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Thank you so much for joining the “Patter Peep” family! That’s what I call my newsletter subscribers, and I’m so happy to have you. Us dirty minded people need to stick together. 😉

I placed the story you’re about to read in the same world as my A Hotwife Rides Dirty series. That series follows Mya, Aimee’s best friend, on her adventure of becoming a naughty hotwife. I am including a brief excerpt from book one, Mya’s First Ride, at the end of this story.

I hope you enjoy!

M. L. Patterson
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Chapter One
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I couldn’t believe my ears. My BFF Mya had just dropped the mother of all bombshells on me. We all called him the Biker God because we secretly wanted to worship in the shadow of his cock, and there she was, sitting across the table at Slow Ride Bar & Grill telling me that...

I just couldn’t process it. 

I mean, I was this bitch’s maid of honor twelve years ago when she married her prince of a husband, Grant. I distinctly remember hearing her say, “forsaking all others.” Of all the women in our group of girlfriends, she was the last person I would have expected to do something like this. 

Something so wrong.

So reckless. 

But so epic.

Of course, I had to know all the dirty details. What was he like? What did he smell like? Was his cock everything we imagined? 

And his best friend, too? You slut. Part of me wanted to high five her across the table. But would I get struck by lightning with her?

The most shocking detail of all, though, was that her husband, Grant, had planned the whole thing. That was something I knew my hubby, Jack, would never do. Not that I would want him to. I mean, I could never do something like that with someone else. Who would I even do it with? 

Ok, I knew, but there was no point in giving it a second thought. God, though, I had given it so many thoughts. They were just thoughts, of course. Nothing I would have ever acted on. 

But, fuck me... the next-door neighbor, Abe. Yum!

How many times had I wiped the drool from my chin after seeing him shirtless in his front yard, working on his landscaping? Or up on his roof, working on his house? I swore he didn’t own shirts. And, anyway, with a body like his, I mean, it would have been a crime to wear one. He had beautiful abs. 

No, I mean, jaw dropping beautiful. 

The kind that enabled you to count all six of the muscle rows in his pack, but just enough cushion around them to hide those icky veins and arteries. I call that ‘hard to the punch, but soft to the touch’. And oh, I wanted to touch. Then, on the sides, he had those gorgeous ‘V’ cut muscles that pointed like a “Danger Ahead” sign towards the wonders that hid just below the waistline of his jeans. Those jeans that hung so low on his frame and you wished they would slide off by accident. Just once. 

I shifted my hands on my steering wheel and blushed at the perspiration my tight grip had left on it. 

God, Aimee, control yourself.

My car rolled up in the driveway of my home, and, of course, Abe was working in his front yard. 

Fuck my life.

Beams of sunlight reflected off the shimmer on his sweaty chest. He smiled, and his tantalizing pectorals flexed as he waved at me. My heart skipped a beat. I fumbled for my purse, needing to get inside as quickly as possible. My state of mind was far too fragile for an Abe encounter today. I got out and glued my eyes on the front door like I didn’t notice him, but out of the corner of my eye, I could see him running over.

Fuck. Why today?

“Hey, Aimee!”

The sounds of his words in my ear shot an energetic tickler all the way to my vagina. 

To. My. Vagina. 

Oh, dear God, I’m hopeless.

I took a deep breath and turned to face him. He probably thinks he’s annoying you, Aimee. Lighten up.

“I hope I’m not bothering you. I just needed to ask you something.” 

Sure, I’d love to lick you clean. 

I tried to put the brakes on the silly grin forcing its way onto my face. 

“What’s up?” I asked. That’s right. Keep it cool.

“Well, I’m having some friends over tonight, and I was hoping maybe you and Jack might drop by so I can introduce them to my awesome neighbors.”

Are your friends even half as beautiful as you? And do you all want to take turns fucking me?

I put my hand on my forehead and took a deep breath. 

Mya, I fucking hate you for doing this to me.

“Oh, Abe, that’s really sweet to invite us, but I’m afraid we’ve got other commitments tonight.”

“Well, I know it’s last minute. I figured you two would probably have plans, but it was worth a shot! Maybe next time. Tell Jack I said ‘Hey!’” He jumped off my porch like a gazelle and jogged back over to his yard. 

My vagina wanted me to chase him. Tackle him. Beg him to take my body and do scandalous things to it. I grabbed my keys and stabbed the keyhole, desperate to get inside. Once the door closed behind me, I leaned my back against it and gasped. 

“What the hell?!”

My heart and breathing resembled that of someone who had just finished running three miles uphill. I’ve got to shake this. I ran for the shower. Cold water. That will help. 

