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Chapter One


"She's cheating on her husband!" Karen Cobbledick stood in my front yard, hands on her hips. Her voice boomed loud enough for the entire neighborhood to hear.

My neck muscles tightened as I punched away at my phone screen with my thumbs. Being harassed by Karen. More gossip about Brooke. HALP. I hit send. My knees pressed together as I sat on the top step of my porch.

"Are you listening to me?" she demanded.

My thumbs tapped more. Ugh, she won’t stop. Gotta go. Text u later. I hit send again and put my phone down next to me. My eyes narrowed as I looked up at her. “What are you talking about?”

She huffed and threw her hands up in the air. “You haven’t been listening.”

“Maybe you didn’t notice I was in the middle of texting someone.”

“You can’t text them later?”

I pressed my lips together in a flat line. You can’t interrupt me later?

“Anyway, like I was saying, she’s cheating. I just know it,” she continued.

I swallowed, hoping to succeed at playing dumb. “Who is cheating?” I knew exactly who Karen was talking about. After all, if Karen wasn’t talking about Brooke and her sex life, then Karen wasn’t talking at all. But the last thing I wanted was for the neighborhood gossip to find out that Brooke Cummings and I were friends.

Her eyes widened, and she huffed. “Brooke!”

I scratched my face and lowered my gaze. “Brooke who?”

“Seriously, Elise? The woman I’ve been telling you about! She lives just two houses down from you.”

“Ohhh. Her name is Brooke?” God, I hope she’s buying this.

“Yes, and I’m telling you, she’s cheating on her husband.”

Part of me wanted to admit I knew Brooke so I could defend her against this ridiculous character assassination, but that would have involved getting far deeper into the conversation. And perhaps invited an endless cascade of unwanted conversations. Ugh. Still, I had to say something.

“Karen, that’s a big accusation to just go spreading around. Where are you getting this idea?”

“Well, the other night, I saw her husband’s car leave their house. Then I noticed a strange car pull up into the driveway.”

“Probably food delivery. Did you think of that?”

Karen pointed at me for emphasis. “I think she meant it to look like that, but I just had a hunch, so I snuck over to get a closer look.”

My mouth dropped open. “You did what?”

Karen continued, ignoring my reaction. “A young, very athletic-looking guy got out of the car and went to the front door. It opened, and he went inside.”

She cocked an eyebrow as if she expected me to get sucked in by the information.

I hated it was working.

Karen continued, “So, I snuck around to the back of the house and hid in the bushes under the bedroom window.”

I held my hand up. “Whoa! Karen, seriously? Do you realize how crazy you sound?”

She leaned in, lowering her voice. “Elise, listen to me. I heard noises. Like moaning. And groaning. Sex noises!”

That detail took me by surprise. But my body gave me a much bigger one. A sudden tingle erupted in between my legs. For a troubling few seconds, I pictured Brooke on all fours on her bed, putting her butt up in the air for this mystery man while her husband, Dale, was away. I squeezed my eyes shut and winced, trying to push the image from my mind.

“Ok, Karen, as interesting as this story is, I really have to go. I have a lot on my plate today.” I jumped up and hurried for my front door.

Karen’s voice called from behind me. “She’s cheating, Elise. I heard her fucking. And from the sound of it, she was having a fantastic time!”

The front door closed behind me. My heart pounded at the inside of my chest. The vision of Brooke and this man clung to my thoughts like an irresistible urge to eat chocolate. I rapped my forehead with the flat of my palm. “Nooo, get out!”

Brooke had been a bit of a party girl in college, and I heard rumors of her being promiscuous, but I never believed them. I mean, she and I volunteered together sometimes at the food pantry on weekends, and I even talked her into going to Bible study with me. I just couldn’t believe the rumors, and I wasn’t about to start now.

But I also couldn’t get the idea out of my head.

My body vibrated with an increasingly hot, sinful sensation as the mental pictures kept coming. My hand rested on my chest, feeling it rise and fall with my heavy breaths. I let my hand slide down over my clothes - down the front of my white tank top, through the divide between my breasts, over the thin cotton covering my stomach, nearing the spot just above my…

You shouldn’t do this. It’s wrong.

My fingers pried at the waistband of my shorts and slipped underneath. Then they lifted the elastic band of my underwear and glided over my soft, hot skin until they reached my most private area. I gasped as I touched it, feeling its moisture.

“No!”

My eyes popped open. I jerked my hand out of my underwear and pulled my back away from the door. As I looked around, I panted, grateful to have overcome temptation and for being alone in the house. I wouldn’t have wanted to explain to Noah why I suddenly yelled or what I was doing with my hand down my shorts. I had to get a grip.

Do not give the devil a foothold, Elise!

Taking a deep breath, I marched into the kitchen and forced my mind to plan dinner.

Idle hands are the devil’s playground.

Except my hands wanted to be anything but idle. And no amount of busying myself could quiet the storm that had broken out in my body.


Chapter Two


My husband, Noah, wrapped his arms around me from behind and kissed me on the back of my head. “How was your day?”

I sighed. “Frustrating.”

His cheek nestled into my hair. “Oh? Why is that?”

“Karen, our neighbor.”

He released me and chuckled. “Ohhh… her again?”

“She just doesn’t know when to quit.”

“What’s she going on about now?”

I turned and rested my butt against the kitchen counter, placing the edge of my palms on it. Noah sat on one of our bar stools at the island and started thumbing through a travel magazine.

“She’s gossiping about Brooke again,” I said.

“Ohh, you mean the Brooke we’re pretending not to know?” He smirked.

I pushed off the counter and sat next to him at the bar, sticking my bottom lip out. “Stop.”

His grin widened as he turned another page. “I mean, I’m sure Karen won’t find out Brooke is the reason we moved here.”

I smacked his shoulder as he snickered. “You’re not funny.”

“Or that you, Brooke, and Hailey were the three amigos in college.”

My head dropped into my hands, and I groaned. “I know. She’s never going to shut up about it when she finds out.”

He tried to stifle his chuckling as he put an arm around me and rubbed my shoulder. “So, what’s Cobbledick saying about Brooke?”

“Don’t call her that. It sounds… wrong.”

“But kinda funny. And besides, that’s her last name, right?”

I peeked between my fingers to shoot a playful glare at him. He popped a potato chip into his mouth and grinned at me, clearly happy with himself. Such a mischievous boy. I loved Noah, and perhaps it was his juvenile mischief that attracted me to him. So different from me. He was the prankster. The one that broke a rule here and there. I was the responsible, well-behaved one. Sometimes, I envied him.

I grabbed the bag from him. “Stop snacking. I’ve made a nice dinner for us.”

He kissed me on the cheek. “Yes, ma’am. So, what’s Karen saying about Brooke.”

I bit my bottom lip. For a second, the tingle in my lower body returned.

“Babe?” he prodded.

I shook my head as if that would make it stop. “Umm, yeah, she…”

I took a deep breath and sighed, planting both hands on the bar and straightening my arms as if to give a deposition. “She says Brooke is cheating on Dale.” My fingers tapped the bar to punctuate the gravity of my statement.

“Huh. Well, that’s hot,” Noah said.

My neck almost snapped as my head jerked hard to look at him. “Excuse me, what?!”

He held up a hand and leaned away from me, still grinning. “Calm down. Don’t get worked up.”

“Honey, why would you say that?”

“Well, I mean, I get you might not understand it, Elise, but some men find it hot when their wives cheat on them. It’s kinda like ‘Wow, my wife’s so hot, everybody wants to have sex with her.’ Or maybe it’s ‘Wow, my wife is so naughty to break those rules and have sex outside marriage.’”

The tingle in my lower body grew stronger, and I felt moisture forming in my private spot. My lips parted, and I shut my eyes.

“You ok, babe?” he asked.

“I just can’t believe…” I couldn’t finish. My sinful body caught fire at the temptation in his words.

“Look, Elise, I’m not saying I need you to do it. I know that’s not how you are. I mean, it would be hot if you did. You’re sexy, and I mean, I’m sure there are men you find attractive, but…”

My eyes popped open even as my nether region did a backflip, almost aching to act out his words. I placed a hand on his shoulder and looked him in the eye.

“What did you say?” I asked.

“This is really upsetting you, isn’t it?”

Throbbing. That’s what it was. Down there in my privates. A relentless throbbing. “I don’t even know how to process it,” I said.

“Well, then forget I said it…” He popped up off the bar stool and walked towards the hall. Before he left, he paused in the doorway and turned. “But I dare you to do it.”

My mouth fell open. “Noah Morehead!” That rascal knew what he was doing. I could resist these tempting thoughts and pictures in my head all day long, but there was one thing I couldn’t resist.

I shook my head and narrowed my eyes at him as he laughed. “It’s ok, Elise. With that halo on your head, you’re probably not up to the challenge.”

I grabbed the roll of paper towels on the bar and threw them at him, but he dodged it, still laughing as he disappeared down the hallway.

I pouted as I glared at the empty doorway. My husband had pushed my one button and shoved me into a vortex of internal conflict. I felt trapped.

All because of that one thing I couldn’t resist.

A challenge.


Chapter Three


I’m not falling for this. Challenge or no challenge.

My hand gripped the steering wheel, and my eyes locked on the road. I knew Noah liked to toy with me, but this really topped any of his other games. Putting the notion in my head that he’d like me to cheat on him and then challenging me to do it. Some nerve!

Fortunately for me, only one guy ever crossed my mind that way.

Joel Hardwick.

My heart skipped a beat as I thought his name.

The handsome young department head worked one floor below me, always dressed in a tailored suit, and always smelled great. I might have snuck a glance or two at him in the company gym. He took good care of his body, and as a successful single man, he must have attracted lots of women. Not that I allowed myself such thoughts, but I could deduce what it might mean. I bet he had some skill in the bedroom. Practice makes perfect in anything, right? Plus, it intrigued me how he climbed to the top of the department at such a young age.

But no one was attractive enough for me to risk my hard-earned reputation in the workplace. As a married woman, flirting with my secret office crush was playing Russian roulette with my career. I wasn’t going to do it. My husband would just have to win this challenge.

I shook my head and gnashed my teeth. Oh, that grates me. I hated losing. Maybe I could call Hailey and just air out my thoughts. That might get it off my mind. My phone sat in a cradle on my dashboard, and at the next light, I dialed her number. She answered with her usual exuberance.

“Hey, girl!”

“Oh my God, Hailey, can I just vent for a second? I don’t have much time. I’m almost at work.”

“Sure, sure! Lay it on me, sister. What’s going on?”

I unloaded, telling her everything as quickly as I could. The conversation with Karen. The challenge from my husband. Even a half confession that someone had crossed my mind. Someone other than Noah.

How could I?

“Wow, girl, this is juicy. Especially for you. Are you considering it?”

I shook my head. “No, of course not! I could never do that.”

“But if Noah would let you? And it sounds like he would like it.”

I cocked an eyebrow and attempted a playful retort. “Girl, are you cheating on your husband?”

“Well, first, it wouldn’t really be cheating if your husband knew and approved, right? But no, to answer your question, I’m not. I don’t think Alex would ever go for that.”

I grinned at her logic. Oh, Hailey. “Umm, first, it would be cheating. Just because my husband is insane and approving doesn’t make adultery suddenly become ok. I still have to face God, you know.”

“Right. Thou shalt not commit adultery. I get it. But still…”

I laughed. “Hailey, oh my goodness, you’re not helping!”

She laughed with me. “Just imagine if Elise Morehead, the school saint, was to cheat on her husband! Wouldn’t that be a scandal?!”

“Girl, stop! I’ve got to go. I’m parked and late for work, and you’re just making this worse. Plus, I’m starving. I didn’t even have time to eat before I left.”

“Ok, have a good day! Talk to you later, gator.”

My head collapsed back into my headrest as I hung up. The warm vibration in my lower body crept up into my chest as my annoying fixation on these new ideas persisted.

I opened my car door and climbed out. My stiletto heels clicked on the pavement of the parking lot as I walked towards the entrance to my work building. The sound of those clicks and the pump I felt in my calves sent electric tingles up my thighs. Why had I worn those shoes? I never wore them. And what had possessed me to put on a fitting black dress that exposed my shoulders? I even spent extra time in the mirror working on my makeup to make it perfect.

No wonder you didn’t get to eat.

The dress hugged my body and made me more aware of the eyes of others noticing me. The hair on the back of my neck stood up, and my heart fluttered at their glances. As I passed through the revolving glass doorway, the building security staff greeted me. “Good morning, Mrs. Morehead!” The old fella seemed a bit more enthusiastic than usual to see me. “You look like you’re taking the company by storm today.”

I giggled and winked at him. “Not yet, Arthur, but the year has just started!”

Elise, what has gotten into you?

The lobby echoed with my giggle and my clicking heels as I walked towards the elevators. At least I’d have one to myself, the one bright side to running late. I stepped on and punched the button for twenty-three. The doors started to slide shut - doors that moved at a snail’s pace. I knew the ride up would be the same. On days when a crowd of employees packed in like sardines, the speed of those elevators tested my patience, but having it all to myself could be relaxing. I might have time to clear my vexing thoughts and get my focus on work.

A shuffling sound grew louder outside the closing doors and a voice called out, “Hold it!”

A familiar voice.

Fingers slid into the tight space between the doors and penetrated my sanctuary of solitary repentance, forcing the elevator back open. My heart leaped up in my throat.

Joel.
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“Thanks!” he said, as he boarded the elevator with me. As usual, he wore a beautiful, tailored suit and tie and carried a gym bag over his shoulder. My wayward mind played ZZ Top “Sharp Dressed Man” and started directing a music video in which Joel moved in slow motion. His cologne wafted past my nostrils and lit up the dopamine receptors in my brain.

My lips parted to answer him, but nothing came out. The thrashing of my heartbeat against my chest made it impossible to form words. What was this new inability to cope? I had shared an elevator with Joel many times before, and sure, his proximity always stirred me, but nothing like the hurricane of sensations that blew through my body at that moment.

He pressed the twenty-two button.

Right under me.

I closed my eyes, trying to find a compass back to my sane self.

Joel’s deep voice cut through my fog of frenzied thought. “Hey,” he said.

His dark eyes and vibrant smile sent warm ripples down my spine into my lower body. My voice cracked as I managed a response, “Hey.”

“I don’t think I’ve seen you before. Are you new?”

Wow, I’m invisible. I laughed. Laughed way too loud. “No, I’ve been here for three years.”

He furrowed his eyebrows, still grinning. “What? No way. I would have remembered you. I mean, not to be forward, but you’re very attractive.”

Searing heat rushed into my cheeks and ears. I dropped my gaze for a moment before returning to eye contact with him, hoping to somehow catch my breath. My hair fell into my face, so I reached up and brushed it to the side. “Thanks,” I said. God, can this elevator go any slower?

“Sorry, I don’t mean to be inappropriate. Looks like you have a ring on your finger.”

I lifted my hand up and looked at my ring as if I had forgotten it was there. “Oh, yeah.” Out came another excessively loud laugh. I patted him on the shoulder. What the heck was that, Elise? I jerked my hand back, recoiling from my internal scolding, but I managed to keep talking. “It’s ok. I’m a little more dressed up today. Maybe that’s why you noticed me for the first time.”

“You look amazing. You should dress up more often. What’s the occasion?”

I bit my lip as I tumbled into the abyss of his eyes. His smile widened and his head leaned forward, as if to encourage me to spit out an answer. I swallowed hard. The occasion? Um, my husband thinks it would be hot if I cheated on him. And I thought I might see you today.

“I don’t know. I just felt like dressing up.”

“Well, you clean up well. If you weren’t married, I’d…”

The elevator came to an abrupt stop and darkness overtook the small space.

“Oh, shit,” he said. His voice seemed somehow louder amid the blackness that had so suddenly overtaken my eyes. I fumbled blindly through my purse to find my phone. Oh, crap. In my haste to get into the building, I had left it sitting in the cradle in my car. “Dang, I forgot my phone.”

His resonant voice answered from the darkness. “Oh, you can use mine.” A low, bluish light appeared, casting shadows up his body. “Well, it looks like I have no bars. I forget these elevators are made of lead.”

My lungs tightened. Oh, no. My asthma started acting up. Stressful situations did that to me. Or embarrassing ones. Horror overtook me as I contemplated turning into a wheezing idiot in front of this man. And the prospect of being in the dark and unable to breathe pushed me to an edge. Don’t panic, Elise. It just makes it worse. But my body wasn’t listening. The attack set in swiftly like an anvil on my chest, and my throat started to close.


Chapter Four


“What’s going on? Are you ok?” Joel shone the cool blue light of his phone in my direction.

I waved in front of me with one hand while I held my chest with the other. “I have asthma. I’m… having a hard time breathing.” Getting the words out felt like lifting a heavy suitcase off my chest. I hated asthma so much.

“Do you use Albuterol?”

I nodded frantically. I never let it run out like that. Being without my inhaler was too dangerous for me. It had been on my list to get to the pharmacy and get my refill, but I’d been so busy. “Yes, but I’m out.”

“I’m not,” he said. Holding his phone for light, he rummaged through his bag with his free hand and pulled out an inhaler.

Oh, thank God. In less life-threatening circumstances, I might have protested using someone else’s medicine, but not being able to breathe trumped any other concern. He left his phone on the floor and joined me in the darkness. I let him rest his hand on my back while his other lifted the inhaler to my lips.

His warm breath tickled my earlobe as he spoke. “Blow,” he said. Even though I knew how to use an inhaler, at that moment, I appreciated him directing me. It steadied me from the panic that had set in. I did my best to push air out and prepare to inhale.

“I’ll count to three and then spray this into you,” he said. His hand pressed into my back, bracing me.

Even amid my hysteria, his words and touch felt… tempting.

“Ok, one, two, three!” He pressed the top of the cannister on the inhaler, and I sucked in with all my might. The medicine flowed down the back of my throat and instantly, my lungs ceased their suffocating spasm. Without thinking, I let my body melt into him, and his hand slid the rest of the way across my back to clasp my far shoulder. His warm touch on my bare skin caused my stomach to flutter.

“Better?” he asked.

As my lungs continued to relax, my awareness of the fire in my lower body increased. “Yeah. I think so. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

He released me. My eyes adjusted to the blue light coming from his phone that provided the slightest illumination and a strangely sensual ambiance. Joel crouched down in front of the large red “emergency” button at the bottom of the large panel. “Let’s see if we can get someone to help us out of here,” he said. He pressed it, and the speaker below it started ringing.

I simmered in the flames that were flickering in my body, struggling to process a mixture of feelings. Relief that I would soon be out of this awkward, tempting situation. But also, sadness. Elise Morehead, you should be ashamed.

The ringing through the speaker stopped, and a recorded voice answered. “We’re sorry. We’re currently experiencing a high volume of calls. Your wait time is approximately 45 minutes. We appreciate your patience. While you wait, please enjoy this selection of music.”

The cordial recorded voice finished its message, and in its place, the speaker began emitting low thuds in tantalizing succession. Oh no, I know this song. The last time I’d heard it was in college. Brooke had dragged me out to a dance club - the one and only time I let her do that to me. The music that night affected me the same way this did. It washed over me with its seductive vibrations and tickled every cell in my body. Then the words to the chorus came.

“Do you really wanna touch it? Do you really wanna mess with me tonight?”

My face flushed, and moisture seeped out of me, into my underwear. Goodness, Elise.

Joel laughed and disconnected the call. “Interesting choice for elevator music. Maybe I’ll try back in a little while.”

I looked around at the floor beneath me, wondering how I could gracefully lower myself to sit wearing those heels and a dress that fit me like a glove.

Even in the low light, Joel somehow read my mind. “Need some help?” He stood up and held out his hand.

I smiled and took it. “Thank you.” I bent my knees, and the dress slid just above them. The cool air of the elevator rushed up it and tickled the warm space between my thighs. With my other hand, I reached down and steadied myself as I let my legs fall to the side.

He joined me on the floor. “Guess we’re going to be here awhile,” he said.

I sighed. “I’m going to starve. I didn’t eat anything this morning.”

“You may not like them, but I have some protein bars. They’re not bad.”

“I’m so hungry. I think I’d let you put anything in my mouth.” My voice cracked. Oh my, why did I say it that way?

He pulled out a protein bar and peeled the wrapper back. Breaking off a small piece in between his finger and thumb, he slid over to me and held it up to my lips. The blue light of his phone formed a back-light behind the silhouette of his form. I parted my lips to accept his offering. My eyes searched the blackness where I imagined his eyes to be, and I wondered if he was peering into mine. My body shivered.

He pushed the morsel in between my lips, and his fingertip grazed them. My tongue received the food and my lips closed with my eyes. The bar tasted fresh, soft, and a bit sweet. It melted in my mouth, and a hint of milk chocolate awakened my taste buds.

“How’s that?” he asked.

“Oh my god, so good.”

“Haha, well, I don’t know about that. Want some more?”

I nodded, again looking into the blackness of his form, unable to see his face. He brought a larger piece to my mouth, and I opened it wider to receive him. This time, his finger slipped into my mouth, and my tongue curled up around it, cradling his fingertip just before it exited. A hot flash shot from the sides of my face, down my neck, and into my chest. It exploded like a swell of dark energy in my heart, and I hummed with pleasure. After I swallowed, I giggled softly. “Sorry for the noises. It’s just so good, and I was sooo hungry.” Oh my, Elise, you’re flirting with him!

“Glad I had something to offer you.” He retreated a bit, as if giving me space to absorb the micro transaction that had just occurred between us. The dim light of his phone cast shadows across the strong, chiseled features of his face. As if conspiring to draw me into sin, the screen’s hue highlighted the outline of his succulent lips.

“If you’d like, you can look at my phone. I don’t want you to be bored.”

I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.

“Thanks, but that’s ok,” I said.

“Well, then I won’t look at it, either. I’d rather talk to you anyway. It’s just too bad I won’t be able to see you looking so nice in your dress.”

His compliment caused a flutter in my chest. He turned his phone off, and the elevator became pitch black. “Kinda dark, is that ok?” he asked.

“Yeah.” Sweat beaded in my palms, and my pulse pushed heat through my extremities. “I’m not scared,” I added. Liar. I wasn’t afraid of him. No, I was much more afraid of how I was feeling. I felt grateful for the pitch black hiding the redness I felt radiating from my face. Something about it also ensnared me with an illusion of anonymity. As though it could hide my wicked thoughts… and deeds… from the world. From my neighbors. From my co-workers. Even from God.

Trapped in an elevator with a gorgeous man, my body on fire, in the darkness. The perfect place to do something I would never do in the light.

I lowered my voice. “I had this crazy conversation with my husband yesterday.” Elise, what are you doing?

“Oh, really? What about?”

“He challenged me.”

“Ohhh, wow. A little marital gauntlet being thrown down. Ok. So, what was the challenge?”

My whole body shook with electric anticipation of the cliff I was about to jump off of. I crawled over toward Joel’s voice and laid a hand on his thigh.

“He thinks it would be hot if I cheated on him.” My throat tightened with a hot surge as I swallowed. “And he doesn’t think I have it in me to do it.”

Joel shifted, bringing his face closer to mine. His warm breath tickled my face, and I dropped my head back, resting it against the elevator wall. In that moment, I turned away from the annoying chatter of my conscience and towards the hunger in my body. He laid his hand on my neck, and the heat in his skin intermingled with the heat in mine. His fingers slid around the side of my neck and cupped it from the back, and he moved even closer until his lips hovered over my skin.

“Do you have it in you to do it?” he asked.

I turned my head and mouth towards his. Our lips touched, and a scorching heat launched from the point of contact and ripped through my head. It lit up every neuron in my brain and spilled like a fiery lavafall down my neck into my chest. My stomach. And my vagina.

Oh my God, I’m cheating on my husband.


Chapter Five


Joel’s lips felt full, plump, and tender – more delicious than I had even imagined they would be. And I had imagined them many times. In moments of weakness. Moments of desire. Those lips had haunted my thoughts during the workday. Now, they were caressing mine.

Dark dreams had become a darker reality.

As our lips brushed delicate strokes against each other, tiny bolts of bliss danced up and down the back of my head, under my scalp. They splintered out across my skull and set off tiny explosions of pleasure in my temples.

His lips parted and nibbled at my bottom lip. Then he moved, nibble by nibble, from the center of my mouth to the side. His lips pressed into the corner, planting a kiss there. Then he made a slow and gentle pass back across to the other corner of my mouth.

My eyes rolled back in my head as I yielded to his exploration of this intimate part of my body. So few men had done this with me. No one but Noah was ever supposed to again.

Noah.

I so hoped he really meant what he said. That the idea of me cheating excited him. I couldn’t bear the idea of upsetting him or, worse, losing him. The heat of the moment with Joel was quickly taking over, and I feared where it would lead.

I was falling, and I could only hope that Noah would catch me when it was over.

Joel opened his mouth and pressed it into mine, and I opened my lips to meet him. With each kiss, our faces melted more into each other, and our mouths opened wider. I released my hungry breath into his mouth and inhaled the heat of his desire into me. Our heads turned to deepen the kiss, and our mouths snapped together like perfect puzzle pieces.

Oh, God, I want him.

Then it happened. His tongue ventured into the space of my mouth, searching for mine. The wet heat of his tongue brushed against mine, and it set off an eruption of desire inside my body. I gripped his thigh with my hand and squeezed it while I moaned into his mouth. One of his hands dropped from my neck and began exploring my bare shoulders and neckline.

The dress hugged my thighs like a chastity device, holding my legs together. It kept me from getting up and straddling him. Kept me from moving my hips close to his body. I began to hate the restraint.

My tongue delved deeper into his mouth, and his lapped at mine. They wrestled together and pressed against each other. I yearned to be as deep in his throat as possible, and I wanted him to penetrate me just as deeply.

His lips wrapped around my tongue, and he sucked on it. “Ahhh!” I panted against his lips as I shoved my tongue hard into his enclosure. Shifting onto my knees, I reached behind me for the back of my dress and fumbled for the zipper. I needed to open my legs to him, to press my whole body into him. The dress had to go.

The pesky voices of my conscience were banging on the doors of my mind, but I shut them out. An overpowering hunger had overtaken me, and I didn’t want to deny it. Not when I was this close to experiencing something so raw, so unexpected, and so hot. I had been the good girl long enough, and Noah challenged me.

Well, challenge accepted.

Up on my knees, I kept my mouth in a ravenous entanglement with Joel’s. With both of my hands behind my back, I found the zipper and unzipped it. Joel continued to kiss me while I peeled the dress down my body, pushing it off my hips and down my thighs. I moved my knees one by one to wiggle my way out of it. With my legs free, I planted my hands on the rugged, hot skin of his neck and buried my tongue, once again, deep into his mouth. My legs inched forward, and I climbed onto his lap, straddling him.

The heat between my legs increased, and the pooling moisture spilled out on both sides of my panties, running down the insides of my thighs. The thought of staining his pants with my juices lit my brain up with an intoxicating mix of guilt and excitement.

This was so naughty. So wrong. And it felt so incredibly exhilarating.

Joel’s mouth left mine and moved to caress the line of my chin. He nibbled as he went, grazing my skin with his teeth as he worked his way to my ear.

“Yesss,” I whispered. My heart pounded against my chest. The Albuterol had clearly relieved my symptoms because my breath heaved in deep, repetitive pleas for more of his touch.

“I have a confession,” he panted in my ear as he chewed on the lobe. Hot chills rippled down my neck.

I cooed, “What’s that?”

“I have seen you before.”

Oh my. I giggled. My words slurred from the drunkenness of my arousal. “Now, the truth comes out.”

He dropped his lips halfway down my neck, planted the flat of his hot tongue on it, and licked back up to my ear. An electric shiver ran down my spine, and I hummed with pleasure, “Mmmm.” Something about his tongue on me felt like he was marking his territory. And I was allowing it. A married woman, giving some part of me up to another man. I bit my bottom lip, marveling at how the guilt amplified the pleasure sensations in between my legs.

He held my head in his hands while he continued to lick and nibble at my ear. As he did, he whispered seductive words into it. “I wanted you, but you’re married, and you always dressed so conservatively. But today, when I saw you in that dress, I couldn’t help myself. I had to say something.”

