.”
 
   She smiled, a pleased thrill warmed her, then she grabbed the black, thigh-high stockings, sitting on the edge of the bed. The stocking caressed her entire right leg as she gently rolled it up her calf, past her knee, until she reached her mid-thigh.
 
   “That's it, slut! Dress for your lover. You're going to be such a dirty whore tonight!”
 
   “I am,” she purred, slowly rolling the second stocking up her left leg. “And your going to watch every last second of it.”
 
   “Yeah! Now put the dress on, my naughty slave.”
 
   “Absolutely, Master.”
 
   Evie loved being bossed around and ordered by her husband to dress as sexy as possible for her lover-to-be. She grabbed the slinky, red dress, stepping into the skirt and working it up her hips. The dress was a tight sheath forming around her body and lifting up her breasts, piling them into a gorgeous cleavage that jiggled at her slightest movement. The dress was so low-cut and uplifting, Evie looked on the verge of a popping out entirely.
 
   And how wonderfully naught that would be!
 
   The fabric rasped against her hard nipples as she adjusted the bodice, the pleasure tingling down to her pussy; her thong felt soaked already. She zipped up the side and poised for the camera, smoothing the short skirt that ended just an inch above the top of her stockings.
 
   Frank whistled. “You're going to make him so hard, Evie.”
 
   “Thank you, Master.”
 
   “Now get that pretty ass moving and seduce Cherry's husband!”
 
   She wiggled her ass, and left the room; the camera kept streaming.
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Steve sat down at one of the Wind Tunnel's tables, thumbing through the bar's menu. He was tired, his feet ached, and his back was sore. But the first day of the actual conference was over. It had been a busy day as he networked with other professionals, attended panels, and promoted his company's latest tablet device—it had a whopping ten minutes more of battery life than their last model. He was looking forward to a quiet dinner and an early night. Tomorrow would be an even longer day.
 
   He had seen Melissa twice on the convention floor; they had ignored each other.
 
   “Oh, my, is that you, Steve?” a woman's voice asked from behind.
 
   He turned and his eyes widened. “Evelyn?” he asked in disbelief. “What are you doing here?”
 
   “Please, call me Evie. We've known each other for years,” his wife's best friend said.
 
   She wore a rather impressive, red dress that clung to her like a second skin, and transformed her already wonderful breasts into an absolutely magnificent pair; his pants grew uncomfortably tight. As she sat down across from him, her tits bounced and jiggled; the dress was so low-cut Steven thought for a moment he might be blessed with an unhindered view of those wonderful mounds as they popped out of her top.
 
   “Is Frank here?” Steve asked, looking around.
 
   “No,” she said, sounding bitter. “This was supposed to be our romantic vacation, but his work called. There was some big time emergency, and he had to fly back home this morning on his company's dime. I'll be flying back tomorrow.”
 
   “Ah,” Steve said, then gave a meaningful glance at her dress.
 
   She grabbed the menu from his hands. “Mind if I join you? I was just popping in for drink before heading to this club, but I'm hungry, and, well, I don't know anyone here.”
 
   “Oh, sure,” he nodded, his eyes dropping down to her cleavage. She was going to a club dressed like a vixen on the prowl? Poor Frank. Is this what Cherry gets up to while I'm gone? He didn't want to know.
 
   The waitress walked up, and asked in a bubbly voice, “ Are you two ready to order?”
 
   Steve glanced at her and she had a knowing smile. It was the same woman that tended bar last night, and her expression spoke volumes. She thinks I'm a player. He couldn't help smiling back at her. “I'll have the porterhouse, medium rare, asparagus for the side, and bring us a nice bottle of red wine.”
 
   “And for you, miss?”
 
   “Hmm, your salmon-raspberry salad.” Then she winked at him. “I have to watch my figure.”
 
   “It's definitely paid off so far,” he agreed.
 
   She laughed, her breasts jiggling wonderfully. “Oh, you are a treasure, Steve.”
 
   “I can't believe Frank chose work over you. I mean, look at you.”
 
   She blushed. “Oh, this. I was so excited to wear this dress, and then Frank had to go to work, and,” she shrugged, and those tits moved and swayed, “I just couldn't resist wearing it once before my vacation was over.”
 