As I stripped out of my clothes, I glanced out my bathroom window – the one that had a perfect view of Abe’s back yard. And now, of course, for some stupid reason, he had moved his gorgeous half naked body back there. 

Fuck it. I just have to stroke this one out.

Watching him bend and flex and sweat, I hiked a foot up onto the toilet seat and began stroking my clit like I was mad at it. And I was mad at it. And mad at Mya for stirring me up. Mad at Abe’s lack of a shirt. Mad that this sudden insatiable hunger wouldn’t give me a moment’s rest. My mouth fell open as my abdomen tightened. I stared at his gorgeous form from behind the fogging glass of my bathroom window, and my eyes burned with hunger.

My body started shaking, and my pussy clenched. 

Damn, this is going to happen quick.

I heard the door downstairs shut. 

Shit, already?

Jack was home early, and while he had some idea of my masturbatory habits, I didn’t exactly want to explain what got me riled up this time. I scrambled back into the bedroom - my pussy throbbing from unfinished business - and jumped back into my clothes. 

“Honey?” he called from downstairs.

“I’m up here!” I closed my eyes, trying to find some level of composure. Thumps from the stairwell clued me in that he was coming up. “You’re home early,” I called out.

“Yeah, they let us out early at the office today.” He reached the threshold of the doorway. “Babe, are you ok? You look kinda flustered.”

How am I going to explain this? 

“I am. I don’t know... I just...” 

Jack came over to me and put his arms around me. “Well, babe, let’s lay down and you can tell me all about it.” He took me over to the bed and laid me down. His hand traced my hips up my side to my shoulder, and he slid around behind me to spoon me. “Now, tell me everything.”

There’s no way I’m telling you everything. I had learned, though, the art of telling my husband part of the truth. That helped my conscience when the whole truth was just too much to reveal. “I told a lie today.”

He planted a soft kiss on the back of my head. “Well, I know you don’t like doing that, Aimee, so there must have been a really good reason.”

“Abe came over and invited us to a get together at his house tonight, and I told him we had other commitments.”

“Why, babe?”

“I don’t know. I wasn’t sure you’d want to go.”

“Well, I can’t go tonight, but that’s no reason you can’t go if you wanted to.”

“I don’t feel comfortable without you.”

“You’d be fine. Abe seems like the perfect gentleman. And he’s not bad looking.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“I just wouldn’t be surprised if you had thought about it. I mean, I’m not into guys, and even I can appreciate he’s one of the prettiest men we know.”

“I haven’t noticed. And, regardless, I’m not going.”

“I think you should think about it. You would have fun, I bet. I can pick out an outfit for you.”

My neck craned back, and I scowled. Why are you encouraging me? This is not something to encourage. I rolled my eyes. “New subject. I had lunch with Mya today.”

“Oh, great. How is she?”

“She’s horrible. I mean, she doesn’t know it yet, but her and Grant are headed for big trouble.”

“What sort of trouble, babe?”

I sighed. “I don’t even know how to tell you this, Jack. It’s so shocking.”

“Try me.”

“And you can’t tell anyone I told you this, ok?”

“Of course not.”

I shut my eyelids and sighed. Just spit it out, Aimee. “Mya is having sex with other people.”

Jack’s soft strokes of my hair stopped. I would swear his breathing stopped, too. 

“Babe, did you hear me?”

“Yeah.”

I flipped over to face him, searching his eyes for any reaction. His lips pressed together. What the hell? Is that a grin?

“Jack?”

“Yeah, um... Well, what do you think about that?” he asked.

“I think it’s insane! Don’t you think it’s insane?”

“I mean...” He cleared his throat. “I assume Grant knows and is on board with it?” 

“Yes! That’s the craziest part. They are doing this together.”

Ok, that is definitely a grin. “Why the hell are you smiling?”

He chuckled. “I’m sorry, Aimee. I just... I think if that’s what those two want to do together, then good for them.”

“Good for them?! What if this ruins their marriage?”

“Orrrr... what if it adds new spice and excitement to it?”

My eyebrows furrowed. “Jack, you can’t be serious.” Is everybody conspiring against me today? Why does he think this is a good idea?

“Aimee, just hear me out on this, ok? Tell me you’ve never thought about another man and thought it might be exciting to have sex with them.”

“This isn’t about me, Jack.”

“Right, but I’m just asking you to think about it from Mya and Grant’s point of view. If I were ok with it... truly ok with you having sex with someone else... and if you knew our marriage would be fine... don’t you think you’d have fun fucking someone else?”

My pussy throbbed. I closed my eyes. No, I clenched them shut. Jack put a hand on my shoulder. 