“To feel me out. See what kind of woman I was?” I said while panting.

His mischievous chuckle puffed my neck with the heat of his answer.

“To see if I was up to the challenge?” I added. I’m such a sinner.

He groaned and bit at my skin. For a second, it left the sweetest sting. That’s going to leave a mark.

Joel’s mouth began moving down my neck. I nodded and whimpered, knowing where he was going next. I leaned back into the cradle of his hands, opening my body up for him to travel further south. He licked and sucked on my clavicle. The surrounding skin tingled and smarted with a delicious buzz. Then he dropped further down with his lips, moving into the soft tissue of the upper part of my breast. His muscular arms held me up as I surrendered to his advances on my body. Once again, my pussy pulsed with the guilty thrill of letting another man kiss me there. Suck me there. Make his mark on me there.

As his caress trespassed into the fuller parts of my breast, he sucked and lapped at them like a hungry animal. He reached the barrier of my bra, and his tongue dug under it, trying to reach my nipple.

“Mmmm, let’s get that out of the way,” I hummed. I reached behind my back and unfastened my bra, tossing it to the side.

Joel’s mouth raced to my erect nipple and took it into his mouth.

“Oh, fucck!” I cried.

His ravenous attack on my tits spread heat into my shoulders. Feeling his mouth around my nipple made my pussy throb against my soaked panties.

Outside the elevator, I heard voices. They brought me back to the reality that soon the power would return and the elevators would move again. Nooo. A sense of urgency overtook me. A moment like this might never come again for me. I needed to make it count.

“Joel, I need you to fuck me.” Heat flooded my chest and lower body. I had said the word out loud, and it felt so naughty. So delicious. “Will you fuck me, Joel?”

“Mmm, I like the way you tackle a challenge.”

I stood up and shimmied my panties off my hips and down to the floor. My whole body tingled at the thrill of being naked in my work elevator, wearing nothing except the sexiest shoes I owned - shoes I had only ever worn for my husband. In one hour, I had gone from the well-behaved wife to a promiscuous adulteress.

Joel stood and unzipped his pants. I reached out for him and took hold of his throbbing hard… I paused to consider the sudden license I was taking with my words. Filthy, forbidden words suddenly felt perfect to express myself. My fingers wrapped around the hard, hot shaft of his cock. “Mmmm, I need this cock inside me,” I hissed. In the dark, my lips fell open in slight shock at my brazen new vulgar mouth. I ran my hand up and down his girth, wanting to record a memory of how he felt.

Then I turned and placed my hands on the elevator rail, bending over to present my ass to him. His hands gripped the sides of my hips, and I moaned, “Yesss, take that married pussy, Joel.” My heart stung with sweet guilt as I acknowledged my marriage and requested that he soil my perfect record as a faithful wife. The tip of his cock found my wet folds and dipped just inside my opening. “Fuckkk!” I groaned. I backed into him. The sloppy state of my pussy made it easy for him to glide in.

He was thick. Thicker than anything I’d felt before.

Not that I’d had many experiences. Sam, my college boyfriend. My husband, Noah. And now Joel - office heartthrob and only the third cock that had ever been in my pussy. He stretched my walls as he slipped all the way in. Lightning shot from my hole all the way up my spine and set off explosions of dopamine in my skull. “Yess, fuck me, Joel!” I’m going to hell for this, but right now, I don’t care.

He gripped my waist and began thrusting. By the third thrust, he was in all the way to the hilt, his balls pressing against my hard clitoris. He sped up, and my juices amplified the sound of his body slapping against my engorged pussy lips.

I thought about the voices outside the elevator. Could they still be nearby? Could they hear what was happening? The thought of getting caught and exposed both thrilled and terrified me. I might lose my job. My reputation might be ruined. Oh, but I could finally step out from underneath the weight of perfection I’d carried my whole life. God, it feels good to be bad.

Joel’s cock swelled inside of me, and it caused my pussy to clench around him. His thrusts catapulted me higher and higher. Each time, he delved to my deepest depths, touching sensory buttons I didn’t know existed. My tits felt heavy under my frame as they bounced around, and my abdomen and leg muscles tightened. “Yess, fuck me!”

I gripped the rail as a hot tension spread across my forehead. My lips hung open with anticipation of the top. Like a roller coaster, he carried me to the top of that hill. So close.

The lights flickered and the sound of the elevator lift hummed. We were ascending again, but I didn’t care. “Keep fucking me, Joel! I’m about to cum on your cock!”

At that moment, neither of us gave a shit about the consequences. We were too far down the road of wanton fucking. His hands squeezed my hip handles tightly as he slammed into me. I wailed, “Yesss! Yess! Yess! Fuck that pussy!”

Then it happened. I groaned from deep within my chest as my pussy exploded around him. I gushed my juices all over him as waves of hot pleasure rippled up my body and wracked my chest. “Fuccckkk!” I cried. I kept pushing back into him, drenching his cock with my pulsating pussy. He shook, and his cock started jerking inside me. “Oh God, I’m cumming!” he groaned.

I hissed back at him, “Yes, cum inside me!”

And he did. Threads of his hot cum flooded me and began running out the sides.

I’m going to get fired, and I don’t fucking care.
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Joel finished zipping me up just as the doors opened. I hadn’t had time to put on my panties, so he quickly stuffed them in his blazer pocket. As we stepped off the elevator to greet concerned faces, his cum ran down the inside of my leg under my dress.

He turned to me, “You should take the rest of the day off, Elise. This has been a rattling experience. I’ll let your manager I sent you home.”

I blushed, knowing my juices were all over his cock. “Thanks, Joel. I appreciate it.” And I turned to get back on the elevator.


Chapter Six


How could I have done this?

The high of wanton sex dissipated, and the heavy hand of shame gripped my throat. My legs felt weak as I pushed the accelerator pedal of my car to head home. He’s going to divorce me. Noah is going to divorce me. A tear formed in the corner of my eye.

I took a deep breath as I gripped the steering wheel. My mind raced through a myriad of possible ways to handle the situation. I could keep it a secret. Tell the truth. Run away. Move to Mars.

I had hoped to get home before Noah and at least shower the adulterous sex off my body. My heart sank when I saw his car parked in our driveway. My vagina still felt creamy with Joel’s seed. And I was wearing the dress and shoes I’d bought and worn for Noah on his birthday. How can I face him like this?

My whole body hung around my bones like iron chains as I walked up the front path towards the porch. When my shoe landed on the first step, the door opened.

“Hey, babe!” Noah’s voice lilted with an excruciating amount of giddiness.

I couldn’t look at him. “Hey. I’ve had a rough day. I need to shower and go to bed.” I tried to slide past him, but he grabbed hold of my hand.

“Wait a second there, Eeyore. Let me look at you.” He lifted my arm and gave me a slow turn. My eyes stayed glued to the floor. Heat rushed into my face as my husband’s eyes took in the full length of my now dirty, faithless body. “You look hot, babe. I haven’t seen this dress in a year. And look at these shoes.”

My lip trembled. My worst nightmares paled in comparison to this. How could I?

“What have you been up to?” His voice remained playful. Even rough. He turned me towards the wall and put my hands up on it. What is he doing?

He tugged at the zipper.

The blood drained from my face. “Babe, no.”

“Relax, honey. I just want to see my wife’s body.”

My heart felt limp in my chest. Guilt riddled my mind, paralyzing it from forming any further protest. He would find out. Our marriage would be over. This is what I deserved.

He pushed the dress off my shoulders and down my body. His hands tugged it over my hips, and he crouched down so that his face was eye level with my bare ass. “Someone forgot their underwear today,” he quipped. The playfulness in his voice took on a sinister undertone. His mouth opened on my ass cheek, and he bit down. A sharp sting seared my skin, and I cried out, “Ahhh!”

Somehow, the pain soothed my scorched conscience. I knew I deserved to be punished. It felt right. After all, I was seconds away from my husband discovering my crime. Whatever he wanted to do to me was justified.

Crack!

I winced at the swift, hot burn on my ass. After striking its tender flesh, he grasped a handful of it, pulling my cheeks apart. “Bend over!” he growled.

A tear formed in my other eye as I obeyed. A fresh trail of Joel’s cum ran out of me in plain view for my husband.

“What’s this?” he sneered. He didn’t sound surprised. In fact, he sounded pleased, like a hunter who had just caught their prey. His face pressed against my opened ass cheeks and his tongue delved into my sloppy folds. “Mmmm,” he groaned.

Amid my overwhelming guilt and sorrow, a new feeling emerged. My pussy tingled, and sparks flew in between my ears. The buzz of pleasure. It reminded me of the only time I ever got drunk. I was in free fall. Whatever happened was going to happen.

Noah’s hands kept gripping my cheeks and spreading them apart as he devoured my filthy, faithless pussy from behind. He lapped and licked the remains of Joel’s cum out of me, and as he did, heat built inside my pussy. I’m such a whore.

He slapped my ass one more time before standing up behind me and biting the back of my shoulder. His hands slipped around my waist and came up under my breasts.

“Someone has an unusual taste in their pussy,” he hissed. “What could it be?” He chuckled with devilish delight. His hands cupped my breasts, and he took my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, pinching down.

I yelped, “Aaahhhh!” My pussy throbbed from the strange thrill of my deserved punishment. He withdrew one hand, moving it back behind me. It slipped up my spine, up the back of my neck, and into my hair. His fingers closed down, taking a fistful in his hands, and pulled my head back. His other hand continued to toy with my nipple as he hissed into my ear, “Has my saintly wife fallen from grace today?”

I whimpered, “I’m so sorry, Noah. I…”

He cut me off with the piercing prick of his bite on my neck.

“Aaahhh,” I whined.

He nibbled my ear and relaxed his grip on my nipple. “Someone accepted my challenge, didn’t they?”

The tingling in my pussy increased and sent ripples of heat through my core into my chest.

“My wife has been a dirty, cheating whore.” His teeth grazed my ear lobe.

I gasped. My husband seemed neither angry nor accepting. It was something else - unfamiliar, electric, and intoxicating. My terror transformed into intense, erotic energy.

He used the grip of my hair for reins and led me like an animal into the kitchen. “Come with me, little whore,” he hissed. The dynamic between us felt so foreign and so thrilling. Normally, he spoke so respectfully to me. Normally, he treated me like an equal. But standing in the heavy guilt of my adultery, I felt disarmed, ashamed, vulnerable. And Noah had transformed into a menacing disciplinarian. I found myself so shocked and so aroused by this monster that had emerged inside him. I wanted him to devour, punish, brand, and subdue me.

“Hands on the island,” he barked.

He released my hair and grabbed my hips to position me with my ass out. Then he placed his phone on the island in front of me. On the screen, I saw texts between him and… Joel?

Noah unbuckled his belt and began thumping my ass with his hard cock. The fevered head made a smacking sound as it connected with my skin. With my trembling finger, I scrolled the screen, taking in the conversation. Apparently, they had been talking for weeks, ever since…

“The holiday party.” Noah read my mind. “When my sweet, saintly wife tried to hide her attraction to her office crush.”

I blushed.

“Ahh, but I know you too well, Elise,” he hissed.

His cock slid into my creamy wet pussy, and juices ran out onto my puffy lips. It stretched me like it never had before. Noah’s cock felt harder and bigger than usual. It made me throb with want, even as my heart raced.

The deeper truth unfolded as I read the texts. Noah had executed a devious plan, encouraged Joel, and bated me. He used a challenge to lead me into his trap.

“You’ve been such a saint your whole life, Elise. Such a good girl.” He began thrusting and gripping my hips like a horse master. “I wanted to see if that halo could be knocked off.” His hand released my hip and came back down hard on my bare ass.

Smack!

I whelped and looked back at him, my eyes narrowing. A fire burned in his leering look. “I didn’t know if you had it in you.”

My mouth fell open as I felt him throbbing inside me. With each punishing thrust, his cock rammed deeper into me than normal. Perhaps it was the intensity of his onslaught of my pussy. Or could he possibly have gotten so aroused as to stretch to new lengths? All I knew was that Noah was hitting spots he hadn’t before, and it lit me up like a naughty girl’s Christmas tree.

I eye-fucked him. My voice hitched as I bounced from his thrusts. “When… have I ever… backed down… from a challenge? Aahhh, fuck!!” My pussy clenched around him, and my leg muscles and abs tightened.

He stopped and reached for my hair again, pulling me back up. Holding my hair in one hand, he took my wrist with the other and pulled it behind my back. He marched me out of the kitchen, through the hallway to the front of the house, and pulled back the curtains. Oh, my god.

“Stand in front of the window, little slut,” he ordered. “Place your hands on the window frame and push that cheating ass out for me.”

I swallowed hard and my chest fluttered as I looked out the window for any potential witnesses. He grabbed my hips again and plunged his cock into me. He began slamming my pussy, making my tits bounce in wild fashion for the entire neighborhood to see. I closed my eyes and my mouth fell open.

Something about the punishment, the exposure, and the fierce fucking he was giving me. My orgasm rushed at me like a freight train. “Oh, fuckkk!” I moaned.

“That’s right, whore. Let the neighbors see you in your true state. Now that you’ve seen what you’re capable of. Maybe Karen will have a new cheater to spread rumors about!”

The statement that would have brought such fright to me the day before set me aflame in that moment. I glared out at the neighborhood as my pussy gripped his cock and I gushed on him. “Oh, godddd!” I howled with ecstasy and clenched him with my walls as my forceful release came.

He groaned as he exploded inside of me, refilling my filthy pussy with more cum. I felt so dirty, so sinful, and so liberated. As he drained inside of me, my legs shook from sheer exhaustion. My head rested against the window glass and fogged it. If Karen or any other neighbors could see, I was too blissfully exhausted to care. My reputation at work was surely soiled now. I might as well suffer the same with my neighbors.

I panted, “Oh my god, babe.”

He laughed.

“Do you still love me?”

He lifted me up from the glass and pulled me into his embrace. “Yes, Elise. I love you so much.”

“Even after… you know?”

He kissed my forehead and my cheek. “Yes, babe. Joel might have gotten a taste of my hot wife, but you’re mine.”

I melted into him.

Yes, Noah, I am. All yours. Always.
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Thanks for reading Elise, A Hotwife Trapped!

This neighborhood has lots of secrets and a lot more hotwife action to uncover. In the next story, bad girl Brooke is no amateur, and she's had about enough of Karen's gossip. She teams up with her husband, Dale, and together, they concoct the perfect plan. Brooke might not be able to stop the rumor mill. But a hotwife can get her revenge. Check out her story, Brooke, A Hotwife's Revenge!

If you like your smut in bulk, you might want to grab the complete series in one, discounted bundle. For that, check out The Hotwife Next Door: The Complete Series.

And if you liked Elise and Joel, they're not done being naughty. Elise's best high school friend, Wendy, left a painful past and a potent sex drive behind to become the best doctor in her field. But the skeletons in Wendy's closet are knocking. What happens when Elise introduces her to Joel? You can check out Wendy's first time hotwife story in book one of her series, Doctor Wendy's First Patient. An excerpt of that book follows this section.

Like free books? You can get a free one when you subscribe to my newsletter.

[image: image-placeholder]


Did you like this book? If so, I could really use your help. Ratings and reviews are the best way to support an indie erotica author like me. It boosts a book's visibility to other potential readers and helps them decide whether to take a chance on an indie author. If you didn't like the book and choose to leave a rating, could you provide some feedback as to what you didn't like? It helps me improve, and that's something I very much want to do. You can post your review for this book here.

Affectionately, ML Patterson
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Excerpt from Doctor Wendy's First Patient.

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, like 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.
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Wanna find out how Elise helps her friend rediscover her inner sex goddess and heal from a traumatic past? Check out Doctor Wendy's First Patient.
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Chapter One


Hailee Sackrider’s eyes threatened to burst from her head as she looked at her phone screen.

I grabbed the remote and turned off the TV. “What?” I asked.

She sighed. “This is Elise texting. She says Karen is spreading rumors again.”

Ugh, I hate that bitch.

“Who is she slandering this time?”

Hailee’s cute little body sank further back into the large, tufted back of my leather sectional, and she swallowed hard. “Um, sounds like you.”

Oh, hell no. “What’s that hag saying about me?” Karen wasn’t a hag. Far from it. She was annoyingly attractive, but no amount of pretty could cover up the toxic waste dump that regularly came from her mouth.

“You haven’t heard?” Hailee said. She set her phone down on her lap and massaged the back of her neck, averting her eyes from me.

“Hailee, you’re acting like she’s been talking shit about me for weeks.”

She gritted her teeth.

“No! Are you fucking serious?” My neck muscles tensed. “What has she been saying?”

“Brooke…” Hailee whimpered.

“What? Spit it out.”

“She says you’re…” Her head retreated on her neck like a turtle backing into its shell. “…cheating on Dale.”

Oh, my god. My lips parted as Hailee’s words slammed into my chest like an invisible baseball bat. “She’s going around saying that to our neighbors?!” And how the fuck did she find that out?

Hailee stuttered as she continued, “I.. I told Elise that was crazy. There’s no way you would do that.”

I struggled to move my lips. My throat felt half paralyzed. “Right. Never.”

“I mean, I know you were a wild one in college, but you’re married now, and…”

Her voice faded into a blur of background noise, drowned out by the thunderous pounding in my head. That fucking cunt. I’m going to… I couldn’t finish the thought. I didn’t know what I’d do. Murder sounded reasonable, but orange didn’t look good on me. Who had Karen Cobbledick told? What exactly had she said? And how the hell did she find out I was cheating? Well, not cheating. Biblically, yes. But technically…

“Are you ok?” Hailee placed a hand on my arm. “I know this is a lot to take in. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I didn’t know how to tell you. It’s just crazy.”

I stared wide-eyed into space, nodding. “Yeah. Crazy.”

“Maybe we could key her car,” Hailee offered. Her eyebrows raised with the sort of forced smile that friends attempt in vain when they feel helpless to make you feel better.

I closed my eyes and held my forehead with my hand. “Oh my god, Hailee, what am I going to do?”

“I’m sorry, girl.” She rubbed my arm. “It sucks, and not in a good way.” She was reaching for the most reliable form of therapeutic distraction, our mutual, filthy sense of humor. But even that wasn’t working. After all, I was the wild one who had gotten exposed. Hailee just liked to joke about sex.

She moved in close to me and pulled my trembling body into an embrace. I let my head fall on her shoulder. Hailee had been a good friend for a long time, but there were things even she didn’t know about me. Until that moment, I thought no one did. No one other than my husband.

“One thing’s for sure,” Hailee said. “If I know anything about Brooke Cummings, it’s that she doesn't get mad. She gets even.”

That’s the goddamn truth. Karen doesn’t know who she’s fucking with.

I nodded, and my face nestled in Hailee’s soft hair.

I will get my revenge.


Chapter Two


Dale lay naked on top of the covers, his cock in his hands.

“You’re going to do that now?” I asked. The comforter hugged my body as I cradled it in a fetal position and faced my husband. His fingertips grazed the taut skin of his shaft. The head had swelled up like a ripe plum. I might be biased, but his cock was gorgeous, especially when it got hard. I never tired of seeing it like that, and even on my worst day, it somehow lifted my mood. Perhaps because of the many memories of mind-blowing orgasms I’d experienced while riding it.

“I think it’s kind of hot,” he said.

I cocked an eyebrow at him and smirked. Dale matched me perfectly. With my ravenous libido, I needed a man with a filthy mind who could find the sexy side of a train wreck. We were birds of a feather that way. But the thing with Karen had clipped my wings. After hearing about it, the only emotions I could feel were anger and humiliation. I wanted to see it through those beautiful eyes of his, but it would take some convincing. “And how exactly is this hot?”

His fingers slid down to the base and tugged the skin tighter, making the bell inflate further. My pussy tingled. A good fuck made almost anything better for me. I guess some might say I was different in that way. And my husband knew just how to fuck me. I’m going to need that inside me.

“Ok, so Karen is going around spreading this rumor that you’re cheating. Let’s say the entire neighborhood has heard it. Maybe they’re even talking about it.”

A bead of pre-cum surfaced at the opening of his head. He brought his fingers up his shaft and dabbed it with his fingertip. As he lifted it, the bead extended into a glistening, wet string. My mouth started to water.

“And we could worry about what people think, but do we really care? I mean, we have each other. We love each other. We’ve got each other’s backs. And since we have that, we’re kind of invincible.”

His words soothed my soul, and the tightness in my chest eased. I still didn’t see why his cock was so hard, but as I became more and more mesmerized by its throbbing erect state, the reason seemed less and less important. “Ok…”

He continued, “But maybe it’s as though you’ve cast a little spell over the neighborhood. And now they’re all thinking scandalous, naughty thoughts about you. Wondering. Not really sure. But imagining what you might be doing.”

A grin spread across my face, and a warmth surged in my pussy. Dale liked the idea of everyone thinking sexual thoughts about his wife. It’s what started our naughty adventures a couple of years ago. “I got you. So, let them wonder if your wife is sneaking around behind your back.”

His eyes lit up. “Exactly!” His strokes sped up, and his eyes burned as he looked into mine. “But they’ll never be able to prove it. They can wring their hands and clutch their pearls over it. Stew about it.”

I chuckled. And the lips of my pussy throbbed as moisture formed in between them. Few people knew Dale’s naughty side. He seemed so innocent to his casual acquaintances, but I knew the real man underneath. That wonderful, filthy mind. “Form vivid images in their minds of me sucking another man’s cock while my husband is away?” I offered.

“Yesss,” he responded. His hips ground into the air, pushing his erection up into his stroke. I pushed the covers back and pulled my panties off, tossing them on the floor. “I think I need to climb up on that.”

His eyes narrowed, and a devilish grin spread across his mouth as he nodded. Just to stoke the flames of my hunger, he pressed his hands down flat at the base of his shaft, causing his cock to swell.

“Oh, my god…” I hissed. I brushed his hand away and replaced it with my own, taking his cock in my mouth. Dale’s cock not only looked beautiful. It felt beautiful, too. So firm and perfectly shaped for my body and my pleasure. I lubed him up with my saliva, slurping and drooling as I coated him.

Once I had him good and slippery, I climbed on top of him. Yessss. My lips fell open as he slid into me. Little sparks of delight danced around in my abdomen, erupting from my filled hole. “God, babe, I love your cock.”

His eyebrows furrowed, and he flashed a mischievous grin. “That cock that gets hard when I think about my slutty wife?”

I planted my hands on his chest and rocked my hips. His cock pulsed inside me, touching my deepest pleasure points. And his words…oh, that filthy mouth. Somehow, it always got me hot and bothered. “Fuckk,” I whispered.

“That cock that stretches until it aches at the thought of all the neighbors discussing what scandalous things my wife might be doing?”

Those words again. They set off a cascade of wicked thoughts in my head and accompanying twinges of pleasure in my core. I nodded and whimpered, feeling my pussy clench around him.

He grabbed my hips and began thrusting up into me.

“Oh, god!” I gasped.

“Yesss,” he hissed. “This naughty, cheating pussy will be the talk of the neighborhood.” With each thrust, he ground into my clitoris and his cock swelled, pressing against my walls and my naughtiest bliss buttons.

My tits felt heavy as heat flooded my body, and my abs and thighs grew tight, like they were bracing for the impact of my orgasm. “Fuckkk,” I groaned.

“You know this is an evil, faithless pussy. It deserves to be talked about,” he growled. He sped up his thrusts so that his groin smacked against my hole, sloppy with my juices running out of it. As he pummeled me, I braced myself, my fingertips digging into his firm pectorals.

Before my eyes closed, they caught the fiery brand that beamed into me from his eyes. It seared my soul with an unbreakable bond to him – like an invisible hand that reached for the throat of my heart while it begged to be choked. His hands squeezed my hips, holding me in place while I surrendered to him. My orgasm came with an internal roar of hot vibration and slammed into me like a freight train. Searing heat exploded in my body, rippling through every muscle in my core and legs. “Aaaahhhh!” I wailed. He continued to pound me from underneath, and my tits jiggled from the rapid succession of his thrusts.

My voice whined and hitched from his slamming into me. “Fuck… that… cheea... ting… puss… syyy!”

Inside me, his cock swelled and jerked. He groaned as hot loads of his cum shot up into me. “Oh, god!” he yelled. His hips stopped, but I continued to grind onto him, milking every last drop of him into me.

Our eyes met, and the fire inside each of us entwined in a scorching gaze - one that could only be shared between two lovers who know and celebrate each other’s darkest secrets.

Both of our bodies shook against each other from ecstatic exhaustion as we came down from our highs. I collapsed onto him, my tits melting into his chest. My heart thudded against my sternum and echoed in my temples while every muscle in my body turned to liquid laziness.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you, too,” he said, wrapping his arms around me. “And I think I have an idea. If you want to get that gossiping bitch back, I mean.”

I chucked. “You know me so well.”

Fuck yeah, I want to get her back.


Chapter Three


Dale’s plan exceeded my most wicked dreams for revenge.

It took a few days to put the pieces together, but he struck up a conversation with Karen’s yard man, Sam, while he was mowing her front lawn.

Her gorgeous yard man.

I guessed Sam to be in his early twenties and spending his time mowing yards, working out, and fucking horny women. Women like me. Dale guessed Sam would also be horny - enough to forego any norms for yard man professionalism, whatever those were. With a bit of persistence, over the course of a few days and conversations, Dale recruited Sam as a willing accomplice to our plot. Perhaps Karen’s unsavory personality resulted in her having many enemies and few loyal friends in her life. If she hadn’t smeared my reputation with all our neighbors, I might have been tempted to feel sorry for her. But nah, fuck her.

Fortunately for our plot, she trusted Sam with the gate code to get into her backyard. He explained that he often mowed her lawn when she was at work. “She’s married, but I’ve never met her husband,” Sam said.

“Wait, she’s married?” I asked. I guess even hateful shrews can find someone.

“Yeah, but I think he’s gone a lot. Like he travels for work. Gone for weeks at a time.”

Sam’s t-shirt clung to his toned abs and chest, and his arms flexed as he jammed his hands into the pockets of his tight jeans. His thick, dark hair paired nicely with his deep brown eyes. The jeans fit his ass and thighs like a glove and stretched to contain what appeared to be a sizable package in his crotch. I bit my lip as I eyed his body up and down, and he grinned at me before glancing away. He’s shy. I like it.

“So, you think tomorrow will be a good time to do this?” Dale asked.

Sam nodded to him. “Yes, Mr. Cummings. She’s always gone on Tuesdays. That’s usually when I take her trash out for her, and she’s never there.”

“You take out her trash, too?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do lots of little jobs for her like that. Mulch her beds, weed them, trim her bushes. One day, she asked if I’d take her trash out to the street when I was here. She pays ok, so I don’t mind.”

“But you don’t mind fucking my wife in her backyard?” Dale confirmed.

Sam blushed and lowered his voice, casting a glance at me. “No, sir. I’m down for that.”

Dale stuck his hand out, and Sam took it. “Alright then, my man. Let’s do this. We’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sounds good, Mr. Cummings.”

As he walked down our driveway, I leaned into Dale. “Oh my god, I want to break off a piece of that Kit Kat bar,” I whispered.

Dale laughed. “Soon, my dear. Very soon.”


Chapter Four


The gate made a beeping noise, followed by a robotic whirring sound in response to Sam’s punching in the key code. Then it popped, and Sam pushed at the heavy, wrought iron door. It creaked as it swung in towards the backyard. Wow, this is like Fort Knox.

Karen’s back yard looked like Disney World. Decorative rock formations, lush trees and bushes, and a large fountain all peppered the pristine sea of green grass that surrounded her crystal blue pool and patio. “Wow, Sam. You did all this?” I asked.

Sam’s chest puffed out like a peacock, and he grinned from ear to ear. “Yep!”

The fountain featured a naked woman who held a basket above her head. Water flowed out of the basket and ran down her curvaceous form. Odd choice for the neighborhood morality watchdog. The pool sparkled in the sunlight. “This looks really clean.”

“Yeah, I cleaned it yesterday,” Sam said.

“You’re her pool boy, too?” Dale asked.

He chuckled. “I guess you could say that.”

