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Prologue


Elise Purelily ran towards me with her puppy dog eyes and a deep frown that creased the perfect skin of her forehead. "Wendy, I'm so sorry!"  
Damn. This must be bad. My neck muscles tightened. "Sorry about what?" 
She stopped in the middle of the school commons and raised a hand to her mouth. 
"Elise, what the hell? You're making me nervous. Spit it out."
Her face turned pale. "You don't know."
I sighed. "Know what?" 
An abrasive, boyish voice cut in from behind me. "There's the slut!" 
Elise glared past me. "Shut up, Brent. Don't you think you've done enough?"
I turned to face Brent Knowlton and a small crowd of my peers behind him. Peers, not friends. Most of them meant nothing to me. Well, all except one. 
Carter Latham. My first-grade crush grew into a gorgeous hunk of a teenager and became my obsession. I didn't care for his friendship with Brent, but every time I saw those dreamy green eyes and that thick, tousled hair, I overlooked it. Not that he cared. To Carter, I was just another girl. Most girls in my class had a crush on him. The two girls behind him just showed it more. 
Brent puffed his chest like a peacock. Proud of himself for something. 
I looked back at Elise. "Umm, what has he done?" 
The two girls behind Carter giggled as Brent stepped between me and Elise and pushed his phone into my face. 
Oh, shit. My head swam, and my stomach sunk as though a brick landed in the bottom. Brent's phone displayed a picture of me, sitting on the floor of the girl's locker room showers, naked and... 
My voice cracked as I struggled to get words through my thickening throat. "How did you get this?"
"Doesn't matter, whore. Look at you!" 
Somehow, someone caught me masturbating with a cucumber, took a picture, and gave it to Brent. I knew I had taken a risk to do it in a public place, but that had been part of the thrill. Plus, it had been late. Everyone had left campus. Or so I thought. 
"Now, the entire school has the picture!" Brent hissed. 
My legs turned to jelly, and I fell to my knees. Several kids laughed, both girls and guys. Then Brent started a chant and got them all to join. "Wendy's a whore! Wendy's a whore!" 
Elise pleaded with them to stop, but they ignored her. It took all I had to glance up at their faces. Somehow, I needed to know. Needed to see. Every one of them chanted, leering at me with a mix of disgust and sadistic amusement. Everyone except Carter. He folded his arms over his chest and gave me a sad look, as if I'd disappointed him somehow. Then he turned, made his way through the back of the crowd, and left while the rest continued to stone me with their words. 
I buried my face in my hands, and my tears burned against my skin. 
Brent growled close to my head. "What were you thinking about, Wendy? Do you really think anyone would want to put their dick in your slutty pussy? Get real!" 
My chest heaved as sobs erupted up into my throat. Carter. I'd been thinking about Carter. 
Brent's next words branded me. "No one would want you, Captain Cucumber!"
And that's how I got the worst nickname ever given to a high school girl. 
A nickname that haunted me all the way to graduation.




Chapter One


"Dr. Baghadix, your first patient is in room seventeen. He's new. Suffering from acute testicular pain." 
I smiled at my nurse. We'd worked together for two years and treated hundreds of patients together, but she still insisted on some formalities. "Well, there's nothing cute about them. And please, Sarah, just call me Wendy." Sarah giggled at my joke, either out of politeness or genuine amusement. I was never sure. Maybe I need a new joke.
I put my glasses back on, knocked on the door of room seventeen, and leaned into it, using all the weight my four-foot- three frame could muster to get it open. A man clearly designed this clinic. 
"Hello, Mr. Longermeet, I'm Doctor Wendy..." 
Words failed me when I laid eyes on him. Tall with broad, muscular shoulders. Tanned, leathery skin on his arms. Thick, wavy dark hair. Piercing blue eyes. 
"...Baghadix." 
My hand waved around in the air, reaching to give my normal, firm handshake, but struggling for the coordination to find his hand. 
He smirked as he grabbed it with both hands. "Gotcha," he said. This time, my patient had the firm handshake. 
A tingle ran up my arm from his touch, and my lips parted as I gazed into his twinkling eyes. What is wrong with me? I jerked my hand back, desperate to find my composure, and hurried over to the computer. 
"So, what brings you in today, Mr. Longermeet?" 
I remembered the chief complaint Sarah gave me, but I suddenly wished my patient might have a different answer. One that meant I wouldn't need to see or touch his genitals.
"My first name is Derek."
I hit the keys on the keyboard a bit too hard and stared at the screen as though I hadn't already reviewed all his information. I'd seen countless penises in my career and checked as many scrotums for causes of pain, but I'd never dreaded it before. If you've seen one, you've seen them all. What could be different about this one? Get it together, Wendy.
"I'm having pain in my left testicle," Derek said.
I swallowed hard, forcing the words out. "Ok, well, let's have a look."
Derek Longermeet stood, and his body towered over mine. Then he dropped his pants, and a large, semi-erect penis flopped out. 
My chest fluttered, and my hand trembled as I reached out with both hands to feel the underside of his testicles. Focus, Wendy. Check for differences.
Derek had shaved his genital area, and the skin of his testicles felt incredibly soft. While I examined him, the penis grew to a full erection and bounced from his virile pulse. The head reddened and inflated, indicating excellent vascular health, and the urethral orifice glistened with the secretion of pre-ejaculate. 
My heart pounded against my chest, and I looked to the side, trying to avoid making observations about the unusual attractiveness or size of his genitalia. 
"I'm sorry," he said.
I choked on my attempt at a response, cleared my throat, and tried again. "Happens all the time. Part of the job."
"I'm sure it does," he said. 