“Here’s what I think you need to do, Aimee. Just as an experiment so you can open your mind a little and maybe better understand what Mya and Grant are doing, ok? I’m going to pick out an outfit for you, and you’re going to wear it and go make a quick appearance at Abe’s get together tonight.”

I bit my lip. How did this happen? How did my little confession turn into an open invitation for me to fall headlong into my vagina’s desperate need to ruin everything?

“Jack, I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“But, I do, babe. Mya is your best friend, and she confided in you. You’re probably the only person she feels safe enough to tell. Imagine how lonely that must be for her? This is you being a good friend. Try to just go tonight and let yourself feel and experience. I’m not saying do anything you don’t want to do. But just be open to yourself and what you do want to do, ok?”

I whined. “I don’t want to go tonight.”

He smiled and stroked my hair out of my face, pushing it behind my ear. His eyes softened as he looked into mine. “I think a part of you does, Aimee. And it’s ok. It’s safe. Whatever happens is ok. Ok?”

I shook my head. I was out of arguments. My whole body wanted to jump at this invitation. Jack wanted me to do it. And fucking Mya... I’m sure she would be thrilled. Fuck her. This is her fault.

There went my morals out the window. Out the window I had been lusting through. I was going to a get together tonight. 

“Just a quick appearance,” I conceded.

Jack grinned, hopped off the bed, and almost skipped towards my closet.
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Chapter Two
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My chest tightened as I raised my hand to knock on Abe’s front door. The night air toyed with the hem of my skirt, blowing up it and tickling my thighs. I already felt exposed - what with the way the dress hugged my curves and the way the scooping neckline revealed way too much cleavage for a neighborhood get together.

I can’t believe Jack wanted me to wear this dress.

Anyone who saw me would think I was up to no good, and I let Jack know about it. He insisted I needed to be open-minded for the sake of being a good friend to Mya. He said I should try to put myself in her shoes. 

Ok, but did the shoes have to be my red “come fuck me” stilettos?

The door opened, and there he was. My walking wet dream, Abe Longwood. Less naked, but somehow even more attractive. Whatever cologne he wore caressed my nasal passages with a seductive scent of cedar and powdery iris floral. I wanted to bury my nose in his neck and inhale it. His wide eyes and grin caused my stomach to flutter. “Hey, Aimee! I didn’t think you were going to make it!”

“Well, Jack can’t, but I was able to...” I made a poking motion with my pointer finger. “...squeeze it in.” 

My face flushed. 

Why did I do that? It already sounded a bit sexual, but with the hand motion?! Ugh.

“Come on in!” He put a hand on my shoulder, ushering me through the doorway. His touch set off a wave of tingles through my spine. It traveled from the spot he touched all the way down my stomach to my groin. “You look amazing, Aimee. That’s some dress.”

“Thanks!” My eyes met his, and then my gaze dropped. A second more and I might have just planted a big kiss on his mouth. This is not going well.

“Can I get you something to drink?” he asked.

“Definitely. Something strong.” Ohhh, bad idea.

He led me by the hand into his kitchen, explaining little details of the house along the way - enhancements he had done himself. The home looked like the reveal on my favorite home improvement shows. So charming and stylish. Of course, he would also have great taste. As if my pussy didn’t already have enough reasons to jump him.

Several men, all handsome, gathered around the bar on the side of his kitchen. No women. Just me. Great.

All their eyes took turns checking me out, looking me up and down. Some of them nodded and grinned. Some looked like they wanted to eat me. I bit my bottom lip. My damn pussy throbbed again. 

He handed me a drink. Sure, let’s throw alcohol on this fire.

So much around me was an arousal induced blur. I learned Abe had gorgeous guy friends who all appeared to look up to him and find him funny. I laughed with them, wondering if Abe was really that funny or if my nervousness and increasing intoxication put me on that edge where everything was hilarious. Everything but the pulsing between my legs. That was frightening. And it was getting worse by the minute.

One by one, his friends left. Each time, I told myself I should go, too, but something in me refused to follow wisdom. After the front door closed behind the last one, Abe turned to look at me. His eyes moved down my body, and I swallowed hard. 

“I’m so glad you came tonight, Aimee. All my friends really like you. You’re a lot of fun.” He stepped closer to me, and with each step, my heart pounded against my sternum. “I hate Jack couldn’t...”

Without thinking, I dove at Abe and planted my mouth on his, cutting his words off. I wrapped my arms around his neck and invaded his mouth with my tongue. 

Oh shit, what am I doing?

I pulled back just an inch and looked into his eyes, terrified at what I might see. Had I just made things weird?

His gaze fell to my lips, and he pulled me back in, returning my kiss with his own. His mouth opened on mine, enclosing my lips before nibbling at my bottom one with his teeth. 