So, I’m going to fuck her yard man and her pool boy. Like a two for one deal. Nice.

“Well, let’s get this party started.” I reached around my body and grasped my cover up, then pulled it over my head and tossed it at Dale’s feet with a wink. Underneath, I had worn his favorite bikini – a pink crochet with strings that tied behind and a scooping neckline that just covered my nipples.

Sam’s eyes bulged and his grinning mouth dropped open.

I giggled at him. “C’mon, pool boy,” I teased and dove into the water. The cool wetness invigorated my hot skin, and the thrill of jumping in Karen’s pool without her permission or knowledge set off tiny fireworks in my brain. Fuck you, Karen.

I emerged back into the kiss of sunlight and warm summer air. My wet hair clung to my head like a secret lover, and drops of Karen’s virgin pool water trickled down my forehead, snaked around my eyes, and slithered across the balmy skin of my cheeks.

I eye-fucked Sam while he stripped and tossed his garments one by one in a pile by the pool. His pretty pectorals and toned abs flexed as he undressed. His body fit my fantasy for a sexy yard man. Not a hulk by any means, but he sported a lean, ripped look with the slightest kiss of sun spread evenly over all of it. His body and gorgeous hair reminded me a bit of Shawn Mendes. Oh, yeah, you’re pretty. And I bet you’ve got epic stamina.

My eyes dropped to his crotch as he reached for the hem of his boxers. Already, they bulged with the contours of a cock that yearned to be freed. He pushed down on the elastic waistband, and it popped out fully erect and bouncing from the force of its triumphant escape.

Oh, my god. I want. My mouth watered, and my chest fluttered. “Hurry up, pool boy. Mama’s hungry.” I laughed at myself and at Dale’s smirk.

“Don’t worry, Sam. She’s doesn’t bite too hard,” he said.

No, but I do nibble.


Chapter Five


Once naked, Sam dove into the pool and shot like a torpedo towards me. My pussy tingled against the tiny triangle of wet pink material that covered it. His head crested above the water just a couple feet from me, and his ripped body ascended from the crystal blue like a juicy piece of steak coming out of a clear marinade. My hard nipples pulsed and beckoned to him for release from the bikini top that hid them. Mmm, come to Brooke, pool boy.

As if floating on a cloud, he waded forward and closed the small gap between us. My hands rested on his chest, and my eyes locked on his luscious lips. I swallowed hard, almost choking on my intense lust. For an eternal second, my heart pounded in slow motion, anticipating what I hoped would be a storm of his sexual appetite about to feast on my body.

I slid my hands up his chest and cupped them behind his neck. Looking into his eyes, I whispered, “Don’t be scared, Sam. I’m a big girl. You can do whatever you want to me.”

My words unlocked the cage of a wild dog. Exactly like I wanted. Sam’s hands cut through the water and grabbed hold of my waist, pulling me to him. My tits pressed into the firm wall of his chest, and the head of his dick slid to the side across my hip until his hot shaft pressed up against me.

Our open mouths crashed onto each other, and our tongues lurched into a hungry tangle of wet heat. Our lips spread wide and locked, and we slathered each other's tongues with our thirst. My arms slid up over his shoulders, folding behind his head so that my tits pressed harder against him. One of his hands moved up my back while the other slid down and planted just above my ass. Both pulled me towards him so that our bodies ground together in a desperate ache to merge.

Oh god, I want to fuck.

While my mouth melted deeper into Sam’s, I opened my eyes for a moment to peek over at Dale. He had set one of Karen’s chairs near the pool. He sat on the edge of the chair, leaning back, with his pants bunched at his ankles and his hand caressing his hard cock. Mmm, yes, baby. Stroke that cock to your wife fucking.

While my right hand wove itself into the back of Sam’s silky, wet hair, my left hand ventured down his body. My fingertips explored the warm leathery skin that covered the hard granite of his muscles, tracing his developed pectorals and the solid ridges of his abs. I broke away from his kiss and pressed up on my tiptoes to nibble on his earlobe. “Your body is perfection, Mr. Pool Boy.”

He chuckled, and his voice cracked as he responded, “Um, I’m glad you like it.”

My hand dropped from his abs and took hold of his cock. He gasped as my fingers wrapped around his shaft and the warmth of his skin blended with the warmth in mine. While I stroked his impressive length, I got a wicked idea. I locked eyes with him and burrowed into his soul with my hunger. “I need this inside me.”

Releasing his cock and his neck for a moment, I untied my top and lifted it up over my head. Sam’s eyes dropped to my bare tits, and he lifted his hands out of the water to cup them.

“Look at you, fondling a married woman’s tits. And in your client’s pool while they’re away. Such a naughty pool boy.” Sam blushed.

My thumbs hooked under the bikini bottoms and pushed them over my hips, letting them fall off my thighs and drift to the pool bottom.

I glanced to the side at Dale. His eyes burned with a feral hunger as he continued to stroke himself. My heart fluttered, knowing how hot my next move would get him.

I returned my eyes to Sam’s and placed my hands on his shoulders, lifting my left leg and nuzzling it against his muscular calf. Then I brushed the soft inside of my leg up his side, over his thigh and his hip. Yoga skills and a pool. Perfect combo. Electricity rippled up my spine, foreshadowing the legit pornstar move I was about to execute. While I held Sam’s shoulder with my right hand, I took my foot in my left hand to guide it further up into a standing vertical split.

His eyes widened. “Damn, you’re flexible.”

I flashed him a devilish grin as I rested the back of my extended leg on his shoulder. “I do a lot of yoga. But not for my peace of mind.”

The length of his stiff cock reached out under the water, nearly touching my wide-open hole. So close. His eyes searched mine with longing and impish curiosity. “What do you do yoga for?”

“Let me show you.” Holding his gaze with a seductive flare in my eyes, I pushed off my grounded foot, further extending the stretch of my groin, and lowered my pussy down onto the head of his cock. It slipped in easily. Mmm, such a decadent stretch. Releasing his shoulder, I guided his hand to my waist to support me. He stepped into me, pressing my groin open even more, and buried his cock deep inside me. It spread my pussy walls, and my throat vibrated with a low growl.

God, I love having a cock inside me.

I loved that feeling of fullness. I loved the feeling of my legs and pussy being stretched wide open by another man in front of my husband. And I loved the decadent feeling of doing it all in that gossiping bitch’s pool.

With his other hand, Sam gripped my uplifted thigh for leverage. His long cock gave me the perfect pole to slide up and down in a standing split. Having fed it into me almost to the hilt, he pulled it most of the way back out, repeating in long, smooth motions. My pussy vibrated with increasing intensity and began clenching with want around him as he plumbed it. Our bodies made larger and larger waves in the pool that lapped against the edges and began to splash.

“Fuccckkk,” I groaned.

He swelled up inside me and his moans became louder. As much as I liked the idea of him cumming in Karen’s pool and our juices running out in her clean water, I wasn’t ready for that yet. Her yard contained so many beautiful spots that begged to be stained with my “fuck you” energy. I wanted to hit them all, so I pushed off Sam and dropped my leg back in the pool. The sudden emptiness in my pussy where there had been such intoxicating fullness caused it to ache for his return, and I would take it soon enough, but I liked to tease myself. To draw out the experience.

“Come with me, pool boy.” I tugged on his hand and led him to the pool steps. Walking halfway up so that my bare ass rose above the water level, I bent over and placed my hands on the pool’s edge. “Eat me,” I said.

Dale nodded in approval, continuing to stroke himself slowly. I winked at him as I arched my back to push my ass up and my pussy out.

Sam took my hips in his hands and lowered himself to the level of my engorged, dripping labia. His warm tongue lapped at them from my clitoris all the way up, stopping just before my asshole. Then he dropped back down to my clit and repeated his luscious licking motion. He brushed my pussy with his hungry strokes, and the soft papillae on the surface of his tongue titillated my sensitive skin and lit up my nerve endings. Ripples of warm bliss rolled from my pussy up into my core, and I moaned. “Mmmm, that’s right. Eat that married pussy, pool boy.”

He grunted with deep satisfaction as his fingertips pressed into the flesh of my hips. The energy of his desire increased, and his face dove hard in between my ass cheeks. Mmm, such a pussy hungry pool boy. He buried his tongue in my wet hole and fucked me with it.

“Fuckk, yes!” I groaned. The energy of his wanton pussy worship made my heart flutter, and I ground my ass back into his face to echo my approval. My eyes closed, and my lips fell open. Damn, this pool boy loves eating pussy.

His tongue slipped down to my clitoris and began flicking at it feverishly. It hardened up under his fast fire whipping of its soft nub, and jolts of electric bliss exploded from it and spread through my groin and hips. “Yes!!” I howled. “Yes, like that!”

Sam found the perfect pressure, motion, and speed to send me over the edge, and I decided to let him. I dropped into the surging sensations building in my belly and the tightening of my thigh and core muscles. The pleasure in my pussy escalated until the dam broke inside me, and my orgasm ripped up through my core and into my chest. “Fucccckkkk!” I howled as my body quivered.

I jerked when my clit became sensitive, and Sam intuitively stopped licking, burying his face in my gushing folds and rubbing it in my juices. Knowing I was coating Karen’s pool boy with my pussy liquor gave me an extra jolt of guilty pleasure, but I wasn’t done. Oh no, I had much more sullying of her pretty back yard to do. My pussy throbbed with a yearning to be filled with his cock again. That and the resolve to stick it to Karen gave me the strength to stand on my jelly legs. I stepped out of the pool and gave a “come hither” finger motion to Sam to follow me.

The mature trees in Karen’s backyard provided a great deal of privacy, but I wondered if any neighbors behind her house could glimpse bits of naked flesh through the breaks in the leaves. I certainly hoped so as I strolled over to her lovely fountain. Looking in the stone face of the equally naked statue, I whispered to her, “This will be our little secret, ok?” I placed my hands on the rim of the catch basin, dangling my tits over it to let the fountain water splash up on them.

To my left, I saw my husband who had repositioned Karen’s chair to face the fountain I was about to desecrate. From that angle, he could see the full profile of my naked body bent over and ready to take Sam’s cock. My tits hung down, and soon they would be swinging from the impact of Sam’s pounding. The anticipation excited me, because Dale loved my tits and loved watching them bounce when I fucked. He had told me once that it was his favorite part of watching me fuck other men. His narrowed eyes burned with lust for me. For my wickedness. That look set off a ripple of euphoric sensations through my chest that traveled up into my brain.

My body felt amazing. The pool water had caused my skin to tighten and sensitize. I loved fucking when it felt like this. It amplified every glorious sensation. I wiggled my ass at Sam. “Wanna fuck this naughty pussy again, pool boy?”

He placed his hands on my hips again, and his cock slid easily into my slippery wet folds. “Oooh, yesss,” I moaned. The feeling of his length again delving deep into me caused my body to shiver with a hot white flash of bliss. “God, I love your cock.” He began thrusting - slowly at first - again moving in long, fluid motions that traveled the entire depth of my hole, from the front to the very deepest parts of me. With each plunging penetration, he re-awakened every nerve ending in my vaginal walls, heating them up and teasing them with pleasure.

Being fucked so deep like that made me feel so slutty and so powerful, and to do it in front of my husband felt so liberating and exhilarating. Me, Brooke Cummings, a wanton whore who loved to fuck and take strange cock in her pussy. And nobody could stop me. Not Karen with her gossip. Not the whole neighborhood. Not the whole fucking world. I loved to fuck, and I didn’t give a damn in that moment who knew.

I clenched around Sam’s cock involuntarily, increasing the intensity of stimulation in my pussy walls. “Aaahhh,” I moaned. “Yessss, fuck me!” The jelly in my legs had vanished and my muscles once again tightened. Thighs, core, arms – all bracing with lascivious expectation of the orgasm that was building in my body.

But not yet.

I straightened up and Sam’s cock slid out of me. My pussy twinged yet again from sudden deprivation, so ready to cum. God, I’m such a tease. Turning to him, I planted a hot kiss on his mouth and then whispered in his ear. “Does Karen have a favorite patio chair she likes to lie on?”

His cheeks reddened, and he grinned as he pointed towards a cushioned Adirondack chair under the gazebo on the far end of her pool. It looked like the perfect, serene retreat for a woman to get away from her troubles, curl up with a good book, and drink a glass of wine. Only an evil bitch would dare pollute such a shrine with lust and adultery, especially since Karen had appointed herself the neighborhood morality police and seemed particularly vexed about adultery.

Guess I’m an evil bitch.

“Come with me, pool boy.”


Chapter Six


I laid back on Karen’s precious chair. The cushion underneath me cradled my body, unaware of the stain I was about to inflict on it. Dale had followed Sam and me to the gazebo and stood just a few feet from us, holding his cock in his hands. The head had swollen up – looking firm like a walnut - and glistened with the stain of the pre-cum that had leaked out of it and run down his shaft.

I gave Sam a seductive, smoldering look as I spread my legs wide. “Have you ever made a woman squirt, Sam?”

His eyes lit up, and his mouth dropped open. “You can do that?”

This pool boy was too much fun. I nodded. “I take it that means you haven’t. I’m going to need to give you a little lesson, m’kay?”

He chuckled. “Ok, tell me what to do.”

“Class is in session,” Dale joked.

After giving Sam a quick primer on how to make a woman squirt, it was time for his test. He slipped two fingers into my dripping hole and went to work. Like a pro, he curled them up and massaged the roof of my pussy while rubbing in circular motions on my clitoris.

“Mmm, that’s it,” I cooed.

He placed the flat of his other hand just above my clitoris and pressed down gently, so that my pussy felt very much handled. It turned out this yard man’s hands were good for a lot of things. I looked up at Dale, who had inched closer and started stroking his cock. Fresh beads of pre-cum surfaced at the opening. Delicious.

A new wave of heat emerged in my lower body, and my inner thighs and groin tingled with an electric zest. “Sooo, pool boy, I imagine you go shirtless when you work on yards, hmm?”

Sam grinned, but kept his attention glued to my wide-open crotch and his rhythmic massage of it.

“And I would imagine Karen has seen you working in her yard without your shirt, yes?” I continued.

He nodded, still focused on fingering me. A surge of rapturous warmth spread up into my abdomen, and I moaned. “Mmm, Sam. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” My hips rocked, pushing up into his hands.

He licked his lips, kept concentrating, and sped up his strokes. “Fuckkk,” I groaned.

My eyes closed, and I arched my back. My words became breathy. “I bet she has secretly lusted after you when you were out here working in her yard. When her husband was away. Wishing she could be in this chair with you fucking her. But Saint Karen couldn’t do such a thing.”

The heat in my body neared a boiling point, and my leg and stomach muscles tensed. I panted, “Oh my god, I’m so close.” I drew a deep breath, wanting to finish my wicked thought. Wanting to pronounce it as part of my little dark ritual. “But I would do such a thing! On her favorite fucking chair!”

The words falling from my lips sent me over the edge. A powerful spray gushed out of my cunt, hitting Sam in the chest and raining all over her chair. “Yesssss!” I howled. My orgasm rocked my whole body, and I writhed under the tsunami of rapturous sensations. My hips thrust up into Sam’s hands as I shook. I felt sure her neighbors could hear me, and I fucking wanted them to.

My eyes popped open and locked on Sam. “Fuck me, pool boy!”

He climbed on top, placed his hands on the inside of my thighs, and plowed into me. I cried out in ecstasy, “Yesss, fuck that cunt!” His hips began slapping against my wide-open groin and plunging his cock into me. It stretched my inner walls, and the ridge of his swollen head pressed at them, massaging them as he slid in and out.

All the stimulation made my insides ultra-receptive, warm, and sensitive in the best possible way. Another wave of orgasm was building in my core. God, he’s fucking me so good.

The pressure of Sam’s hands on my thighs held me wide open, making me feel like such a fucking whore. It added to the ravishing intensity and sped my next climax towards me.

Dale hovered his gorgeous hard cock over my head and fisted it furiously. Yesss, help me stain this stupid fucking chair. Our eyes met in fiery harmony, both of us in wicked rapture over the execution of our plan for revenge.

Sam’s cock swelled to a rock-solid piston inside me, and his eyes rolled back in his head. His mouth hung open, and he started grunting.

“Yessss,” I hissed. “Fill me up with your cum, Sam!”

The veins in his neck bulged as he groaned, “I’m about to cum!” Yesss, Sam, cum all over this damn chair. Riding the thrill of my wicked thoughts, my pussy went over the waterfall of my next orgasm, clenching around Sam’s cock and taking him with me. We both moaned aloud and convulsed, and his hot seed spattered against the deepest part of my pussy, filling me up.

I reached around his body and grabbed hold of his ass, thrusting my hips up into him, wanting to milk every drop out of his exploding dick. “Give me all of it, pool boy!” I growled. His cock jerked inside me, releasing stream after stream of his jizz until it ran out the sides.

Dale groaned, his climax about to hit. I dropped my head back and opened my mouth, inviting him to rain his seed all over my faithless face. While Sam collapsed back onto his knees, shuddering from his life-draining ejaculation, Dale unloaded on my tits, my face, and the chair. Yessss.

I loved his cum so much. Feeling the heat of it on my face sent a surge of warmth through my chest. It was, after all, the surest proof of my husband’s enthusiastic endorsement of his wife, the wicked whore.

Sam’s cum drained out of my sloppy hole onto Karen’s precious chair. I laid in it, feeling victorious, and took my finger through a thread of Dale’s cum on my tits. Lifting it to my lips, I licked it clean. His cum tasted so perfect to me. It tasted like acceptance, worship, love.

“Sam?!” A female voice called out from the front yard.

Sam’s eyes popped open wide. He tried to whisper, despite his obvious panic. “Oh, shit! She’s here!”


Chapter Seven


Dale and I did our best to walk at a relaxed pace down the sidewalk back to our house. Just an innocent couple taking an afternoon stroll together.

With Sam’s cum still draining out of my pussy under the bathing suit cover up.

And no bathing suit. We left that on the floor of the pool. Not on purpose, but given the circumstances, we had no choice.

While Dale and I had hidden in a bush in Karen’s back yard, Sam had gone out and talked to her. Try as we might, we weren’t able to hear the conversation, but it didn’t matter. Sam apparently succeeded in covering up everything, and after Karen went inside, he snuck us out.

My heart raced from the terror of nearly getting caught and the thrill of getting away with our devious plans.

Dale squeezed my hand. “Just so you know, your pussy is mine when we get home.”

My eyebrows raised, and I grinned. “Wow, you’ve got another round left in you?”

He nodded, furrowing his eyebrows and cutting his eyes to the side at me. “Oh, yeah. Definitely. That was the hottest thing I’ve seen you do. Ever. I could fuck you for the rest of the day with the lust coursing through my brain right now.”

My sore pussy tingled. “Mmmm, hubby’s gonna show me who owns this pussy.”

“Damn right.” He chuckled.

I glanced down and noticed an obvious bulge in the front of his pants. “I can see that,” I said, giggling. Our steps quickened towards the house. Him eager to unleash his dominance on me, and me eager to receive it. So much for looking nonchalant. Between our curious speed and his obvious boner, it wouldn’t take a casual observer much to figure out what was going on. But after all the noise I made, who knows what the neighbors had heard or thought of me? And the best part was, at least in that moment, I didn’t really care anymore.

Dale and I all but skipped up the steps and into our house. Just inside, he turned my body so that I faced the door. Then he grabbed my wrists and planted my hands above my head and against the back of it. My heart fluttered at his forcefulness, and I growled at him, “Yeah, take this slutty pussy.”

He reached around from behind me and grabbed my tits. My hard nipples poked at the coverup, and his fingers found them, taking them in between his thumbs and forefingers and pinching. “Aaaah,” I cried out. The sweet sting sent shockwaves through my midsection and up into my shoulders.

“You were such a filthy little whore today,” he hissed in my ears.

“And you liked it, didn’t you?” I growled back.

He sank his teeth into my shoulder and bit me just enough to sting.

I cried out again, and my pussy throbbed with a rush of warmth. With want. My body ached for his cock. And for his rule. My ass ground up against his crotch, feeling his hard-on through both of our clothes. “Mmm, I want you inside me.”

“Inside this faithless whore pussy?” he snarled, pinching my nipples again. My mouth fell open, and I gasped, savoring the rippling aftershocks that shot out from my smarting nipples.

He released them and pulled his hands behind me. They grasped the back of the cover up at the neck, and I heard a ripping sound. Air from the house spilled in on my bare skin as he tore it all the way open until it hung loosely in front of me.

“Hey, I liked that one,” I protested playfully.

“I’ll get you a new one,” he snapped. Then he bit my shoulder again and spanked my bare ass.

God, I love it when he’s like this. Fresh moisture began leaking from my already creamy folds. I felt so dirty and deserving of the discipline that Dale was dishing out. I whimpered, “I’ve been such a bad wife today.”

His belt buckle clinked as he undid it, and his pants dropped with a whooshing sound. The tip of his cock grazed my swollen lips, and I moaned, pushing back onto him. He spanked my ass again. “Greedy little whore!”

“I am, babe! I’m such a filthy, greedy slut!”

He grabbed my hips and slammed his cock into my sloppy hole. It squished from the mixture of my fluids and Sam’s seed, still fresh inside me. “Listen to that filth!” he hissed. Wasting no time, Dale began ramming me repeatedly, his hips slapping against my ass. His cock filled me up and displaced much of the remaining mix of fluids inside me so that it ran out and down my inner thighs. His thrusts came fast and hard, and his hard rod pummeled my insides. My tits, still tingling from his rough handling, bounced with wild abandon.

“Oh, fuck!” I wailed. My pussy clenched around him, and the commanding vibrations of this forceful fuck landed like sonic charges in my body. “Mmm hmmm, fuck meeee!” The tremors of my impending orgasm rumbled from the deepest place inside me and roared towards the surface.

I was his. This pussy was his. And I’d be feeling him for days after the punishing assertion of his reign over my body and soul. His cock stiffened, and he groaned, signaling he was about to flood me with more cum. That sound popped open the cork of my own climax. I panted and dropped my head between my extended arms. “Oh, god, I’m cumming!” I howled.

He unleashed his essence into me, and it flooded my hole with the sweetest warmth. Our fluids and our souls merged and became one in the depths of an already filthy, faithless pussy. My heart pounded and my skin tingled with fresh sweat. My legs turned to jelly for the second time in one afternoon, and I collapsed into the door. “Oh my god, Dale,” I huffed.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me to him. His lips brushed against my shoulder where he had bitten me, but this time, he kissed it. “I love you, babe,” he said.

“I love you, too.”

“Do you feel vindicated?”

I turned and faced him, wrapping my arms around his neck. How did I get so lucky to find a man like him? Someone who loved the real me? My sluttiness. My pettiness. Even my sinister side. He embraced all of it. He embraced me.

“I do.”

“And you taught the yard man some new tricks.”

I giggled. “I did. Didn’t I?”

“One might say you did a good deed today.” He smirked.

“That’s taking it a bit far.”

“I’d take it however far it needs to be taken for you, babe.”

“Awww.” I pulled myself tight to him and squeezed him. His cum – and Sam’s – drained down the insides of my thighs.

I know you would, babe.
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Thanks for reading A Hotwife's Revenge!

This neighborhood has lots of secrets and a lot more hotwife action to uncover. Check them out in The Hotwife Next Door series.

Like free books? You can get a free one when you subscribe to my newsletter.

Did you like this book? If so, I could really use your help. Ratings and reviews are important for any book, but especially if it’s erotica. You can post your review for this book here.
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Chapter One


“Do you think she could have done it?” I hit send as I watched out my window. Brooke walked to her car, her body tense from the news I just gave her.

Elise texted back, “Nooo. I know Brooke was wild in college, but she’s married now.”

I sighed and nodded. “She got really lucky with Dale. We all got lucky with our men. It’s hard to imagine her being willing to risk messing that up.”

“She didn’t. There’s no way. I know I wouldn’t,” Elise responded.

“Me neither, girl.” Send.

Brooke drove away, no doubt headed to see Dale. I hoped she could get to him before the vicious rumors did. But what if Karen is right? I shook my head, not wanting to believe my friend would cheat on her husband. Still, I wouldn’t judge her if she had. Not that Dale was a bad husband. He loved Brooke so much, and she had a fulfilling life with him. But didn’t we all get tempted at times? I certainly did, thanks to my teenage boy libido. Somehow, I managed to stay faithful to Alex. At least with my body. My thoughts, on the other hand, strayed from time to time.

Like when Alex’s best friend Gage came over. Oh my god, that man could stir me with his muscles and movie star good looks. It made sense that he pursued an acting career. He had the perfect look for it, and while Gage hadn’t gotten his big break yet, Alex and I knew it was coming. We loved watching his B films, even when he had a small role in them. In his most recent one, he played a professional baseball player in a romantic drama that included a scorching sex scene. It shocked me when Alex seemed ok with watching it together.

Warmth rolled through my body. I leaned back onto the chaise lounge that Alex’s mother gave to us for our wedding. Both Alex and I hated that thing. White with little, broken black stripes. It didn’t fit in our house, but neither of us found the strength to say no, so it sat like a sore thumb in our entrance hall. Every time I looked at it, I wanted to do something to it. Or on it. What if I…

My free hand rested on my stomach, which fluttered from my recollection of Gage’s sex scene. Mmm, that body. I slid my fingers down my stomach and underneath the waistband of my yoga pants. My lips parted as I replayed the images of Gage on top of a gorgeous actress, their eyes locked in a passionate gaze. For a moment, I put myself in her place, imagining the touch of his lips on mine. My phone fell from my other hand to the floor next to the chaise and startled me out of my reverie.

Oh god, Hailee. Get a grip.

I picked the phone back up and thumbed another text to Elise. “Although, if I were single, I’d totally want to hook up with Alex’s friend Gage. He’s so hot.” Send.

I placed my hand on my forehead and closed my eyes as I got up. Get out of my head. Walking through the house towards the laundry room, I set my phone down on the kitchen counter. Chores beckoned. Brooke’s visit had put me behind on my list of to-do’s, so I started a load of laundry and hoped my mental picture of Gage’s rock hard abs would get washed away along with the dirtiness on Alex and I’s clothes.

An hour of dutiful labor passed, but Elise hadn’t responded. In the heat of the moment, my text to her felt harmless, but the sober reality of what I’d done sank in. Hailee, you’ve done it again. My mouth turned dry as I imagined what she might be thinking. Elise was my most conservative friend. Ugh, how do I always get myself into these situations? In my mind’s eye, I could see her mouth dropping open as she read my text, unsure of what to say or think.

I stood at the sink, trying to wash dishes, but all my attention stayed glued on the phone lying just a few feet away from me. My chest tightened. Stop it, Hailee, you’re making yourself anxious.

I finally caved and picked up the phone to be sure she hadn’t responded. She hadn’t. In fact, I didn’t even see my crazy text to her. What? My lips curled to the side and one eyebrow furrowed. I could have sworn I sent her that text, but it wasn’t there. These smart phones sometimes.

Just as I was about to set the phone down and return to washing dishes, a notification popped up with a text from Alex. “Interesting. Let’s discuss when I’m home.”

What is he talking about?

I opened the text from him, and the blood drained from my head. Oh, my god. My throat felt thick, like it might close. The mystery of my missing text to Elise stared at me from the screen.

I hadn’t sent it to Elise. I had sent it to him.

How did I do that? My thumbs burst into a wild frenzy. “I’m so sorry, honey. It was just a joke. I meant to send that to Elise. It doesn’t mean anything. Please, don’t read anything into this. I love you so much, and I’m so happy with us.” Send.

My heart raced. Fuck! How did this happen?!

Another text from him. “We’ll talk when I’m home.”

My heart felt like a brick inside my chest. Nice job, Hailee.


Chapter Two


I almost jumped out of my skin when the deadbolt on the back door clicked. He’s home.

My body shivered with a mixture of fear and a slight chill. The body stocking provided no warmth, and my nipples hardened and poked against the red fishnet. One of my ankles leaned into the matching leather strap of the hooker heels I wore. God, I hope this works. I pulled out all the stops.

