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Chapter One


"Oh, fuck, yes!" A woman's voice pierced the front door.  
Elise leaned in, placing her ear against it, and her mouth dropped open. "Damn, girl. You get it."
I looked around, wondering if the neighbors thought we looked suspicious. "Maybe we should come back another time."
"Are you kidding? We came at the perfect time. C'mon!"
Elise grabbed my hand and pulled me down the front steps and around to the side yard of the house. 
My whispers hissed through my gritted teeth. "Elise! Where are you taking me?"
She whispered back. "To get a better seat."
I rolled my eyes. We definitely look suspicious. I followed her as she pushed through the fence gate into the backyard. The sounds got louder. A woman's moans mixed with the "smack, smack, smack" of wet skin slapping together. 
Elise crouched as she neared a row of bushes in front of an open window. Then she crawled amongst them, waving me to follow. 
I shook my head. This is crazy.
She nestled into a space behind the largest bush, just under the window. Turning to me, she again waved me to follow her. When a shrill cry of "Oh, fuck!" exploded from the window, Elise bit her bottom lip, narrowed her eyes, and nodded her head. She made a circle with her thumb and forefinger, then directed her other pointer finger through it, slipping the finger penis in and out of the circle. 
I smirked. Yeah, I kinda got that. 
My foot tested the dirt in the flower bed. Seemed solid enough. If I’d expected to be climbing into someone's bushes, I'd have worn different shoes. But I didn’t. Because who would do such a thing? Yet, there I was.
I followed her path through the brush and crouched next to her under the window. In that spot, the vibrations of the woman's voice cut through me. She must be just inside. The sounds tugged on me, stirring a tingling sensation between my legs. Soon, my concerns about propriety or dirty shoes vanished, and a warm, fuzzy feeling washed over my body. 
The woman wailed. "Oh, god, I love your cock!" 
Elise's eyes met mine, and a flame flickered in them. Then she closed them and licked her lips. The moans coming from the window grew louder and more intense, and the smacking sounds sped up. 
My throat thickened, and the warm sensations in my body flooded my crotch. 
"Wait!" All the sounds stopped in response to the woman's command.
Oh, fuck. They've heard us.
The woman continued. "I want you to fuck me in the bedroom." 
A deep, gravelly male voice responded. "Where you and your husband sleep?"
"Yesss," she hissed. 
"You're such a bad bitch."
She laughed. "Oh, doll, you have no idea."
The floors creaked inside, and footsteps scuffed across what sounded like carpet. 
I let out my breath, and my chest eased. 
Elise exhaled with me and smiled as she whispered. "This is how it all started."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, one of our neighbors, Karen, did this." Elise pointed at the ground. "Hid under this window, I mean. She caught Brooke cheating on her husband. Or so Karen thought. Brooke wasn't really cheating. Her husband knew about it."
The moaning resumed from some deeper place in the house. Probably the bedroom, based on the conversation.
"So now everyone hides under this window to listen to her fuck?" I cocked an eyebrow at Elise.
She stuck her tongue out, then grinned. "I don't know, but she knows I do it. Sometimes we plan it. Today was a surprise."
I hugged my arm as I leaned against the brick exterior and tuned back into the sex sounds in the air. My hand dangled between my knees, putting my fingers very close to my crotch. When a long, guttural moan drifted over the windowsill, my pussy clenched, pushing moisture through the tight crevice of my outer labia. My vaginal wetness made my skin shiver with an electric chill, and I ached to have anything inside me. A cock. A cucumber. My fingers. "Sounds like they're having a good time."
Elise nodded. "Makes me wanna play with myself."
My face flushed, as if she'd read my mind and was talking about me, not her. "I might have thought the same thing."
Elise gave me a mischievous grin. "I'd be disappointed if you hadn't, Captain Cucumber."
My fingertips rested against the cotton/spandex blend covering my pussy lips. My moisture seeped through, making it damp. My chin trembled as I muttered. "Why am I such a whore?" 
Elise's eyes dropped to my lips, and she swallowed. "There's nothing wrong with you, Wendy." She lifted a hand to my face and stroked my cheek. "You're perfect." She held my gaze, and something unusual peeked out from the sea of softness in her eyes. A gleam of something naughtier. More animal. 
My pussy clenched again, and I pressed my fingertips into it, pulling them up in a slow, sensual stroke. 
Elise's hand moved up to my ear and brushed my hair over it. The woman's cries inside climbed to a spirited peak, but Elise kept her attention on me. "You know, I kept the picture of you with the cucumber for years."
I rested my head against the side of the house, opening my neck up to her caress. My fingertips circled over the hard nub of my clitoris that pressed against the fabric. “You did?”
Elise moved closer, continuing to brush through the hair on the side of my head with gentle finger strokes. "Yes. I looked at it sometimes when I touched myself. But I was... you know... scared of all that back then. I deleted it after church one Sunday. But..." Her eyes locked on my lips, and her mouth hung open. "...I never forgot that image."
My circles over my clit quickened, and my heart raced. My voice cracked. "I... I've never been with a woman." 
"I hadn't either. Until Brooke." Elise nodded towards the window. 
The thud of heels moving across the floors inside the house woke me from my trance, and I pulled my fingers away from my crotch. 
Elise backed away, too, her eyes glistening as if sad. "Maybe we can pick this conversation up later."
My stomach fluttered. So much had changed in such a short time. I went from a sexually frigid wife and workaholic to horny hotwife. And now, crouching in bushes behind a stranger's house, I wanted to kiss my lifelong best girlfriend. 
What is happening to me?




Chapter Two


The front door opened, and the woman's voice lilted from behind it. "Come on in, girls!" 