My ears burned from the sudden increase in perfusion of blood to my lobes. Dammit, Wendy. I attempted to make light of the situation while retaining my professionalism. "At least we know you have healthy erectile function, right?"
"Right now, I do."
I bit my bottom lip. Don't ask. Don't you dare fucking... "It doesn't normally do this?" Purely for medical assessment. That's why I asked. Just doing my job. 
"Well... I don't want to be inappropriate."
I should really stop examining his scrotum. "You're not. The more data I have, the better I can accurately diagnose and treat you." 
"It's just... You're really hot, Dr. Baghadix."
The burning in my ears intensified, and I dropped my hands from his scrotum. Sliding my stool back to the computer, I resumed taking out my perplexing lack of poise on the keys. He took way too long to put his pants back on, so I kept my eyes glued to the screen and fought to ignore the tingle between my legs. Oh god, Wendy. What the hell?
I took a deep breath and typed. "Ok, well, we'll need to get a urine sample from you. I'd like to take some blood as well. We'll call you with results and a plan of action. Nice to meet you, Mr. Longermeet." 
And without eye contact or a handshake, I darted out of the room, desperate to escape my first patient of the day. 
And the rumbling he'd stirred inside me.
[image: image-placeholder]Sarah met me in the hall. "Are you ok?" she asked. 
"Yep. Tell me about the next patient."
She cocked an eyebrow, searching my face as she gave me her report. 
"Mr. Grant Truelove, returning for his annual visit. Room sixteen. Another complaint of..."
"Testicle pain?" I rolled my eyes. "Seems to be the theme this morning."
Another heavy door, another handshake, and another pair of testicles in my hands. My professional immunity to anything but scientific interest in male genitalia returned. Thank God. "We can assume it's not an STD. Be glad you and Mya are monogamous," I said.
He shrugged, "Well, I am."
"What do you mean?"
"My wife and I have an unusual relationship."
I narrowed my eyes at him. "Care to elaborate?"
"She... umm... has sex with other men."
My eyes widened, and I pressed my hand against my throat. "Are you serious?"
Mr. Truelove chuckled. "Yep."
"I'm sorry," I said. "I've just never heard of that. I assume you're ok with it? Please, tell me she's using protection."
He cast a glance to the side and winced.
"Oh, Mr. Truelove, you can't be serious. She's having unprotected sex with other men?"
He nodded, smiling. "And you assume correctly. I'm quite ok with it."
I shook my head. Can this day get any weirder? "Well, sounds like I do need to test you for STD's after all."
"Ok, doc, but I really think it's just soreness from all the crazy sex we've been having. I just wanted to make sure it wasn't something else."
I stared off into space, trying to collect myself. "Right." Then I popped up off my stool and made another hasty exit to the hallway.
And it's not even lunchtime yet.
[image: image-placeholder]Elise Morehead sat across the table from me at our favorite lunch spot. Still getting used to that name.
"So, how's married life?" I asked.
She beamed. "It's amazing!" 
Wow. Don't get me wrong. Mark and I had a great marriage when we saw each other. Work kept me so busy, though. I always came home exhausted. Couldn't remember the last time we'd had sex. Maybe that's what I need? "Yeah, me, too. Amazing."
"So, are you going to the reunion with me?" 
I cut my widened eyes to the floor. "Umm..."
"C'mon, girl. I need a sidekick." Her eyes pleaded with me.
"I don't think I can make it."
"Wendy, it's our fifteen-year reunion, and you've missed all the others."
I forced a smile and held up my hands. "So, what's one more?"
She pressed her lips together and held my gaze until I dropped my eyes to my plate. We sat in a silence that grew increasingly awkward with each passing second. Her voice lowered and softened. "How long are you going to let that ghost haunt you?"
I sighed, and my shoulders fell. "At least another year."
"I heard he's all into you now."
My head craned back over my shoulders, and my eyebrows furrowed. "What? Brent?"
"Yeah, Carter told me." 
My shoulders tensed, and I reached for my water, hoping a sip would wash away the scorching sting of memories I'd buried long ago.
"Face it, Wendy, you really blossomed after high school. Carter thinks you're hot, too."
I spat my water out, putting my hand to my mouth. 
Elise giggled. "He told me the other day. We still talk, you know?" 
I peered over my hand that still covered most of my face, studying her for some sign of a joke. Surely, she wouldn't joke about this.
"Are you ok?" she asked. "You seem really tense today."
I shook my head. "I don't know. I feel like I'm in the Twilight Zone today."
"What do you mean?"
The pent-up frustration inside me exploded, and I raised my voice, "I mean, I think I'm losing my goddamn mind!" 
Wow, Wendy. What was that? I fell back into my seat and pulled my knees together. Elise remained calm, her eyes soft. Only Elise. When we went to separate colleges, I lost my rock. Moving back home and getting her back meant the world to me. "I'm sorry."
"Girl, you know it's ok."
"It's just... I'm married. And I'm a doctor, for Pete's sake. But my first patient this morning set me on this roller coaster of confusing feelings. I had to examine his... well, you know." 
A warm grin spread across her face. In her older, married state, Elise had gotten more relaxed about many topics. It had horrified me in high school when my ultra-conservative friend saw that picture of me. She never said anything judgmental, but I knew she'd spent countless hours praying for my soul. She prayed for all kinds of people for far less scandalous reasons. Her prayers worked, too. I buried that part of myself so deep, even I couldn't find it. Maybe it worked too well. 
I lowered my voice and leaned forward. "And then another patient told me he lets his wife have unprotected sex with other men."
Elise's cheeks turned a bright shade of crimson, and she fumbled with her fork. 
"Ok, did I take it too far with that bit?" I asked.
"No, no, you didn't take it too far. I... umm..." She took a deep breath. "There's something I haven't told you about me and Noah."