I gasped into his mouth, “oh, fuck”. My cheeks and forehead sweltered with exhilarating heat. 

He groaned as his tongue slid deep into my mouth and his hand pressed at my lower back, pulling me into him. His other hand cupped the back of my head, cradling it while he fucked my mouth with his delicious tongue.

“Oh, god,” I panted. 

Oh, god, what am I doing? I can’t be doing this. 

I pushed him away. My heart raced. My body ached to jump back into his arms. I stared at the ground. “I can’t do this. I don’t know what I was thinking.” As I marched towards his front door, I shook my head. “I’m sorry, Abe. That was wrong of me. I shouldn’t have done that. I’ve got to go.”

“But, Aimee...”

I didn’t wait to hear the rest. I all but ran out of his front door and back to my house. To my home. And my husband. 

What have I done?
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“This is your fault, Jack! You made me do this!” Tears were streaming from my eyes. I collapsed into a chair in our bedroom and buried my face in my hands. 

“Babe, it’s ok. Really. Try to relax.”

My back straightened, and I glared at Jack.

“Relax? Did you hear what I said? I just kissed our neighbor! I kissed Abe! In fact, I practically fucked his mouth with my tongue!” I threw my hands up in the air. “God, I’m such a tramp!”

My face returned to my hands, and my chest heaved as I started to cry.

Jack’s feet shuffled over next to me, and his hand rested on my shoulder. “Babe, listen to me. You did nothing wrong. There’s no damage done. We’re fine. I’m fine.” He squatted down next to me so that his lips grazed my cheek close to my ear. “I love you, Aimee.” He wrapped his arms around me, and I softened into his embrace. 

“Truthfully, Aimee, I think it’s kind of hot.”

What?

“I’ve been over here masturbating while you were over there. I couldn’t stop imagining you losing control and having sex with him. So see, a little kiss? That’s nothing. I was hoping you’d come back with a salacious story of how you gave in to your desire and fucked him.”

I pulled back from his embrace and sat up, looking into his eyes. My body trembled. I searched his face to see if his words were real. If this was really my husband saying this to me.

“Jack, I’m scared.”

“Why, babe?”

“Because... what you’re saying. I...” I took a deep breath. “I wanted to fuck him tonight, Jack.”

His eyes lit up. 

Oh my god, this is so confusing. “But I’m scared what would happen if I did that. You seem excited, but what if I really did it, and then you got mad and wanted to leave me?”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“Jack, how do you know?”

“I just do.” He put his hands on my shoulders, gripping them and staring unflinchingly into my eyes. “I love you, Aimee. I’m not going anywhere. And I’m serious when I tell you I find this whole idea very exciting. My cock has been throbbing all night.”

I glanced down, a grin threatening to emerge on my face. “Really?”

“Yes. Here, feel.”

He stood up, and for the first time, I noticed the bulge in his pants. I put my hand on it, and my chest eased. I swallowed, feeling my throat dry. “You’re really hard.”

“Yeah, I know.”

My hand cupped the outside of his pants, gripping around him and moving along his shaft. “Wow.”

“I have an idea.”

My head fell back. “Oh, god. Another one?”

He laughed, taking my hands and pulling me up to my feet. “Dance with me.”

I smirked. Such a hopeless romantic. I had just confessed to kissing another man, and he wanted to dance with me.

He whispered in my ear. “I’m thinking of a game.”

My head leaned into his, touching it, and I cooed. “Mmm hmm, what sort of game?”

“A sexy game.”

My eyebrows lifted in mock surprise, barely lifting my eyelids that had started to droop. His embrace calmed me to my core. I loved when he was like this.

“I dare you to spend a whole day in this house naked.”

A grin crept across my face. This man. 

“And if someone comes to the door, you have to answer.”

Somehow, his suggestion felt safe. And fun. I would have expected to panic, but I didn’t. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was the warm wash of Jack’s loving acceptance after my kissing confession. But I fell into him. Into his love. Into his playfulness. And into the warm wave pool of this wild idea he was concocting. An idea that, I knew, started because my married friend Mya was fucking other men.

“And you can’t cover your breasts or your vagina when you answer the door. Leave them where the person at the door can see the good stuff.”

I chuckled. “The good stuff, huh? You know you’re playing with fire, right?” I nuzzled my lips into his neck.

He hugged me tighter as we swayed together to imaginary music. “I do. It’ll be fun.”

I sighed. How could I be this lucky? “Ok, babe. Game on. Now, will you take me to bed?”
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Jack is trying to torture me. 

It had to be that. Just a little past 2 p. m., and my whole body ached with ravenous desire for Abe’s naked body against mine. Per the deal, I had spent the whole day in our house, naked. 

And what did that get me? 