As Alex emerged around the corner, I rushed to him and reached to throw my arms around him. “Hey, baby. I’m so glad you’re…”

He put a finger to my lips, stopping me. His eyes burned with a feral hunger, and his lips curled in a wicked grin. “You will be quiet while you take your punishment.”

As he circled around my trembling body, I parted my lips to speak, but he spanked my ass and growled. “No. Talking. Not unless I tell you to.” Butterflies danced in my chest, and my pussy tingled. Some of the tension of my guilt released from my sternum. It transformed into an electric heat that spilled down through my core into my groin.

Standing behind me, he took hold of my hair in one of his fists while his other hand gripped my hip. His hot breath tickled my neck just before he sank his teeth into it.

“Aaah,” I whined.

His hand left my hip and landed firmly on my ass. Whack! The impact caused my pussy lips to pop open and warm juices to trickle out. “Someone has been thinking naughty thoughts. Unfaithful thoughts,” he hissed in my ear.

My nipples pulsed at his words. I had been a naughty wife. Caught red-handed. And my whole body ached with need to be disciplined by this surprising new side of my husband.

His grip tightened on my hair, pulling my head back. “Unfaithful thoughts about my best friend.” His tongue painted a stripe of wet heat from my shoulder up to my earlobe. Then he nibbled on it and chuckled with a dark and devilish delight. “Such a naughty wife.”

With my head still pulled back, he reached around my body with his other hand and found my wet folds peeking through the opening in the crotch. His fingertips slipped into them and pulled moisture up onto my clit. Then he began making tiny circles on it. It hardened up under his touch, and he applied just enough pressure and speed to work it up into a quivering ache. A want for release. But not enough to take me over the edge.

Oh god, he’s torturing me. I bit my lips, trying hard not to make a sound. My chest grew tight with electric tension, and my thighs stiffened as the gnawing want in my body climbed to a painful intensity.

“You can moan, little slut,” he snarled.

That crass term normally offended me. But hearing him say it unleashed flames of excitement in my pussy.

“Ahhhhh!” I wailed.

He pressed in on my hard nub as his circles sped up. “You are a little slut, aren’t you? Texting your girlfriends about your lust for my best friend!”

I pressed my lips together, not wanting to admit it. My temples swooned from the hard pulse of my heart.

He continued his furious spiral strokes on my clit, and my body shook from the thunderous approach of my orgasm.

“Oh, goddd!” I whined.

His mouth hovered just over my ear as he rasped into it. “Admit it! You’re a little slut inside this head! Thinking about other men!”

The force of arousal in my body pushed the truth from my lips. “I am,” I moaned in surrender. My orgasm crashed on me like a tidal wave. Hot ripples of pleasure shot up through my torso, causing my muscles to spasm.

“Fucckkk!” I cried.

Like a vampire with teeth sunken into its prey, Alex continued to dance on my clit with his finger, milking my orgasm until he pulverized my body with bliss. All the tension in my muscles drained away, and my bones turned to liquid.

As my clit became sensitive, he released his pressure on it. I stumbled as he marched me over to the counter, still holding my hair. He pushed me forward, bending me over. His pants rustled and his belt hit the floor.

My opening twitched, still shuddering with the aftershocks of my climax. Alex had me pinned against the ropes of his dominance. My pussy vulnerable and wanting. My grip on decency failing. His hard cock slammed into my wet, quivering hole, sending bolts of euphoria up my spine that crashed into my skull.

“Oh, my god!” I wailed.

He held my hair like reins with one hand. With the other, he pressed his fingertips into my fleshy hips. “That’s right. You’re gonna take this cock, little slut!” he grunted. He thrust into me over and over, causing my tits to bounce in the webbing of my lingerie.

My eyes closed, and my mouth hung open. Another orgasm was building, this time, from deep inside me.

“You want to fuck Gage, don’t you?” he hissed.

The walls guarding my darkest, most secret thoughts shuddered, threatening to fall. My pussy clenched around his cock as he pounded my insides, punishing me for the truth he’d discovered. “Oh god, babe,” I whined.

“You do! Say it!”

His hips slapped against my ass as he plumbed my depths. The delicious friction on my insides flooded my body with a warm buzz, causing my pussy to tighten and my tongue to loosen. “I do,” I whispered.

“Say it louder!”

I whined and hitched. “I doooo, babe. Unhh. I’m sorr….rrry. It’s truu…uue.”

His cock swelled inside of me, pressing at my walls and sending me over the edge again.

“Fucckkk!” I groaned. I came all over him, and as I did, he released his hot seed into me. My hole became flooded with the mixture of our juices until it ran out the sides.

The power behind punches lessened with each thrust as his cock drained into my womb. His hand released my hair and snaked down my back in a tender caress. I collapsed onto the counter.

My heart thundered against my sternum, and the heat in my body caused my skin to tingle with sweaty bliss. “Oh my god, babe,” I gasped.

His hand rested on my lower back as he panted, and his legs trembled against the backs of my thighs. As he softened and slid out of me, our juices ran out and down my thighs, rolling over the fishnet threads.

I rose off the counter, and his arms wrapped around me. My voice softened. “Do you still love me?”

His embrace tightened. “Yes, babe. I adore you.” He bent down and picked me up in his strong arms.

I giggled as I nuzzled my head into his neck. “What are you doing?”

“Taking my wife to bed,” he said. He carried me up the stairs and into our bedroom, then laid me gently on the bed. For once, I was glad I hadn’t gotten all the chores done. My pussy oozed with our mess, but getting cum out of the sheets didn’t bother me. As long as it wasn’t our nice comforter.

He slid in behind me and nuzzled up against my back.

I loved feeling him close to me like that. And I needed it. “You kind of surprised me by your reaction. I felt so bad after that text. You’re not mad?” I asked.

“No, babe. I thought it was hot. I’ve been distracted all day thinking about you fucking Gage.”

I swallowed. His words invoked more images of Gage on top of me.

“I couldn’t wait to get home and have sex with you,” he said.

“Well, I have to admit, that was some hot sex.”

“Maybe we should take it to the next level.”

I cut my eyes towards the sheets. “Next level?”

“Yeah. Like maybe I should invite Gage over.”

My heart skipped a beat, and my pussy twinged. The images of Gage became virtual reality in my head. His firm chest. His rippled abs. His smell. Oh god, yes. “Babe, no.”

“Why not? Look how it got both of us going.”

“That was a fantasy. What you’re talking about is… dangerous.”

“Nah, babe. Our relationship is secure. And if we were going to do it, I can’t think of anyone I’d rather do it with than Gage. I trust him completely.”

“He probably doesn’t even think of me that way.”

“That’s not what he said on the last guy’s night.”

A new release of juices seeped out in between my folds and warmed my inner thigh. “He talked about me?”

“Yep.”

My lungs froze.

Alex continued, “I’ve got an idea. What if we played a little game? You can try to resist, and Gage and I can try to get you to cave in and have sex with him.”

Oh my, I’ll definitely lose.

“I’m not playing that game.”

“Mmm hmm. Ok. Good night, babe.” He reached over and switched the lamp on the nightstand off.

“Alex, I’m serious.”

He chuckled. “Love you, naughty woman.”

In the darkness, all I could see were the seductive images of Gage invading my mind.

Dangit, Alex, there’s no way I’ll be able to sleep now.


Chapter Three


Sunlight poured in through the breakfast-room window, causing me to squint. My head ached as I fumbled with the coffeemaker.

Alex entered the kitchen with an annoying lilt in his voice. “Good morning, babe!”

I mumbled in response. “Unn huh.”

“Had a rough night?” He chuckled.

I cut eyes at him. My voice sounded like I couldn’t breathe through my nose. “You’re not funny.”

“I think I’m going to win our little game,” he said.

“I told you I’m not playing.” But that ship had already sailed with my dirty mind at the helm. I had tossed and turned all night fantasizing about all the ways Gage could fuck me. About the way my husband turned into a raging bull of horniness at the thought of it. About the sweet soreness in my pussy from my punishment. It all might have sounded a lot hotter to me if it hadn’t robbed me of a good night’s sleep. Plus, I didn’t like losing, and I was off to a poor start. Despite my exhaustion, my stupid body vibrated with want for more.

How did a simple text open such a huge can of worms?
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I pulled into our driveway after a trip to the store. Cooking made me happy, and I hoped that getting into a new recipe might take my mind off the vexing thoughts that Alex had stirred in me. Having recently watched the movie Ratatouille, I decided to try to make it myself. For most of my store trip, I explored the produce section looking for inspiration – something to throw a creative twist in the recipe. That was how I liked to cook, just letting my intuition lead me.

Carrying a grocery bag in each hand, I climbed the front steps and stopped. The seam of the front door looked loose, like someone had forgotten to pull it tight and lock it. That someone being Alex. I never forgot. I took a deep breath and nudged the door open.

Everything seemed normal. Undisturbed. Still, I wanted to be cautious, so I tip-toed into the entrance hall, bags in hand. If I could make it to the kitchen, I’d be able to grab a butcher knife and defend myself against any intruders. My eyes searching the house, I wasn’t paying attention to my steps, and my knee bumped the chaise lounge, hard enough to smart. Fuck! I hate this thing! Biting my lip and pressing my eyelids together, I managed not to scream in pain or drop my grocery bags. I did my best to slow my breathing, calm down, and resume my ninja tiptoe. When I was halfway through the dining room, a deep voice came from behind me.

“Hey, Hail…”

I screamed, and the bags hit the floor. Without thinking or looking, I took off running into the kitchen and lurched for the knives. Grabbing one from the knife holder, I turned and hurled it at the doorway coming from the dining room. The large stranger ducked, and the knife flew over his head, sticking into the dining room wall. He stood back up, holding his hands out, and I froze.

It wasn’t a stranger.

It was Gage.
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“Oh my god, Gage!” My heart pounded in my chest, coming down from the intense fight-or-flight rush and contemplating how close I came to killing my husband’s best friend. “You scared the shit out of me!”

“I’m sorry,” he said. He stepped into the kitchen carrying my grocery bags. “You dropped these,” he said with a smirk.

My mouth hung open in disbelief. How can he be so calm? I just hurled a knife at him. I struggled to catch my breath as he came over to me. He set the bags down on the counter and reached out to hug me. “I’m sorry, Hailee.”

Gage had hugged me a thousand times before, and every time, I felt a bit of a flutter in my stomach. His big, athletic body wrapping around mine. His smell - he always smelled divine. My head resting against his firm pectorals. And somehow, his body always radiated a soft heat, like he’d just come from sunbathing. His hugs always got my heart beating faster.

But this hug felt different. It felt so much more… tempting. Maybe it was the seeds my husband had planted in my mind. Or maybe it was an ache for comfort after fleeing what I believed to be a life-threatening situation. Whatever it was, I gave in to it. I melted in to Gage’s embrace. And oh, it felt so good. “It’s ok, Gage. I’m glad I missed.”

He chuckled, and his pectorals rubbed through his shirt against my head. “Me, too. That would have made a weird story at my funeral.”

I snickered, still nuzzling my head against his chest. Damn, why can’t I let go? My body shifted from terror to a different type of arousal. Warmth stirred in between my legs.

“So, what’s in the bags?” he asked. It snapped me out of my trance for a second, and I released him.

“Umm, stuff to make Ratatouille.”

“Like the movie?”

“Yes, but with a little twist of my own.”

“May I look at what you’ve got?”

I gestured to the bags. “Be my guest.”

Gage stuck his hand into my bag. A thin gold chain hung around his muscular neck and slid beneath the collar of a thin white shirt that hugged his v-cut shape. His pink chino shorts showed most of his powerful legs and stretched over the distracting bulge in his crotch. And only a beautiful man like Gage could pull off that dirty blonde bro flow haircut. He looked so Hollywood. So swoon-worthy.

He pulled out the eggplant and held it up.

I blushed, noticing that I had somehow picked the most phallic looking one in the produce section. He took it to the sink and washed it off. “I guess I can see why this became the universal emoji for a cock,” he said.

Hearing him say ‘cock’ in my presence without Alex there felt… naughty. Especially since I’d spent so much of my last twelve hours thinking about his inside of me.

“I mean, look at this thing,” he said. He turned from the sink and held it in front of his crotch in the perfect position.

I took the bait, unable to stop from looking. My breath rushed from my lungs as my tongue grazed the back of my bottom lip. I stood there like a statue, mesmerized by the sight of his hand wrapped around it. Oh, fuck, I’m in trouble.

“Mine doesn’t really look like this one, though.”

His words fanned the flames of my curiosity, wondering what his cock looked like. I swallowed hard, and my voice cracked. “Oh?”

“No, it’s not this color.” He grinned, and his eyes twinkled with mischief.

I burst into laughter. A much more exuberant laugh than my normal. Nerves or arousal or both were making me act like a fool. My eyes watered as I lifted my hand to my mouth and coughed, trying to put the brakes on myself.

He grinned at me. “You ok there, Hailee?”

I nodded and winked through teary eyes. “Looks like you hit my gag reflex with that one.”

His eyes narrowed as his grin widened. He pointed at me with the eggplant. “Nice one.”

My heart fluttered, proud of my joke and happy he liked it.

He held out the eggplant to me. “Wanna hold that?”

A silly smile broke out on my face as I took it into my hands. I thought of Alex’s game and my desire to win. I’m not going to do anything. This is just my husband’s friend talking to me about vegetables. And maybe a little harmless flirting.

Gage’s voice lilted. “Now this…” He lifted the cucumber out of the bag. “This looks like mine.” He carried it to the sink, washed it, and again, held it to his crotch. With his other hand, he pointed along the length of it. “See the way it curves up? That’s the magic right there. Handy for reaching those spots in a woman’s pussy that make her go wild. Here, feel.”

Before I could protest, he took my hand and placed it on the base of the cucumber, so close to his real package. My heart lept up in my throat, and moisture crested the opening of my pussy. Gage took hold of my wrist and guided my hand up and down the cucumber’s shaft. “Oh, yeah, that feels good.” He chuckled.

I laughed with him, hoping to cover up the fire I could feel building behind my eyes. My skin under my shirt grew hot. Oh, god, I want to fuck him.

Our eyes met and locked in an inferno of unspoken confessions. Never breaking eye contact, he lifted the cucumber to my lips and brushed it across them. “Yep. Just like mine.”

The veins in my neck throbbed as my eyes dropped to his lips. My head felt light, and every cell in my body wanted to scream for him to take me. Dammit, Alex.

Time stood still as I stood on the ledge of my fidelity. Alex had set up an initiation of sorts. To what, I wasn’t sure. But life might never be the same if I took the leap.

Fuck it. Alex, you win.

I looked back up into Gage’s eyes and nodded. He dropped the cucumber and wrapped his hands around the back of my neck, pulling me into him. And our lips met.


Chapter Four


I can’t believe I’m doing this.

We hovered in a breathy pause, our lips parted and hovering so close to each other. His felt soft and full as they brushed back and forth over the crown of mine. With each brush, a euphoric heat spread out from my chest and braised my skin on my arms, my back, and my inner thighs. It swept me into a dream where I was the starry-eyed girl in one of his movies.

Oh my god, Hailee. What are you doing?

I pushed myself back from him and out of my fantasy, my conscience nagging me. As soon as I did, my whole body ached to return to him. To feel his lips again.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I crossed a line.” A sadness crept into his gorgeous eyes.

He wants me, too.

The blush of his full lips drew me in like a vortex, and my focus narrowed to the plump middle my lips had just touched. The decadent zing buzzing in my body intensified. Oh, god.

I looked back up into Gage’s eyes. Those gorgeous orbs. The space behind my eyes prickled with some subtle grief. My body had decided for me. My innocence was crumbling under the torrent of my desires.

Compulsively, my hands lurched for his neck and pulled him to me, and my mouth crashed onto his. A second wave of heat, stronger this time, cascaded from my mouth into my skull and down my neck. It flooded my chest and core and ignited my groin. Oh, god, yes.

My tongue delved in between his lips, and he wrapped them around it, sucking me. “Mmm,” I moaned. I pressed into the kiss, shoving my tongue deeper into the enclosure he’d made with his mouth. Some animal force had overtaken me. A hunger that Alex awakened when he fucked me and forced a confession out of me. The brakes of propriety and restraint had failed, and raw lust had taken over.

I cupped Gage’s perfect jawline in my hands as I feasted on his mouth. His strong hands pressed against my lower back, drawing my body into his. With my teeth, I nibbled at the succulent meat of his mouth, licking it, wanting to feel every part. I had studied his mouth on my TV screen so many times. Now it was melting into mine. My chest vibrated and my muscles tensed, wanting to claw at him. Wanting to merge with him. Oh, god, this is even hotter than I imagined it.

He took the hem of my shirt and pulled at it. Our mouths separated for a second while he pulled it up over my head and tossed it on the floor. When we came colliding back together, his hard abs pressed up against the sensitive bare skin of my stomach. Knowing my belly was touching his perfect washboard tickled my inner Gage-groupie’s slut button. I moaned against his lips, “Mmm, I’ve wanted this for so long.”

I swallowed hard, suddenly gripped by fear. I said too much.

But Gage groaned, biting my bottom lip, and then hissing against them, “Me, too, Hailee. This fine body of yours. These gorgeous lips.” His tongue lapped against the rim of my open mouth and then plunged back into it. The length of his tongue penetrated my oral depths, causing me to swoon. For a moment, I imagined that impressive tongue buried somewhere else.

While our tongues mashed against each other, Gage reached for the clasp of my bra strap. I groaned into his mouth, “Mmm hmm,” encouraging him to undress me. I’m being so bad.

The clasp came undone, and the bra fell loose around my breasts. While we continued to make out like teenagers, he brought his hands back around to my front and worked the bra out from between us.

My bare breasts pressed into the warm skin of his hard pectorals, and my pussy throbbed. Ohhhh, Jesus. I rubbed them into him, wanting to coat myself with some remnant of his beautiful body to take with me as a souvenir.

His mouth broke from mine and began caressing his way across my chin line to my neck.

I dropped my head back, getting lost in the tantalizing tingle of his suction on my skin. “Yesss, Gage. Take me.” My face flushed at the brazen promiscuity of my words. So naughty. A train of delicious sparks danced up my spine.

His tongue lapped at my open neck, and his teeth grazed the skin, nipping at it. All of it tormented me with the sweetest pangs of pleasure. I wanted him to go faster and slower at the same time. For him to hurry up and fuck me before my conscience caught up with me. And for this moment to never end, because I might never allow myself to do something this wrong again.

For a moment, I thought of Alex. The one assurance I had against the mob of accusing thoughts banging on the windows of my conscience was my husband. His hard cock pummeling my pussy when he found out I had a thing for his best friend. I wished he were here to be a witness. I wished I could see his hard cock and feel that reassurance from him that this was ok.

But I had fallen past the point of being able to stop. My pussy wanted Gage’s cock inside of me. My soul prayed that Alex would still love me afterwards.

Gage lifted me onto the counter, and I sat on the edge with my legs open to him. He moved in between them and resumed kissing my neck, working his way over my clavicle with his mouth, and approached my breast. I arched into him, begging him to continue with my moans. My fingers ran through his soft hair, and I grinned. I’d never touched his hair before. I always wanted to, but it seemed a bit too forward. It felt like sleek cords of silk. I imagined lots of actresses touched it during scenes, but did they have his cock in their pussy? My chest swelled with girlish pride in anticipation of bagging this hottie.

As his mouth moved onto the soft, plump tissue of my breast, it sent juicy jolts through my chest cavity that echoed in my pussy. He fed on them like a starving breast man who’d found his oasis. His lips and tongue explored every inch of their curvature, licking and sucking, dancing around my nipples without overtaking them. Tease. A few times, the suction from his mouth left a sweet sting that, I felt sure, would bruise. God, yes, leave your marks on me, Gage. Leave undeniable evidence of what I’ve done.

Then, he planted his tongue in the crease where my underboob met my ribcage and painted a swift, hot stroke up to my nipple. His mouth enclosed on it, releasing a stronger shockwave of bliss into my body. I grasped his hair in my fists. “Ahhh, fucck,” I hissed. He danced on my nipple with flicks of his tongue while his lips encased it. The stimulation drove me crazy, pounding my groin with shock after shock of pleasure bolts.

Not wanting to leave my other breast out, he moved to it and pulverized it with the same intoxicating treatment. My soaked panties clung to my engorged folds, and my pussy ached to have him inside me. I whispered in his ear, “I need to see that cucumber.”

He chuckled and groaned with a menacing delight, and the vibrations from his lips tremored the tissue of my breast. His hands gripped my waist, and he lifted me off the counter. As soon as my feet hit the floor, I dug into the waistline of my yoga pants and panties and shimmied them to the floor.

Standing naked in front of Gage in Alex and I’s kitchen tickled me in the naughtiest ways. We’d been in this kitchen, the three of us, so many times, and in those moments, I had fleeting thoughts about Gage, but I never dreamed I’d actually be living them out. I dropped to my knees in front of him and unfastened the button of his chino shorts. He looked down on me while I unzipped him like it was Christmas morning and I was tearing open my big present. When I pulled the boxers down, his cock sprung free and hit me in the face.

My eyes popped out of my head. Oh, my god. Gage had an enormous cucumber. My mouth began watering and my pussy throbbed, both of my holes wanting for his penetration. Gage’s cock stood out from his body in majestic glory. The head swelled and formed a perfect bell on the end of a thick, veiny shaft. Just as he said, it had a slight upward curve. My heart palpitated at the thought of his curved cock tickling my g-spot at the perfect angle. For a moment, I wondered if I could actually get it in my mouth, but I wasn’t going to let this once in a lifetime opportunity pass me by. If I was going to lose Alex’s game and get initiated into neighborhood slut status, I was going for broke.

I encircled my thumb and finger around the shaft, unable to close them completely, and slid my broken circle to the base. The heel of my palm bumped against his tight ballsack. He had shaved the entire area, which just made his enormous cock look even larger.

With my hand, I titled his cock up and leaned in to caress his balls. I wanted every bit of his god-like genitals to touch my mouth. My married mouth. I’d never be able to tell anyone but Alex about this, but I’d have the memory for the rest of my life. With my tongue, I explored the underside of his nuts. Then opened my mouth on them to suck them gently.

He groaned and placed a hand on my head, stroking my hair.

I moved about his balls, licking every inch of each of them, wanting him to remember me. Wanting the skin to have a cellular imprint of my visit. As I did, I felt so slutty. So utterly immoral. Moisture dripped from my bare hole onto the kitchen floor. Hailee, you whore.

When I had covered his nuts completely with my saliva, I moved up to the base of his shaft. The thick vein on the underside felt hot against my lips. I open-mouth kissed it, letting my tongue slip out to lick it.

Gage groaned again.

I wondered what he might be thinking. He’d confessed to wanting me, too. Had he ever fantasized about this? I pressed my lips against the underside of his cock and hummed. It jerked up from the stimulation, and he moaned.

“What are you thinking?” I asked. “No matter how dirty it is. Tell me.”

He looked down. His eyes seemed hesitant.

I kissed the underside of his cock. “It’s ok, Gage. You can tell me.”

“I just… Alex told me this is ok. And I’ve been honest with him. Like I told him I think you’re so sexy, Hailee. And what you’re doing is so fucking hot. You know? A married woman, sucking on the cock of her husband’s best friend.”

I cooed as I licked at the ridge of his head.

“You two are my best friends in the whole world. I don’t want to mess that up. I’m just trusting Alex.”

“Me, too. And we trust you. That’s why he picked you. You’ll be the only one who knows what a dirty…” I licked at his swollen head. “little…” Opened my lips on it and licked it again. “whore…” And took the whole head into my mouth and swirled my tongue against the underside. Then I popped my mouth off it. “…Alex’s wife turned out to be.”

He smiled and took my hair up in his hand. “Suck that cock, little married whore.”

I grinned and winked at him, then took the head back in my mouth. It filled my oral space, so I opened up my jaw to make room for him to go deeper. My lips enclosed over him, and I began to bob on it. My mouth was too small, or he was too large for me to go very far down his shaft with my lips, so I used my hand and my saliva to stroke him in tandem with my mouth. Together, my hand and mouth formed a sleeve that I used to work Gage’s cock like the good little whore Alex wanted me to be. As more of my saliva ran down his shaft, the slickness enabled me to go faster.

Sucking Gage that way made my whole body tingle. I had never felt so slutty. So free. The head of his cock began tapping the back of my throat. Twice, I gagged, but I kept going. My mouth would be sore later, but I wanted it. I wanted Gage’s cock to have left an impression in my body. My mouth. My pussy.

He moaned, “Oh, god, Hailee. You suck cock like a champ.”

His praise caused my lungs to expand, and I found a new level of slut power to suck him. My hand slid to the base of his shaft with each stroke, and my mouth engulfed him. Anticipating his climax, my heart raced. Give me that cum, Gage. I thirsted for it. Yearned for it. My prize for being such a good little whore.

I slid my hands up his leg to cup the underside of his balls. The skin had pulled tight, sucking them up close to his cock, and his head swelled to an even bigger size in my mouth.

“Aaahhh,” he grunted.

I moaned around him to let him know I wanted to drink every drop of him.

With that encouragement, he tossed his head back. His hand gripped my hair, and his cum shot against the back of my throat. It sprayed inside me, squirt after squirt, and filled my mouth until it dribbled out the corners and down my chin.

I kept my mouth locked around his head to contain it and kept stroking the shaft with my hand to milk him dry. Much of his warm jizz ran down the back of my throat, and I swallowed it. Good little married whore.

“Fucck,” he said, his body shaking.

My chest swelled with pride. One day, Gage might be a Hollywood celebrity, and I would have the secret trophy of having drank his cum. I looked up at his Herculean body as his chest heaved, privately gloating over my accomplishment.

I held his head between my lips as its size and hardness receded. With it softening, I could slide my lips further down the shaft, and I did. Pressing them gently in to his cock, I pulled them back up to the ridge to squeeze every last drop into my mouth. Then I let the head slide out of my mouth and rest on my bottom lip as I looked up at him.

I hoped he would remember me like this. In all of our future hang outs together, he’d have this image of me on my knees, his cock resting on my lips after I drank his cum. Just in case we never did this again.

“Fuck, Hailee.”

I giggled as I rose to my feet, brushing his thighs and stomach with my bare nipples as I did. My fingers landed on his chest and crawled up to his shoulder. “I’m going to give you a second to recover while I go slip into something special.”

He cocked an eyebrow and grinned. “Something special?”

“Yes, well, since I’ve clearly lost the game…”

He laughed. “That was Alex’s idea.”

“And it worked.”

“Much to my delight.” He grinned with those beautiful teeth and that perfect jaw line. God, you’re so cute.

“So, now you’ve got work to do. Think you can handle presiding over my married slut initiation?”

He took his cock in his hand and started stroking. “Yes, ma’am.”

I pushed my tongue into my cheek as I looked down at his already recovering man meat. “Good, because I’ve thought of the perfect outfit. Be right back!”


Chapter Five


“Wow!” Gage said. His eyes sparkled as he looked my body up and down.

I wore a crotchless, sheer black body stocking. My closet had several crotchless body stockings in it because Alex loved the way they looked on my body, but this one was new. Alex hadn’t seen it yet. I was waiting for the right occasion. As Gage licked his lips, my body vibrated at the thought of what Alex might do to me every time he saw me in it. In the time it took me to get dressed, he’d managed to bring his cock to another full erection. That stallion energy.

“Come here, stud,” I said.

Gage followed me through the dining room and into the entrance hall.

I crawled onto the chaise lounge and lay back. Fucck, yes. A fresh surge of warmth rushed into my groin at the thought of committing adultery on that chaise. I spread my legs, showing Gage my bare pussy through the opening in the crotch. “Fuck me,” I said.

He climbed on top of me, placing the tip of his cock at my entrance.

I bucked my hips up into him, and my sloppy wet lips opened around the tip of his dick. “Oh, goddd, give it to me,” I moaned.

“Such a ravenous little slut,” he said.

I nodded, searing into his fiery eyes with the fire in mine. Repeating myself, I begged him with a whisper. “Fuck me, Gage.”