And what she told me confirmed my suspicions. 
I was definitely in the Twilight Zone.




Chapter Two


"Hey, babe." Mark kissed me on the back of the neck.  
I sighed. "Hey, honey."
"Rough day?" 
"Doesn't even begin to describe it."
He poured me a glass of my favorite wine. The space behind my eyes prickled, and my throat thickened. I'd found the perfect husband, and he deserved a perfect wife. Not a workaholic. And not a frigid nun. I couldn't explain my lack of sex drive. Or didn't want to. All the women in my clinic swooned over Mark. His charm and good looks made him desirable by any standards, and objectively speaking, his penis had the size and optimal shape for stimulation to a woman's vulva. But I was stuck and didn't know how to fix it. We'd been to therapy about it, but my schedule made it difficult to make sessions. In the end, Mark gave up. 
"Wanna talk about it?"
I sighed. "I don't know where to start."
He sat down next to me and massaged my shoulder. "I've got all night."
What did I do to deserve this man?
"Let's see. A patient told me he lets his wife have unprotected sex with other men. Then my lifelong best friend told me she and her husband are doing the same thing." I flopped my hands down on the table and cast my eyes up at the ceiling. "Has the world gone mad?"
I took a sip of my wine and half hid my face behind the glass while my conscience ate at me. After all, I'd omitted the detail I most hoped to forget. My deplorable reaction to my first patient's penis.
Mark paused his shoulder rub. "Hmm," he said. His hand gave a weak squeeze to my shoulder twice, like attempts to restart the massage engine failed. He's thinking.
I turned to look at him. His lips pressed together, and his eyes studied the far wall as if it held some answer to a question he wasn't asking.
"What?" I asked.
"Umm..." Then his lip curled at the corner in a smirk.
"Mark, c'mon. I'm too tired to beg. What is it?"
"I just wonder, you know, what would happen if you did that." 
"Did what?"
"Slept with other men."
I straightened up, and my eyes narrowed. "Are you serious?"
"Well, yeah. I mean, it might be really hot."
"Mark, I barely have sex with you. When would I have time to..." The image of Derek's cock slipped into my defenseless mind, and my groin pulsed with warmth. "I'm married. To you. The very idea of doing something like that is insane."
"Maybe. But you're a scientist, Wendy. What if you did it as an experiment? To see what others are experiencing?"
My husband's words fanned the flames inside me. And poured gasoline on them. My palms tingled as I thought of taking Derek's cock in them, and my mouth watered at the thought of having it in my mouth. "No! Fuck, no. This is crazy talk." I stood up from the table and tossed back the rest of my wine. Then I noticed it. 
My husband's pants tented in the front. 
"Are you.... aroused?" 
"I'm sorry, Wendy. I think it would be hot. I know we don't have a lot of sex, but what if you tried it and it jump-started your sex drive? You're a very sexy woman."
"You're just saying that to get me to consider it."
"No, I'm saying that because it's true. I say it all the time, but you don't believe me."
"Because you're my husband. That's what you're supposed to say."
"Exactly. Which is why you should try letting someone else tell you. Maybe then you'd finally believe it." 
My mouth hung open. Words failed me. The sound of Brent's voice echoed in my head. Do you really think anyone would want to put their dick in your slutty pussy? I clenched my fist. My mind swirled with a hurricane of confusing thoughts. 
And there was something else.
My pussy throbbed, and moisture leaked out of it. I looked at Mark. His objectively handsome features made me swoon. For the first time in a long while, I wanted him. "Fuck me," I whispered.
A fire flickered in his eyes, and he dove at me, planting a hungry mouth on my neck. As he took me and devoured my body, he interjected little confessions. His fantasies. All about me. And all about seeing me with other men. He'd thought about it for years. 
If I was caught in the Twilight Zone, suddenly, I didn't want to leave. I wanted to stay. Mark's confessions awakened something inside me. The young woman I'd shut up in a closet. The one who would toy herself with a cucumber in a girl's locker room. 
After my first orgasm, I confessed to him about Derek, and in response, my husband growled with a feral hunger. His sexual energy surged to a whole different level, and he plowed into my pussy with the vigor of a horny twenty-year-old track star. We fucked for an hour, and I had three more orgasms. The most I'd ever had.
And I wanted more. 




Chapter Three


"If I don't get dick STAT, I'm going to jump a patient. HALP." I hit send and tucked my phone back in the pocket of my white coat that hung on the bathroom door. My head spun from the warp I'd experienced since my lunch with Elise. She, of course, squealed through the phone when I told her about my conversation with Mark. "Your life is about to change," she beamed. 
It already had. My pussy quivered, still in the aftershocks of my third masturbatory orgasm of the day. God, I'm insatiable. When I emerged from the clinic restroom, Sarah gave me a funny grin. She knows. 
"You seem better today."
"Much better, thank you." 
My phone beeped, and I pulled it out. Elise had responded, "Clear your afternoon. I got you, girl. Be there in 30."
I pursed my lips and lifted the phone to cover them. I can't believe I'm going to do this.
[image: image-placeholder]Elise rolled up into the parking lot of Mackenzie Medical Center in her metallic island-blue Mini Clubman. She winked and smiled from ear to ear as she pointed over her shoulder to the back seat, and her voice lilted. "Hop in!" Her dark tinted windows veiled whatever might be back there. The mystery made butterflies dance in my stomach. 
I slipped into the backseat and came face to face with a gorgeous young man. His thick, dark hair swirled in a preppy crown above his steely, clean facial features and dark eyes that gleamed with his wicked grin. "Hi," he said.
"This is my co-worker, Joel," Elise chimed in. "He popped my hotwife cherry in an elevator." She giggled and blew him a kiss in the rear-view mirror. "I told him about you, and well..."