   “If I was Frank, I'd keep you on a leash. You could get into all sorts of trouble dressed like that on your own.”
 
   “But I like to get into trouble. That's when you have fun.”
 
   Her laugh was wicked and infectious, and ideas started crossing his mind. Inappropriate ideas. The waitress returned, popping the cork on the wine, and poured them each a glass. Evie took hers and held it up. He grabbed his, and they clinked them together.
 
   “To fun,” he toasted.
 
   “Naughty fun,” she toasted back, then sipped her wine.
 
   A flush passed through him, and the wine was so cool; he drank more than a sip. His cock tented his slacks, and all his aches and exhaustion was being washed away by the beauty of her laugh, the sensuousness of her red lips, and those two, wonderful mounds jiggling as she breathed. He took another gulp of his wine.
 
   “Thirsty?” she purred, holding up the wine bottle; he held up his glass.
 
   “Guess I am.”
 
   “Then drink up.”
 
   He laughed, “Are you trying to get me drunk?”
 
   She smiled mysteriously. “And if I was?”
 
   “I just have to point out that it's the man that tries to get the woman drunk, not the other way around.”
 
   Evie waved her hand. “It's the twenty-first century, Steve. Why can't I seduce you?”
 
   “Well, we are happily married.”
 
   “Touche.” She sipped her dark-red wine. “Umm, this is good.”
 
   “Is it? I'm terrible with wines. Cherry always picks them.”
 
   “Frank's the same way,” she shrugged. “As long as it can get him drunk, he doesn't care. He has the palate of a rock.”
 
   “A steak and potato kind of guy?”
 
   “Yeah, but I love him anyways,” she smiled.
 
   Steve grinned back at her; that smile was just infectious. “So, which club were you going to?”
 
   “Hmm?” she asked, taking a sip of her drink. “Which club?”
 
   He nodded.
 
   “Uh, I think it's called, um, Inferno.”
 
   “Oh, sure, sounds hot,” he said.
 
   She giggled, rolling her eyes. “Really?”
 
   He groaned, feeling sheepish. “Oh, I didn't mean to pun.”
 
   “Too late. You can't take back a bad pun.”
 
   “Says who?”
 
   She shrugged. “Dem's the rules. Unless you want to pay the penalty.”
 
   “And what's that?”
 
   “You have have to buy a beautiful, sexy woman dinner.”
 
   “Good thing I have a beautiful, sexy woman gracing my table.”
 
   She preened, and that wonderful chest jiggled. “You are such a delightful man. My husband could learn a thing or two from you.”
 
   The waitress bustled out, two plates held by one hand in that trick all waitresses seemed two know. “Here you are,” she bubbled, setting a steaming plate of steak and asparagus before Steve, and a salad tossed with smoked salmon and drizzled with a dark-red dressing in front of Evie. “Enjoy.”
 
   “We will,” Evie said, her voice full of promise.
 
   He cut into his steak, revealing red, juicy meat; his mouth watered. He savored the tender mouthful, seasoned wonderfully, and almost melting in his mouth. Evie had a smile playing on her lips, naughty and adventuresome.
 
   Why? he wondered. Then he felt her foot softly stroking his calf, and her grin somehow grew even naughtier, her blue eyes twinkling.
 
   “How's your steak?” she asked, her foot sliding higher and higher.
 
   “Scrumptious,” he answered, forcing himself to calmly cut another slice. Her foot was past his knee, pressing forward down his inner thigh. A shiver tingled across his skin.
 
   “I love a nice, big piece of meat,” she smiled, stabbing her salad. Her foot reached his crotch, massaging softly. “But it's so bad for me.”
 
   “You should indulge yourself from time to time. Perhaps you'd like to taste mine?”
 
   Her foot rubbed harder against his aching cock. “Umm, I think I'd like that.”
 
   He cut a piece of steak, spearing it with his fork, and held it across the table. Her tongue licked her red lips, then she engulfed his meat, smacking her lips and letting out an almost orgasmic sigh. Is that what she sounds like in bed? He so wanted to find out.
 
   “Delicious!” she proclaimed. “Just don't tell my husband I'm cheating on my diet.”
 
   “My lips are sealed,” Steve answered.
 