His cock slid just inside of me, stretching my opening like I’d never been stretched. “Oh, god!!!” I howled. An intense burst of heat shot from my pussy up into my core and down my inner thighs. It was a curious mixture of pleasure with a dash of pain, and oh, it hurt sooo good. He pulled it back, almost all the way out, and then pushed it back in, working a little deeper, going slowly to give my body a chance to adjust to his size.

“God, Gage, your cock is huge!”

“Are you ok?”

“Fuck, yes!”

Each time he pushed back into me, it went a little deeper, and my vagina stretched to let him in. I’d never had a cock like this before, and I knew I’d never forget this feeling. It was almost like he carved a new space inside of my body with each penetrative push, one shaped like his divine cock.

For a moment, I thought about Alex’s cock. Not as big as Gage’s, but plenty big for me. We had a great sex life, and he always brought me to orgasm, sometimes multiple times.

But this. This was something so pulverizing. So decadent.

The pace of Gage’s thrusts increased. As they did, an exhilarating tension built in my core and my legs. “Mmm, yesss.” The ridge of his cock’s head – the one I had explored with my tongue - now combed the walls of my pussy, making its mark on every cell and lifting my body to a boiling point.

Our eyes stayed locked in a fierce, mutual eyefucking. My thoughts and mouth turned shameless. “You like fucking your best friend’s wife?” I hissed.

His eyes glistened, and his cock swelled inside me. He grunted.

“Mmm, you do like fucking your best friend’s slutty wife.”

His cock tapped my cervix, and my mouth dropped open. It didn’t hurt, but I’d never felt that before. I felt somehow claimed, like he had tattooed me with his cock. My pussy clenched around him. “Mmm, yesss, Gage, you’re fucking that pussy so good.”

I brought my legs up closer to him and wrapped them around him, using my thighs to gain some control over how deep he was going. That made the force of his thrusts transfer into my legs and body, and it caused my tits to bounce inside the body stocking. They felt heavy and engorged as they jostled on my frame. Thanks to my thighs, his thrusts reached the perfect depth. Not too deep and not too shallow. He was hitting all of my spots, and the pressure of his size against my walls made the stimulation extra potent. My core tightened to an almost painful constriction, and all the feeling in my body rushed into my pussy. “You’re going to make me come on your cock, Gage!”

He nodded, his eyes on fire, and groaned, “Coat my cock, Hailee!”

My pussy clamped onto him like a vice grip. From deep inside me, an explosive orgasm ripped through my body with a tidal wave of pleasure. “Fucckk!!” I howled. My eyes closed and rolled back in my head, and my mouth fell open. Tiny branches of lightning shot across the backs of my eyelids.

He kept thrusting and grunting, his cock nearing ejaculation. It swelled against the pressure of my pussy’s grip on him, making my orgasm elongate and intensify. “Oh my god, Gage!! Fuck me!”

“I’m cumming!” he growled. His cock pulsed inside me, and his hot seed spurted into me. While I continued to convulse around him from my unending orgasm, he filled me to overflowing so that his hot jizz ran out the sides of his penetration. It drained down my ass cheeks, and I felt sure, seeped into the fucking chaise lounge. Yesssss.

The thought of staining that chaise with the juices of adultery thrilled me, pushing the last wave of my orgasm through my body. I clung to Gage with my legs, all my limbs quivering with ecstasy. My moans had degraded from boisterous ones to fragmented whimpers. My body felt liquid, boneless. As if Gage had set me afloat on a cloud of post-orgasmic rapture.

He slipped out of me, releasing a flood of our adulterous fluids out onto the chaise. I laid on it, languid, with my eyes closed, savoring the sweet high in my body and the decadent feeling of the sin I had committed.

Then his cock slipped into me again.

Only, it felt different.

It felt familiar.

I opened my eyes.

Alex.


Chapter Six


My eyes widened. “Alex! How long have you been here?”

He covered my mouth with his hand. “Shut up, slut!” His eyes raged with a breathtaking dichotomy of lust and love. The lust burned like an inferno in the foreground of his gaze, but behind it, I saw a deeper glint that only I could have recognized. It seeped into my soul and washed it with a radiant warmth.

“I saw you, Hailee! Saw you being such a whore!”

I bit my lip and nodded, looking into his burning eyes. How much had he seen? My pussy clenched around him at the thought of what he might have witnessed. I felt naked, exposed, and so totally accepted. The energy of his carnal hunger reverberated in every cell of my body. Mmm, punish me, babe.

Unlike Gage’s cock, Alex’s fit me perfectly. It enabled him to slam into me balls deep, and he did. I spread my legs wide for him to surrender to his discipline. His hips slapped against my crotch and inner thighs, making a thick smacking sound. As he did, he ground into my throbbing clitoris, adding another delicious angle of stimulation.

Gage had left me in an already orgasmic state, so when the love of my life took me, it sent my pussy racing towards another cliff. Alex removed his hand from my mouth and placed both his hands on my inner thighs, spreading me even wider as he hammered into my pussy. “Oh, godddd,” I whimpered.

My tits bounced in front of him, and my chest throbbed, knowing how much he loved the sight of them. “Claim that pussy, babe,” I whined.

He was plunging his cock into a filthy, sloppy, cum-filled pussy, but he didn’t care. My pussy was his, and he was taking it back. Taking it with the force of a hungry lion.

My liquid body erupted in another climactic wave. This one rended my body and mind wide open. My voice echoed in my ears as though coming through a veil of water. In that moment, I felt I no longer had a body. I was a formless cloud of elation that merged with the essence of my husband. A harmony of fire and lightning.

Through the jubilant fog, I felt his hot breath on my ears. The vibration in his words. “You’re mine!” He swelled inside of me, and his seed spilling into me carried a warmth beyond the physical. It was pure energy.

He collapsed onto me, and our heaving breaths synchronized. Our skin sweat against each other, and our chests rose and fell, pressed together as one.

“I love you,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt drunk. Delirious. “Do you?” I mumbled.

“So much, babe.” He chuckled. “I think I like this chaise a lot better now.”

My giggle stumbled from my chest and out my mouth as my arms flopped onto his back. I embraced him, my love. My life. My Alex.

Me, too, babe. Me, too.
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Chapter One


“She’s cheating on her husband!” Karen’s voice carried across the street from Elise’s front yard.

Oh, dear. I kept my trashy romance novel in front of me while I peeked over it, watching the drama unfold. Karen’s hands waved in the air. I chuckled at Elise’s body language. Girl, I can see those eyes rolling from here.

After a couple minutes of Karen’s diatribe, Elise got up and moved to go inside her house. Karen turned, her face red, and stormed back across to our side of the street. And towards me.

This should be good. “Good morning!” I called out to her. Karen shook her head, scowling. My face managed to keep my erupting amusement to a smirk. “Out spreading joy and love in the neighborhood, I see.”

“Very funny,” she quipped as she stomped into my front yard.

Karen had been my next-door neighbor for a few years now, and despite her talent for rubbing people the wrong way, I stayed friends with her. I guess because her train wreck of social awkwardness entertained me. So far, she hadn’t wrecked into me.

“So, what’s going on?” I asked. She was going to tell me, regardless.

“Nobody believes me!” Karen folded her arms, squashing her large breasts. With her little body, they had to be fake. I asked her once, but she denied having implants. Whatever, Karen. She kept on, “Hailee didn’t believe me. Elise doesn’t believe me. But, Naomi, I know what I heard!”

“Yes, you told me. Brooke’s husband was gone. You hid under her window. You heard sex noises.” And you have no boundaries.

Karen moved to my steps, turned around, and plopped herself down on them. Her voice degraded from frustrated to whiny mumbling. “I think they all hate me now.”

Part of me felt sad for her. She just couldn’t seem to help her mouth. Oh, Karen. “That can happen when you go spreading rumors about their best friend.”

She snapped her head back towards me. “They aren’t rumors!”

I held up my hands, still fighting a grin. “Ok, facts. Spreading cold, hard facts about their best friend.”

Her eyes softened, and she turned her head back into her hands, sighing. “I don’t know why I had to open my big mouth.”

I don’t, either. “Want a Coke?”

“Sure,” she whimpered through her fingers.

I set my book down, went inside, and got her one from the fridge. Thank God she doesn’t know about my sex life. Talk about cold, hard facts. A devilish grin broke out on my face as I recalled events from the previous month. Soo hard. But not cold. More like sooo hot. I loved my life with my husband. Our games.

I walked back out onto the porch. “Here you go.”

“Thanks,” she mumbled. “You believe me, right?”

I held her gaze for a minute. This feels like a trap. “Karen, don’t pull me into this.”

“I’m not. I swear. I just… please, tell me you believe me.”

“If you tell a soul, I will deny it and call you horrible names behind your back.”

Her eyes lit up. “You believe me.”

I held up a finger, my speech quickening. “I also believe it’s none of our business what other people do in their marriages.”

She nodded. “I know. I know.”

My head tilted forward like a school teacher lecturing her class. “And it’s definitely not our place to go spreading cold, hard facts around the neighborhood about the things we shouldn’t have stuck our nose into.”

“Ok, mom.” She wrinkled her nose at me.

“So you’ll drop it, right?”

Her hesitant eyes slid away from me, along with the lean of her body.

“Karen!!”

“Okay, fine.” Her shoulders fell. Then she stood up. “I’ll talk to you later. I’ve got work to do.”

“Bye.” I shook my head as she walked over to her house. She’s not going to drop it.


Chapter Two


“Uh oh. What’s wrong?” Sawyer asked. My husband sat on a bar stool across our kitchen counter from me. He could read me like a book. Even the most subtle cues. But this time, my face wasn’t subtle.

Oh my god, Karen…

My jaw ached as I clenched my teeth and stared at my phone screen in disbelief. Elise Morehead’s text burned into my retinas. “I told her not to say a word to anyone.”

“Who?”

“Karen Fucking Cobbledick, that’s who.” I dropped the phone on the counter and let out an exasperated sigh.

“Ohh,” he said. Now it was his face fighting a grin. I could read him pretty well, too.

“This isn’t funny. She told Elise I believed the story about Brooke cheating on her husband.”

“Oh, shit. Sounds like someone’s mouth just can’t stop running.”

“It needs to trip and fall down a ‘shut the fuck up’ hole.”

He snickered. Despite my annoyance with Karen, Sawyer’s amusement warmed me. I turned and rested my ass against the counter, the tension in my body easing into it. “Sometimes, I don’t know why I stay friends with her.”

My phone beeped with a text notification, and I picked it up.

Wow. “No way. Speak of the devil.”

As I read it, my eyes narrowed, and I looked up at my husband. “She says she has to go out of town on an urgent work trip and has no one to watch her house.”

“Where’s Reggie?”

“Honey, you know he’s never home. He’s working off shore again, I think.”

His eyes flashed like the Cheshire Cat’s. “Oh, really?”

I loved him so much. Our minds both worked the same way. Devious. “What are you thinking?” I had a guess, but I wanted to hear it out of his wicked, beautiful mouth.

“I’m just thinking about your dear, sweet friend who loves to gossip about other people’s sex lives. About her husband being away, leaving the house empty. If she needs a house sitter, I think you and I know how to sit a house.” His eyes trailed down my body as he spoke the last words.

I cocked an eyebrow, chuckling. “Why yes. I believe we do.”

“And I know some guys at the gym who might like to help us.”

My mouth popped open into a circular “O”. Then I laughed and high-fived him across the counter. “I love house sitting with you!”

He shrugged, clearly proud of himself. “Hey, I’ll bring a beer and some popcorn. Plop down on Karen’s couch. Sit back and watch my wife star in some live gang bang porn. Sounds like a pretty great time to me.”

I shook my head at him, still grinning. “What did I do to deserve you?”

“I know. Sometimes I find it hard to believe I’m this awesome.”

My smile beamed from ear to ear. I walked around the counter to him and wrapped my arms around his neck. Yes, you are, Sawyer Wang. Yes, you are.


Chapter Three


The sky darkened, and the night air cooled the heat from Karen’s tires off her driveway. She had scurried to the car, pulling her luggage and rattling on about how to care for her cat.

“Don’t worry, Karen. All the pussies will be well taken care of.”

She’d been too absorbed in her own rush of activity to think anything of my comment.

I waited on her front steps, my body vibrating with anticipation. When my husband pulled up in our driveway, a black SUV followed in behind him. We figured it would be better for them to park at our house than Karen’s. Most of the neighbors knew Sawyer and I liked to entertain guests. They just didn’t know what sort of entertainment went on at the Wang house.

All four doors of the SUV opened, and out poured a mesmerizing cadre of beautiful young men, all wearing fitted t-shirts and shorts. Oh yeah, these boys are all gym rats.

The night before, Sawyer sat me down on the couch and showed me pictures of each of them from social media. I enjoyed knowing a bit about a man before I fucked him. Not too much, but a name and some basic details were nice.

Now sitting on Karen’s front porch, I bit my bottom lip as I surveyed each of them standing around the SUV talking to Sawyer.

With his dirty blonde hair, Ian looked the most like a beach boy. His dark shades hid those pretty blue eyes, but I’d be seeing them soon enough.

The tallest one, Joey, walked up the driveway with a bounce in his step and a boyish smile on his face. Cute. I suspected he hadn’t been to a gang bang before, and the idea of popping that cherry for him made mine tingle.

The shortest one, Seth, walked with an upright posture, perhaps to fit in better with his taller friends, but his height didn’t bother me. His cock might match in size. I’d find out soon enough, but a man’s cock size didn’t bother me either. I often found smaller men to be more attentive to a woman’s body, and his beautiful teeth glimmered like polished freshwater pearls. I liked nice teeth on a man.

Scott, the serious one, got out of the SUV like a man on a mission. He looked around like he expected cops or paparazzi to jump out from somewhere. It made me wonder about his life. A man like that always has a story. Relax, Scott. I’ll have my pussy juice all in that cute beard in no time.

And then there was Andre. Oh my, beautiful Andre. His broad shoulders and dark chocolate skin made me shiver with want. He carried himself with something of a quiet regency. Powerful, yet calm. Big dick energy. The insides of my vagina clenched around my imagination of him buried inside me.

They made their way up our driveway, heading into our backyard to hop the high brick wall between our lots. By the look of them, they’d have no trouble with that. Fortunately, the backyards were dark enough. I turned the floodlights off to make sure of it.

I tried my hardest to look nonchalant as I turned and went through the front door of Karen’s house. Once it closed behind me, I skipped through to the back, stripping off my outer clothes as I went. By the time I reached the back and slid open the French doors, I was ready to greet my men in my sexy black bra and panties with thigh high black nylons and matching stiletto high heels. Yep, I look hot.

The serenity of Karen’s back yard amused me, considering what I was about to do in her house. Her pool and cabana looked tempting, but even I wasn’t brave enough to fuck out there. With my luck, a neighbor behind her would have great hearing or binoculars and see through the breaks in the trees. I couldn’t risk it. I mean, really, who would do that?

Joey rounded the corner and into my sights first. His eyes sparkled when he saw me. “Good evening, Mrs. Wang.”

“Oh, god, Joey. Please, call me Naomi. Or filthy slut.” I winked at him.

He smirked. “Yes, ma’am.”

“And don’t ma’am, me. I’m not that much older than you. Come here and give me a hug.”

He chuckled and stepped up to me. That close, I could see just how tall he was. My head rested on his chest, warmth bleeding through the thin cotton of his shirt, and my arms wrapped around his firm obliques. Nice. His youthful vibe gave me a flutter in my chest. Somehow, knowing I’d be fucking these younger men invigorated me. Made me feel powerful, sexy, and horny as fuck. Already, moisture seeped from between my engorged pussy lips and dampened the crotch of my lingerie.

He stepped inside, and Scott approached. I narrowed my eyes on him and grinned, a warmth spreading across my cheeks. The stern stiffness of his persona made me want to break him down, mess with his hair, and loosen him up. Challenge accepted. When he was within arm's reach, I grabbed him and pulled his chest against mine. Placing my hands on the back of his neck, I drew his mouth to mine and licked his lips. Oh my, Naomi. Look at you. My body buzzed with an electric charge from my brazen aggressiveness. His hands rested on my back and his lips parted to accept my tongue. I pressed my hips into him, and the hard protrusion of his cock from within his shorts dug into my stomach. Groaning with delight into his mouth, I dropped a hand to grasp his bulge. The muscles in his neck relaxed, and he gasped around my tongue. You’re mine, tough guy. I released him and stepped back to observe him aroused. His eyes glimmered above his reddened cheeks and neck. Snickering, I poked my finger in his chest. “Just wanted to give you a taste of things to come, Scott.”

“I got you,” he said. He smiled and pushed his tongue against the inside of his bottom lip as he nodded and walked through the doorway.

Seth approached next. Oh my god, you’re so cute. His eyes and brilliant white teeth beamed like a schoolboy about to get his favorite birthday cake. Up close, he stood just a half inch taller than me, so his pretty eyes leveled with mine. I lifted a hand to his baby face and rested my other on his muscular chest. “You’re a pretty thing, Seth.”

He blushed. “Thanks, ma…”

I cut him off. “Oh no. There will be no use of that word.” I stepped up to him, looked him in the eyes, and ran my leg up the side of his thigh. “Call me Naomi.”

He swallowed hard, still smiling. His eyes glistened, and a fire broke out in them as he looked into mine. The smile morphed to something more serious, and his energy turned hungry. “Ok, Naomi.”

I dropped my leg and smacked his tight ass. “See you soon, pretty boy.”

A voice came from behind him, “What’s up, Naomi?” Ian slid his shades off, and a confident smile broke out on his face. This one gets a lot of pussy.

I peered into his sparkling blue eyes. “Hello, Ian.” The wavy flow of his dirty blonde hair mimicked the ocean waves I imagined he spent a lot of time around. “Something tells me you know how to handle a woman.”

He took my hand in his and lifted it to shoulder level, interweaving his fingers with mine. Using my hand as leverage, he pulled me closer to him and hovered his lips just above the flesh of my neck. My eyes closed, and I inhaled the fragrance of bergamot and musk wafting off his body. It tickled my nostrils and caused my synapses to tingle. Oh, god, I want to fuck him.

He whispered into my ear, “Ever since your husband invited us, I’ve been looking forward to devouring this gorgeous body. You look hot, Naomi.”

Every cell in my body vibrated with yearning for him to consume me, just like he said. This handsome beach boy.

From the depths of desire that Ian’s aura had sucked me into, I felt another presence behind him. Commanding. Powerful. It caused my chest to tighten and my spine to prickle. My eyes popped open.

Andre.

Ian kissed my cheek and slipped into the house, leaving me standing before Andre. I felt naked, small, vulnerable, and ready to surrender. To bow to this king. I wanted his cock in my mouth so I could worship it. His hands in my hair, gripping it like he owned me. His physical height matched Joey’s, but his persona somehow towered over all of them combined. He nodded to me as he spoke, and his thick accent washed over me.

“Naomi.”

My voice cracked as I responded, “Andre.” My eyes trailed down his majestic body. “May I touch you?”

His unblinking eyes held mine as he nodded again. I took a deep breath and stepped closer. My fingers trembled as they touched his chest, feeling his muscle definition through his shirt. Somehow, I felt both scared and safe. Like he could tear me apart but wouldn’t lay a finger on me without me begging him. Without me utterly humiliating myself with unabashed desire. And I wanted to beg. I wanted to strip and offer myself to him.

The deep baritone of his voice made my insides quiver with longing. “Are you ready, Naomi?”

I hissed, and a hot rush of air whistled past my lips, “Yesss.”

“Turn around for me.”

I obeyed. In the house, all four of the other men stood, their shirts now removed. Each possessed the most incredible washboard abs and defined pectorals. Thick shoulder muscles, biceps and forearms. My mouth watered as I studied the beautiful sculpture of their bodies.

Andre’s voice reverberated in my ear, “Are you ready to surrender your fine little ass to us, Naomi?”

My heart lept in my chest. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir.” Heat erupted from my groin up into my stomach as I spoke the words.

Andre’s fingers slid up the back of my neck into my hair and took hold of it. He gripped it so firmly that it stung for an instant, and he pulled my head back just enough to lift my chin. “You are ready to be a good little whore?”

Oh god, yes! His dominance over me crashed against my groin like waves, causing juices to gush out of me, soaking my panties. I nodded, and my scalp stung again from the tightness of his rein on me.

He spoke into the room with an imposing resonance. “Boys, let’s leave a mark she’ll never forget.”

His words echoed through the room like that of a chief calling his tribe to war. As he walked me through the doorway, the energy in the air escalated. Was it the beating of my heart? Was it the palpable frenzy of their hunger as they eyed my horny body?

I didn’t know and didn’t care. But I knew one thing. Whatever they were about to do to me - it was like Andre said.

I would never forget this.


Chapter Four


Andre marched me into the center of the room, my hair still in his grip. Ian approached and reached around my body, unfastened my bra, and removed it. He stepped back - my bra in his hand - to let the others get a good look at me topless. The room air tickled my hard nipples, and the feel of their eyes on me made every inch of my skin quiver with the thrill of exposure.

Seth glanced at Andre who must have beckoned him with a silent command. Seth dropped to his knees in front of me. His fingers slipped under the waistband of my panties and worked them off my hips, down my thighs, all the way to my ankles. The bare skin of my labia tingled as though their lustful gazes were feather brushes on it, teasing me and scolding me. His hand took hold of my ankle and lifted it, guiding me to step out of my panties. Once he had stripped me of them, he stood, holding them up in front of me with a devilish grin. And here I thought you looked so innocent.

He returned to the other three, a swagger in his step, carrying my panties like a trophy. Then he handed them to Joey who lifted them to his nose and sniffed while his boyish eyes gleamed at me. I stood totally naked in front of them, save for my hooker heels, and watched their eyes drink me in. Each of their shorts tented with their erections. My pussy wriggled in expectancy. Mmm, yesss. While Andre held me prisoner, the energy of their leering looks stroked my body, tormented me, and stoked the flames of my want.

“Do you feel like a toy, Naomi?” Andre asked.

His question caused my heart to do a flip in my chest. Heat flooded up from it into my neck.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered.

He chuckled. “Good.”

Pulling on the reins of my hair, he turned me around to face the couch. On it, Sawyer sat with his cock out and in his hands. My face flushed. No matter how many times I’d fucked another man in front of my husband and no matter how supportive he was about it, I still felt a twinge of embarrassment and vulnerability when he saw me like this. His wife, naked and eager to fuck other men. Surrendering my body like a whore for their use. Maybe it was the taboo of breaking those societal rules. It gave me a strange thrill to be the social deviant, to live outside the circle of what the world had taught me to be. My parents would be so appalled if they knew.

And Sawyer got off on it. Having a naughty wife. The head of his cock had swollen to a reddened tightness and a bead of pre-cum already crested the opening. His fingers traced the thick vein on the underside of his shaft. I loved the way he savored the sight of my infidelity and the way he teased his own cock, drawing out pleasure.

On top of all that, I was supposed to be house-sitting for my friend Karen. My friend who had become obsessed with our neighbor Brooke and the prospect that she’d been cheating on her husband. If only she knew… Me filling her house with the energy of wanton adultery and promiscuous fucking. That depraved secret undergirded the entire experience with a growing electric charge that reverberated all over my body.

Andre tugged on my hair, pulling me back towards the group. They encircled me like sharks about to devour their prey. Seth dropped to his knees in front of me, slipping below the line of my sight. Still, I felt his energy and the heat of his breath on my bare labia. So close. Joey and Scott took positions on either side of him, and their gazes dropped to my tits, causing my nipples to swoon. A hand took hold of my wrist and pulled my arm back until my fingers grazed the warm head of a cock. They instinctively took hold of it, and I slid my hand past it and onto a hard, hot shaft. The veins of it against my palm sent tiny sparks up into my forearm that echoed in my chest. I could only assume it belonged to Ian, and soon it would be inside me. Mmmm.

I quivered in Andre’s grasp, my body a nuclear ball of nervous sexual energy and lust.

His voice lowered and hissed in my ear. “Confess what you are.”

I swallowed and obeyed, my voice ragged and shaking. “I’m a whore.”

“A filthy, married whore?”

Little charges of excitement, like invisible imps, danced up and down the back of my neck.

“Yes,” I hissed.

His grip tightened on my hair, and I gasped.

“Say it. Loudly,” he growled.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. Moments like this defined me. Or rather, they perfectly expressed me. Standing before my husband, on the cusp of a decadent act, speaking my wicked truth out loud for him to witness. For these men to witness. Casting off any illusions of being wholesome or virtuous. Of being the woman I was supposed to be. Throwing off those restraints and setting my inner sexual fire loose. A sort of brassy pride welled up in my chest, and the muscles in my neck tensed.

“I’m a filthy, married fucking whore.”

Andre spanked my ass. The sting caused my spine to straighten as a lightning bolt raced through it. He growled in my ear again. “Louder. Make the neighbors hear you.”

I launched the words from my chest like a rocket at the ceiling, imagining it tearing into the space over the neighborhood. “I’m a filthy, married fucking whore! And I love it!” My face flushed with embarrassment, but the fire in my pussy and core had reached cataclysmic levels. Too strong to stop. My wetness ran down the insides of both my thighs. Oh god, I need a cock.

As if he read my mind, Andre’s other hand rested on my arm, and he barked his order at the other guys.

“Take her.”


Chapter Five


Seth’s mouth opened on my engorged pussy lips. Joey and Scott put hands on my waist and shoulders to brace my body, then dove in to devour my tits. The sudden rush of sensation in all my most erotic buttons lit me up like a Christmas tree. “Ohh, god!!!” I gasped. My grip around Ian’s cock tightened, and it throbbed against my fingers.

Andre’s firm hand – the one that had set fire to my skin with his discipline – cupped my ass cheek and caressed it. I bit my lip, and my body tensed, anticipating another spanking. But none came. Instead, his voice hummed with lascivious satisfaction. “Such a nice, juicy piece of ass.”

My breath rushed from my chest. The brazen objectification of his words shocked and thrilled me. Somehow, it liberated me from having to do anything. From having to think about anything. I could resign myself to be a sex toy. Just submit and feel.

Seth’s mouth feasted on the outside of my pussy with the voracious energy of a true pussy lover. He gripped the back of my thighs just under my ass cheeks, using his grip as leverage. The lips of his open mouth pressed against my labia on one side, and his sweltering tongue painted a long stroke on it from bottom to top. Then he closed his lips on my skin as if capturing a bite of me with them. He repeated this delicious motion several times on both sides, dancing around my swollen clit and my opening. With each hungry kiss, my pussy seeped out more juice. God, I’m so wet.

Joey and Scott had each taken one of my tits and begun ravaging them. Joey had the one on the left. He cupped it in both of his hands, lifting its fleshy mass up and into his mouth. His tongue danced on my puffy nipple, releasing tiny jolts of pleasure into my chest cavity, and then he smashed his open mouth down around it, sucking at the areola.

I moaned, “Aaaaah!”

Andre clenched his grip on my hair, sending a slight stinging pulse into my scalp, and he chuckled. “Listen to this whore. She likes it.”

A deeper moan erupted from my chest, letting them all know Andre had me pegged. “Mmm hmmm.”

Scott’s palm pressed against my rip cage just below the tit he had claimed. He worked his mouth all around the underside of it, covering every inch with his lust. Serious Scott is a breast man.

Ian’s silky smooth voice and his warm breath tickled my ear. “I like the way you’re handling my cock, Naomi. You seem like you’ve done this before.”

My chest warmed and expanded, and I squeezed his shaft to let him know I heard him. The beach boy is right. I smirked as I continued stroking him. I have done this before.

Seth’s tongue parted my pussy lips and swept over my throbbing clit, sending me into orbit. “Oh god!” I moaned. A hot jolt of bliss broke out from my pussy and rushed up into my core. My hips rocked in an almost involuntary grinding motion. My body wanted this so much. Seth’s grip on the backs of my thighs tightened, and he pressed his face into me, groaning with delight.

For a moment, I mused at how quickly these young men had broken me down from a cocky, experienced sexual savant into a drooling submissive. It was Andre. His dominance invigorated all of them. The alpha had energized the pack, and my body had become their feast.