"I see," I said. My lips curled in a pursed smirk as I let my eyes trail down his body. Toned muscles in a fitted gym shirt. "Planning on getting a workout?" I teased. My words sent an electric bolt up from my chest into my skull. I'd been professional for so long. Buried the wild sexual woman of my youth under the capstone of my career. Throwing that caution to the wind and allowing myself to flirt felt exhilarating. 
He chuckled and licked his lips as he looked down my body. "Elise tells me you're a doctor who handles lots of cocks. So yeah, I came prepared." 
"Before that, people called me 'Captain Cucumber'." I pushed my tongue into my cheek. 
He cocked an eyebrow and his grin widened. "Oh?" 
"Yeah, I got caught stuffing my pussy with a cucumber in the showers of the girl's locker room."
His eyes narrowed. "That's fucking hot."
"I know, right? The kids in school called me a whore. The thing is..." I moved closer to him, slipped my hand onto his thigh, and whispered in his ear. "...they were right. I am a whore."
The shackles of years of shame crumbled and fell away from my mind and heart with each wanton word I let fall from my lips. Why did I do that to myself? This feels amazing.
I thought about Mark, and my heart swelled with gratitude. I'd still be trapped in a prison of my own making if he hadn't patiently waited and then pushed me when the time was right. Challenged my thinking and got me to step out of my comfort zone. For the first time in forever, I felt alive.
"Ok if I take the lead, handsome?" 
Our eyes locked in a smoldering gaze, and he nodded. "Be my guest, doctor."
I reached across his lap and grabbed the waistband of his shorts. He lifted his hips, and I pulled the shorts down his muscular legs and over his knees. His thick, hard cock stood at attention with a healthy, purplish bell swelling at the top. "This looks good, Joel." I laughed at myself, turning my doctor role into a sexy game. "I like your tinted windows, Elise." 
"I thought you would, girl."
I lowered my head over his cock and encircled the base of his shaft with my thumb and forefinger. 
Joel brushed my long, blonde hair back away from my face. 
"Wanna watch the show, hmm?" I giggled again. Then I opened my mouth and let my lips rest on the warm skin of his tight head. Oh god, this feels so naughty. My pussy tingled, and its pores shivered from the fresh emission of my juices. 
I slipped my tongue out and swirled it around him in a slow, sensual motion, savoring my own sinfulness and letting my saliva run out of my mouth onto him. 
He moaned, "Mmmm."
I tilted my head to the side to look up at him, and I imagined his mind recording the image of my mouth - my married mouth - worshipping his cock. The image of my face - Doctor Wendy Baghadix - with his dick in between my lips. Such a whore. And I thought about having that picture and texting it to Brent Knowlton with a "Fuck you, Brent. I am a whore." message. The thoughts turned to lightning in my veins and spread through my body, making my fingers and toes buzz. 
Taking my mouth off for a second, I pressed his legs open, and he shifted his hips to face me. Then I got down in the floorboard on my knees like a good whore. Kneeling over him, I faced back down and pressed my lips over the head. They moved past it and down his shaft, pushing my saliva along the tight drum of his hot skin. The thick vein underneath pulsed against my tongue, and a slightly salty bead of his pre-cum leaked from the tip into my mouth. I hummed around him to let him know I liked his cock. Liked being a naughty wife with another man's pre-ejaculate seeping into my cells. Liked discovering his contour and flavor. Liked being the Wendy who stuffed a cucumber in her cunt. Fuck you, Brent.
"Fuckkk," Joel groaned. 
His pleasure sounds made my chest swell, and I decided I needed to find a good cock-sucking rhythm. Not that I really knew what that was from practice, but I trusted it would somehow be innate in me. I was a whore, after all, finally coming into my own. 
I used the circle of my finger and thumb to grip him and press down, pulling his skin tighter. The head swelled inside my mouth and tapped the back of my throat. I made a mental note of where I was on his shaft, my nose just an inch from his pubic bone. 
Time to blow his mind, Captain Cucumber. Each time I thought it, the sting of my nickname transformed into the heady rush of a woman on fire. The flames of that fire rose higher and higher, blazing up and down my spine and making my pussy ooze with more wetness than I thought possible for my body. God, I want to fuck.
I brought my lips back up his shaft, stopping just beneath the ridge of his head. I paused there, teasing the sensitive spot at the cleft with my tongue. Joel's hips tensed, and he groaned. The sound sent a swell of euphoria spreading through my skull. 
Then, I plunged back down on him, gliding over the thick coat of spit I'd slathered onto him and stopping just above the spot I'd noted. "Fuck!" he howled. 
Elise chimed in from the driver's seat. "You go, girl! And don't worry about making a mess on these seats. They're leather for a reason." Once the conservative, Bible-thumping Elise Purelily. Now Elise Morehead, a slutty hotwife who got leather seats so she could make men cum on them. I love this Twilight Zone.
I sped up, bobbing up and down on Joel, caressing him like his cock was a magic bottle with a genie inside. I just had to rub it the right way. My mouth made sloppy, slurping sounds as it pumped him, begging the genie to come out. His cock thickened and grew to an adamantine hardness. My mouth watered and drooled all over him, and my chest ached with a growing lust to feel his cum on my married tongue. 
"Shit, you're going to make me cum in your mouth, Wendy!" Joel warned.
I nodded my head like a bouncing bobblehead around his throbbing meat, moaning my encouragement into his skin. Yes, give me that cum.
"Aaahhh, fucck!" he blurted out.
And his hot seed sprayed against the back of my throat. I pushed my mouth all the way to my stopping point and then clamped my lips around him. As each rope shot into me, I gurgled and swallowed with all my might, determined not to lose a drop of him. Give me all of it!