Well, if I could stick it out a few more hours, I’d be getting new tile in my guest bathroom. That was the deal that Jack proposed. But in the meantime, it was giving me much-too-free-and-easy access to touch myself in every way I wished Abe would. Being naked did not, however, stop me from lingering in whichever window of the house gave me the best view of my gorgeous shirtless neighbor. 

Oh my god, just look at him.

My fingers traced the tip of my nipples. Again. 

Why am I doing this to myself? Am I a masochist?

Abe reached into his back pocket, which improved my view of his chest and abs. I cupped my breasts and pressed them up into my body. He pulled a phone out of his back pocket and held it up to his ear. I wanted to call him. And I wanted to whisper filthy words over the phone to seduce him to come over. My breath fogged the glass. 

Dammit.

I wiped it away in time to see Abe walking towards my front porch. My hands jumped up to my mouth. Oh, shit.

I ran to the bathroom to take a quick check of myself in the mirror, then darted down the stairs to the front door. Ok, calm down. Don’t look too eager. 

Abe knocked. I took a deep breath. 

Jack put you up to this. He claimed to be excited by the thought of you fucking Abe. 

It had been a long time since I had attempted to seduce a man. I remembered, though, finding it very entertaining and empowering. And if Jack was giving me the hall pass, I decided “what the hell”. 

Abe knocked again.

Let’s see if you’ve still got it.

I opened the door. Wide. And looked brazenly into Abe’s eyes. “Hello, neighbor.”

A broad grin swept across his face. He shook his head and chuckled. “Umm... hello.” He turned and looked around behind him to see who else might be witnessing my naked body in the doorway. “Do you answer the door like this often?”

I cocked an eyebrow and grinned. “Only for exceedingly handsome men.”

His gaze down my body brought the nerve endings in my skin to attention, as though his tongue were licking me from head to toe. “If I had known that,” he said, “I’d have come over here a lot sooner. And more often.”

He stepped back to better take me in. “Damn, Aimee, you looked great in that dress the other night, but I gotta say, I like this outfit even better.”

“Wanna come in?”

He pressed his tongue into his cheek and nodded. “Yeah, that’d be great.”

“Close the door behind you.” I turned and walked in, intending to give him a good look at my best asset. Mya had the nicest boobs of all my girlfriends. Mine were nice, too, but my superpower was my ass. Thankfully, Jack was an ass man. I glanced over my shoulder to see if Abe had taken the bait.

Yep.

“You know, Aimee, I gotta tell you, you’re a bit confusing.”

I kept walking... slowly... into the kitchen, giving him lots of time to stare and drool. 

“I mean, after the way you left the other night, I figured...”

I interrupted him. “Oh, Abe, I am sorry about that.” I turned and walked back towards him, my bottom lip pushing out in a pout. My fingers landed on his bare chest and began stepping one fingertip at a time up to his shoulder. “That was rude of me to leave so suddenly. Maybe you’d let me...” I moved in so that my nipples brushed against his skin. “...make it up to you.”

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, and he looked down at my nipples grazing his chest. “What did you have in mind?” 

My lips moved close to his, and our hot breath mingled and brushed each of our faces. “I thought maybe we could pick up where we left off.”

I slid my hands up around his neck, pressing my breasts into him. He wrapped his muscular arms around my frame, taking hold of my luscious ass cheeks in his hands. My mouth opened as I planted it on his, and he opened his lips to meet me. A sharp explosion of heat erupted in my chest, and my neck muscles tightened as I slipped my tongue into his mouth. My fingers slipped through the hair on the back of his head and clung to it.

Oh my god, I feel so naughty.

Here I was, standing in my kitchen. Naked. A married woman in the home that I shared with my husband. And I was making out with my hot neighbor, pressing my tits into his beautiful bare chest. Little nagging thoughts like “What are you thinking?” and “This is wrong!” were trying to gain an audience in my mind, but my arousal and my hunger had taken over. My sensitive conscience was drowning in the raging sea of wetness that had been leaking from my vagina all day, and now the tide had reached flood levels.

I released his hair and slid my hands back down on his chest, gripping at his muscles. I wanted to feel them. I had spent so much time staring at them and ogling them. My lips mashed against his as our tongues lapped at each other. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I hissed. I fought with his belt and unbuttoned his pants while we continued to devour each other’s mouths. He helped me, pushing them to the floor, freeing his hard cock. It sprung out and slapped against my stomach, causing it to flutter. I took his hardness in my hand and looked down to satisfy the curiosity in my soul that had wondered what it looked like. The heat of his thick shaft warmed my fingers, and I ran them along it, savoring its length, anticipating what it would feel like inside of me.

“Dear God, Abe, you have a gorgeous cock.”