   Her foot withdrew, leaving him hard and throbbing. “Mind if I steal an asparagus?”
 
   “Steal away.”
 
   Evie reached across the table, grabbing one of the long, green vegetables, and giving him a magnificent view down her dress; he could see just the hint of her pink areola. She drew back, and brought the asparagus to her lips, letting her tongue lick the seasoned butter off the tip; pleasure jolted through him as he imagined what else her pink tongue could lick.
 
   She teased him the entire dinner. Halfway through she left to powder her nose, and his eyes were fixed to her tight ass swishing beneath her red dress, the skirt flashing above a pair of thigh-high stockings. Her dress was so tight he should have seen a panty line. Is she wearing a thong or going commando? Steve was certain he'd find out before the night was over, and adjusted his hard cock in his pants, trying to get comfortable. 
 
   When she returned, she didn't sit across from him, but next to him on his right, her breasts almost filling his vision as she leaned over and finished off her salad with her right hand, while her left casually rested on his right thigh, lightly scratching him with her fingernails. The pressure in his pants increased.
 
   “Can I tempt you with some dessert,” the waitress asked as she collected their plates.
 
   “Tempt away,” Evie smiled. “I'm indulging tonight.” Her hand crept higher on his thigh, so close to his hard cock.
 
   “I bet you are,” laughed the waitress. “Here's the dessert menu.”
 
   Evie's blue eyes lit up almost instantly. “I know just the thing.”
 
   “What?” Steve asked.
 
   “We'll share a Sinful Mousse.” Evie handed the waitress the menu, then leaned over and whispered in his ear, “It's sinful decadence captured in the finest, dark chocolate.”
 
   A shiver passed through him; her breath was a warm, sultry breeze on his ear.
 
   The waitress walked off, and all Steve could think of was Evie's hand resting on his thigh. So warm, so soft, and so close to his aching cock.  He would be lying if he said he had never fantasized about fucking Evie, but he never thought he'd get the chance. Her marriage had always seemed so solid, yet one night apart from Frank and she's seducing her best friend's husband. He almost felt bad for the guy, but the idiot chose work over his beautiful wife, taking her love for granted.
 
   The mousse looked delicious, topped with a frosting of whip cream sprinkled with hazelnuts and crumbs of dark chocolate. Evie drew her spoon, and took a large scoop, then opened those red, lush lips; her eyes squeezed shut and she let out the most wonderful sigh as she savored the creamy chocolate.
 
   “So, do you like the taste of sin, Evie?”
 
   “What do you think?” she asked, arching her thin eyebrows.
 
   He grinned, “I think you love it.”
 
   She took another spoonful. “Umm, I do.” Her hand found his crotch, and squeezed his aching girth. “Do you want to have a nightcap up in my room, Steve?”
 
   “What do you think?”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four: Streaming Affair
 
   Steve's hands were all over her in the elevator, his lips crushing her own in a passionate kiss. Evie's head spun from the wine and the seduction of this evening. Steve had wanted her from the moment she had sat down, and that had made her feel strangely sexy and empowered. The fact she was seducing him on her husband's orders just let her be free and enjoy their flirting without any guilt. And he was so handsome and distinguished; Evie had fantasized about him once or twice a month since Cherry introduced them so many years ago.
 
   And now I get to fuck him with my husband's and best friend's blessings!
 
   The elevator doors opened; a woman gasped. Evie was vaguely aware of an elderly matron; gray hair coiffed into a short perm and her wrinkled face twisted in shocked outrage. Evie moaned into Steve's mouth, writhing harder, reveling in the stares of the old woman. Her skirt had ridden up as he had groped her, and the matron could see her ass and the black thong that kept her from being entirely naked.
 
   “I'll take the, uhh, next one,” the matron stammered.
 
   The doors closed; they never stopped kissing.
 
   When the doors opened again, they spilled out into the hallway, laughing and giggling like a pair of horny teenagers. “This way,” she smiled, pulling him down the hall. “I have such a cozy room. It's only got one bed. You know, for couples looking for a romantic weekend.”
 
   “Frank's loss,” he smiled.
 
   You have no idea, Evie thought, and smiled at him.
 