I followed Elise into the house, and the door shut behind me, revealing a totally naked woman. An incredibly attractive woman. She reminded me of a young Salma Hayek with her deep brown eyes, tan skin, and long dark hair. Its silky tendrils floated around her head in a playful "just-fucked" mess. Watery trails shimmered as they ran from her neck, down between her amazing tits and onto her toned abs. 
My eyes searched for a safe place to look. The gravity of her naked body pulled at my attention, but I fought it, not wanting to look like a creep. Eye contact felt awkward as well. She's very naked. 
I tried focusing on a painting hanging in the small entryway, but somehow, it looked phallic to me. My pussy quivered, and a fresh flow of my moisture seeped out of me. Oh, god, I'm so horny. The guy who fucked her had left, but the thick, decadent energy of their sex hung in the air, tickling my body. 
She spoke again, cutting into my thoughts. "I need to go grab a shower. You two come keep me company."
Before I could protest, she marched towards a stairwell and Elise skipped after her. 
I took a deep breath. Here we go again. Twilight Zone.
Brooke led us up her stairs, down a hall, and into her master bedroom. The bedding still looked ruffled. I wondered if she'd fix it before her husband got home or if seeing it added to the excitement. All of this still felt so new to me. So unbelievable. Like I'd wake up from this amazing dream and husbands would go back to being jealous. 
Elise followed Brooke into an enormous bathroom covered in earthy biscuit-colored tiles. The open shower had no curtain, no frosted glass, no privacy. Of course. Brooke stepped into it and turned on the water. 
I lifted a hand to massage my throat. My chest tightened as the spray hit Brooke's bare tits and she massaged them. 
"So, you two were hiding under the window?"
I cut eyes at Elise, who bent over and placed her hands on the tops of her thighs. "Girl, you know it!" 
Brooke smiled as she directed her face into the flow of water. It ran down her neck and trickled off the ends of her nipples. Then she turned her back to it, and it caressed her caramel skin, traveling the sinuous paths of her luscious curves. 
Elise straightened up, folded her arms across her chest, and shook her head. "I could watch you do this all day."
Brooke peeked out from under the spray and raised her eyebrows at Elise. "Or you could join me." 
I swallowed hard, and my heart skipped a beat. Elise said Brooke had been her first experience with a woman. What is it like? 
As if reading my mind again, Elise stepped up to me and looked into my eyes. "There's room for you, too."
"Oh, I..." I laughed. "I don't know."
She pushed her shirt and bra off her shoulders and pulled them down, exposing her bare tits. "No pressure, babe. Just know you're welcome." Elise made quick work of removing her clothes and tossing them in a pile on the bathroom floor, leaving me as the only person still wearing anything. 
My nipples pressed against the inside of my bra cups, and I lowered my hand from my neck down to the cleft between my breasts. 
Elise stepped into the shower with Brooke and slipped behind her. Brooke faced me while Elise's hands wrapped around her waist and rested on her stomach. Then Elise's fingers crept up to cup the undersides of Brooke's tits. Brooke moaned. "Mmm, I think your friend might be a little bi-curious."
Elise giggled. "She is. She just doesn't know it yet."
My fingers slipped under the collar of my shirt, across the soft tissue of my breast, and under the cup of my bra. My nipple swooned with an ache to be touched, and heat from my chest cascaded down through my core into my groin. Fuck, why is this so hot?
Brooke's eyes trailed down my body. "But she likes a big, juicy cock in her pussy?" She put a hand up on the corner of the shower and bent over, pressing her ass back towards Elise. 
"Oh, yeah. Wendy loves being stuffed with cock." Elise gripped the plump curve of Brooke's ass and slid her fingers down into the crack between her cheeks. 
"Mmm, and has she ever taken multiple cocks at once?" Brooke's eyes glazed over as Elise's hand disappeared and her forearm pressed up into Brooke's ass. 
Oh, god, she's finger fucking her.
My fingers found my nipple and began teasing it. I gasped, wanting so much to rip my clothes off and join them. Why, though? What's the appeal? Maybe I was just horny. Maybe I needed a cock. That's why Elise and I came, after all. To hear about my next cock expedition.
Elise began thrusting her arm into Brooke's body, and, I imagined, her fingers into Brooke's pussy. It created a smacking sound against Brooke’s wet ass cheeks. 
Her mouth hung open. "Oh, fuck!"
Elise's tone grew stern and primal. "You mean one cock in her pussy and one in her mouth like I've seen you do?" 
I'd never seen Elise like this. So commanding. So sexual. I, of course, imagined she must be sexual to be a hotwife, but this dominant Elise defied my concept of her. My mind tossed on a sea of feelings. Shock. Arousal. And a touch of jealousy?
"That would be two cocks." Brooke pressed her eyes shut as she struggled to get words through her ragged breaths. "But what about three?"
Oh, my god. Three cocks at once? A surge of heat exploded from my pussy. My body buzzed as images flooded my mind - images of all the ways I might handle three cocks. Only whores take that many. I shoved my other hand down the front of my leggings and inserted my fingers into my sloppy opening. Fuck, I'm so wet.
Elise growled. "Mmm, you're thinking about your yardman, aren't you?" Her eyes flared with a dark flame as she rammed her arm into Brooke's ass. 
"Fuck!!!" Brooke hung her head and put her other hand on her knee. Her fingers dug into her thigh as she snarled. "Karen's fucking yardman!" 
"The yardman you stole?!" Elise kept pounding, and the shower echoed with the smacks from each impact. 
Brooke spat back. "That cunt deserved it!" 
I turned and placed a hand on the wall behind me to steady myself. Then I squatted just enough to open the space between my thighs and thrusted my fingers into myself in sync with Elise's assault on Brooke's pussy. My walls squeezed tight around my fingers, and my muscles tensed. I whimpered, "oh god."