He reached down and grabbed just under my ass cheeks, lifting me against his stomach, and carried me to the kitchen counter. 

“Yes, fuck me in my kitchen.” I spread my legs and put my hands on the counter behind me. He guided his hard cock into my wet folds, sending lightning from my pussy up into my chest. “Oh, fuck!”

I gasped as he entered me. 

At first, his thrusts were slow. “I want to feel every inch of your pussy,” he said. 

My eyes rolled back in my head as the head of his cock stretched and massaged my walls from my opening all the way to my deepest depth. “Yessss,” I panted.

His momentum increased, and I opened my eyes, glaring into his. “You want to fuck your married neighbor?” 

He grabbed the back of my neck with one hand, still gripping my hip with the other, and glared back. Our eyes locked in a burning inferno of raw lust. He began slamming into me, and the sound of his hips pounding against my pubic mound echoed against the kitchen walls. “Oh, fuck!!”

My pussy clenched and surrendered repeatedly around the pulverizing assault of his throbbing head and thick rod as they plumbed me. All my muscles tightened and tingled with electric euphoria. “Oh, god, yes, Abe. Fuckkk meeee!”

A day of relentlessly teasing myself had prepped me for a fast climax. I came, and my pussy gripped his cock. My body shook with almost painful amounts of pleasure, and I whimpered, “Beat that married pussy up, Abe!”

He kept fucking me, and I clung to him, trying to steady my quivering body. I could feel him throbbing inside of me, stretching me even further. He was getting close. 

Then I had an idea. “Wait!” I placed my hand on his chest, and he stopped. Both of us panted and the tingle of my sweaty skin in the air conditioning after an epic orgasm made me dizzy with delight. 

“Help me off this counter,” I asked. He lifted me up and set my feet on the floor. “Come with me. I want to show you something.”

I stumbled, fighting to keep my balance. My legs wobbled like jello after the thorough clobbering he had delivered to my groin. Ugh, hurts so good.

I took him upstairs to the window in my bathroom that I had watched him from while I masturbated. “Stand right here and look out.” His chest was still heaving from the exertion. I dropped to my knees in front of him and took his cock in my hand. “What do you see?”

“My yard,” he panted.

“Mmmm hmmm.” My cum and juices had coated his shaft, and I used them like lube as I began stroking him, encircling him with my thumb and fingers. 

“I have a confession, Abe.”

Abe closed his eyes and tilted his head back, dropping into the sensation of my hand job skills. My thumb came up to park in the cleft of his swollen head as my fingers hugged his girth, holding him tight. Then I slid the whole sleeve of my grip down his meaty manhood until it rested against his balls. 

“I’ve stood in this window and masturbated while I watched you in your yard.”

He moaned as I repeated my stroke up and down his pulsing phallus. 

“Your married neighbor, playing with her pussy, watching you out in your yard while you worked.” My stroke quickened, and his ab muscles clenched. “Now, that married neighbor is on her knees with her hand around your cock.”

He groaned, “fuck!”

“Give me that cum, Abe. I want it in my mouth.”

He slammed his hand against the window frame, steadying himself. “I’m about to cum!”

I pressed my grip down to the base of his shaft and engulfed his head in my mouth, continuing my attack on his rock-hard cock with my lips and tongue. My other hand gripped his hard ass and pulled at him, hungry for his release. He grunted and gasped as his cock pulsed. Hot threads of cum shot against the back of my throat and ran down it. I moaned, humming around his cock, as I took him, every drop, and swallowed.

“Oh, god, Aimee.” He hung his head between his arms, braced against the window. His legs shook. 

I looked up at him, licking my lips. “Delicious.”

He opened one eye, sweat running into it from his forehead. He chuckled. “Glad you approve.”

“Oh, I do. I think I’ll have a lot more to think about the next time I masturbate in this window. Or the others.”

Abe continued to regain his breath. “Others?”

“Oh, yes...” I licked the underside of his softening head as I looked up at him. “I’ve lusted after you from almost every window on this side of the house.” 

“Well...” He swallowed hard, reaching for another breath. “If you’re looking out the window, you might as well give me a shout and let me come take care of that for you.”

I took his semi hard cock in my mouth and ran my lips down its shaft, licking it clean as I brought myself back up to the tip. And then I kissed it. “I’d like that very much, neighbor.”

“If Jack is ok with it, of course.”

“Of course.” 

I hope he’s ok with it.
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Chapter Five
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I met Jack at the door in the same outfit I’d been wearing all day. “Hey, honey. How was your day?”

He was grinning from ear to ear and chuckled. “It’s been a very hard day.”

I smirked as I leaned up against the door frame, letting the night air blow in across my breasts. “Oh, really?”  