   She pulled out her keycard and popped it into the mechanical lock. It whirred and she pushed the door open, swaying into the room. It was a large suite with a single, king-size bed in the center draped in a cream-colored comforter worked with mauve skylarks. At the far end was the mini-bar beneath the window that afford a great view of Chicago and Lake Michigan.
 
   “The minibar's over there. Pour us a drink while I slip into something a little more comfortable,” she told him.
 
   “Sure,” he grinned; his smile full of owning pride. 
 
   His grin said it all; he thought he was taking her from Frank. But Frank's my husband and he owns me, you're just renting me, Steve. A naughty thought popped into her head, and she giggled wickedly. And he owns your wife. Well, he owns her for the night, at least. 
 
   Evie slipped into the bathroom and pulled out her cell phone, texting, “Rdy to stream Master. Luv your slave!”
 
   “Me & Cherry rdy! Knock him dead!! XOXOXOXO”
 
   Her heart melted. What a sweetie I married.
 
   The zipper rasped, and her dress slid down her tingling body, and she pulled on the sheer, black robe that she had left in the bathroom. It was silk, and molded to her body, covering her fully and yet revealing all her naughty treasures. She took one look in the mirror, drawing in a deep breath; a trickle of juices ran down her thigh. She was excited to fuck another man while her husband and best friend watched all the naughty action.
 
   “Let's do this!” she smiled.
 
   When she stepped out of the bathroom, Steve's breath caught and his eyes widened with surprised lust. The ache in her pussy grew, and another trickle of lust slowly tickled its way down her inner thigh. Evie smiled, and sauntered towards him, standing just in front of the camera; she wanted her husband to have the best view.
 
   She took the scotch he had poured, and drank it. “Umm, that's good. Warms me up.”
 
   “You do look a little cold.” His eyes flicked down to her nipples dimpling the front of the robe. “That is a very thin.”
 
   “You're right. It hardly does anything. Maybe I should just take it off then?”
 
   “Yeah,” he groaned and downed his drink. “Maybe you should.”
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Cherry knelt on his bed, naked, her hands cuffed behind her back. Her ass was lovely, perfectly round, and her supple back was draped with her blonde hair. “This is really happenin',” she purred to Frank. “My husband's gonna cheat on me!”
 
   Frank sat on the bed behind Cherry, his eyes flashing from the screen where his wife took a drink from Steve, to Cherry's shaved pussy, glistening between her thighs. He could smell how wet Cheery was, a sweet musk flooding the room; his cock hardened, rising up and pointing at Cherry's sweet ass. 
 
   Thanks to the smart TV in his bedroom, they were able to watch Evie's stream on a large, 36” plasma screen in all its 1080p glory; even his wife's nipples pressing against the sheer fabric of her robe were crystal clear. I bet I'll be able to see her dew glistening on her pussy.
 
   “You're right. It hardly does anything. Maybe I should just take it off then?” his wife purred through the speakers.
 
   “Yes,” Steve groaned. “Maybe you should.”
 
   “Oh, god, you bastard,” moaned Cherry at the screen. “I'm your wife, and you're cheatin' on me with my best friend! It's so humiliatin', Master! That's my cock your wife's about to enjoy!”
 
   Frank slapped her ass. “She can enjoy it if she wants to, slave!”
 
   Evie set her glass on the TV stand, then untied her robe. The sheer fabric slipped off his wife's lovely body. Steve just dropped his glass onto the floor and, with an animalistic groan, grabbed Frank's wife and pulled her too him, kissing her with ardor. Jealousy roiled in Frank's stomach as lust hardened his cock. He hated seeing his wife with another man, and loved how much it turned him on.
 
   “He's so bold with her,” Cherry whispered. “Look at him go straight for her tits! Oh, wow!”
 
   Steve had thrown his wife down on the bed, ripping his shirt off as he towered over her. It was hard to see his wife; Steve blocked the camera, except for her spread, stocking-clad legs. “I've wanted you for so long,” Steve growled, unbuckling his pants, and dropping his boxers to the floor.
 
   “Out of the way, Steve,” Frank groaned at the screen. “I don't want to see a close-up of your ass!”
 
   “It is a nice butt though,” Cherry purred. “I love to dig my fingers into it when he's on top.”
 
   “Doesn't mean I want see it,” groused Frank. “It's like that low-angle lens in porn where it's all hairy ass and balls and you can barely see the woman.”
 