Elise growled at Brooke. "And now he's hired help since he found out what a needy whore you are!"
Brooke snapped her head back towards Elise. "Just like you, bitch! Just like you!" Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she wailed. "Oh, fucckkkkk! I'm gonna come!" 
I rammed my fingers farther up my pussy than I thought possible. Something about Elise's shocking dominatrix vibe made me so wet. The saintly conservative I knew in high school. Now shoving her fingers in her neighbor's hole and calling her a whore. So filthy, Elise Morehead. My climax exploded from my pussy and rocketed up through my core, thrashing me at the same time that Brooke began howling. 
"Fuckkk!"
Elise kept ramming Brooke while her body convulsed. 
Brooke cursed her. "Shit! You fucking bitch!"
Elise's diabolical laugh struck the final blow to my illusions about her innocence and somehow amplified the intensity of my orgasm. I kept finger pounding myself in tandem with her arm movements, milking every ounce of pleasure from my climax. 
Then, all at once, we stopped. The sounds of our panting filled the steamy air. Brooke and I released soft whispers of "oh, fuck" followed by moans expressing the orgasmic aftershocks in our bodies. My legs quivered as my fingers slipped out of my pussy. I fell back against the wall, pulling my thighs together to support myself. 
Elise and Brooke melted into a concert of girlish laughter. Brooke trembled while Elise pulled her up into an embrace. "Let me help you out there, sister."
Brooke smirked. "I hate you. You know that?"
"Oh yes. I feel the loathing."
"And why does your fucking friend still have her clothes on?"
I blushed.
Brooke pointed at me. "You know you're going to have to take those off when you fuck my yardman and his crew, right?"
Elise interrupted, saving me. "I thought it was Karen's yardman."
Brooke rolled her eyes. "Ok, smarty pants. It is Karen's yardman. And mine. We learned to share, ok? And now I'm sharing with your gorgeous friend." She gestured at me again.
Elise smirked. "Thank you for sharing. Most generous of you."
"Damn right, it is."
"And don't worry about Wendy. When there's a cock involved, she has no trouble shedding those clothes. Isn't that right, Captain Cucumber?"
I smiled and nodded. She was right. I loved my newfound freedom to strip for cock. But can I handle three? And what concerned me more...what to do with the new heat of attraction I felt towards my best friend? Can I handle that dangerous fever?




Chapter Three


"It's finally here!" Mark opened his arms wide to Elise as he walked through Brooke's front door.  
She laughed. "So you're excited?"
"Fuck yeah! I've been bouncing off the walls ever since Wendy told me." 
Her smile stretched from ear to ear. "I'm glad."
Mark moved into the house, leaving me with my friend. Her eyes lit up. "You look amazing!" 
I fumbled with my hair. "You think? It's a new dress."
"Yes, girl. You look hot! Showing your cute calves and a little cleavage." She glanced down at my breasts. "God, I wish I had your boobs."
I snickered. "Girl, stop. You're making me self-conscious." A burst of laughter came from inside the house, and I bit my bottom lip.
As usual, Elise read my mind. "You sure you're ok with this plan?"
I gave her a wincing smile. "Maybe?" We both giggled. "I think I am."
"It's my first time, too."
"I trust you, Elise. I'll be ok."
She placed a hand on my shoulder. "You know, all those years that I had that picture of you, it carried me. Even after I got rid of it, I think it encouraged me from some place in my subconscious. You were with me. Captain Cucumber was with me. Leading me to this amazing life I now have." She pulled me into her arms, and the warmth of her body washed over me. "I want to do the same for you. I'm going to dig deep to do my best."
My shoulders fell, and I melted into her. "Ok, girl. I'm all yours."
I followed her into Brooke's den where the rest of the party waited. Elise's husband, Noah. Brooke and her husband, Dale. And my Mark. They all chatted and laughed like it was a normal party. Like I wasn't about to be on display. I still couldn't believe I'd fucked Gage in front of Elise, Mark, and Hailee. But I didn't know it was them. Now, I knew. And knowing had my stomach in knots. 
I need a drink.
Brooke noticed me moving towards the kitchen and met me in there. "Not getting cold feet, are you?"
I gritted my teeth and looked away. "Some liquid courage probably wouldn't hurt."
"Girl, I got you."
She went into her liquor cabinet, pulled some different colored bottles out, and started mixing. "I'm making you my go-to for occasions like this." After a couple of stirs, she lifted it to her lips to taste it. "Oh, yeah. That's good. Here." 
I took the drink from her and sipped it. My synapses lit up like a bonfire, and my chest burned with a sweet sting. In seconds, a deep relaxation rolled through my body. "Wow. That's...wow." 
Brooke chuckled. "Told ya it was good." She put her liquid ingredients away and then came closer. Her deep brown eyes wrapped me in a warm blanket of tenderness. "You just gotta remember, Wendy, you're hot as fuck."
My stomach dropped, and the space behind my eyes prickled. Having this gorgeous woman compliment me felt unreal. "Thank you." I took another sip of her amazing concoction and let the burn cleanse my body of its lingering tension. "I want to do this. So much. It's just... It feels wrong. Maybe because..."
"Because you're a woman?" She moved behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders. As she massaged them, the relaxation from the liquor deepened. "If you were a man, Wendy, you'd have no shame about this. You'd be walking around like a peacock with your feathers all flared." Her thumb found a knot in my muscle, and she pressed into it. 
"Ahh, fuck."
"Too much?" she asked.
"No, that's good."
She continued to work it with her thumb while she worked my soul with her words. "But everyone here is in your corner, Wendy. We're all about this life. Those haters in your head... we didn't invite them. So don't you bring them in with you. You don't have to. Here, you're safe to let your inner whore out."