His hand gripped my shoulder and pressed into it while I drained him. I breathed through my nostrils and hummed long, lusty tones of delight through my mouth around his pulsating member. Like a decadent vacuum cleaner, I sucked up rope after rope of his jizz into my cum guzzler. 
The pressure from his fingertips lightened against my shoulder, and he exhaled a heavy sigh. "Holy shit." I pressed my lips into his softening shaft and pulled them up along it to milk every last drop from his tube. A last trickle of his sperm leaked out onto my tongue, and I licked it from him. Then I rose, sticking my tongue out to show him my prize - his cum on my married tongue. He shook his head with a drunken smile plastered across his face and his eyes glazed over. 
"We're here," Elise announced. She turned in her seat and looked back over the seat. "Where's all the cum?"
I beamed. "I drank it."
"All of it?"
"Yes, girl. Didn't lose a drop."
"Holy shit." She held out a balled-up fist, and I bumped it with mine. "You go, Wendy!"
"I think you mean 'Captain Cucumber'."
Her eyes softened. "I can't call you that."
"Yes, you can. I'm claiming it. No more shame for who I am."
Her eyes glistened. 
"Don't start that right now. You'll get me going, too. We'll do that later." 
She nodded, "Ok."
"Where are we?" I looked out the window and up at a towering building of solid glass. 
"Solomon Grand Hotel. The rooms all have ceiling to floor windows looking out over the city."
"Yesss," I cooed. "Ok, Joel. Let's do this."
He laughed, "You wiped me out, doc."
I turned to look at him. "Oh, no sir. You wanted a workout. You're getting one." 
We're just getting started. 




Chapter Four


The dark chocolate wood floors under my feet vibed with the decadent energy in my body. I scored a corner room on the 32nd floor with views across to several skyscraping office buildings. At 2 in the afternoon, they'd still be full of people working. I walked up to the glass. Sunlight reflected off those nearby buildings, directly into our room, and fell on my body.  
"Let's cause some epic unproductivity, shall we?" I chanted.
Joel moved to the king-size bed and sat on the edge.
I cocked an eyebrow at him and grinned. "Yes, dear. You sit there and recoup your energy while I strip for you and half the working masses of San Diablo."
Looking out over the city, I reached around the front of my body and grabbed the sides of the dress. Gathering it under my fingertips, I inched it up my thighs and above my hips. I'd left my soaked panties in Elise's car, so the warmth of the sun kissed my bare labia, causing my pussy to swoon. Moisture seeped from my crease and trickled out and down my inner thigh. So naughty, baring your pussy for the world.
I continued reeling the dress up my body until it cleared my bra and bunched around my shoulders. Then I gathered it up around my arms and tossed it to the floor. If only Mark could see me now. Turning to face Joel, I showed San Diablo my ass. My hands cupped my round cheeks and patted them, making a light smacking sound. My hands crept up behind my back, and I unfastened my bra, letting it slide down my arms. My tits hung free, and the room air tickled their skin with a refreshing cool. Feels good to let the girls out. 
Joel's eyes widened. "Damn, doc."
I laughed and pressed my bare tits together in my hands, creating a heap of cleavage for his viewing pleasure. My nipples swooned and pointed at him, and I teased them with my fingertips. My touch sent little ripples of pleasure into my breast tissue that made my spine tingle.
Just to my left, a cushioned window seat stretched for several feet along the glass. Perfect. "Joel, while we're waiting for your cock to recover, why don't you come over and help me give our fellow San Diablans a show?" I laid down, settled my back into the soft gray cushioning, and hiked one leg up against the window, placing my heel on the thin steel jamb separating the panes. My fingertips glided across the soft skin of my abdomen and down over my labia. "Mmmm," I hummed. 
It had been so long. After my humiliating experience in high school, I vowed never to touch myself again, and I'd kept to it until that moment. God, I've missed this. I ground my hips up into my fingers as I slipped them into my wetness and pulled my lips apart to drink in the sunlight. The skin of my breasts tingled under the sun's warmth, and my nipples stood erect, as if flagging the attention of window watchers. 
Joel rose from the bed and came over, kneeling in between my legs. "Looks like it's my turn," he said with a smirk. 
"Mmm hmmm," I purred.
He ran his hand along the inside of my calf, caressing my skin and moving across my knee to the inside of my thigh. I kneaded my breasts and pinched my nipples, savoring the delicious feeling of my skin and the sweet sensitivity of all my nerve endings. 
Joel's other hand rested on my opposite thigh, and he crept in towards my hungry pussy with his thumbs. 
"Yesss," I cooed. My ass cheeks flexed, pushing my crotch up into the approach of his hands. Fuck, I'm so horny.
Joel spread me open, and his hot breath wafted across my hardening nub. Little bolts of bliss rippled out from it into my core, and I whined, aching for him to close the gap between his mouth and my wet hole. Then, finally, he gave me what I craved. The soft heat of his tongue landed on my clit, and I cried out, "Oh, fuck!" A hot, white bolt ripped up through my body and lit up the pleasure centers in my brain. 
His tongue flattened and ran down along the side of my opening, then back up the other side. Yesss, mark your territory, young stud. I felt so slutty, laying there spread wide open, letting this pretty boy caress my married pussy. He made multiple passes like that around the opening, groaning as he did. His energy felt like a perverse worship, and I drank it in. 
I reached down between my legs and played with Joel's soft, thick hair. "Seems you're developing a gift, young man. Breaking the seal off hotwives?"