   “You are so sexy, Evie,” Steve sighed. “Your husband's an idiot for leaving early.”
 
   Evie purred, “But if he hadn't left early, we'd never would've had this night. Now why don't you get on your knees and eat my pussy!”
 
   “He never eats mine!” Cherry moaned in disgust as her husband knelt down, and pulled Evie's ass to the edge of the bed. “Bastard!”
 
   “Just tear them off!” Evie purred.
 
   “You're such a slut!” Steve laughed and ripped her thong off, throwing the torn fabric to the floor. Then he buried his face in Evie's cunt. Frank could hear the obscene sounds as another man licked his wife's pussy.
 
   “Umm, just like that, Steve!” purred his wife. “Eat me! That's it! Suck on my clit! Umm, Cherry must be a lucky woman to get this treatment!”
 
   “Ohh, he's gonna to eat my pussy from now on!” Cherry fumed. “He always said he hated eatin' cunt!”
 
   “Looks like he loves it,” Frank answered, transfixed by his wife's whorish behavior. Her wonderful tits moved and jiggled as she writhed on the bed. His cock ached; he needed to relieve the pressure, and Cherry's pussy was just inches away.
 
   He pushed her head down, lifted her hips up, and drove his cock into her juicy cunt. 
 
   “Oh, yes!” moaned Cherry, leaning over until her cheek pressed against the bed, her head craned to watch our spouses. “Fuck me! Make me cum harder than my husband ever has! Make me your whore tonight! The cheatin' bastard deserves to be cuckolded!”
 
   Every time Frank slammed into Cherry her ass cheeks rippled. She was so sexy, bound and kneeling, helpless to resist as he penetrated her over and over. He pounded her faster, savoring the thrill of stealing Steve's wife away, while Steve only thought he had stolen Evie.
 
   “She's mine,” grunted Frank. “Evie's fucking you because I told her to!”
 
   “Yes, yes!” Cherry gasped. “Look at her. She's using my husband to satisfy herself!”
 
   Frank's wife writhed on the hotel bed, shouting and gasping. “Eat me! I love it!” Her eyes looked at the camera, her tongue licked her lips. “That's it! Oh, yes! I hope you love it!”
 
   “I do!” Steve and Frank moaned at the same time.
 
   “Keep licking,” she snapped at him! “Don't stop until I cum!”
 
   “Yes!” Steve moaned and went back to pleasuring Frank's wife.
 
   “That's it,” cooed Cherry. “Make him eat your pussy! When he gets home, I'm gonna q make him love my cunt!”
 
   “Oh, fuck!” Evie gasped. “That's it! You're making me cum! Watch me!”
 
   “I am, Evie,” Frank groaned, his balls aching to cum.
 
   Evie flopped back on the bed, stroking Steve's black hair. Her body shuddered once, and then she relaxed, and purred, “You did great. You eat pussy almost as good as my husband does.”
 
   “Let's not talk about our spouses,” Steve objected, looking up from her pussy.
 
   “Why not?” Evie asked. “What do you think your wife is doing right now?”
 
   “Watching TV at home.”
 
   Cherry laughed. “I'm cuckoldin' you, bastard! I'm enjoyin' another man's cock! Oh, fuck!”
 
   Her pussy muscles spasmed around Frank's cock, squeezing and relaxing in rapid pulses. She gasped and moaned and screamed. Her hips writhed and shook as she came hard. It was heaven in her pussy, and his balls were about to explode.
 
   So he pulled out. He didn't want to cum yet; Evie wasn't finished being naughty.
 
   “What if she's out with some stud,” Evie purred, pulling Steve up, her lips nuzzling his face, tasting her spicy pussy. “What if she's getting fucked right now, cumming on another man's cock.”
 
   “Not right now,” Cherry giggled. “But I sure was a moment ago!”
 
   Steve shrugged. “I guess I couldn't be mad.” He squirmed, and kissed Frank's wife, his hand sliding down to cup her breast. “I don't want to talk about her right now.”
 
   “What do you want to talk about?”
 
   “Nothing,” he declared, nuzzling her neck. “I need you so bad, Evie.”
 
   She grabbed Steve's hard cock. “I can feel that.”
 