Whether it was the pep talk or the potent drink, I didn't know, but I felt a release inside. Chains around my heart fell to the ground. My body felt lighter and electric with anticipation, and my pussy throbbed. I am a whore, and this is a safe place for me. "Think you could help me out of these clothes?"
She purred, and her warm breath tickled the back of my neck. "Fuck, yeah, girl."
She unzipped me and placed her warm lips on my bare nape. While she opened her mouth against my skin, her fingers unfastened my bra strap. 
I closed my eyes, and a grin emerged on my face. Yes, just let yourself feel. The sounds of laughter stopped sounding like judgement. Somehow, they sounded like heartfelt support, acceptance, and celebration of my freedom. 
Brooke pushed the dress and bra off my shoulders. They fell away from my body, and she pulled them down over the curve of my hips. "Damn, Wendy, you've got a nice ass." She turned me around. "And gorgeous tits!" Then she hooked her fingers under the waistband of my panties and pulled them down. Dropping into a squat, she brought them down my legs to my ankles. "We'll let you keep the shoes on. Those are hot."
My cheeks bunched up and my lips pressed back into my teeth from my smile. "Thanks, Brooke."
Her voice got louder. "And oh my god, look at this pretty pussy!" 
My ears burned from her announcement. But I felt something else, too. A swell in my chest. Pride.
She stood and her eyes met mine. "You're a fucking goddess, Wendy. And this is your night."
Elise's voice came from the den. "Is my toy ready?"
The doorbell rang, and Brooke took me by the hand. "Perfect timing. The guests are here. Why don't you help me greet them, hmmm?"
I pushed my tongue into my cheek and followed as she led me towards the front door. When we got there, she placed me in the center of her entryway and took hold of the doorknob, opening it, and stepping back. 
Three handsome men in fitted, button-down shirts and jeans stood in the doorway. 
Holy shit. These are the yardmen? 
The first guy had thick, dark hair and deep brown eyes like Brooke. He wasn't huge, but judging from the fit of his clothes, definitely in great shape. And in the department where size mattered, his jeans showed he came well equipped. 
I wonder if he needs a doctor.
His eyes trailed down my naked body, and he licked his lips as he grinned. "Please, tell me you're Dr. Bhagadix."
I giggled. "That's me."
"I want to come to your clinic."
"Well, you're getting special care tonight. I don't normally dress like this." My cheeks warmed, and I placed my hands on my hips, rocking them from side to side.
"That's a damn shame." His eyes met mine, and my heart skipped a beat. 
Goodness, you're pretty.
"I'm Sam, by the way."
My face ached from smiling so hard. "Nice to meet you, Sam."
He stepped into the house and turned to point at the guy behind him. "This is Rocky." 
Rocky's blue eyes twinkled, and his curly blonde hair fell in front of his forehead. He lifted his toned arm to brush it back before he offered his hand. "Nice to meet you, ma'am."
"Such manners. I hope you'll lose some of those once we get started."
He chuckled and stepped past Sam, who gestured to the largest guy still standing on the porch. "And this is Bullwinkle. Cause he's hung like a moose." 
The bulge in the giant's pants confirmed Sam's statement. Indeed, he is. I stared at it, my eyes wide, for what seemed like several seconds. Then I caught myself, laughed, and lifted a hand to cover my mouth.
"You can just call him Binkle for short. That's what Rocky and I do."
Or maybe Bull. I stepped into the doorway, and the night air brushed across my hard nipples. If there was a doorway anywhere safe enough to stand naked in full view of a neighborhood, I figured it was Brooke's. "I think I have another name for you.”
The Bull's green eyes flickered as he placed his hands behind his back, causing his large chest muscles to press into the snug fit of his dress shirt. 
Unable to resist, I reached out and ran my hand along the length of the cucumber-sized rod in the front of his jeans. "Mmm, I look forward to getting to know you better, Mr. Bull, sir."
Elise's voice came bursting from behind me. "Okay, okay, enough with the pleasantries!" She took my hand and pulled me back into the house. 
"Holy shit!" My eyes widened.
Elise had changed into a black leather body suit with matching thigh-high boots. "Yes, I've got my outfit. And you're going to wear this." She held up a black leather collar with the word "SLUT" studded in rhinestones. 
Brooke smirked at me. "She's all bark. Don't worry." Then she took the guys into the den. 
Elise fastened the collar around my neck. "You're my toy tonight, and you'll do whatever I tell you. If something is too much for you, your safe word is 'Brent'."
"Ewww. Not likely that I'll be using that."
She attached a leash to the collar. 
"That's the idea. But if you need it, you've got it. Now, come along pet."
She winked at me, then led me by the leash into the den, and everyone started cheering. Every cell in my skin vibrated from all those eyes on my naked body, and my pussy throbbed with a surge of warmth. 
Even Mark, who'd seen my body thousands of times, trailed down my body with a lusty gaze, and a wicked grin spread across his face. God, I love when he looks at me like that. It hadn't always been that way. I'd closed off to him and myself, and he quit looking. But now, things were changed. We were changed. 
Someone had cleared the coffee table and covered it with a thick comforter.
Elise pointed at it and barked at me. "Lay down!" 
My throat tightened, and little imps danced inside my pussy, responding to her forceful tone. I complied, lying on my back. 
Elise pulled my legs apart so that my bare pussy faced everyone sitting on Brooke's couch, and she spread me wide enough that my outer lips separated. The room air and the lusty energy in it wafted over my tender, pink center, causing it to tingle. 
Then she took my arms and lifted them over my head, stretching my body out. My hard nipples pointed at the ceiling, and my tits shivered from being so wide open to the room. Elise wrapped some kind of thick, silky ribbon around my wrists and pulled it tight to hold my arms in place. 