“Yes, I found it very difficult to concentrate.”

“Mmmm...” I cupped my breasts in my hands and fondled them as I looked at him seductively. “Why is that, love?” 

He stepped up to me and planted a hungry kiss on my mouth, then broke from it and looked into my eyes. “Because I’ve been in the bathroom at work watching footage from our security cameras.”

Oh, shit. I forgot about those.

My face flushed. He dropped his briefcase and took me into his arms, diving into my neck with his mouth. 

“So, you saw some things?” I asked, my heart beating harder.

He growled into my skin, “I saw everything!”

My pussy tingled as I swallowed. “Honey, I...”

He stopped my words by pushing my hand away from my breast and took my nipple in between his thumb and forefinger, pinching it. The sting shot through my chest. “Ahhhh,” I moaned. 

“You’ve been a very naughty wife today.” His teeth sunk into the skin on my shoulder, and his other hand grabbed my ass, squeezing it. 

The neighbors might hear. Fuck it. Let them find out just what a whore I’ve been. 

My heart fluttered as I sneered, “I have, haven’t I?”

He lifted my leg up, propping it over his shoulder so that I was wide open to him. Then he cupped his hand and spanked my pussy with it. “Naughty, slutty wife!”

My mouth fell open at the sting on my vaginal lips and the fire in my husband’s words and touch. My face and neck flushed, and I tipped my head back, laughing.

“You want to punish me, don’t you?”

“Yesss,” he growled. He let my leg down and pushed me inside the house, closing the door behind him. “Take me to the window.”

A flare lit up my eyes. “Ahh, you want to punish me where I committed the deed?”

He took hold of my hair on the back of my head and licked my neck before hissing in my ear. “Yesss, take me to where you sucked off our neighbor while your husband was at work!”

I laughed defiantly as he led me towards the window, using my hair as reins. 

Normally, this delirious, aggressive version of my husband might have alarmed me. Never in our seven years of marriage had he acted like this. But I found myself thrilled by it. After all, I felt guilty enough and knew I deserved to be punished for my slutty behavior. 

When we reached the window, he ordered me, “Put your hands up on the window frame and look out at Abe’s yard like you have done so many times. Confess to me like you confessed to him!” He pulled my hips out so I was bent over, vulnerable to whatever he might want to do to my ass. “Spread your legs!”

I complied, and my pussy throbbed in anticipation. 

“You sucked his cock right here, didn’t you?”

“I did.”

He slapped my ass with the flat of his hand, causing my cheek to sting and my mouth to open wider. 

“And you loved sucking his cock, didn’t you?”

“Oh, honey, I loved feeling his throbbing dick in my mouth.”

He spanked me again, this time grabbing hold of my ass cheek and squeezing it after contact. I gasped and looked back at him with a wicked grin. “Your wife was a whore today.”

His hand was still on my ass, gripping it. “And did my whore wife take his cum in her mouth?”

Still looking back at him, I hissed, “I did, Jack. And I swallowed it.”

He lifted his hand again, then came back with another forceful swat at my reddening cheek. 

“Mmm, yes, punish me. Punish me for being such a dirty bitch of a wife.”

I heard Jack’s belt unbuckle and his pants slide down his legs. He grabbed hold of my hips on both sides and positioned his hard cock at my entrance. His pre-cum mixed with my wetness as he spread it around using the head of his cock on my lips. 

“You want to fuck that unfaithful pussy, Jack?”

He slammed into me, and I arched my back, pushing back into him. “You loved being a faithless whore today, didn’t you?” he growled. 

“I did, Jack. I loved it.” 

His hips smacked into my ass over and over, shoving my whole body forward each time, and I shoved right back. 

“Fuck that cheating pussy, Jack!”

My pussy smarted from the pounding he was giving me. And from the pounding I had received earlier from Abe. I felt so slutty. So deliciously devilish. My pussy had taken a strange cock earlier, and now my husband’s. His cock grew harder and throbbed inside of me, and my belly and thighs tightened with growing intensity.

“Mmm, yesss, Jack. You want to blow inside me and claim that wayward pussy back?”

His hand smacked my ass again, and I clenched around his cock. He grunted and then let out a loud moan as his hot seed blew out into me. 

“Fuckkk!!!”

The thrill of his aggression and discipline pushed me over the edge with him, and my vagina erupted in a tidal wave of orgasmic bliss. My head fell, and I whined with enjoyment as his hips continued to smack against my ass. He fucked me until every last drop of him was spent and his energy lapsed. His body leaned into mine, and I leaned into the window frame.

“Oh, god, I think I just died,” I wheezed.

He laughed. “I think I did, too.”