The muscles in my thighs tensed. Seth’s masterful work on my clitoris continued, and my body wound up tighter and tighter. He stayed focused on my clitoris, his tongue flicking it in a perfect rhythm. As he did, all the other sensations became background noise. The building pleasure in my clit formed the epicenter for the approaching quake.

My whole body started to quiver, and I moaned, “Oh godddd!”

All of them gripped me. I had no way of escape. I was a prisoner to the pleasure they stormed my body with on all fronts. Seth’s tongue flicks quickened as my ass cheeks clenched. This boy knew how to read a woman’s body, and he had me on the ropes. My clit throbbed with a heat that permeated my hips, my thighs, and my core. It spread up into my chest. I pressed up on my tiptoes, feeling a powerful orgasm rushing at me. “I’m going to come!” I wailed.

And I went over the ledge.

My climax ripped through my body with bone rattling force. “Aaaaah, fuckkkk!” I cried. Scalding fireworks of ecstasy scattered throughout my body. All my muscles turned to liquid ripples, making it hard for me to stand on my own. The strength of each man closed in, holding me while I shook. Scott and Joey held my sides and continued teasing my breasts with their tongues. Seth grasped under my ass cheeks, holding me up while he buried his forehead and nose into my quivering pussy, as if to drench himself in the gushing juices coming out of it.

And Andre.

Andre wrapped his arm under mine, high around my waist, and held me up. His hard body pressed into my back and ass.

And I felt it.

A thick, long rod branded the skin of my ass. Oh, my god. As I trembled against the mountain of his body, that blazing baton pressed against my back. His dick must be huge. No wonder he walked like a god.

“Let’s move her,” he commanded.

Seth stood and backed up. Joey and Scott reached down, taking my legs, while Andre released my hair and held my body from behind. They lifted my convulsing frame off the ground, and I floated in their arms, my every cell shimmering in the glow of my orgasmic aftershocks.

The next thing I knew, my back and hips came to rest on a soft, wide surface. The flat top of Karen’s gray sectional. Such a peculiar piece of furniture. I’d never seen anything like it, but it was perfect for this. My body lay supported at an ideal height from the floor.

Right at cock level.


Chapter Six


My dream-like euphoria eased just enough for me to tune into my surroundings, and my heart yearned for some kind of check in with Sawyer. We’d been on so many crazy sexual adventures together, and yet I always had a moment of fear that maybe this time would be too much. I arched my neck back, sensing him behind me. He stood naked, one foot up on the couch, still stroking himself. His lips hung parted in a drunken relaxation, but his eyes burned with lust. God, I loved seeing him like that. I loved being a slut in front of him. Being the subject of his darkest fantasies coming true.

And I admired him. His body. He was every bit the physical specimen of these younger boys despite having, probably, 10 years on some of them. We had to work harder, being in our thirties, to keep our bodies this fit, but we did it for each other and for ourselves. Fitness was important to me. It gave me confidence which enhanced my sex life, and after the experiences Sawyer and I had together, my sex life had become precious.

I nuzzled my back and ass into the top of the couch. My body, still vibrating with the gentle ripples of my last climax, melted into it. A fiendish smile broke out on my face. I’d sat on this couch many times with Karen, and I knew I would sit there many more times. Only I’d have a delicious secret. Mmm, so evil.

Then I looked around me. In the haze of my epic orgasm, I’d missed the part where all the boys got naked. Joey stood on the floor, holding one of my legs, while Scott positioned himself on the couch and held the other. They spread me wide open. Thank God for pilates. Their firm grip restrained me in the most delicious way, and I surrendered to it. Surrendered deeper to being a toy for their use.

Seth had also climbed up on the couch near my head. His cock hovered close, and while it was average in size, I’d never seen one more beautiful. If there were dick models, I felt sure Seth could be one. No need for air brushing. His cock was naturally pretty. I licked my lips as I studied it and reached out with my hand to trace the shaft with a fingertip. His eyes flickered as our gazes met. I narrowed my eyelids and puckered my lips to blow a kiss at him, and he grinned. There’s that cuteness.

Then my stomach dropped as I felt a powerful presence on the other side of me. I turned, and my eyes widened at the sight of Andre’s massive cock standing erect and hard, so close to my face. I looked up at him, my eyes asking for permission to touch him.

He placed his hand on top of my head. “You want to feel it, don’t you, little whore?”

I felt a prickle behind my eyes. There it was again. That something about him that made me feel small and fragile, yet safe. I nodded.

“Touch it,” he ordered.

The swollen bell on the end looked almost big enough to fill the entire space of my tiny mouth, and the long, veiny shaft extended out from his firm body like a crane. “Pretty” wasn’t my word for this one. More like “monstrous” or “formidable.” I reached out to touch it, and when my fingertips made contact, a flash of heat exploded from deep within my pussy. As if those deep places inside of me detected a cock that could reach them, punish them, and set them on fire. My fingers lay over the top of it, and my thumb rested on the underside. It was too thick for me to encircle with them, so I ran my fingertips along its hot, leathery skin, down to the base. “Oh my god,” I whispered.

Something warm and firm rested against the opening of my pussy, causing it to pulse in ache, wanting penetration. Ian stood in between my legs, grinning from ear to ear. “Are you ready, beautiful?”

He was the charmer of the five. It comforted me, even if he was a player. Play that pussy, beach boy.

I nodded at him, and he slid the tip in. The muscles around my vaginal canal quivered in celebration. I loved fucking so much. Was there anything better in life? Not to me. Some might call me a nympho, but I lived for these moments. Lived to be a slut in front of my husband.

His cock slid into my sloppy wetness easily. I gasped, “yesss!” His thickness was enough to give me that stretched feeling, and it delved deep enough into me to fill me up. I quickly realized my guess about him had been correct. He knew how to handle a woman. As he pushed into me, he got balls deep and ground into my pubic bone, putting pressure on my clitoris. Then he eased back out, angling his cock to tease my g spot. He went slowly at first, like a man who savored the feeling of pussy around his dick. A true connoisseur. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. The sight of him reveling in my vagina so intently made me feel incredibly sexy. That’s fucking hot. My body responded to him by releasing a fresh torrent of thick juices around his cock.

“That some good pussy?” Andre asked. As if my body wanted to respond to him somehow, my hand slid up his shaft and back down to the base.

Ian nodded, his head still tilted back. “Sooo good.”

He sped up, and it made a smacking sound each time he thrust back into me. My lips parted in a moan. Andre noticed and removed my hand from him, then rested his magnificent meat on my lips.

My eyes popped open wider, and my heart flipped in my chest. The heat of his taut skin against my lips set my brain into an electric dance of splintered cells. I slipped my tongue out and licked the underside of his shaft. Oh, my god. I felt somehow as though I were in an ancient temple bowing before a colossal bronze idol. My eyes closed, and I dropped into the heat from his shaft on my tongue and lips. Into the acceleration of pounding penetration from Ian’s cock. The mixture of sensations mesmerized me.

As if guided by a spell, my hand floated out in search of Seth’s cock and found it. My fingers wrapped around it and began traveling up and down his shaft. With my other hand, I continued to pull Andre’s hardness against my lips and ran them along it, savoring the feeling of his skin against them.

“Good little whore,” he said. I felt his voice more than I heard it. Like a vibration in my skull more than a sound in my ears.

Ian had found a magical rhythm and, with each of his lunges into me, I descended into my body. As if riding an elevator floor by floor down into a deep ocean of intoxicating pleasure. My mind had checked out, and my body had been liberated to feel fully and deeply. My stomach and thighs tightened, and my pussy clenched around Ian. He continued to slide all the way in and almost all the way out. His cock and my pussy around him formed a piston of exquisite sensation that rippled out into my body. With each wave, my muscles tightened more, pulling an invisible slingshot back to launch me into an alternate reality. I moaned against Andre’s shaft, “Ahhhh…”

Ian’s thrusts had reached a furious pace, and his slamming into my groin sent such a jolt into my body that my tits bounced on my frame. The head of his cock swelled inside of me, pressing at my walls, and he groaned.

It took me over the edge, releasing the slingshot. My back arched, and I wailed out, “Fucccckkk!” My pussy clenched around him, taking him with me. While my body shook, his hot seed flooded my pussy and filled it to overflowing. He continued to thrust, draining out into me. I felt the mixture of our juices run out on my ass cheeks and down onto Karen’s couch. Whoops. Sorry, not sorry.

When Ian’s orgasm was spent, he stumbled back, and Joey stepped up to bat, passing my leg off to Andre. While Joey slid his hard cock into my creamy, quivering cunt, Ian brought his sloppy dick around to my mouth. I turned my head and opened my mouth to him. His shaft had softened to a semi-hard state, allowing me to take it deep into my mouth and suck him. Our mixture tasted both salty and a bit sweet. I moaned around him, “Mmmm.” Sucking cock made me feel so slutty and so free. With my tongue and lips, I savored him in a similar fashion to the way he had savored me.

Once I had sucked him clean, I wanted more. I turned and tugged gently on Seth’s cock, looking up at him with a sultry gaze and opening my lips. He grinned and shifted his hips closer, giving me his pretty cock to suck on. Some mysterious slut power – adrenaline maybe – flooded my body, and with renewed energy, I began sucking him. My hand gripped the base of his shaft, and my neck became like a rapid fire trebuchet, launching my head onto him over and over. He groaned, further fanning the flame of my inner slut inferno. I felt like a pornstar, getting fucked and sucking this pretty boy like a champ.

With my legs clamped open wide in the firm grips of Andre and Scott, Joey wasted no time, picking up right where Ian left off. He’d thoroughly warmed up my creamy hole, and I was already soaring in that magical place where orgasms roll in like waves, one after another. Ian had made Joey’s job easy, so he just enjoyed himself, fucking me like the toy they had turned me into, pounding my pussy with no regard for my pleasure. Taking it solely for his. And that lifted my body into an even hotter state of arousal.

I whimpered around Seth’s cock, feeling another orgasm building in my pussy from Joey’s thrusts. Seth took my head in his hand and matched the thrusts of my head with his own. Thanks to his smaller size, I could take him fully into my mouth, my lips all the way to his hilt. His cock swelled, and the head tapped the back of my throat. “Mmmm,” I moaned around him. My neck muscles tightened, engaging to speed up my head movements on him. An electric tension spread across my chest from the thrill of anticipation. A heady surge of electricity flooded my brain. I felt like a fucking sex goddess.

Seth growled, “oh fuckkk!” His hot jizz sprayed the back of my throat and filled my mouth. I kept attacking his cock, wanting to milk every last drop out of him. His body shook as he continued to fire jet after jet of his seed into me. While some of it ran down the back of my throat, more filled my mouth and ran out the sides onto my chin. I popped my mouth off for an instant to catch my breath, and another thread fired, hitting me in the face. I lurched back onto him, enclosing him and capturing the last of his sperm, swallowing it. While he softened in my mouth, I reveled in my victory and the filthy feeling of his warm, sticky ooze on my face and chin.

My body continued to bounce with the ongoing rain of Joey’s slamming thrusts into me. I floated in a pool of electric bliss. While I had been sucking Seth, several smaller, softer orgasms had rolled through my body, so I hovered in a sweet, drunken state of sub space.

Through the fog of my sex inebriation, I heard Joey’s voice groaning. His dick enlarged inside me, triggering another orgasm.

I moaned lazily, “Fuccck.”

He groaned louder, and just as my orgasm subsided, he pulled out of me. Hot threads of his cum landed on my stomach and tits. Yessss. While it continued to rain on me, I ran my fingertips through it and brought some of it to my areolas, spreading it around on them. My nipples swooned in the warm, syrupy sensation. I’m such a whore.

When Joey finished making his Jackson Pollock painting on my body, Scott stepped in between my legs. I didn’t even see him. My eyes were closed as I sailed through a magical plane of sex-induced hallucinations. Formless swirls of light and color swam around on the back of my eyelids, and my body buzzed with jubilation. But I recognized his energy. Why so serious? I heard my voice chuckling, moaning, and cooing. In my dreamy haze, I relished the thought of my pussy being so thoroughly fucked by three different men. None of them my husband. All of them using my naughty, slutty pussy. The joy and liberation of being a whore.

My head sloshed around, looking for Sawyer. He had moved to the back side of the couch, still standing nearby and stroking his cock. Pausing after a few strokes. Resuming again. He was on the edge of his climax, and he was tormenting himself with the intense pleasure. That familiar, beautiful tip shimmered with the stain of so much pre-cum.

I love you, babe.

I don’t know how long Scott had been fucking me when I felt the hot threads of his cum spraying on my body. That’s how high I was from so many orgasms. He shot further, making it up to my clavicle. God, I love being covered in cum.

It would take an earthquake or a tornado – some cataclysmic force – to awaken me from my trance.

And the earthquake came.

Andre.

Thankfully, my pussy was gushing with my own juices and cum, because when he entered me, it stretched me almost to the breaking point. Lightning shot across the insides of my skull. He took me right to the edge between pain and pleasure. Like a spice in your food that is almost too much, but on that edge. All the flavors pop harder and take your tastebuds to places you didn’t know existed.

His cock did that to me.

He was merciful and moved slowly. As his cock delved further into me, I cried out, “oh my god!!!” My eyes were wide open now and pleading with him. But not to stop. I knew my pussy would be so sore from this. That I would remember him in my body for days. And somehow, I wanted it. Ached for it. I wanted his brand on my body. On my pussy. On my psyche.

The other guys stepped away in almost ritualistic fashion. The chief had stepped up now. He held my thighs himself and eased his cock all the way into me, tapping on my cervix. When he did, I whimpered. I had never felt that before. Didn’t even know I could feel someone that deeply inside of me.

My pussy slowly adjusted to his massive girth, stretching around him, and as it did, he accelerated his thrusts. His cock was too long to go balls deep, and he seemed to have a masterful awareness of the perfect depth to penetrate me. Once he had tapped my cervix, he didn’t again. But he plumbed me to that deep depth with each thrust, making me feel a fullness I had never known before.

On a cellular level, my body capitulated under the advance of his dominant energy. His sovereignty over my pussy. Some part of my heart grieved. I looked to Sawyer, hoping his eyes still burned with both lust and love for me. Surely, he would sense what was happening inside of me. No one had ever taken me like this. Done this to me. Not even my beloved husband.

And how could he? How many men possessed an imperious cock like Andre’s?

To my immense relief, Sawyer looked into my soul with a deeply penetrative gaze. His eyes burned with something beyond lust or even love. A knowing. An acceptance. His head nodded, and I felt whole.

With that silent blessing, I felt released to fully surrender myself to Andre’s invasion. And it seemed that he, too, had been waiting for that moment. That affirmation from Sawyer. They were friends, after all. He began thrusting in quick, deep motions, and with each pulverizing penetration, he carved his initials into my being.

My pussy wanted to clench around him, but his cock had stretched it to the utmost, so my body clenched. My stomach, my thighs, my hips, my back. All of me – every muscle - tightened like a vice with each punch from his imposing cock.

Tears formed in the corners of my eyes. My pussy burned with the sweetest sting I’d ever felt. Intense pleasure laced with pain. I whimpered, “Oh my god, Andre!” My head nodded, begging him to continue. Begging him to rule me in front of my husband.

Then it happened.

Like a launch of the Space Shuttle, something fired up from deep in my belly. A fire hotter than I’d ever felt. An energy more intense. Something nuclear. My hands gripped the sides of the sofa underneath me, and my toes curled. I lifted my head off the couch and howled, “Oh fuckkkk!”

My eyes locked with Andre’s, and I exploded onto him. White heat lasered up my spine and shattered out into my nerve endings. It continued to rush up into my skull and rattled every synapse. A super nova of molten pleasure had been unleashed inside me, washing away all sensations of pain, leaving me only with rapture. My body convulsed, and I wept for joy. “Oh, my godddd!”

Andre slowed his thrusts, letting my body take over and soar in this orgasm of orgasms. I melted both physically and spiritually, and for that moment, some part of me became his. His servant. His domain. He pulled out and maneuvered around up to my head, took hold of my hair, and pulled my trembling body off the couch. Following his lead, I slid off and knelt before him.

“Open your mouth,” he directed.

I obeyed and looked up at him like the servant he’d turned me into. He uttered a deep groan, and hot white cum sprayed from his cock onto my face. I blinked and then closed my eyes as it coated my eyelids, my forehead, my cheeks, and my lips. My tongue slipped out to lick it and taste him. Something about the energy of his essence drenching me harmonized with the aftershocks of orgasm still rolling through my body. More of his jizz hit my neck and ran down onto my tits. He was making me a cum slut, and through the milky haze of my bliss, my chest swooned with an exhausted pride. Good little slut.

He released my hair, and I exhaled. My body vibrated with the deepest satiation, but my soul needed one more thing. There was only one man who truly ruled my heart and soul, and I needed him. I looked up at my husband. He stood just a few feet from me, his cock bouncing from the pulses of pleasure that dangled him on the edge of climax. The head still swooned with purplish redness, so ready to blow. I ached for him – for his essence – so I crawled over to him. He looked down on me with such a deep kindness, wiping the cum from my eyes. I rose on my knees before my true king and took his cock into my hands. Looking up at him from the core of my soul, I bathed his cock with my adoration. As I did, his hand rested on my sweaty head and stroked it gently. He groaned, “oh goddd” and baptized my throat with his sweet semen.

The energy of it washed over me and drew me into the deep vortex of his love. It ran down the back of my throat like a soothing warm rain, and I melted and merged into him. His aura.

He dropped to his knees and our eyes met. He resumed wiping the cum from my face and smiled at me with the most radiant warmth. “I love you, babe,” he said.

My eyes prickled and tears formed in the corners. This experience had taken us deeper, farther. I’d feared that maybe it would be too much. That somehow our love might be rattled by it, but it wasn’t. His wasn’t. I saw in his eyes that his love for me burned only brighter, stronger.

He put his arms around me as I leaned into him. “I love you, too, Sawyer.” His arms comforted me, and the lustrous springs of his love washed over my heart. “Thank you for loving me,” I said.

He planted a kiss into the sweaty mess of my mop of hair.

“You’re welcome, babe.”

My thoughts drifted to the surrounding space. To Karen’s house. And I snickered, still nuzzled up to him. “Now I gotta figure out how to get cum stains out of this couch.”

He chuckled with me. “I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

“I imagine I will.”

I straightened up and looked around. The guys had taken the cue and left the two of us to some alone time. A sly smile moved across my lips. Cum still drained from my sloppy hole, and Karen’s couch was sooo comfortable.

“Wanna cuddle?” I asked.

He read my mind and laughed.

“Yeah, babe. Let’s cuddle.”
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Thanks for reading Naomi, A Hotwife Watched!

This neighborhood has lots of secrets and a lot more hotwife action to uncover. Check them out in The Hotwife Next Door series.

Like free books? You can get a free one when you subscribe to my newsletter here.

Did you like this book? If so, I could really use your help. Ratings and reviews are important for any book, but especially if it’s erotica. You can post your review for this book here.
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Chapter One


I slipped my fingers under the elastic waistband of my underwear. Karen, no. This is wrong. My hard nipples tingled from the soft touch of the comforter that covered me. My body shivered from the war waging inside of me.

A war between good and evil.

My private area throbbed with heat, and my hips shifted, anxious with insatiable yearning. God, please help me. As if possessed, my hand pressed its assault and advanced to touching my most sensitive spot. My slick, wet folds enveloped my fingertip. “Oh my god,” I whispered out loud.

Closing my eyes, I traveled in my mind across the street, to the back of Brooke Cumming’s house, to those bushes under her bedroom window.

And I remembered.

The sultry sounds of her moaning. The knowledge that her husband had left hours before and that some other man had entered her front door. In more ways that one.

Electric fireworks from the pit of hell infiltrated my groin and rattled my thighs and my stomach. A tear formed in the corner of my eye. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me. My fingertip drew a circle over my naughty spot. And then again. Accelerating round and round the hard nub.

Brooke’s voice permeated my mental sound space. Her intense moaning – an unapologetic confession of her surrender to the wanton wishes of her body. As my muscles tightened and my heartbeat quickened, the voices of righteousness in my head drowned in the rising tide of my repulsive lust. The dark forces inside of me took control, and my body wound up like a tight ball, preparing to explode. A moan slipped from my lips. “Ahhhh…”

A familiar voice sliced through the hurricane of my wicked thoughts. “What are you doing?”

My eyes popped open. Reggie.

My husband stood at the side of the bed, hovering over me with a mischievous grin on his face. I yanked my hand up from between my legs and gripped the edge of the comforter, pulling it tight to my chin. My voice cracked. “I… I thought you had already left.”

“I thought so, too, but I forgot something and had to run back to get it.” Still grinning, he glanced down towards the bedding that hid my trembling body. “You didn’t answer my question.”

“I was just… thinking.” I swallowed hard. The memories of Brooke had haunted me for a week now, ever since I snuck across the street and hid in her bushes. Try as I might, I hadn’t been able to stop touching myself and… sinning.

Reggie reached for the edge of the comforter. “Let’s see what you’ve been thinking about.”

I clung to the covers, my face flushing with heat. My eyes prickled as I beheld a fire stirring in his gaze. “Reggie, I…”

He cut me off. “Let go of the comforter, Karen.” Kindness laced the sternness of his voice, causing my hold to weaken.

Reggie had that power over me, much to my Daddy’s dismay. Years ago, I fell into sin with a bad boy. And marrying him failed to right the wrong of my sexual immorality. At least in Daddy’s eyes. And God’s.

Reggie yanked the covers back, exposing my bare breasts. The room air rushed onto my skin, along with Reggie’s hungry look. I shuddered and my cheeks burned hotter. He chuckled with a devilish delight as his hand reached for my panties. “Yesss, let’s see what you’ve been thinking about.”

I grabbed for his hand to stop him, but he halted me with that powerful, fiery look in his eyes. His warm fingers touched my stomach and moved under my panties, towards the scene of my crime. “Spread them,” he ordered. I obeyed, spreading my legs and surrendering to the exposure of my guilt. His fingers slipped inside me, making a squishy sound. Ugh, my sinful body.

He growled with amusement, “Looks like you’ve been thinking naughty thoughts, my love. Why don’t you tell me about them?”

Oh god, no.

Reggie plunged his fingers into my depths, then curled them up and pulled them back out. That motion he had used on me so many times. Diabolical.

My back arched and my head pushed back into the pillow. I groaned, “Reggie…”

“Tell me,” he said through gritted teeth. His thrusts continued in a ravishing rhythm, stirring the fire in my depths.

My heart fluttered, and the muscles around my spine tensed. The words tumbled out through my ragged breaths. “I… I’ve been thinking about Brooke.”

“Ahh, what about her?” Each time he pulled his fingers towards my opening, his fingertips grazed against the top of my vaginal canal, setting loose wave upon wave of overpowering pleasure.

“I, um… I snuck over to her house. I hid… under her bedroom window.”

Reggie took his free hand and placed his palm down flat against my pubic bone. It increased the pressure inside me, tightening my space around his fingers.

My eyes closed. “Oh, goddd!” I wailed.

“What were you doing under her bedroom window, Karen?” he asked.

I stuttered. “Sp… spying. I heard her, Reggie. Heard her moaning.”

I clenched around his fingers and spread my legs wider, grinding my hips up into him. He must have sensed me getting close to the edge of release, and he slowed his strokes. I gasped, my body vibrating with agonizing want.

“You say you heard her moaning. As in sex noises?”

I darted my neck up off the pillow, glaring at him. A mixture of sexual desire and defensiveness had overtaken me. Animal urges. “Yes! Sex noises. And not with her husband!”

His grin widened, and he nodded. “I see. And that’s what you’ve been thinking about, isn’t it?”

I clenched my legs together around his arm, my toes curling. He was tormenting me, dangling me on the edge of relief, to expose me. I drew my neck into my shoulders like a turtle retreating into its shell.

Reggie took his palm off my pubic bone and used it to pry my legs back apart. Then he pulled his fingers out of my opening and smacked his palm against my engorged vaginal lips. The sting of the spanking shot up into my chest like a bottle rocket. It exploded behind my sternum, and every cell in my body tingled in echo. My mouth dropped open, and I caved under the force of his gaze.

“Don’t do that again,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” I mumbled.

He inserted his fingers again, and they slid in easily, coated by my thick juices. Shameful. “So, you’re masturbating. Fantasizing about Brooke, who you heard cheating on her husband?”

I closed my eyes, nodding. I couldn’t look at him. The truth spoken out loud stung too much.

His thrusts returned to that rhythm he used on me so many times. The one that takes me over the edge. “And you feel guilty. Like you are betraying your Dad.”

The space behind my eyes bristled, and I swallowed.

“You’re inexplicably drawn like a moth to a flame. Haunted by a fire in your body. Because you think Brooke is doing exactly what your mother did.” His thrusts into me quickened, causing a smacking sound as his fingers plumbed my sloppy wet hole.

Tears formed in the corners of my eyes. I shook my head in protest, but I knew he was right. Reggie was pulling the dark truth out of me. He leaned over and put his mouth near my ear. His hot breath on my earlobe sent shivers up my spine.

“And deep down, you’re afraid you could be just like her.”

He yanked his fingers out of me, took the covers, and pulled them up over my convulsing body.

I trembled as I looked up into his eyes. Everything in me wanted to finish what I’d started. What he’d continued and then left me hanging.

He lifted his finger in front of me. “Do not touch yourself.” He sat down on the bed next to me, and his eyes softened. While he licked the juices off his fingers, he stroked my hair with his other hand. “My love, you’re going to have to face this eventually. Face yourself. There’s a reason you were attracted to me. A reason you’re obsessed with what you think Brooke is doing.”

I whispered in protest, “I know she’s doing it.”

He smiled and nodded, “Ok.”

He stood up, still holding my gaze. “I love you, babe. Here’s what you’re going to do. You’re not to touch yourself until I get back. The only way you’re allowed to relieve this hunger inside is if you fuck someone else.”

“Babe, you know I can’t do that,” I muttered.

“Yes, you can. I’m telling you it’s ok. This won’t be like your mother. I’m giving you permission. I think it’s something you need to do. And preferably on our property. That way, I’ll be able to see you.” He pointed around the room.

I followed his gesture, looking around the room, but saw nothing. “What do you mean?”

“Remember the cameras I told you I wanted to install? I installed them.”

“I don’t see anything.”

“Babe, this is my job. Wouldn’t be very good at it if you could.”

I half-grinned, my body still quaking with fiery ache under the covers.

He leaned over and kissed my forehead. “I love you, Karen. You’re not a monster. It’s time for you to face yourself.”

As he walked out of the bedroom, I took a deep breath. I am a monster. Just like her. But unlike her, I will not let the monster win.


Chapter Two


There’s only one way to overcome the darkness. Expose it. I learned that sitting in the pews of Daddy’s church, listening to his many sermons. That had been my intent in going to Hailee Sackrider as soon as I discovered we had a cheater in the neighborhood. Do not give the devil a foothold. Ever since Brooke invited sin into our little community, its seductive power was spreading. That surely explained why I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Why I couldn’t stop succumbing to evil.

Hailee had brushed me off, but I wasn’t giving up. Somehow, I had to connect with someone else. To share this dark secret and expose it to the light. For accountability, maybe? Or for support? I wasn’t sure, but I ached to get it off my chest. And I needed someone to believe me. Someone other than my devilish husband. As much as I loved him, he only encouraged the darkness inside of me. I needed the light of a virtuous woman to steady me in the face of this temptation.

Elise.

I didn’t know her well, but she had a reputation in the neighborhood as a fine, upstanding person. She went to church and Bible study every week. Why didn’t I go to her first? Looking out my window, I saw her sitting on her front porch. In desperation, I darted out my front door and marched across the street to talk to her.

She looked up as I approached, and her body bristled. Oh, no. Had Hailee gotten to her? Perhaps gotten in her head? Discredited me? No matter. I had to try. Maybe I could get Elise to hear me and believe me anyway. I had the cause of truth and righteousness on my side.

“Elise, I need to talk to you.”

“Ok, just for a minute. I don’t have a lot of time.”