And so there I was. Totally naked save for some sexy heels and a rhinestone studded “SLUT” collar. Bound at the wrists and spread wide open for my husband, my new friends, and three handsome yardmen to ogle. When I went through med school, I never pictured this in my future. But then, before Elise dropped her hotwife bomb on me, my life had become pretty routine. And pretty stressful. No part of me wanted to go back. Reckless adventure and letting wind blow through my hair had become my new life. 
And, of all things, my formerly innocent, conservative friend led the way.
But I could never have imagined what she was about to do to me.




Chapter Four


"Sam, why don't you have a taste of my pet's pretty pussy?" 
Sam stepped between my legs and lowered himself out of sight. His rugged hands gripped the insides of my thighs and pressed my legs farther apart. When he did, moisture leaked out from my lips and ran down to my ass cheeks. Oh, god, I feel so slutty.
His warm tongue flattened against my left outer labia and painted a wet stroke up it. 
When he did, a rush of electric tingles shot up from the skin into my core, and I moaned. "Aahhhh!"
Then he placed his tongue at the base of my other side and did the same thing, releasing another ripple of blissful sensation into my body. 
While he continued alternating sides with warm, wet strokes of his tongue, Elise crouched by my head and stroked my hair. "My little pet likes having her pussy licked, don't you?"
I bit my bottom lip, surprised at how easy and perfect it felt to drop into a surrendered role with her. How had we been friends this long and never even considered it? Well, I knew the answer. All of this was so new to me. New even for her. I tilted my head back to look into her fiery eyes and whispered. "Yes."
"Because you're a filthy little slut, aren't you?"
I closed my eyes, and my whisper grew more forceful. "Yesss."
Sam's tongue came to a point and slipped into the middle of my opening, parting my inner lips and delving deep into my sloppy hole. It lit a fire in my pussy that spread into my thighs. 
My eyelids squeezed tight, and I cried out, "oh, fuck!"
Elise purred. "That's right. Eat that slutty cunt, Sam. See how much she likes it?"
I placed my heels on the edge of the table and pressed my hips up into Sam's face, but Elise smacked my forehead and tugged at the leash, tightening the collar against my throat.
"Oh no, little pet. We can't have you taking any control. You are just a toy to be used." Then she directed Rocky and Bull. "You two, grab her legs and hold them wide open for your boss while he enjoys her filthy little hole."
Their powerful arms wrapped around my thighs and pulled me open even wider, to my stretching point. I felt totally helpless, restrained, and vulnerable to their whims. It gave me the curious freedom to drop deeper into my body and feel every sensation. 
Every delicious sensation.
Sam's tongue danced on my hardened clit, sending tiny rockets of pleasure into my chest with each flick. 
I arched my head back and groaned, "oh, godd!" My leg muscles tightened and pulled against the grip of the two men, but they gripped me in their unflinching vise. I was a prisoner to their strength and my arousal, which somehow intensified from my captivity. 
Sam's tongue flicks quickened, and I wailed, "Fucck!" Wave after wave of hot rapture rippled up through my stomach and smashed into my heart. My legs shook in the braces of Bull and Rocky's arm holds, and my hips rolled with needy thrusts despite Elise's earlier rebuke. 
Elise barked. "Stop!" 
My eyes popped open. Sam pulled back, but the two men continued to hold my legs while my body writhed. Without thinking, I tugged my arms against the restraints, but they held my wrists tight. Every inch of my skin resonated with aching need, and a whispering whine escaped my lips. "Mmmmph."
Elise stood and smacked my left tit with her hand. Then my right. 
"You like that, whore?"
The sting on both tits melted into my skin. I whimpered through my closed lips. "Mmm hmm."
"Sam, switch with Rocky. I want every one of your mouths on her dirty little whore pussy."
They obeyed, and Rocky's tongue took over where Sam's left off, flicking at my throbbing bean. Another pulse of blazing ecstasy ripped through my body from my pussy all the way into my neck, and I wailed, "Oh, fuckkk!"
Elise smacked my tit again. "Filthy whore. Getting your pussy devoured in front of my neighbors. In front of your husband. And you can't help but love it!"
I panted as I whined. "Yessss, I dooo."
Rocky's tongue felt softer and his licks gentler, but with my pussy already so sensitive, every lick released tiny threads of lightning that splintered through my body, traveling all the way up and tickling my inner ears. Just enough stimulation to take me closer to the edge, but not enough to send me over. Elise, you planned this.
I squirmed harder against the wrist restraints and the leg locks from Bull and Sam, causing my tits to jiggle on top of my body. 
Elise flicked my hard nipples with her fingers, giving them a slight sting. "Naughty little whore pet. Look at your body, so hungry to come."
"Yess," I whined. "Please, let me."
She chuckled with a devilish delight. "But everyone is enjoying the show. Seeing just how horny you are. How needy your slutty pussy is."
Her words acted like gasoline on the fire of my arousal, and the tension in my body increased so that all my muscles wound up. 
She growled at Bull. "Your turn!"
They switched again, and to my relief, Bull's tongue pressed in hard and fast. 
I yelped in gratitude. He attacked my clit with the firm point of his tongue, and my hips ground hard up against it. I panted as I begged Elise. "Can I please come?"
"You can if you tell everyone what a fucking whore you are."
I screamed it. "I'm such a fucking whore!"
She continued to prod me with lascivious taunts. "And that you love taking other cocks in your married pussy."
"I do! I love being a filthy slut with my married pussy!"
"Then come like one!"
My ear drums filled with pressure, and my skin pulled tight across my forehead. "Oh, shit, I'm coming!"