   “Let me fuck you,” Steve groaned. “You're so beautiful!”
 
   “I want to be on top.”
 
   “Yeah,” he nodded, rolling onto his back; his cock rising turgid. “I love it! Hop on and go for a ride.”
 
   “Yee-haw,” Evie giggled.
 
   Frank watched his wife straddle another man, but she didn't face Steve, she turned and faced the camera—facing Frank—and rode Steve reverse cowgirl. She winked at the camera as Steve's hands grasped her hips, moving down to squeeze her lush rear. Inspired, Frank looked down at Cherry's ass before him, stroking her firm cheeks, then he spread them wide and exposed her puckered asshole.
 
   “Yes, fuck my ass!” Cherry purred. “I'm such a dirty whore! Fuck my ass while your wife fucks my husband.”
 
   “God, your ass is beautiful,” groaned Steve. “Such a beautiful sight over my cock!”
 
   “Ohh, just keep watching me,” Evie gasped, her hands squeezing her wonderful tits. “Watch me be naughty!”
 
   “So naughty,” Frank whispered, then penetrated Cherry's ass.
 
   “Oh, shit!” Cherry gasped, her ass tight and hot around his cock. “Fuck me, Master! Make me cum again!”
 
   Frank's strokes were deep and powerful. He grabbed Cherry's blonde hair, yanking her head back, her ass clamping down about his cock as she gasped in pain. “Look at your husband! He's cheating on you with my wife!”
 
   “I know!” she moaned. “He's enjoyin' her pussy so much!”
 
   “Fuck me!” groaned Steve. “Ride my cock! Faster! Oh, yeah! Twist those hips.” He smacked Evie's ass. “Faster!”
 
   “Yes, yes!” moaned Evie. “I love it! I'm going to cum on your cock! Oh, fuck! Watch me cum! Watch me be nasty and naughty and filthy!”
 
   “I am!” Frank grunted, pounding Cherry's ass harder and harder “I'm watching you, Evie!”
 
   Cherry was reduced to gasps and grunts as he reamed her ass, her head still yanked back by her blonde hair. Frank's eyes were glued to the screen; a look of rapture crossed his wife's face as she bounced and bucked faster and faster on another man's cock. Her breasts rose and fell, swaying and jiggling. Frank wanted to bury his face through the screen and nuzzle his wife's breasts and suck those pink nipples.
 
   “I'm watching you, honey!” he grunted. “You're so beautiful and wild! I love you, Evie!”
 
   “Fuck him!” hissed Cherry. “Fuck my husband! Fuck my cheatin', asshole husband! I'm such a filthy whore! I'm gettin' off watchin' my cheatin' husband fuck another woman!”
 
   “You are a whore!” Frank hissed, balls slapping against her pussy every time he bottomed out in her hot ass. “A dirty, fucking whore!”
 
   Cherry came around Frank's cock. Her ass tightened, her body quivered, and she screamed her husband's name at the top of her lungs. The muscles in her supple back rippled, her hand fought the handcuffs, and then she went limp, gasping for air. He let go of her blonde hair, her head dropping to the mattress, and he seized her hips with both hands; he fucked her ass hard.
 
   “Shit, gonna cum!” Steve groaned.
 
   “Cum in me!” Evie gasped. “Oh, yes! Let me feel your spunk shooting into my naughty cunt!”
 
   “Oh, fuck!” Steve groaned. “Oh, goddamn fuck!”
 
   Evie slammed down on him, her back arching, thrusting those beautiful breasts forward. Frank smiled as rapture filled his wife's face. She was cumming, and he was happy for her. I love this woman so much, I can be happy for her when she orgasms on another man's cock. Steve grunted, flooding her pussy. Frank's wife gave one last shudder, then rolled off Steve, collapsing in a spread-eagle heap on the bed; her legs splayed open; the nanny cam's quality was so great, Frank could see the whitish sperm leaking out of her freshly fucked pussy.
 
   “That was amazing!” Evie breathed.
 
   Frank buried his cock in Cherry's ass and, with a loud grunt like a beast, flooded her with three massive blasts of cum. He drew back, and slammed in again, the last of his cum dribbling out of his balls. He gasped for breath, the pleasure withdrawing from his body, and he fell back on the bed, looking up at the ceiling.
 