I told Elise everything. She only half listened, staring at her phone and texting someone. Probably, Hailee. My heart sank. “Are you listening to me?” I pleaded. But my pleas continued to fall on deaf ears, and finally, Elise got up, turned her back on me, and went inside her house.

I sighed in disgust, staring at her front door. The sound of Brooke’s sex noises coursed through my aural memory, causing my body to vibrate with desire. It was as if the devil were gloating over my defeat. I turned to go back across the street to my house but glimpsed Naomi on her front porch.

Naomi Wang. She had been my friend and next-door neighbor for years, but I didn’t believe her to be a saint. Otherwise, I’d have turned to her. I could never pinpoint why I suspected she and her husband were living a life of sin. I didn’t even know what the sin was. It was just a gut feeling. Discernment.

But now I was desperate. The entire neighborhood seemed to have turned on me all because I tried to shine a light on the truth, and Naomi always listened to me.

She grinned at me as I approached, almost like she knew something.

“Out spreading joy and love in the neighborhood, I see,” she said.

“Very funny,” I quipped back. I plopped myself down on her steps and began pouring my soul out to her. As always, she listened to me. Then she urged me to drop my little crusade about Brooke. If only you could understand what’s at stake. But Naomi couldn’t. For all I knew, she was already under the devil’s influence.

She did, however, say she believed me about Brooke. That gave me some relief. Even if she said it to placate me.

Fighting this force of darkness, it appeared, was up to me. No one else was going to help me. I got up, telling Naomi I had work to do.

And I did.

On my knees.


Chapter Three


After a night of battling with the dark forces of lust and adultery, I was exhausted. I’d spent all night praying, and much of the night, I found myself in the stranglehold of my wicked thoughts about Brooke. Picturing her on her back. Or on her knees. Ahh, the devil is so clever! Even as I had been on my knees praying, he put images in my head of Brooke kneeling in front of this mystery man sucking on his… thing.

My night of relentless temptation had another effect on me. The deep yearning in my body for sexual release was now unbearable. The space between my legs pulsed with every beat of my heart.

I wanted so much to touch myself. To just give myself some relief. Even for a few hours. Sadly, that’s how long it would last before the ravenous urge would return.

But Reggie forbade me to do it, and if I could do nothing else, at least I could obey my husband. Even if he was godless. Of course, he had offered me an out. One I couldn’t take. Perhaps he was right. I didn’t want to betray my dad. Or God. I knew the righteous laws of the Scriptures. Thou shalt not commit adultery. Even if Reggie said it was ok, it wasn’t.

The doorbell rang.

Who could that be?

As I walked to the door, I scoured my mind for clues as to who might be there. We rarely had people come to our door. What day was it?

And it hit me.

The blood drained from my face. Oh, no. Not him. Only one person had inspired more sinful thoughts to flood my mind than my recent discovery about Brooke. Only one man. One gorgeous man. I beseeched God as I unlocked the deadbolt and tugged at the doorknob, hoping to be wrong. Of all days, God, not today. Not when I’m so weak.

But God turned a deaf ear to my cries, because there he was.

My Achilles heel.

My yard man, Sam.
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Sam had come, as planned, to mow my yard and tend to my flower beds. I cracked the door, flustered and hiding behind it. Calling out to him, I lied, saying I was in the middle of something but to go ahead and do what he came to do. Then I closed the door, panting and feverish with desire.

Try as I might to distract myself with anything else in the house, I kept returning to the windows, peering through the blinds. When Sam worked in my yard, he never wore a shirt. Just tight jeans that gripped his butt and his front parts. Drops of sweat glistened on his muscular chest and arms. A wet trail ran out from his dark hair, down his neck and onto his shoulder. After an hour of this torture, an idea came to me.

Maybe he needs some water.

I ran to the fridge and grabbed a bottled water. Before I ran outside with it, I stepped into the bathroom and checked myself in the mirror. How I presented myself in public reflected on my husband, after all. I needed to always make sure I honored him by looking my best. My eyes trailed down my body, and as they did, the cells of my skin responded, quivering with excitement. Relax, Karen. You’re just taking water out to him. Being a servant. Besides, I had been rude when he first came to the door. I needed to make up for that.

When I stepped out onto my front porch, Sam smiled. His arm muscles rippled from the gigantic bag of mulch he carried in his hands. “Hey, Mrs. C!”

Butterflies danced in my stomach, and I skipped down my front steps into the yard. The closer he got to me, the more I felt my lungs tightening, making it harder to breathe. One of my toes planted on the grass and my foot rocked over it in a back-and-forth dance. I brushed my hair back over my ear. “Hey, Sam. I thought you looked like… I mean, err, I figured you might be thirsty. For water, I mean.”

His eyes flickered with a boyish twinkle as they stole a glimpse of my body. It sent a ripple of electricity through my thighs and hips. “Sure, Mrs. C. Thank you. That’s very thoughtful.” He put the bag down, reached out, and took the bottle from my hand.

While he unscrewed the plastic top off the bottle, my foot continued to fidget, and my mind fumbled for words to say. “Thanks for taking care of my yard,” I offered. Oh, goodness, Karen. That sounds stupid.

His eyes dropped to my body again, this time moving slower. “I love taking care of your yard, Mrs. C.”

My heart pounded hard against my sternum, and heat spread up into my neck. “Well, I should get back inside,” I spat out. I turned quickly and jogged back inside. As I did, the thin, elastic fabric of my shorts clung to my butt cheeks. Maybe I shouldn’t have worn these.

Once inside the door, I gasped and held my hand over my heart. “I’ve got to get a grip,” I whispered. Moving into the kitchen, I went straight for the liquor cabinet and opened it. What are you doing? Right in front, a bottle of Silver Patron sat unopened. Reggie gave it to me on my last birthday as a joke. He knew I never drank. I preferred to stay in control of myself at all times.

But the nervous energy in my body had me on an unbearable edge. One sip can’t hurt. I took the bottle out of the cabinet and held it in my hand. Just to help me relax. Then I went to the cabinet with all our glasses. The other present Reggie had gotten me, a shot glass, stayed in its “Tipsy Umbrella” box. The inscription on it was too naughty to have out where someone might see, but I was alone, and for this occasion, I had nothing better. Opening the box, I took out the “Good Girls Swallow” shot glass and put it on the counter.

I could be a good girl.

A strange smirk crept across my face at the devilish thought that had invaded my mind. Guilt came rumbling behind it. Before it could catch me, I popped open the tequila, poured the shot glass two-thirds full, closed my eyes, and threw it back. As soon as it hit my throat, an intense burning sensation spread through my neck and into my nostrils. My eyes watered. And a wave of deep relaxation rolled through my body. Mmmm.

My skin tingled with a dense electric pleasure, and the room seemed to become like liquid around me. I felt a bit like I was no longer standing. More floating. Like I had wings.

I picked up the shot glass and held it up in front of me. Some bizarre courage inflated my chest, and I read the words aloud, “Good Girls Swallow.” I snickered at myself. Something about saying it out loud felt so liberating. So exciting. I said it again, but louder, “Good Girls Swallow!” My vagina throbbed this time, and little tremors of bliss ran down my legs and up my spine.

I think I’ll have another.

I was in trouble. A dam had broken. I knew it. Somewhere inside, a voice screamed at me to stop, but I didn’t want to. For once in my life, I felt free.

After tossing back another shot, I set the shot glass down, reached behind my back, under my shirt, and unfastened my bra. Tossing it on the floor, I lifted my hands to my emancipated breasts, cupping them and letting my fingertips brush my hardening nipples. “Mmmm,” I moaned.

My whole body buzzed in a euphoric high. I felt bullet proof. Powerful. And oh my god, so horny. I released my breasts, letting them drop, and I walked around my den. As I did, they jiggled against the soft cotton of my tight t-shirt.

My eyes wandered the edges of the ceiling in search of those cameras Reggie told me about. I still didn’t see them, but I trusted he could see me. See my breasts moving around freely under my shirt. He loved my breasts. Except he called them my tits.

I shimmied my shoulders, making them wiggle. “See my tits, babe?” I asked out loud. That word. I couldn’t believe I was saying it. Couldn’t believe how fun it felt to say. How rebellious and naughty. “You like these tits, don’t you?” I bounced on my toes, making them jostle about, and imagined him touching himself while watching me on video. Oh my, I want to have sex.

It would be weeks before he’d be back home. There’s no way I can last that long. I remembered his words to me, “The only way you’re allowed to relieve this hunger inside is if you fuck someone else.” That was another word I never said. Fuck. Just thinking it sent warm shivers down into my crotch.

A knock came at the door.

I felt myself teetering on the tightrope I’d walked my whole life. So exhausted with it. Deep down, all I ever wanted to do was give in, fall off, plunge into the depths of depravity that called me from below. Called me from between my legs.

“From my pussy,” I whispered. Moisture seeped out of it when I spoke its name. I raised my voice to the hidden cameras all around me. “You want to see me fuck, babe?” The buzz in my body intensified. “Want to see me give this pussy to another man while you watch?” I’m going to hell for this. And I don’t fucking care.

I marched to the door, and my neck and spine tingled. My tits jiggled, and I imagined Sam’s face when he saw them. Something about the willful intent to show my tits to another man besides my husband caused my stomach to flutter. I’m so naughty right now.

Grabbing onto the door handle, I flung it open and stood with my arms spread across the doorway, stretching out my body for Sam’s viewing pleasure. His eyes widened and dropped right on my hard nipples, pressing against my shirt. They swooned under his gaze.

“See something you like?” I asked, laughing. I blushed from the last shred of dignity inside of me. Tequila had turned loose a whole different person, and that person had taken over. I can’t say I didn’t know about her. I did. I had tried so hard to keep her hidden. Restrained. And why? Fuck that. It felt way too good to let her out.

Sam reached across his body and rubbed his tricep while he licked his lips and stared at my tits. “I was gonna ask you if you needed me to do anything else.”

“Wanna come inside?”

He cleared his throat, and his voice lilted. “S…sure!”

I swiveled on my toes, putting all my focus on maintaining my balance. Being drunk was unfamiliar territory for me. The heady sense of abandon made me crave more, but I slowed down. I wanted to put on a good show for my guest, after all. And my husband. Couldn’t be falling all over the place, and I had no idea what my limits were. Having executed a near flawless turn, I grinned and congratulated myself. Then I put a seductive sway in my hips as I walked into the house.

The door closed.

“Don’t be shy, Sam,” I called out behind me. “Come on in.”

Walking into the kitchen and over to the counter, I picked up the shot glass and carried it back to Sam, who stood just a few steps inside from my front door. Holding it up to my lips, I ran my tongue against the side of it. Then I held it up in front of him so he could read the glass. “I decided today was a day for trying new things.”

My eyes snaked down his hard, shirtless body. Mmm, delicious. The snug fit of his jeans made it easy to see his penis wanted to try new things, too.

“I’ve been really horny, Sam, and my husband told me the only way I could relieve myself is to fuck someone else while he’s out of town.” Still holding up the glass, I reached out with my other hand and trailed my finger across the hem of his jeans. “This glass says that good girls swallow.”

The wild things coming out of my mouth felt like the hills of a roller coaster. Taking my breath away and lighting me up with an invigorating thrill. As I approached the highest peak, a lump formed in my throat. The last bastion of my conscience clawed at me, but the heat in my body overrode it. And I went over the top, plummeting into my decision to commit the unthinkable.

“Wanna see what a good girl I can be?”


Chapter Four


My hand grabbed the hem of his jeans and pulled him to me. Our mouths crashed on each other, and I opened my lips to him. I wandered with my fingers over the hot skin that covered his chiseled form, crawling up his delicious chest and around his neck. Cupping my hands behind it, I pulled him tighter into the kiss and delved into his mouth with my tongue. All my limbs pulsed with explosive hot pleasure sensations. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. My body had taken over, and I felt amazing, as though in a dream I never wanted to wake from.

My hips pressed into him, and his hard bulge ground into me. I growled into his mouth, “Mmmmm.” Still holding his neck with one hand, I slipped the other down to grab hold of the outline of his shaft through his jeans.

He moaned, feeling my grip on him. I chuckled, and puffs of my hot breath singed the seams of our lips pressed together. My mouth closed and my teeth nibbled on his luscious bottom lip while I stroked the denim covered protrusion of his hard rod.

I hissed against his mouth, “Looks like you do want to see what a good girl I can be.”

Breaking away from his lips, I dropped to my knees and fumbled with the belt buckle that kept his cock under wraps. Juices now flowed from my pussy lips, soaking my panties and shorts. I’d never felt such an intense urgency to fuck someone. Perhaps it was the moment. The alcohol. The fear that conscience might catch up with me and stop me from what my body so desperately wanted to do. Or perhaps it was months of harboring a quiet lust in my heart for this gorgeous young stud.

As if I were starting his lawn mower, I ripped the belt from the loops of his jeans and tossed it on the floor behind me. Then I unzipped him and yanked his jeans and boxers in one motion down his muscular thighs. His hard cock sprang out and hit me in the face. Oh, my god.

Not that I’d seen many cocks in my life, but this one seemed soo long. Longer than Reggie’s. And much longer than the only other cock I’d seen in person. My college boyfriend had been my first. Now, here I was looking at one of those big dicks I’d heard women speak of. It caused my pussy to swoon.

I grasped his shaft in both my hands and dove, open-mouthed, onto his head. My tongue lapped at the underside of his cock, savoring the thick vein that bulged out from the skin, and then trailed up the middle to the cleft where the ridges of his head came together. Not that I needed to get his cock ready to fuck me. Sam was ready. But I wanted to do all the things. Commit all the sins. This might be my one and only chance. The only time I’d let myself do something this depraved.

The only time I ever watched a porn video, I saw something that stuck with me. The woman flicked the underside of the man’s cock – the very spot I was – with the tip of her tongue while she looked up into his eyes. I wanted to do it. To look like her. To act like her. Just once in my life, I wanted to be a filthy slut. Staring up at Sam with the most sultry eyes I could manage, I flexed my tongue into a point and attacked the underside of his cock with a rapid flicking motion. And oh, god, I felt so filthy. Like such a wanton whore.

And I loved it.

Sam groaned and dropped his head back. The sound of his pleasure caused my chest to swoon with pride, and I pressed the tip of my tongue harder into that soft groove while I continued to flick it. His dick jumped, pulsing in my hand, and the head lifted off my tongue for a second. The top of his shaft pressed up against my grip. Oh my. The sheer power of it took my breath away. Then it settled back onto the dancing point of my tongue. I tasted something wet and slightly sweet. Pulling back for a second to look at his cock, I saw a glistening, clear fluid leaking from the opening.

Reggie’s cock did that sometimes when he got super aroused. It made me feel another swell of pride. Good girls swallow. I licked the clear fluid from the tip and rubbed it into the roof of my mouth with my tongue. Something about it sent a tingle down my spine. Tasting another man’s juices and rubbing them into the skin inside my married mouth. Absorbing his cells into mine. So sinful.

Another memory from the porn video came to mind. At the end, the guy sprayed his semen all over the girl’s face. I had been so shocked at the sight of it. And intrigued. What did it feel like? What kind of woman would let someone do that to them? Looking up at Sam, I felt the answer deep in my gut. A woman who wants to be free. Wants to be filthy. She’s been a good girl her whole life, but not the kind who swallows. I wanted to be that kind of good girl. My hands moved up and down Sam’s shaft, my wrist bumping into his balls at the bottom of my stroke. I thought about the contents of his balls and milking them out all over my face, into my mouth, and down my throat. Like a good girl.

The skin on my face and neck vibrated with a warm, electric sensation as I thought of it. I looked around the room, remembering the cameras and my husband. Wanting to give him a good show, I released Sam’s cock and grabbed at the hem of my t-shirt, peeling it up and off my body. My tits fell free, and I leaned back, placing my hands on the floor behind me.

“Do you like these tits, Sam?” I asked.

His eyes bulged as he leered at them, and his cock jumped again. “They’re amazing.”

I winked at him. Somehow, the buzz from the tequila seemed only to have strengthened, and with it, my boldness. “I’m glad you like them. I’m going to need you to spray your cum all over them. And my face. Think you could do that for me?”

He grinned and nodded. “Anything for my favorite customer.”

I snickered as I brought myself back up over my knees and grabbed his cock again. The fast flicking on the underside of his ridge seemed to please him, so I did it again. “Does that feel good, Sam?”

He groaned, “Mmmm.”

Then I borrowed more from my memories of the porn video, spitting on the swollen head of his cock. With my hands, I slathered the spit over the warm, tight bulbous flesh and down the shaft. “Look at what a naughty married woman I’m being. Don’t worry. Reggie likes when I do this.”

I wasn’t ready to admit to Sam that this was my first time. Maybe my only time. I slipped my lips around the reddened bell of his cock head and over it, moving them down onto his shaft. The head tapped the back of my throat, causing my eyes to water. For a moment, I felt so out of my depth. The innocent girl who grew up in church, trying to suck on this hunk’s gigantic cock. What was I thinking? I couldn’t do this.

Then a fire broke out in my chest. Some sort of resolve to be that good girl who swallows. To be that whore. To leave the pews of my Daddy’s church behind me. I pushed more saliva out of my mouth and onto the head, spreading it with my hands and using it for lubrication. My fingers tightened around his shaft, causing the crease between my thumb and forefinger to hug up to the thick vein on the underside. My lips stayed close to my fingers, forming a snug sleeve. With it, I started to glide up and down the shaft like a well-oiled piston. With that perfect grip around him, I could feel every pulse of his body. The tightening of his skin and the head of his cock inflating and hardening into a smooth, hot stone.

“Fuccck,” he groaned.

I stayed in a focused rhythm. With each thrust onto him, the heel of my right palm reached the hilt of his cock, and my mouth covered to halfway down his shaft. At the bottom of each stroke, I pressed my hand into him, and it caused his cock to pull tighter and the head to surge in my mouth. “Oh god!” he gasped.

Mmmm. I loved the powerful feeling it gave me. Leaving that scared church girl behind. Working my yard man like this. As I retreated up his shaft, I painted the underside with my tongue, licking in back-and-forth motions, until my bottom lip reached the firm ridge.

Sam placed a hand on the top of my head, as if to steady himself. His legs quivered, and his groaning grew louder. I quickened my pace, and my heart pounded with anticipation. Give me that cum, Sam. I moaned around his cock to encourage him, and that must have done the trick.

He grunted, as if the words were prying at his sternum. “Oh, my god, I’m cumming!”

His hot seed sprayed against the back of my throat. I continued to work his shaft with both my hands, but I wanted him on my face. On my tits. I wanted to be covered in sin. So, I popped my mouth off and the hot spray of his next rope landed in a long streak from my eyebrow, down my cheek, to my chin. The wet warmth on my skin felt so decadent. So dirty. I tilted my head back, taking the next hot rope on my neck. “Yesss, cover me with your cum!” I hissed.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. My words must have invigorated his balls, because a harder jet came from his palpitating cum cannon. I straightened up over my knees to direct his explosion onto my tits. It landed on top of my left breast and ran down onto my hard nipple. So filthy.

I kept pumping his cock in my hands, wanting to milk every last drop from him. Shifting the aim towards my other breast, I took the next sizzling spurt. It hit the target, right on my nipple, and trailed down the underside of my breast.

Now happily covered in his cum, I returned my mouth to his cock to take the rest. He used the top of my head again to steady himself while he drained another few gushes of his seed into me. It tasted salty on my tongue. I reveled in the decadence of being married and experiencing the taste of his cum. Carnal knowledge. And like a good girl, I swallowed.

As his cock softened, it enabled me to take it deeper down my throat. To be penetrated more fully by my yard man’s cock. “Mmmm,” I hummed around it.

Sam leaned back against the door, his body shaking. “Oh my god, Mrs. C!” he gasped.

I scooted forward with him, not letting go of his cock with my mouth. My hands rested on the sweaty skin of his hips, and I pressed my mouth down further around his receding cock. As the last drops of his seed ran down the back of my throat, I looked up at him, wanting to cement a picture of me into his psyche. His married customer, on her knees, with his cock shoved deep in her mouth. Such a whore.

My pussy ached with want to be fucked. In my haste to suck him off, I’d neglected myself. And now his cock was limp. Fuck! I let it slip out from between my lips and rested back onto my legs.

Another familiar thought train pulled into my mind.

Guilt.

Kneeling in front of Sam with his cum all over me, I thought about Reggie. About my Dad. Church. God. It was as if they all stood over me with folded arms and disapproving scowls. Look at you. Heat pierced my chest and a tightness spread across it.

Suddenly, I wished I could undo everything I’d just done. That I could rewind and choose a different course. But I couldn’t. There was no going back for me now. A switch had flipped inside me. Something permanent had changed forever.

And I knew this new inner slut couldn’t face my dad. His church. God. But maybe Reggie would still love me. My heart ached for him. For his embrace. For his reassurance that yes, he really wanted me to act like this. Those cameras probably recorded everything. He would have plenty of evidence of my sinful behavior.

Sam’s words cut through the fog of my heartache. “You ok, Mrs. C?”

My thoughts must have been written all over my face. I looked up at him with my cum drenched face and forced a smile through it. “Yeah, I’m good. I’m just gonna go shower and do some reading.”

“Oh… ok.” He jerked his head back and bit his bottom lip. “I guess I’ll just head out then?”

My eyes fell. I couldn’t look at him. More than anything, I wanted to disappear. “Yeah. Thanks, Sam.”

I got up and shuffled down the hallway towards the bathroom, leaving him to let himself out. Tears formed in the corners of my eyes and ran out onto my cheeks, mixing with his cum. I felt like such trash, and it no longer felt empowering. It felt the opposite of empowering. I felt small, worthless, and unlovable.

And as the door shut behind Sam, I felt so alone.

What have I done?

My phone vibrated on the kitchen counter, sending a rattling noise through the house. I stopped in the hallway to listen for it. It vibrated again. Someone is calling me?

I drug my feet back through the house, taking the most palpable walk of shame. A married woman, topless, covered in another man’s cum. When I neared the counter and saw the name on the screen, my heart sank.

Reggie.

Now, I had to face the music. The harsh reality of what I’d done and the likely outcome that his fantasies were only that. That he never meant for me to go through with them.

I took a deep breath and hit the speaker button to answer.

“Someone has been busy.” His voice sounded low and sinister. I wanted to speak. Wanted to apologize. To beg him for forgiveness. But my throat was paralyzed. All I could do was stand in my kitchen, tremble, and feel Sam’s cum seeping into my skin.

He continued. “Check your email. I’ve bought you a plane ticket. First thing in the morning.”

A lump formed in my throat. A plane ticket? To where? Was he sending me away?

My voice cracked, “Babe, I…”

But the line had gone silent.


Chapter Five


I slept like a log, but I didn’t feel refreshed. I felt hollow. Numb. My mind had turned over countless scenarios, all horrible. Reggie was going to divorce me. I would quit my job, move to Thailand, become a prostitute. Suck cock for money.

For all the shame I felt, my body still ached with hunger for sex. I could still feel Sam’s cock in my mouth. My lips and tongue remembered. My throat remembered. And the thoughts of it cut through the heartache and self-hatred, injecting a sick sort of delight. Maybe I was a sex addict, and I had just taken that irreversible step that plunges a person into a lifetime of compulsive behavior. Karen, the whore.

I had managed a few texts to Reggie with vague apologies. I still didn’t know exactly what he’d seen, but I knew he’d possibly seen everything. He just responded with the last thing he said to me before he left. “I love you, Karen. You’re not a monster. It’s time for you to face yourself.” And then he added, “And to take your punishment” with a smiling devil emoji. I wished I could believe his love and receive it, but I couldn’t.

I could, however, resume my obsession with Brooke, and I did. Now more than ever, I needed to know for sure if I was right. If there was indeed another cheating slut in the neighborhood besides me. I even texted Sam, told him my suspicions, and asked him to help me prove my theory. Sad.

My every movement since Sam left had felt robotic. Almost unconscious. I felt drained of my will. Ready to surrender to someone else’s control. To Reggie’s, if he would still have me. To do or be whatever he wanted me to be.

I had done as he said. I had faced myself. And I guess I was in a state of shock. Reeling from the realization of who I saw in the mirror. How easily all my moral fibers had snapped in two after two shots of that damn devil’s drink. It had been over twelve hours since I drank them, and I still felt the effects. Still felt horny as fuck, loose, careless. That’s why I took an Uber to the airport, and I wore shades. Partly to shield my eyes from the sunlight, but more to hide myself from the world. To spare them from seeing what I felt lingering in my eyes. Lust, immorality, adultery.

When my flight landed and I arrived at the terminal, I didn’t know what to expect. Would Reggie be there? Would anyone? Was he having the locks changed at the house?

Then I saw a man holding a sign. “Guilty Party.”

I couldn’t help it. I smirked. Because I glimpsed Reggie’s humor and his wicked mind, and they comforted me. For a moment, I considered the possibility that he was happy. Delighted with my sin. And maybe if he was, then that was all I needed. I walked up to the man with the sign and muttered, “guilty as charged.”

“Come with me, Mrs. Cobbledick,” he said.

He led me out to a black stretch limousine and opened the back door for me. My mouth fell open. What is this? He just stood still, facing forward, with his hand gesturing for me to step inside. I climbed in. The limo was empty, and the air smelled of a thick, musky scent that tickled my nostrils and titillated the nerve endings in my skull. A large black box with a red ribbon sat on the seat just inside. A small card on it read “change into this”. I recognized Reggie’s handwriting and smiled. What did you get me?

I opened the box, and inside, another note lay on top. “Don’t close the privacy divider. Let him see. Change now. Wear nothing else.”

My neck heated as I looked over the contents. Six-inch stiletto black heels. A thin black top. A sheer pair of black panties. That’s it? I caught the driver’s eyes watching me in the rear-view mirror. Then he directed his attention to the road, and we started moving. I bit the side of my bottom lip. Ok, I got it. Expose your whore wife.

Reggie was playing a game, and to my amazement, after what I had done, I was down for whatever. I had already lost my dignity. My reputation with myself. Now shame cloaked my soul. But I had one thing: Reggie’s amusement. And maybe even his love? Or maybe not. Either way, I felt like I had nothing else. So, I might as well give in to the game, be the toy he wanted to play with, see what happened.

I stripped my clothes off, leaving them on the floor of the limo, and slipped on the shirt and panties. The thin cotton top had a scooping neck line that showed an obscene amount of my breasts, and the panties contained a small, hard object tucked in a pocket in the crotch.

I again caught the driver’s eyes in the rearview. When I did, the hard object in the crotch of the panties began vibrating.

Oh, my god.

The buzzing object lay right against my clitoris, which immediately firmed up under the stimulation. My bottom lip dropped, and I exhaled from shock and arousal.

It was then I realized two things. First, my husband had planted a vibrator in the panties and given the driver some means of operating it. And second, he’d given me an outfit that looked exactly like the one my mother wore in the only picture I had of her. A picture I buried in the bottom of a chest in the attic. And while I knew the point my husband was driving home, I wasn’t ready to face it. Not yet. It nestled into my subconscious like a gentle injection of morphine. My husband’s subtle way of encouraging me to accept some shadow part of myself. The part that first showed up when I drank those two shots of tequila.

For thirty minutes, I squirmed and moaned in the back of the limo, tormented by pleasure as the vibrating torture device cut on and off, taking me near the edge of orgasm and stopping. Over and over.

“Fuck!” I growled, as I slapped my hand against the door. The little device had my body wound up so tight, I could have jumped the driver. Or a stranger on the street. My juices had soaked the panties and were running out the sides onto my inner thighs.

In those thirty minutes, all the guilt in my body had transformed into something else. Something intoxicating and decadent. Total surrender of my body and soul to whatever my husband wanted to do to me. To become a slobbering, moaning whore if he wanted and to not give a fuck what anyone thought about it.

Dusk crept across the sky as the limo came to a stop in front of a large, Gothic style home. A red carpet extended from the doorway down the steps, and down the walkway. A few women stood in the front yard dressed in black leather bodycon dresses. The driver got out and came around to the door. All of them turned their attention to me as he opened it and I climbed out.