My climax ripped through my body like a freight train that rattled every rib like they were ties on a track. My hips jutted up into Bull's face, and my back arched, pressing my tits into the air. "Oh, fuckkkkk!" 
Pulse after pulse of intense pleasure shot up my spine and shattered out into my extremities. My arms shook, causing my wrists to smart against the ribbon bonds, and my legs pressed against the men, wanting to pull into my chest. 
My body unwound into a puddle, and my bones turned to liquid inside me. "Shit!" I panted, and my chest heaved. 
Elise chuckled. "Oh, little pet. We're just getting started."




Chapter Five


"Sam, it's time to give this whore what she likes." 
My head swam in a sea of jubilant intoxication. I imagined myself happy to surrender to whatever they wanted to do to me. My pussy quivered from the aftershocks of the most epic clitoral orgasm I'd ever experienced, and my skin tickled with the cooling sensation of the room air kissing my sweat. 
Then I felt the head of Sam's cock grazing my entrance. Oh, yesss.
He dipped it just inside my opening, and I purred. "Mmm, yeah. Fuck me."
He eased it in, brushing my walls with the firm ridge of his head. With my heightened sensory awareness, I could feel every centimeter. The swollen glans pressed up against my anterior fornix erogenous zone. Fuck. My a-spot, ok? Sue me. I'm a doctor. Sam massaged the upper wall in a slow, in-and-out motion, warming up my insides. 
I wondered what I looked like to the others. My arms bound over my head. My legs spread out on the coffee table with a cock sliding deep into my pussy. Were any of them aroused? Maybe touching themselves? I imagined none of them would forget the image of seeing me like this. It gave me another whiff of that feeling. Pride.
Sam's head tapped my cervix, but no balls touched my body. Fuck, how long is his cock? He'd been slow and gentle, so the contact felt fine. Even pleasurable. 
He spoke. "Tilt her back."
Rocky and Bull pulled my thighs up towards my body, tilting my hips up. Sam rested the head of his cock against my cervix and applied the lightest drive behind it. The glans slid down under my cervix and past it, reaching a depth inside me I'd never felt. 
I gasped. "Oh, fuck!"
Then he made micro movements back and forward, keeping the head of his cock buried deep inside me, beyond my cervix. The sensation of fullness took my breath and triggered a surge of heat all over my body. My toes curled, and even the hair on top of my head buzzed with a light tingle.
Still no balls touching. I think he missed his calling.
Elise hissed down at me. "Look at you. A married woman. Taking a cock deep in your cunt."
My breath hitched, and I swallowed before getting words out. "He's so deep!"
"Mmmm." Elise purred. "Deep in your married pussy?"
"He is!" My throat thickened. For a second, I felt a wash of shame. No one had been this deep. Not Gage. Not Joel. And not my husband. Perhaps they couldn't. Perhaps it took a mutant-length cock to reach this depth in my pussy. And now, Sam's cock carved his initials on that previously untouched place inside me. "I'm sorry, Mark!"
Elise slapped my both my tits. "Don't you dare apologize, pet!" 
I bit my bottom lip and squeezed my eyes shut. The deep stimulation from Sam's cock continued to pump my entire body with a thick vibration of intense pleasure, like nothing I'd ever felt before. Part of me wanted to reach for Mark. To hear that he loved me. To hear it was ok. But the immense rapture in my body blurred even that yearning. 
"You should know that your husband is on the edge of his seat with his hand groping the bulge in his pants."
Thank you, Elise. Her words comforted me and gave me the release I needed. A license to let go. 
Sam pulled his cock back to the front of my opening so that only the head stayed inside. Then he eased it all the way back in. This time, the glans slid past my cervix with no friction. He repeated this motion, coming almost out and then burying himself to my deepest depth. With each return into my core, he tickled every pleasure point along the way. I swore I could feel his cock in my fingertips. In my toes. Ok, we may need a new yardman.
As he increased his speed, he groaned, and the head of his cock swelled, increasing the pressure against my walls and on my erogenous zones. I huffed as I whimpered. "Oh, my godddd!"
Elise growled at me. "You love that cock, don't you?!"
The ligaments in my neck pulled as I arched my back, and I cried out. "Yesss!" 
My tits felt heavy as they bounced around above my frame. I grasped at the ribbons around my wrists, wanting to hold on to something. Anything. My pussy tightened around him, and all the muscles in my lower body wound up like a spindle of nuclear energy. 
All at once, it exploded. My body went rigid, and I clamped down like a vise around Sam's cock. 
He grunted and yelled, "Oh fuck!" His thrusts sped up to a rampage, and the head of his cock knocked against a wall so deep inside me, I didn't know it existed. 
Fireworks exploded across the backs of my eyelids, and my limbs shook with a violence that threatened to split atoms in my body. My mouth hung open, but I couldn't form words. All I could do was wail a long "aaaaahhhh!" 
His hot seed sprayed into me, washing into that back wall and flooding the entire space of my pussy. He continued to thrust as he emptied into me, and I convulsed around him, involuntarily milking his monstrous length of every drop. 
Rocky and Bull held my trembling body while Sam pulled out. They lowered my hips back to the surface of the coffee table, and my pussy drained a thick, hot mix of my come and Sam's onto my ass cheeks and the comforter. 
Elise waved at Sam. "Come here. Let her clean you off." Then she pointed at Rocky. "You're up next."
Sam stumbled up towards my head, and Elise grabbed him to keep him from falling. She grinned. "You ok, there, Tiger?"
He laughed. "Thanks. I think so." 
She pointed towards me as if to direct him where to put his cock next, and he looked down at me. 