He hummed into the tender skin of my pussy lips. Then his tongue slipped into the opening and delved deep into my wetness. Oh, god. The warmth of his long tongue lapping at my walls caused my leg muscles to tense with a thrilling rush, and I gripped a handful of his hair. He responded by thrusting his tongue even deeper, mashing the bridge of his nose up against my clit. How can he breathe? He can't. I swooned at the thought of him cutting off his air for a second from sheer hunger to devour my wet cunt. It made me feel incredibly sexy. Fuck you, Brent. Joel loves this slutty pussy.
Then Joel brought his tongue up between my folds, brushing the top of my opening until he got to my swollen clit. He drew the tip of his tongue to a point and started dancing on me, flicking my bean with a fury of strokes. My lower body coiled up with an electric escalation, and I ground up into him. "Fucck, yess, Joel!" 
He held his position, speed, and pressure, and with each stroke of his tongue, another beam of bliss lasered up through my stomach and chest. My other hand gripped the side of the window seat, and my thighs stretched wider as if my whole body ached to open to his oral affection. To surrender completely to this deep, decadent satisfaction. 
My stomach muscles clenched, and my vaginal walls constricted. "Fuck, I'm close!" 
His thumbs pressed against my spread lips, pulling them wider. I felt like such a whore with my pussy flared open like that. It sent me over the edge, and I wailed. "Goddammit! Fuck!!" My entire frame shook, and I clung to his hair and the chair for dear life. A hurricane of heat exploded from my quivering cunt wracking my legs and stomach. It blew up through my chest and slammed into my skull. "Fuccckkk!" I cried. 
The hotel was fully booked, so I knew people heard me, but I didn't fucking care. I wanted them to hear. This was my liberation celebration. 
Joel slipped his hands under my ass cheeks and gripped them, pushing his face into my gushing hole to bathe in the torrent of my juices. The animal yearning in his pussy worship turned up the amplitude of my orgasm, releasing more intense waves from my hole that unwound the tension in my body, turning me into a boneless puddle. 
Then Joel stood. Through the fog of my orgasmic dream state, I glimpsed his hard cock swaying over me like a magic wand. 
I grinned. "You're going to kill me."
"Well, you wanted a workout," he countered. 
I laughed. Smart ass.
He took my hand and pulled me up. "C'mon, doc. The show's not over. Kneel on this bench and put your hands on the glass."
It's a window seat. I smirked at my delirium and did as he instructed. The cool glass fogged under the heat of my sweaty forehead. 
His hands gripped the flesh just above my hips, and the warm tip of his cock grazed my engorged labia. In spite of my blissful exhaustion, my body craved more of him, and I moaned, pushing my hips back so that my pussy lips slid around his head. 
"Such an eager pussy," he growled. 
"Yesss," I slurred. 
He pulled my hips with his hands and drove his cock into my sloppy hole. His thickness stretched my walls and gave me the fullest feeling and the slightest burn. It quickly melted into adrenaline, and I caught a second wind. My chest swelled with a wicked potency, and my awareness of the room returned. The steam fogged glass blurred the lines of office buildings, but I imagined dozens of people now saw my naked body and bare tits in the window. I dug deep and brought forth my loudest slut war cry. "Fuck me, Joel!" 
Joel began pounding into me, and my heavy tits shook so hard, they smacked the glass. 
"Yesss, fuck me!"
The intense pressure of his thickness, the power of his thrusts, and the lingering heat of my last clitoral orgasm catapulted me into a sudden and deep vaginal orgasm. "Oh, shit! I'm coming!"
Joel kept pounding my hole, sending rockets of rapture up my spine and down my legs. My fingers curled, causing my fingertips to press hard against the glass. 
"Look at you, whore! Dr. Wendy Bhagadix fucking in front of the city!" 
His dirty words carried a different energy that pounded the memory of Brent Knowlton's slut shaming and decimated it. "Yes, call me 'Captain Cucumber'!"
"You mean the slut who stuffed her wet cunt in a public shower?"
"Yess!"
"Didn't care that she might get caught?!"
"Yesss, her!!"
"The same Captain Cucumber that's now married and taking another man's cock in full view of the city?!"
"Yess, that fucking whore!!"
Another orgasm ripped up through my core. My mouth hung open, and I wailed through ragged breaths. The repeated plunges from his cock carved a new contour into my soul. Like shockwaves melting the bars of my cage. I knew I'd never be the same. I hope Mark meant what he said.
Joel's cock grew harder inside me and increased the pressure against my walls to a splitting tension. Such a sweet sting. 
"Fucck, yes!! Beat that married pussy up, Joel!"
"I'm going to fill that pussy up!"
"Yes! Do it! Give me your cum!"
He groaned, and his searing seed flooded my womb. "Fucck!!!" he howled. 
The surging of his cock took me over yet another edge and triggered another orgasm. I pushed my hips back into him, wanting to milk both our climaxes, and reached under my legs to cup his balls. "Give me all of it! Fill this filthy cunt up!" 
He held himself balls-deep in my quivering hole and sprayed rope after rope into me until it ran out the sides and down my inner thighs. 
"Yesss," I hissed. I felt so filthy and free. All the tension in my body drained out of me, and I felt weightless. "Fuck!" I gasped. 
His legs shook against the backs of my thighs, and his cock softened, letting more of our mixture drain down the insides of my legs. "Mmmm, I can feel your cum coating my legs," I purred.
He chuckled in between panting breaths, still holding onto my hips to steady himself.
"So, did you get your workout?" I panted.
"Fuck, yes," he huffed. 
"Me, too, Joel." Me, too.
Now, I just had one thing left to do to complete my treatment.




Chapter Five


Night fell over the city as I waited alone in the hotel room for Mark to arrive. With the darkness shrouding everything outside, the light illuminating my room made my nakedness that much more visible to anyone watching from the other buildings. And I had spectators. I could see them standing in the windows. Sure, I could have pulled the curtains, but I wanted them to see. I'd hidden myself away long enough. Laying on the bed, I spread my pussy lips for their viewing pleasure and stroked my clit gently.  Such a filthy whore.