   “No, don't,” he heard Evie say, and Frank sat up, and saw his wife pushing Steve away. “I'm tired. You should probably go.”
 
   “Oh,” Steve said, sounding hurt. “Yeah. Okay.” 
 
   A vicious, triumphant surge went through Frank. That's my wife, buddy!
 
   Cherry laughed at her husband's rejection. “Cheatin' bastard! When he gets home, I'm gonna make him worship my pussy all night. And if he's lucky, I'll suck him off!”
 
   Frank chuckled and found the handcuff keys, unlocking her hands. She rubbed her wrists, then stumbled off to the bathroom to clean herself up. On camera, Steve dressed quickly while Evie relaxed on the bed, a playful smile on her face. The moment Steve was gone, she grabbed her phone. Frank's rang.
 
   “Did you enjoy the show, Master?” his wife purred.
 
   “You were outstanding!”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five: Home Sweet Home
 
   Frank was standing at the baggage carousel waiting for her. Evie beamed, and positively skipped to him, throwing her arms around her husband's neck and kissing him soundly. Frank's hands slid down, and she enjoyed the way he squeezed and kneaded her ass. A few people gasped, and Evie enjoyed the attention. This was her man, and if he wanted to take a few liberties with her, then let him.
 
   “Damn, I missed you,” Frank breathed.
 
   “I was only gone a few days,” she answered, then covered her mouth as she yawned. “Umm, I'll be glad to get home.”
 
   “How was the flight?”
 
   “Early,” she yawned again. “And it was a late night.”
 
   Last night had been amazing. Fucking Steve while Frank and Cherry were watching had been so hot. She wanted to be watched more, whether it someone watching as Frank fucked her or Frank watching her fuck someone else, she craved being seen while being naughty. Frank had awakened this wonderful need to flaunt herself a month ago in her work's parking garage, and she was enjoying every second of her exhibitionist side.
 
   “Everything worked perfectly!” he grinned.
 
   “You captured it?” she asked, full of hope.
 
   “Every last frame in pristine HD,” Frank nodded. “It was still rendering when I left, but we'll always have a permanent copy of just how naughty you can be.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   He smacked her butt through her skirt. “You were quite naughty with Steve.”
 
   Her breath quickened. “I was so bad. I need to be punished,” she purred in her schoolgirl voice.
 
   “There's your suitcase.” He grabbed it with one hand, his other wrapped around her arm, and led her to the parking garage. “I'm going to make your ass glow red when we get home for being such a naughty wife.”
 
   “Good,” she nodded, leaning against him. “I love you, Frank.”
 
   “Always, Evie,” he answered.
 
   What a sweetie, she thought. “Frank, have you ever heard of the Key Club?”
 
   “What's that?” he asked.
 
   “Something I read on the in-flight magazine,” Evie answered. “I'll tell you all about it after you've spanked me, Master.”
 
   ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~  ~~
 
   Steve stumbled to the baggage claim. It was nearly two AM, and no longer Monday but Tuesday now. After spending the day tearing down his company's booth, he had to catch the red eye home. There was a big meeting tomorrow at work, and he couldn't miss it, so he had tried to sleep on the red-eye home, but he couldn't stop thinking about his affair with Evie, fearing the worse awaited him. It left him so tired, he walked right past his wife.
 
   “Hey, stud, forget me already?” she drawled in her delightful, Southern accent.
 
   He jumped. “Cherry. Sorry. I didn't see you.”
 
   “What am I, invisible?”
 
   He yawned. “Sorry, babe, just tired.” He smiled at her, then he did a double take. She looked gorgeous, in a slinky, red dress that—he blinked, that was the dress Evie had worn Friday night. “Where'd you get that?”
 
   “Oh, Evie lent it to me,” she giggled. “I told her I wanted to wear somethin' special when I picked you up, and she suggested this.”
 
   “Oh, what did she say?” he asked, his heart pounding like a heavy surf against a cliff. 
 
   He had regretted fucking his wife's best friend almost immediately after he had left her room, fears plaguing his mind. What if Evie were to tell his wife? Melissa was safe, she didn't know Cherry, but Evie was his wife's best friend, and they told each other everything. And it wasn't just his marriage he had risked, but Evie and Cherry's friendship; the two pillars of his wife's life gone because he couldn't keep his dick in his pants.
 