My eyes met his deep browns, and a warmth rolled through my chest. Maybe it would change at some point when I had countless experiences under my belt, but I still felt some connection with any man I let cum inside me, no matter how casual the connection. Especially with someone so handsome. And someone whose cock had penetrated my deepest depths. As his cum ran out of me, I smiled up at him and opened my mouth. 
Like choreography, Sam inserted his cock in my mouth just as Rocky slid into my sloppy pussy. I smirked, thinking how uncommon it must be for yard crews to share sloppy seconds with each other. 
Elise's voice lilted from behind Sam. "Do a good job cleaning him, little pet."
I marveled at Sam's ability to steady his trembling body over me, placing a hand on the coffee table for balance and gently easing his semi-hard cock in and out of my mouth. I sucked and licked, cleaning the creamy mixture off him, tasting the light salty flavor, and swallowing. My eyes narrowed as I looked up at him and grinned around his meat. Now, you're in two of my holes. 
While Bull continued to brace one leg, Rocky held the other up and slammed his cock into me. Its shorter length went balls-deep inside me and hard-stopped right in the middle of my a-spot, just short of my cervix. 
My mouth wanted to spit "oh, fuck!" but it came out garbled, still stuffed with Sam's well-cleaned meat. He eased it out, letting the last drops of his cum drip onto my tongue, while Rocky proceeded to jackhammer my pussy. 
My tits bounced so wildly, they slapped against my chin. With my mouth now empty, I gasped a loud "Oh, fuck!!" that echoed off the ceiling.
Rocky's pubic bone ground against my swollen clitoris with each thrust, and the head of his cock drove up against my puffed g-spot. 
"Shit, he's going to make me come quick!" 
Elise barked at him. "You hear that, Rocky? Beat that slutty pussy up!"
Sam had warmed up my pussy so well, any stimulation to my g-spot would've unleashed another orgasm, and Rocky's cock perfectly nailed that target. 
My twat clenched around him, and bolts of bliss broke out from it that surged into my thighs. I howled, my mouth hanging open like a drooling drunk. "Yesss, fuck meeee!"
My climax unfurled inside me, and Rocky exploded as he continued to pound my pussy. My already goopy hole got another coat of creamy filth, and I hummed with wicked delight. I'm such a slut.
Elise's voice sounded almost melodic as she yelled. "Switch!"
Rocky pulled out and brought his slick, sloppy meat up to my mouth, and Bull stepped between my legs. My mind awakened, anticipating his massive size, but my body remained fluid and relaxed. Had multiple orgasms not transported me into a boneless state and previous cucumber experiences prepared me, I might have yelled "Brent!" I’ve got this. I took a deep breath and let my multi-orgasmic drunkenness settle me back into my body. Give me that moose meat.
Bull placed the head at my opening. Its fatness filled the space, touching the entire surface area of both my vaginal lips. 
I lifted my head as far as I could to see him, and my armpits stretched, pulled by my extended neck. The collar dug into my throat, reminding me of my surrender. 
Oh my god. My eyes widened. 
Bull had removed his clothes, and his massive, ripped physique towered over me like a minotaur. In my lower peripheral vision, all Brooke's guests sat on the edge of her couch, their eyes trained on my spread legs. Mark had his cock out and in his hands. 
It felt like the breath before a cataclysmic event. 
Bull held me wide open by my ankles and pushed into me. His thickness spread my opening to an almost painful tightness. The skin of my walls stung, and a fiery surge spread through my hips. The tension in my pussy extended up into my abdomen and chest, and I lifted my head further, jutting out my chin. The collar again dug into me, but its irritation paled compared to the burn in my cunt. My mouth hung open as I gasped. "Oh, fuck!!"
He eased his monstrous girth into me, and with each inch, my walls got strained to their max. Intense surges that bordered on painful pummeled my cells and ignited my whole body with sensation. He paused inside me for a few seconds, allowing my pussy to adjust around his size. I took deep breaths as I looked into his eyes. I'm sure mine isn't the first pussy he's wrecked.
Pain melded into intense sensation. Which melded into pleasure. A deep pleasure that induced a second wave of drunken euphoria. My head fell back, and I surrendered. He eased in and out, and his cock forged a new memory in my body. Just as Sam had touched my deepest depth, this man stretched me to my tightest expansion. Both sensations took me to a new place. Something almost out of body. My eyes closed, and I floated in the strange bliss of having my pussy ravaged by a monster cock. 
Elise's voice hummed above me. "Do you feel like a whore?"
I nodded, my head floating in a sea of endorphins. They drenched my senses and clouded all other sensations but the incredible fullness in my pussy. Even the warmth of his seed spilling into me came as background noise to the thick buzz of the crazy high his cock launched me into. 
Then, the lights of the room grew darker against my closed eyelids, and a warmth hovered around my head. I opened my eyes. Elise's pussy peeked out from an opening in the crotch of her bodysuit and hovered just above my mouth. Her tender pink lips glowed from engorgement. She leaned over my body, her ass in my face, and her head somewhere over my pulverized cunt. 
I stared at her bare flower. God, it's so pretty. My mouth watered, and I licked my lips. Fuck it. I want this.
I arched my neck up and stuck out my tongue, but her juicy twat dangled just beyond my reach, and the collar stung my throat, as if to underscore the sadistic tease. In my exhausted state, my grunt sounded like the last cry of a dying woman. A woman dying of both bliss and want. 
Elise hummed. "Mmmm, you want to taste pussy?"
A new thickness entered my hole. This time, a cool thickness. Is that... a cucumber?
Elise's voice taunted me with fiendish satisfaction. "All these people who know you, watching you take a cucumber just like you did in that shower."
My core muscles tightened as I thrust my neck forward again despite the collar, extending my tongue to within centimeters of her fresh pink petals. My legs now freed, I placed my heels on the table and ground my hips up into the thrust of her cucumber-armed hand. 