He straightened me up and pulled me back into his warm body, one of his hands laying over my heart. “I love you, babe,” he said.

“Really? After what I did today?”

“Yes, so much.”

“You know I’m yours forever. If you still want me.”

“I know, babe. And I do.”

––––––––
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My husband’s naked body lay in our marriage bed next to mine. His breathing grew deeper, and I knew he was slipping away into slumber. I would soon join him, but there was one thing I had to do. I reached for my phone on the bedside table and typed out a text. 

Mya, oh my god, you bitch. After our conversation at lunch, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. And you’re never going to believe what I did.  

––––––––
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Thanks for reading Aimee’s Hotwife Experiment! Wanna meet her inspiring friend, Mya, and witness all the dirty deeds she told Aimee about at lunch? You can read all about Mya’s hotwife adventures in my series, A Hotwife Rides Dirty, starting with Mya’s First Ride. And if you want a sneak peek, scroll on to the excerpt from chapter one of the book.
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Excerpt From Chapter One of Mya’s First Ride
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Of all the seeds my husband had planted in me, this ran away with the award for “Most Likely To Fuck Up Everything.” And in ten years, he had planted a lot of seeds. I opened myself up to him every time, too, and let him plant them. His wild ideas. It kept our marriage exciting. 

But this seed, I suspected, could grow into an enormous tree inhabited by hundreds of horny teenagers. Or just one extremely horny teenager. The one living inside me. The one I had done so well to keep locked in their room. 

“Honey, you can’t be serious.”

His hands slid across our kitchen table and rested on top of mine. 

“Yes, babe. I’m totally serious.”

“But why?”

“Do you remember that experience you had before we were together?”

“Oh my god, you love that story so much. I wish I had never told you.”

“It’s an epic story. You were such a brazen hussy in that story.”

I rolled my eyes.

“It was just casual, meaningless sex. It wasn’t love.” I shrugged my shoulders, trying not to stir up the imagery of that memory too much. “It wasn’t really what I wanted.” As I scratched my nose, I swallowed hard. A little white lie. “I have love now. I have you. I’m happy.” That was one thousand percent the truth.

“Babe, it was the most incredible sexual experience of your life. You said you had like ten orgasms. You’ve never done that with me.”

“Orgasms aren’t everything, Grant. We have a great sex life. I’m very satisfied.”

Visions of Grant’s favorite story from my life pounded on the door of my conscious mind, trying to invade and force me to look at them. The stranger I hooked up with. In a crowded bar. And then the back seat of his car. Then the hood of his car. And a hotel room. Memories of the sound of my own moaning and screaming in pleasure. Intricate, ungodly tattoos on his hard body. My fingernails digging into his back. His cock driving into...

A warm tingling built between my legs. 

Oh god, this is the last thing I need.

I sighed. 

“Mya, I know you. You’ve been a very good, very well-behaved wife our entire marriage. Loyal, faithful. You’ve done it by sheer willpower, and I appreciate it. I know how much you love me, and I love you. I just think this is our life, you know? It’s our relationship. And it doesn’t matter what your parents think or my parents think or anybody thinks. It’s us, and our marriage is secure. Our love is secure. And I just don’t see the point of keeping you in a cage forever when I know what’s inside you.”

“I think I’m happy having just you inside of me.” I winked and forced a pained smile. His words were rattling the cage of a sleeping dragon. 

“We could make a rule if it would make you feel better. You only ever sleep with any of them once. That way, you don’t get attached. But you have the freedom to have fun, have experiences, let that wild sex goddess inside you loose.”

“Any of them? How about we stick with the rule that I only ever sleep with my husband? You’re talking like I’m going to have sex with a bunch of people. Who would I even do this with?”

His eyes lit up. 

I sat up straight and waved my finger at him. “And I’m not saying I am considering doing this!” 

He smirked and pulled out his phone, scrolled through some pictures, stopped at one, and slid it across the table at me.

Oh my god. No. Hell fucking no.

“Honey, not him.”

“Why not? I mean, look at this guy!” He gestured to the phone with his open palm like he was selling me an insurance policy and wanted me to notice all the great benefits.

“Oh, I see him. Honey, that guy is bad news.”

“What? Cause of the tattoos? Don’t judge a book by his cover, Mya. Maybe he’s a saint.”

“No, he’s not. He’s the Biker God.”

Grant raised an eyebrow and grinned.

“The Biker God, you say. Do tell me more.” 

––––––––
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Want more? Dive into Mya’s hotwife adventures in Mya’s First Ride.
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A Note from The Author
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When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about how sexual I was. I spent a long time trying to be less sexual. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression. 

No more.

I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share my salacious inner world with others.

I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the erotic places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.

You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.

https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/
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