The latch to the door clicked. My heart skipped a beat, and my throat thickened. It was the moment of truth. Mark had talked me into this, but I had gone through with it. And now, I lay there exposed, with traces of another man's cum still inside my married pussy. 
He slipped inside the door, and a wicked grin stretched his mouth as soon as he saw me. 
"Hey," I said, still stroking my clit. 
"Hey," he replied. "I got you something."
A wash of warmth passed behind my eyes and grazed my cheeks. "Awww, you did?"
He sat down on the bed next to me and placed a gift-wrapped box just below my tits. "I did. Something for tonight."
My grin widened. "Oh, yeah?"
"Open it."
The box was long, like a jewelry box, but deeper than the typical necklace. What could it be? I peeled the paper back and removed the deep red bow. Then I removed the top. 
The space behind my eyes prickled, and hot tears surfaced in the corners of my eyes. 
A cucumber.
"I washed it. I think we should use it in front of that window. It's time to end the old story."
"Oh my god, honey." Tears rolled down my cheeks, and I reached out for him, pulling him to me. "Thank you."
"You're welcome. Now, let's put the past behind and reclaim your inner Captain Cucumber."
I nodded vigorously and got up. He took the cucumber from me and his energy shifted into something more directive. 
"Bend over and put your hands on the glass."
I pointed to the window seat. "That's where Joel fucked me. Want me there?"
His eyes gleamed, "Yesss!"
I hiked one leg up and placed a foot on the window seat, placed both hands on the glass, and pushed my ass out. 
"Look at you so spread out, Captain Cucumber," he growled.
"Such a whore."
"Yesss," he hissed. "A filthy whore."
He slipped the cucumber into my creamy pussy. It stretched me just like Joel had. Just like the cucumber from my high school memory. That's why I loved them so much. I loved the feeling of being full to the point of stretching. To feel my pussy so thoroughly penetrated. "Mmmm," I purred.
"Only a slut would stuff her cunt with a vegetable!" he growled.
"Yesss," I hissed back.
Mark began plunging my cunt with the cucumber while he gripped my ass cheek with his other hand. "Take that cucumber, slut!" 
"Mmm, yes, fuck me with it!"
My pussy clenched around it. The deep meaning of the act carried an intense energy, both liberating and healing. Tears welled in my eyes. "Fuck that whore pussy!" I whined. 
He pounded me with it, shoving the green shaft so deep that his fist rammed my pussy lips each time. Tension built in my muscles, and my core tightened. "Oh, fuckkk!" I howled.
"Let them hear you, Captain Cucumber! Let them know who you are!"
"Oh shit, I'm going to come!" And I did while he continued stuffing my sloppy cunt. I shook, and my clammy hands slipped on the glass. I dropped to the window seat and lay on my back. "Let me suck your cock, babe." I took hold of the cucumber and continued to feed it in and out of my quivering hole, milking my orgasm. 
Mark unfastened his pants and pulled out his hard cock. Pre-cum stained the tip, and the head swooned like a ripe plum.
"Mmm, let me taste you," I hummed.
He took hold of the hair on top of my head and fed his cock into my open mouth. Hiking my leg up as before, I exposed my stuffed pussy for all those people working late and watching from their windows. 
"Look at you, so brazen, showing them what a slut you are!"
I nodded my head, moving my mouth like a swivel around his cock. 
"I bet you sucked Joel's cock today, didn't you?" he growled.
I nodded again.
His eyes flared with a feral flame. "And did you drink his cum, whore?"
My chest fluttered, and I sped up my thrusts with both my head and my cucumber dildo. 
"You did, didn't you?" 
"Mmm hmmm," I hummed into his shaft. My eyes closed, and I dropped deeper into the feeling of freedom. The feeling of being exposed for my truth and accepted by the only man who mattered. 
"You're about to drink some more," he grunted. "Fuck!!"
I moaned with eager want for his taste. I'd done this so few times with him in the past, but I knew that was going to change. Our lives were forever changed. 
He exploded inside me, and I purred around him as his sweet essence flooded my mouth. The excitement of it and the thrusts of my cucumber took me with him, and I came onto my vegetable dildo. My fierce moan vibrated around his erupting cock, coaxing him far past his normal climax to the ejaculatory quake of his life. I swallowed some, but I wanted more than that. I pulled him out of my mouth and pointed his gun at my face. Another rope shot out and soiled my forehead and eyelids while my pussy quaked and clenched the cucumber. 
Mark groaned, and another cum chord stained my chin and neck. "Yesss," I hissed. "Cover me in it." My pussy continued to ride the surges of my orgasm as I directed his next shot at my tits. It splattered them, landing on my areola and running down between them. As his climax subsided, I pulled him back to my mouth and licked him clean, taking the last drops and swallowing them. 
We both descended from the heights of our synchronous climax into a sweet bliss. "Oh my god, honey," he said. 
My eyes remained shut, covered in his jizz. 
"Let's get you cleaned up." 
I giggled. 
He took my hand and pulled me up, then led me to the bathroom. Soon, steam billowed from the shower, and he led me into the delicious delight of a warm watery massage. He wiped his seed from my face and used a sponge to clean my body. God, I love this man.
Once he had me clean, he pulled me into his embrace and let the water wash over my back. "Can I interest you in dinner?"
I chuckled. "Oh, wow. Gonna take your whore wife to a nice meal?"
"I figure we've got things to talk about."
My chest tightened. Oh, dear. I'm in trouble.
"Such as?"
"Such as who you're going to fuck next?"