"Such a dirty whore, aren't you, Captain Cucumber?"
I hissed, "Yesss!"
"And now you want to taste this pussy, don't you?"
"Yesss!"
She lowered her hips, and I relaxed my neck, letting it fall back to the coffee table and her crotch to my mouth. I extended my tongue and brushed it across the swollen nub.
Elise purred, and it made my chest swoon. A good little pet.
I lifted my chin just enough to give me some leverage into her, and I lapped at her, brushing her hard bean with the broad flat of my tongue again and again. 
"Yesss, lick that cunt like a good little whore."
She continued to feed my destroyed pussy with the thick, cool vegetable. It soothed my exhausted muscles and my soul. With each experience, Mark, Elise and I reclaimed cucumbers from a source of pain and shame, transforming it into the most magical vegetable. 
Someone unfastened my wrists, and their hand caressed the indentions in my skin. Then they unbuckled the collar and removed it. Mark. 
Just feeling his touch melted my heart. With that simple gesture, he gave me that reassurance that he saw me, loved me, and still wanted to touch me with his kindness. 
I wrapped my hands around Elise's waist and cupped the top of her ass cheeks, pulling my face up into her pussy. Like a good pet, I licked her with perfect precision, armed with an understanding that only a pussy-owner possessed. Her cucumber thrusts quickened and her moans grew louder. 
I loved this woman. I truly did. We'd been friends forever. She'd given me a resurrected sex life. And now, I was worshipping her pretty little twat with my mouth. 
Her hips quivered, and she cried out. "I'm close!" 
I pressed my fingertips into her soft ass cheeks and dug deeper, licking at her with a ravenous desire to make her come. 
She howled. "Fuckkk!" And her pussy gushed her sweet juices onto my lips and tongue. 
I clung to her trembling body, mashing my face into her to absorb her essence into my skin. Into my being. 
As her quakes softened, my grip relented, and I relaxed my head back onto the table. 
Around me, a slow clap started. Then it quickened into a concert of applause. 
My face flushed, and I laughed. Tears formed in the corners of my eyes. Am I dreaming? It was the exact opposite of my high school experience. These beautiful people witnessed me in the most depraved and authentic of ways, and they applauded me. 
Elise stepped off of me and knelt on the ground beside me. Her hand caressed my thigh, and she hummed a wordless song of sisterly affection. 
Mark leaned over my head and kissed my face. "I love you, babe."
The flow of my tears grew stronger, and I placed my hands behind his head. 'I love you, too. So much."
"And don't think you won’t get the sense fucked out of you for the rest of your life for what you did tonight."
I chuckled. "Okay."
He kissed my forehead again. So soft. So loving. "But I think you've had enough tonight."
"If you say so, Mr. Baghadix." Looking forward to that.




Epilogue


"Is that Carter Latham?" Elise called out to a tall, well-dressed man standing a few people ahead in the line to grab over-priced coffee.  
He turned and smiled from ear to ear. "Elise!" 
She ran up to him, and he opened his arms to her. His big, muscular arms that barely fit into the sleeves of his dress shirt.  
I swallowed hard, looking down his body. His bubble butt looked firm and powerful atop his thick thighs. Broad shoulders filled the spread of his shirt, and his colossal neck rose into a firm, cut chin line. His pearly white teeth gleamed brightly in contrast to his dark sapphire eyes. And his curly, dark hair... Oh, god, he's even more gorgeous than in high school.
He stepped out of the line, and they both moved away from it. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm grabbing some coffee with Wendy." She gestured over to me.
Part of me wanted to retreat. To run for my life. But I froze, unable to move. 
His eyes lit up as he turned to look at me. "Wait... Wendy?"
"Bhagadix." Elise interjected. "She's married now."
The light in his eyes dulled a bit. "Oh." He pressed his lips together in a resigned smile. "It's so good to see you, Wendy."
Elise waved me over. "C'mon, girl. The coffee's not going anywhere."
I lowered my head, struggling with whether to hold his intense eye contact. Carter followed my movements like he planned to be tested on the details of each one. "So, married, huh?"
I smiled up at him, my lips frozen in a dumb, half-open paralysis. His deep blues drew me in and made my spine tingle. "I... um..."
Elise rescued me. "Yep, she's married. And a doctor!"
Oh, god. Did you have to...
"Wow, a doctor? What kind of medicine?"
"She handles penises all day."
"Elise!" I smacked her on the arm. 
He smirked. "Sounds like hard work."
I blushed, and my mouth hung open. Then I narrowed my eyes at him and swatted at him, too. My pussy clenched, and a rush of heat spread from it into my stomach. Oh, god, this is bad. "I guess you could say that."
Elise poked him in the chest. "Guess what else?"
Carter turned his head towards her but his eyes trailed, hanging onto my gaze until finally shifting to her. He grinned at his friend. They'd stayed in touch since high school and become a bit like distant siblings who checked in a few times a year. "What else?"
"I'm a hotwife."
My mouth dropped open. Oh, my god.
He furrowed his eyebrows. "A what?"
"A hotwife."
His grin widened. "Am I supposed to know what that is?"
"A wife that has sex with other people."
Which made his eyes widen. "Wow."
"Don't judge."
"I'm not. That's amazing. And wait, what?"
She laughed. "Yep."
"And Noah is ok with this?"
"He loves it."
Carter nodded. Then he looked back at me. Our eyes locked, and we stood in an intense, awkward silence. But Elise didn't rescue either of us this time.
He licked his lips and lowered his voice. "You know, Wendy, it's really too bad you don't have a similar arrangement."
I looked at Elise and back at him. Then a wicked grin spread across my face. "Well, actually..."
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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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