   “She told me that she bumped into you in Chicago and that you shared a delightful dinner.”
 
   Steve nodded, swallowing. He felt like he was walking on the edge of a cliff, and at any moment a strong gust of wind could send him flying off into disaster. “Yeah, Friday night.” He grabbed his suitcase off the conveyor belt.
 
   She kissed him on the lips. “Come on, let's get to the car.”
 
   “Lead on,” he smiled, relaxing. She didn't seem upset. “In fact, why don't you walk ahead of me. You ass looks dynamite in that dress. It's so tight, I can see everything. Are you wearing a thong?”
 
   “Nope,” she answered, flashing him a smile over her shoulder. Her ass did look dynamite in that dress. “When we get to the car, your gonna to eat out my pussy.”
 
   “In the middle of the parking garage?” he asked with a strangled gasp.
 
   “Oh, come on, honey,” she laughed. “There's no one around this late at night.”
 
   They entered the skybridge that connected the terminal and the parking garage, going over the four-lane driveway that wrapped around the terminal. Cherry turned around, her blonde tresses whipping about, and leaned against the skybridge's wall. “In fact, why wait. Get down on your knees and start eatin', Steve.”
 
   “This is even more public,” he protested. 
 
   She grabbed his collar pulling him to her, and kissed him on the lips. Her passion was intense, and his cock hardened in an instant. Her tongue tasted sweet and her body felt warm and lithe against him. She broke the kiss, and whispered in his ear. “Eat my pussy right now.”
 
   “You know I don't like to do that,” he protested.
 
   “You seemed to love eatin' Evie's,” she countered.
 
   His stomach sank; Evie had talked to Cherry. My marriage is over. “I can—”
 
   “Did you enjoy fuckin' my best friend? 'Cause it sure looked like you did.”
 
   “Cherry, it's not—”
 
   “Did you love spreadin' her thighs and tastin' her spicy pussy?”
 
   “I love you, Cherry. It's just—”
 
   “I love you, too, Steve. But you didn't answer my question. Did you love eatin' her delicious, spicy pussy? 'Cause I love to.”
 
   “What?” His mind whirled. Did my wife just admit to going down on another woman?
 
   “I've been fuckin' Frank and Evie for a month,” she confessed. “Ever since I figured out what a cheatin' bastard you are. Evie had a webcam streaming in her hotel room, and Frank and I fucked while we watched you two.”
 
   He winced. “Cherry, I'm sorry.”
 
   “Prove it,” she smiled. “Eat my pussy out. Right here, right now.”
 
   “Cherry, it's—”
 
   “Eat my pussy out, Steve, or it's a divorce.”
 
   He loved his wife, and would do anything to keep her. Desperate, he dropped to his knees, lifted up her skirt; her naked pussy was waiting, dewy with her excitement. “I love you, Cherry. I was weak.”
 
   “I know,” she purred, “I love you, too. Now eat my delicious pussy and make me cum.”
 
   He spread her lips open and dug his tongue deep inside her. She sighed, humping his face. She tasted delicious, a sweet musk that he just wanted to drown in. Why had he been so stubborn about eating her pussy? 
 
   Because I was a selfish bastard.
 
   He pulled away. “I'm sorry, Cherry, for cheating on you. It won't happen again.”
 
   “Oh, Steve, you're not going to stop.” Her hands touched his cheeks. “Every time you cheat on me, I expect you to eat my pussy until I cum, and then tell me all the naughty details.”
 
   “Deal! I'll tell you all about Melissa,” he grinned, and lowered his face and started licking. His marriage had changed, and Steve was sure it was for the better.
 
   To be continued in 'Swinging at the Keys' coming September 2014.
 
   


  
 

Other Works by Reed James
 
   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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   Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.
 
   “I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”
 
   For his day job Reed drives a paratransit shuttle, helping the disabled and senior citizens get around town. “It can be both a rewarding and stressful job in turns.”
 
   So check out his works, the Naughty Wives Series and the Seducing Straight Women series and the upcoming supernatural erotica novella The Girls of My Dreams (My Fallen Angel Series).
 
   Follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Collectionjt