My mouth dropped open, and my pussy clenched. I melted deeper into his embrace and hugged him tight. 
"Ok, babe."
"It's time for Captain Cucumber to come out and live her life."
My throat tightened, and my eyes prickled.
"Dammit, Mark. You're going to make me cry again."
He snickered. "I love you, babe."
"I love you, too."
And I love me. Finally.
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"What'cha reading?" My husband's voice called out as he stepped through the French doors and out onto our deck. 
"Not sure this qualifies as reading." I closed the medical text and set it down next to the chaise lounge. The crystal blue water in our pool shimmered like diamonds under the gentle breeze, but nothing could cool the heat in my body.
He came up beside me. "And, oooo, what are you wearing?"
I snickered. "Yeah, haven't seen this in a while, have you?"
"No, but I like it."
"I figured maybe it was time to pull it back out."
He picked up the book. "So, what is this?"
"I was hoping it would be an effective distraction. But it's not working."
Mark took a seat on the edge of the chair and placed a hand on my thigh. His voice lowered to a mischievous tone. "And what are you trying to distract yourself from?"
His inquiry brought all the thoughts back, and the space between my legs tingled. "It's getting so bad," I whispered.
"Mmmm, tell me more." His fingers slipped between my thighs, and his touch sent little ripples of want up to my crotch. I let my legs separate enough for his hand to fit between them.
"Ever since Joel, my thoughts have been out of control," I said. 
He crept up the inside of my thigh until his fingertips grazed the soft cotton covering my pussy. My mouth dropped open, and a hard, hot breath escaped from my lips. Fuck.
"What kind of thoughts?" 
"Such naughty thoughts."
He placed two fingers against the base of my cotton covered lips and brought them up in a light stroke. I spread my legs wider, pulling my foot that was closest to him tight up to my body. The other, I set on the edge of the chair. Moisture slipped from my pussy lips and seeped into the bikini crotch.
"I've been so horny at work."
His fingers pressed into me, and the suit tucked up between my lips in a deep cameltoe, unleashing more of my wetness and soaking the crotch. The sun kissed the outer edges of my labia, and I flexed my hips to grind into him.
Lust caught fire in Mark's eyes. "You're so horny now," he growled. "Are you misbehaving at work?"
My breaths became ragged as I struggled to keep my voice low. "I want to suck every cock I see." 
Mark nodded, his eyes smoldering, as his fingers massaged the sodden crotch of my suit.
"And it's like they can read my mind. Most of them are getting erections now during examination. That used to happen so rarely."
Mark pulled the suit to the side, exposing my engorged lips. His fingers slipped between my wet folds with ease, and a bolt of bliss shot up my spine. 
"Oh, fuck!" I gasped. My cheeks flushed. I didn't want my neighbors to hear.
"Maybe you're giving off promiscuous vibes to your patients," he hissed. His devilish grin and gritty tone made my heart flutter.
"I may have touched a cock or two during examination. Pretending it was part of the exam."
Mark growled, "Mmmm." He shoved his fingers deep into me until the heel of his palm ground against my throbbing clit. 
I fought to hold back a cry, making my chest feel like it might explode. 
"There's more, isn't there?" he grunted.
"I may have held one in my hand. And lingered longer than I should have."
He pulled his fingers halfway out and drove them back in, firing another rocket of pleasure up into my body. I arched my back up off the chair and bit my bottom lip, whimpering against it. 
"Being so naughty at work. So inappropriate."
"Yesss," I whispered. 
He slipped his fingers out and grabbed the sides of the bathing suit to pull them down. 
I grabbed the tops of his hands. "Babe, the neighbors might see!" 
"Like half of downtown San Diablo did?"
"That's different. We live here."
"Isn't that why you resurrected your bikini? Captain Cucumber coming out of her shell?"
I pressed my lips together. He knew me so well. Ever since fucking Joel in the hotel, I had been testing boundaries. Experimenting with risks. Each time I did, my body flooded with a mix of electric thrill and terror. The risk of getting caught gave me a rush that felt intoxicating. Just like stuffing my pussy in the showers of the girl's locker room.
My hands slid back from his wrists, and he pulled the bikini bottoms off, tossing them in the pool. I narrowed my eyes at him. "Making sure I can't cover myself if a neighbor is looking, hmm?" 
He gave my pussy a quick spanking, causing the lips to smart. My chin dropped, and breath rushed from my lungs. 
"Yess," he growled. "Exposing the scandalous truth about my wife!" 
The increased risk sent a chain of electricity bouncing between my temples. I placed my hands on the insides of my knees, pulling myself wider apart for him. 
"Look at you, whore. You want to get caught!"
God, I loved when he called me that. It washed over me with deep comfort and lit a fire in me at the same time. Because, unlike Brent Knowlton, my husband adored me. Adored the whore who fucked herself with a cucumber.
Mark stood, removed his shorts, and tossed them in the pool as well. The head of his hard cock swooned with a purplish tone, and pre-cum seeped from the hole. 
"Someone can't wait to fuck his whore wife," I whispered.
He grunted through a diabolical laugh as he climbed on top of me, feeding his harpoon into my hungry hole. Fucking Joel had unleashed a sleeping succubus in me and ignited Mark and I's sex life. Perhaps I was making up for years of sex avoidance, or maybe I'd finally accepted my inner freak. Either way, I had become insatiable.
"Yes, fuck me," I hissed, still trying to restrain my volume.
"So, whose cock did you handle?" Mark drove his cock balls-deep into me, and his pubic bone ground into my clitoris. The head swelled inside me, putting delicious pressure against that sweet, deep spot, and I pressed my lips together to hold in a moan. He leaned in and peered into my soul with his burning gaze. "Was it Derek?"
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A Note from The Author


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