The night air brushed over the wetness between my thighs and flowed freely through the thin cotton of my shirt, tickling my tits and hard nipples. The women’s eyes trailed up and down my body. I wondered if they knew what I’d done. Nothing in their facial expressions looked like judgement to me, but I felt exposed, and the exposure felt exhilarating. I was free falling in the intoxicating freedom of not giving a fuck anymore.

The driver walked up the red carpet path towards the house, so I followed. The inside of the house looked nothing like I expected. Loud, sensual music played, and purple and red strobe lights cut through the darkness, casting shadows of bodies onto the walls. The crowd of people inside the door moved back to make way for me, as though they all expected my arrival. They formed an aisle and lined both sides. Men and women whose scant attire revealed their beautiful bodies. Where am I?

The aisle of hot bodies led into a room, and in it, a large tv screen hung from the ceiling. Wait, is that? My mouth dropped open, and my heart beat raced inside my chest. On the screen, in full view of everyone, was a video of me on my knees, sucking Sam’s cock.

Just then, the little device in my panties began vibrating again against my clit. Oh god. The little devils that had danced up and down my spine in the limo returned, tickling me with electric pleasure. My knees pressed together, and my hands gripped the top of my thighs. I searched the crowd for the driver, assuming it was him still controlling the little tormentor between my legs.

And that’s when I saw him.

Stepping out from the crowd into the center of the aisle, my husband Reggie held up a little black remote in one hand. He pressed it, and the vibrating stopped. His eyes flickered with a diabolical delight as he eyed me from head to toe. In his other hand, he held something that looked like a black stick with a black leather flap on the end.

I had so many questions floating around in the back of my mind. Who were these people? What was this place? And what is that black stick? But by far, the most prevalent question had its answer in his eyes. Do you still love me?

Reggie had led me to a part of myself I had been running from my whole life, and swept me away to this mysterious, magical place to set me free. To expose me. To break off all the chains of my upbringing and my suffocating conscience. He beckoned to me with a finger to come to him.

And I obeyed.

As I got close, I reached for him, but he put up a hand, smiling at me. He leaned into my ear and hissed, “It’s time to take your punishment, little whore.”

The vibrating in my crotch started again. That, plus the seductive spell in his words, caused my pussy to quiver with want. He took hold of my hair on the back of my head and led me further into the room. Someone lowered the music, and Reggie spoke loud enough for everyone to hear. “Get on your knees, slut!”

And I obeyed.

Having him speak to me like that in front of everyone felt like being claimed and branded all at the same time. Like he had freed me of my free will, liberated me from my choice, and allowed me to be the slut he always knew I was deep inside. The vibrating stopped.

He gestured into the large group of bodies that had gathered around us, and a man stepped out. A gorgeous, shirtless man with an enormous bulge in the front of his black leather pants. He came over to us so that his crotch was mere inches from my face. My husband commanded, “Take his cock out and suck it for all these people to see! Show them what you did in our house!”

I swallowed hard and reached for the man’s pants. As I started to unzip them, the vibrating between my legs started again. A lightning bolt shot up from my groin into my stomach, and I gasped, “Oh goddd.” My hands rested on the man’s crotch while I struggled to regain my composure. Several in the crowd chuckled and one jeered, “That pussy is feeling it!”

Apparently, everyone was in on the little game going on in between my legs. A fresh flow of juices trickled out the side of the panties, wetting my skin. My head fell against the man’s crotch, and I panted. My thigh muscles tensed, and my tits felt heavy inside the shirt. Oh shit, I’m so close. Then the vibrating stopped, allowing me to pull myself back together.

I finished unzipping the man’s pants, and his cock sprang out. My mouth watered. Truly, something had changed in me. I had turned into a cock hungry whore. I straightened up on my knees and took his warm shaft in between my hands, then leaned in and enveloped the head of his cock in between my lips. Sucking Sam’s cock with the knowledge of cameras around had been exciting, but this was something on a whole new level. So many eyes. So many standing there watching me.

And my husband among them. I could feel his energy behind me. So feral. So ravenous. It spurred me to be a good girl that swallows. To be a cock sucking slut for him.

I began to bob my head, slurping on the fat plum in my mouth and letting my saliva run down this man’s shaft. As I did, the vibrating started again. Another ripple of hot bliss rolled up through my body, and I moaned onto his cock. My pussy clenched, so desperate to be fucked. It had been a good 24 hours of torture now, wanting penetration, being so painfully aroused, and yet being deprived. I knew Reggie wanted it that way. Wanted me to feel just how horny I could get. Wanted me to see myself.

Something brushed up against the tender skin of my ass and started drawing circles on it. The black stick. It took my breath away, and I gasped around the stranger’s cock. The words in Reggie’s text came back to me. “And to take your punishment.” Somehow, I knew that little black stick was a disciplinary tool of some sort. As soon as I realized it, I wanted it. Wanted his discipline. I had, after all, been a very naughty wife. I deserve to be punished.

I wiggled my ass into the brushes of the stick, and I sped up my bobbing on the stranger’s cock. The anticipation of my punishment mixed with the buzzing against my clit caused my core to tighten. My whole body dangled on the edge.

Crack!

The sound echoed in the room, causing a few people to gasp with surprise. A sweet sting burned on my ass cheek and the sensation mingled with the intense heat of pleasure building in my pussy. I moaned on the cock, “Mmmmm.”

“You loved sucking another man’s cock in our house, didn’t you?” Reggie growled.

I nodded, my mouth sliding around on the swollen head of my beautiful lollipop.

Reggie began drawing circles again, and with each one, I soaked in the intent. I can’t explain how I knew, but I did. It was like telepathy between a husband and his wife. It washed over my soul, seeping into the cracks, soothing the deepest places. This was Reggie’s way of claiming me. In front of everyone. Letting me be seen for the whore that I was inside, and then showing them in the most perfect way that he chose me. Claimed me. And owned me.

Crack!

The hot sensation of that sharp point of contact on my ass felt like a blowtorch on the gasoline dripping from my pussy. I had to stop sucking the cock in my mouth as the sensations in my lower body pulled me fully into their vortex. The cock hung in my mouth like a fat cigar while I unleashed my ragged breaths on it. All my focus and energy had become engulfed in the flames of my clenched pussy, ready to explode.

The vibrating stopped.

I whined around the cock in protest. You’re going to kill me.

Reggie tugged on my hips, and I followed his direction, but as I started to remove my head from the man’s cock, Reggie put his hand on the back of my head.

“I want you to keep showing these people what you are.”

Reggie tugged at my panties and pulled them down onto my thighs. I pulled my legs together to make it easy for him to remove them all the way, and he did. Once they were at my ankles, he lifted my feet one at a time and pulled them off.

So, there I was, bottomless in front of all those people. My bare pussy engorged and pulsing from a full day of teasing and tormenting. So ready to be fucked. So ready to explode. I felt like it must surely be glowing red from the heat in it, broadcasting its horny state for everyone to see.

As Reggie wished, I resumed yoyo’ing my head on the stranger’s cock, my lips sliding over the hard ridges. Someone called out from the crowd, “Suck that dick!” My neck flushed. Something about being called out by a stranger. It just made it more real how much I was exposed.

I did my best to form a similar sleeve like I’d used on Sam’s cock, but it was tricky to balance on those stilettos, and I found myself almost hanging onto the cock for support. Thankfully, the man continued to groan with pleasure. His cock must have done this before. I slid my hand-sleeve up and down his shaft and did my best to give him my lips rather than my teeth around the inflated head.

The familiar sweet taste on my tongue let me know I was being a good girl. And reminded me of Sam’s clear juice. Now, there I was, tasting another just a day later. Such a dirty girl.

Reggie’s cock teased my pussy lips. Oh my god, yes, please. I groaned with desperate hunger, wiggling my ass at him. He called out to the crowd, “See how horny this whore is?”

A few in the crowd whistled and cat-called their approval. He growled at me, “Wiggle that ass again and show them just what a horny slut you are!”

I obeyed and wiggled vigorously. More cheers from the crowd sent vibrations through the air that rolled over my body like warm electric waves. I felt like I was home.

Reggie parted my swollen lips with the head of his dick, and my pussy contracted, so hungry for his penetration. He slid in easily, and I knew instantly it would take me no time to climax. He grabbed hold of my hips and started slamming into me. From that angle, his cock punched through to the deepest part of me and, in that aroused state, hit every one of my buttons. All my muscles clamped down, and I wailed onto the stranger’s cock. My orgasm ripped through my body like a torrent of hot, white energy. My spine turned to jelly and vibrated with euphoric bliss.

I took my mouth off the man’s cock and cried, “Fucckkk!!!”

I kept stroking him, holding on for dear life as my body shook. Reggie’s cock swelled up inside of me, pressing at my walls and rocking those bliss buttons even harder. I was on the orgasmic ropes, taking punch after punch. Another climax came.

The sound of Reggie’s cock plumbing my wet hole and his hips smacking against my ass echoed off the ceiling of that enormous room. It caused my voice to hitch as I moaned, long and loud. “Yeee…. essss…. babe…. beat…. that…. pus…. ssy…. up!” Another orgasm approached. They came like the endless waves of a violent tide.

Reggie slapped my ass cheek. “You’re a cock loving whore, aren’t you?” he growled.

I nodded and whined; the orgasm rolling through my body. “Yesssss!”

The stranger’s cock pulsed in my hand, and I put my mouth back on it. In between my lips, I recognized the heat and hardness of a cock ready to blow, so I bobbed on it again, licking at the underside. The man groaned loudly, and my husband’s order boomed in my ears.

“Take his cum, Karen! Show everybody who you are!”

Hot seed shot against the back of my throat, and the man howled. The crowd broke into a roar of wicked applause and cheering. Reggie smacked my ass again, and my pussy tightened around him. His legs began shaking against the back of my thighs, and he grunted, “fuccckkk!”

While the man’s cum ran out the sides of my mouth, Reggie’s flooded my pussy. I popped my mouth off, wanting to bathe in cum. Hot ropes streaked across my forehead and got in my hair. Reggie’s ran out the sides of my pussy and trailed down the insides of my thighs. His fingers dug into the curves of my ass as he drained into me. I rubbed the head of the stranger’s cock against my forehead, letting it continue to pump hot semen all over my face.

The surrounding crowd continued to whistle and cheer. Men and women, applauding my hedonistic, adulterous behavior. It seemed unreal to me. Like the best dream.

And I thought about my church experiences. How different this felt from that. How much I felt totally seen and loved here. With nothing to hide. Nothing to be ashamed of.

And I didn’t even know where here was.

Lollipop man stepped back, and I released his cock. My husband slipped out of my pussy, and his cum gushed out of me down the insides of my legs. Such a filthy slut.

I stood up and smiled. I felt so light and so free. Like a bird. A really slutty bird. Someone brought my husband a warm, wet towel, and he wiped my face for me. When he pulled it away, my eyes found his. They gushed with the deepest of affection.

I still had lots of questions, but the most important one had been answered. Reggie loved me.


Chapter Six


The morning after, I woke to the smell of freshly cooked bacon, eggs, and toast. Reggie placed the tray in my lap on top of the big, fluffy white comforter. Turned out, the big gothic home had rooms for rent, and Reggie booked us the nicest one. I picked up the glass of orange juice and sipped it. Mmmm.

“I’m sure you’re wondering what this place is,” he offered.

I grinned and nodded, still sipping my juice.

“It’s a sex club.”

Now, I had more questions. How long had he known about this place? Had he been here before? It was like he read my mind.

“I’ve wanted to come here ever since I married you. I just knew you needed this place.”

I put my juice down. “So, you’ve been here before?”

“Nope. I was waiting for the right time. Waiting for you.”

My heart warmed. “It’s pretty magical.” My eyes wandered towards the window and the sunlight that spilled in. “I kinda hate we have to go back.”

My words invoked a painful dose of reality into my conscious mind. Oh god. I looked at Reggie, “Babe…”

He laughed, “Don’t worry, love. You’re not the only whore in the neighborhood.”

I sighed. “How do you know?”

A big grin spread across his face. “Well, you know I’m in the hidden camera business, right?”

He popped his laptop open and placed it in front of me. Hitting a key on his keyboard, he sat down. “Take a look at this.”

My eyes watched the screen. And widened. My throat tightened. Oh, my god.

“Is that Elise?!”

He laughed. “And check this out. Looks like you asked Naomi to house sit?”

He hit another key.

I raised a hand to my mouth. Holy shit.

“So, see, you’re not the only whore in the neighborhood.”

“So it appears.”

“I foresee some epic neighborhood parties in our future.”

I smirked. “Well, I have found that tequila does wonders for my inhibitions.”

Yes, some epic parties. And a whole new life.

“Feel better?” he asked.

He hopped off the bed and came up to me, putting his arms around me.

“Thank you, babe,” I mumbled.

“You’re welcome, Karen. I love you.”

I hummed into his embrace. “I love you, too.”
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When I pulled into my driveway, I was surprised to find Sam's truck parked out front. He usually texted me to let me know if he was coming to do work for me, and I didn't remember asking him to do anything. Had Reggie arranged for him to be waiting for me?

I glanced around the neighborhood. It looked much different to me now that I had learned some of my neighbor's dirty secrets. And chosen to accept my own. Reggie was right. Epic parties in our future.

I got out of the car and heard noises coming from the backyard. I called out, "Sam?!"

He appeared at the gate that separated our backyard from the driveway, and while he often looked sweaty and shirtless, today he looked soaked. Like he'd been swimming in my pool.

I smirked at his appearance. "What's going on?"

He lowered his voice to a whisper. "Mrs. C, remember how you asked me to help you prove something?"

My eyes widened. Oh, my god.

He continued, "You're not gonna believe what just happened."

Heat spread through my chest, and my eyebrows furrowed with the wicked grin that formed on my lips. "Try me."
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Thanks for reading Karen, A Hotwife Punished!

This neighborhood has lots of secrets and a lot more hotwife action to uncover. Thanks to Reggie's cameras, Karen got a front row seat to some of them, and you can too if you check them out in The Hotwife Next Door series.

Like free books? You can get a free one when you subscribe to my newsletter here.

Did you like this book? If so, I could really use your help. Ratings and reviews are important for any book, but especially if it’s erotica. You can post your review for this book here.
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Chapter One
Hailee


“Nice to meet you, Sam.” I blushed as I took his hand. Just behind him on a large flat screen TV, a video played of him having sex with Brooke in a pool. The pool directly behind me.

Karen and Reggie had the perfect back yard to entertain guests, and tonight, all their guests had something in common. Not just that we were neighbors. We’d all been outed for our recent sins. Mine involved my husband’s best friend, Gage. A gorgeous actor and, I learned, a skilled lover.

Gage slipped up behind Sam, drinks in hand. “Watch out for this one, Sam. She may look innocent, but she’s a firecracker.” He winked at me, only turning up the heat on my already reddened cheeks. Thanks, Gage.

The sound of Brooke’s moans coming from the TV cast a distracting backdrop to the pretty, shirtless man standing in front of me. “Looks like you two were having a good time,” I said, nodding back to the screen.

Sam chuckled. “Yeah, that was fun.” His eyes wandered down my body, and he bit his bottom lip. It caused my chest to flutter. At my husband’s encouragement, I had worn a thin white t-shirt and no bra. In this heat, it wouldn’t be long before my sweat would make it sheer, showing everyone my breasts.

“Have you been in this pool?” he asked.

“Not like you,” I joked, winking at him.

He laughed. Our eyes met, and flames flickered in his gaze. They took my breath, and my mouth dropped open. “Do you want to?”

Oh, my god. His question caused my pussy to tingle.

I glanced around for my husband, Alex. He sat in a deck chair, half chatting with Reggie, but his eyes were on me. As if reading my mind, he nodded and slid his hand discreetly down between his legs. Bringing his fingers into his crotch, he traced them up the line of his hard shaft that bulged against the front of his shorts.

Mmmm. Ever since I had fucked Gage, my sex life with Alex had exploded into a frenzy. We’d fucked every night. Sometimes in the morning before work. I even met him for “lunch” a couple times, and we had sex in the stairwell at his work. I hadn’t had sex with anyone else since Gage, but Alex and I talked about it constantly.

And now, here I was, feeling loose from alcohol and hanging out with all my neighbors who, apparently, had been experimenting in similar ways in their marriages. Even Elise!

Fuck it.

I burrowed my gaze into Sam’s fiery eyes. “Sam, I’d love to get in the pool. Just like you did.”

His eyes dropped to my lips, and I darted my head at him, planting my mouth on his. Our heads tilted as our lips opened to each other. His felt soft and meaty pressed into me. Like falling into a decadent leather sofa. Electricity rippled down my spine from my skull, igniting a ravenous hunger in my belly. And in my pussy.

I heard whistling from one of the other guests. “Get it, Hailee!” Ahh, Brooke. Someone, maybe Brooke, took the drink from my hand. It felt so surreal to be doing this in front of my neighbors. Neighbors who applauded it. Even took my drink for me so I could focus on being an adulterous slut. Crazy.

With my hands free, I placed them on Sam’s chest. His skin radiated warmth, and his firm pectorals flexed under my touch. He placed a hand on the back of my neck, pulling me to him and deepening our kiss. His hot tongue delved deep into the space of my mouth, brushing the tender surface far back on the flat of my tongue. I moaned into his mouth, “Ahhh!” Something about having him that far into my mouth felt extra naughty. Like I was being penetrated. Taken. I wondered what that tongue might do to other parts of my body.

The temperature in my body rose, and my skin vibrated with blissful sensations. Our tongues pressed against each other, exchanging heat and energy. Like two bodies mashed against each other with a desperate need to merge. As his soft papillae caressed mine, my tongue became a conduit. Little sparks rolled from the point of our tongues touching, spread out through my mouth, lighting my skull with a euphoric buzz.

My hands explored further south. I rolled my fingers over each hard ripple of his carved abs, descending them like steps. When they reached his bathing suit, I slipped two fingers under the hem and slid them slowly from side to side, as if announcing my intent to cross that line.

Sam let out a low grunt against my lips that vibrated in my neck and sent a hot ripple through my body. He likes where this is going.

I released the hem and slid the flat of my hand further down until my hand wrapped around the outline of his hard shaft. He groaned into my mouth and then nibbled at my bottom lip. His cock surged in my hand, stiffening further and pressing into it.

I moved my mouth to the side of his and whispered, “Wanna fuck me, Sam?” My throat tightened. I couldn’t believe the brazen words coming from my mouth. How had I become this woman so quickly? Before Gage, I had been a well-behaved wife. But something about the energy of this party inspired me. Or liberated me. We’re all sluts here.

Even through his bathing suit, I could feel the contours of Sam’s cock. The shaft. The ridges of his head. I placed the tip of my thumb right at the most sensitive spot, just below the ridge on the underside, and began flicking it at a furious pace. He growled in my ear, “Yesss!”

Our mouths returned to each other while I continued to tease him. His hips ground into my hand. It made my chest swoon with a girlish pride. I’d had so few of these experiences in my life. The feeling of conquering a man, having him in my control. For a moment, I felt deep gratitude for Alex and his encouragement to explore.

Sam licked at my lips and nibbled them like they were dripping with nectar. Or maybe he just wanted to encourage me to keep flicking his cock with my thumb. It wasn’t like me to take the lead sexually. At least, that’s what I always thought about myself. This felt pretty amazing. Empowering.

I broke from his kiss and moved my caresses to his beautiful jawline. Then his neck. He dropped his head back and moaned, and I kept flicking that cock, feeling it pulse every few seconds from the stimulation.

I glanced to the side where my husband still sat. Alex had his hand over the bulge in his shorts and stroking up and down the shaft. Nearby, Brooke had started to make out with a handsome young man. Look at what I started. I chuckled to myself.

Returning my lips to Sam’s body, I savored his perfect abs with my mouth. Painting strokes of my saliva across his warm skin. With my free hand, I dug under the hem of his bathing suit and pulled down on them, exposing the hard ‘V’ of his defined obliques on one side. My tongue slid down the line of them, following the path to the big lollipop at the end of the rainbow.

My thumb stopped flicking for a second, and I put both hands to removing his suit. As I pulled it down further, his cock sprang out like a catapult released. I took a deep breath. Sam’s cock had pornstar length to it. Now I knew how he’d fucked Brooke in the pool the way he did. My mouth watered as I beheld its glorious size.

But I had an audience, and I didn’t want to disappoint them. The idea of others watching had grown on me moment by moment to where I felt quite sexy being a whore for onlookers. I wrapped both my hands around his long shaft, one on top of the other, and raised up on my knees to put my mouth on him. My lips slipped over the head, and my tongue pressed at the underside. I pooled saliva in my mouth and then pushed it out over that plump red apricot until it ran down onto his shaft.

A female voice called out from behind me. “Ooo, Karen! Someone else is getting a mouthful of your yard man!!”

I chuckled onto Sam’s cock, my neck warming from momentary embarrassment. Then I pushed my lips down, fully enclosing his bell until they reached the grip of my hand around his shaft. As I looked up at him, I slid my stacked hands down to the hilt and my lips followed to about an inch past the ridge. The heel of my hand nudged his balls, and his soft sack rested against my skin. I mused for a second at feeling my neighbor’s yard man like this. His bare ball sack against my hand. Before Gage, if you’d told me I’d be on my knees at a neighbor’s pool party doing this, I’d have laughed at the mere suggestion.

With my hands pushed into the base of Sam’s cock, the skin of his shaft pulled tight and the head swelled in my mouth, rubbing up against the roof of it. I cooed around it, rotating my head like a swivel and caressing it with my tongue inside the enclosure of my mouth. As I did, my tongue traced the ridge of his bell, relishing the discovery of his shape and texture. With his head swollen like that, the ridge flared out further from the shaft, a bit like a naughty umbrella. God, I bet that would feel amazing inside me.

My drool ran down the length of his pole, seeping under my fingers. Using the lubrication of my spit, I brought my hand sleeve up the shaft and then back down several times, coating him thoroughly with my saliva. Once I had him slick, I began bobbing my head and hands up and down on him like a yo-yo. The sound of my slurping mixed with his groans caused my pussy to clench with want. I imagined the pounding my husband would give my pussy later after watching me like this. Mmmm. I felt like such a slut doing this in front of the neighbors. And him. And it felt amazing.

Soon, the brushes against Sam’s balls felt less like a soft sack and more like a tight water balloon ready to burst. His groaning grew louder, and he rested his hand on my head. My heart raced with the anticipation of taking his cum in front of everyone. Such a naughty whore.

“Oh, goddd,” he groaned, as if to warn me he was close. I sped up the thrusts of my bobbing head and moaned around his head, now tighter than a trampoline and tapping the roof of my mouth. He began to shake, and his hot seed sprayed the back of my throat. I continued milking him, thirsty to extract every drop of his cum. It filled my mouth, running down my throat and seeping out the sides of my lips. I think I could have taken it all, but I decided it would look hotter to get some on my face, so I popped my mouth off of him and let his next spurt spray onto my closed lips and run down my chin. Still stroking his shaft with my hands, I coaxed a few more ropes from his pipe. They landed on my neck and stained my thin white top.

I glanced over at Alex and winked. His eyes burned with a feral lust, and his cock was now out. Seeing it set off a ripple of white heat through my chest. Mmm, showing everyone how much you love this. His mouth hung open as he stroked it. Yasss.

It encouraged me to make my next move. I looked up at Sam.

“Wanna take care of me now, yard man?”


Chapter Two
Hailee


There I stood in front of my husband and neighbors, naked, with another man's cum running down my chin and neck.

But I was just getting started.

I dove into Karen's pool, and the cool water electrified every cell of my skin. Coming up from the water, I eye fucked Sam. "Don't act like you've never been in here before," I teased.

He smirked. His freshly drained cock hung long and semi-hard between his muscular legs. From this distance, I could appreciate the caramel tone of his smooth skin and the beauty of his sculpted body. Working in Karen’s yard looks good on you, Sam.

He dove in, and his body slipped through the water, moving at me like a dolphin. My heart skipped a beat as I thought of his tongue. His cock. Either of them or both inside me. But I played coy, swimming towards the side of the pool. Once I reached the edge, I lifted myself out of the water and spun around to sit. My legs dangled in the water, pressed together, and I kicked like a bashful innocent. Like the woman I left behind a few weeks before when I fucked my husband’s best friend.

Sam scrunched his eyebrows and curled his lips to the side. I giggled and lifted my hand, motioning for him to come closer with a single finger.

Most everyone at the party had now made their way outside and gathered around the pool. Some had begun their own naughty shenanigans while others watched. My husband, Alex, glued his burning eyes on me while he leaned back in his chair, stroking his hard cock.

Sam followed my lead, wading towards me. As he got closer, I licked my lips. That’s right. Come here, pretty boy. I leaned back, planting my hands behind me for support, and lifted my legs, spreading them wide with my feet in the air. Show me what that tongue can do.

I hadn’t planned on being this naughty. At least, not consciously. But I must have been kicking the idea around, because I’d groomed my girly bits, shaving all but a thin landing strip above my opening. The skin still tingled a bit. Not in an irritated way. Just highly sensitized. It amplified the feeling of nakedness, the coolness of the pool, the warmth of the sun, and the sultry energy of eyes on it. My bare, married pussy spread open and exposed. So naughty.

Sam’s eyes flickered at my change of posture. I’d placed my ass right up to the edge to make myself easily accessible to his mouth. First, he explored my inner thighs with his hands. His eyes widened, as if taking in the sight of a table covered in decadent delights.

I hummed in delight, grinning. This moment felt like an amazing wet dream. Weeks ago, I’d been a faithful wife with few sexual experiences under my belt. An accidental text to my husband with a confession of lust led to a scandalous adventure, me fucking his best friend, and a radical change to our sex lives. We’d been fucking like rabbits ever since, and here I was, naked at the neighborhood pool party with my legs spread for the yard man to devour me while others watched.

He lowered his body into the water, bringing his head to the perfect level. My pelvic muscles clenched with want as I watched his mouth hover closer to my opening. His mouth opened, and the heat of his tongue brushed over the sensitive skin of my outer labia.

I moaned, “Ahhhh!”

He slipped his hands under my thighs and down to grip my ass cheeks. Yesss, grab it.

The flat of his tongue pressed against the bottom of my opening and came up in a broad stroke. He moved with a slow sensuality, sending little waves of electricity into my hips. Those tiny pleasure bumps on his tongue teased the tender skin of my labia, causing me to squirm with delight. My mouth fell open, and I closed my eyes.

Then his tongue came to a point and slipped in between my engorged folds. When he parted them, a stream of my juices ran out into the pool. I smirked. Nasty girl. I was dirtying Karen’s pool, but I heard Sam cleaned it for her, and he didn’t seem to mind.

The wet heat of his tongue dipped into my opening and plumbed deeper than I imagined a tongue could go. I gasped in delight. “Mmmm, yess, Sam!” My hips bucked involuntarily from the surge of tension in them, a reaction to the delicious penetration. With his hands still gripping me, he began to bob his head into me, fucking me with his tongue.

My mouth hung open as he wound my body up. Tightness built in my core and legs. His tongue thrusts stoked a fire in my groin and turned up the temperature, one degree at a time.

I slipped one eye open to peek at my husband. He had moved to the opposite side of the pool, just across from me. His hand fisted his cock furiously, his mouth also hanging open. Careful, babe. Don’t get there before I do.

I marvelled at the dark magic of the moment. Me, too aroused to hide it. My body showing all the signs of arousal. Giving in to another man’s sexual advances. And my husband witnessing all of it with as much excitement as I felt. Maybe even more, if that were possible.

My pussy now gushed from its hyper aroused state. Sam’s face mashed into my sloppy wetness each time he thrusted his head into me. The area around his mouth shimmered in the sunlight from my juices on him. Yess, devour that naughty pussy!

The heat and tension in my groin now rose up into my stomach and chest. All my cells vibrated in a prelude to my orgasm. I whined louder, “Fucckkkk!” My fingers pressed into the polished surface of the green granite that surrounded Karen’s pool, as if hoping to dig into it.

From across the pool, Alex groaned. The head of his cock tight and reddened from the edge he dangled himself on. He released it, panting. It pulsed in the air, so close to exploding. His eyes remained locked on me, my open legs, and my face plastered with euphoria.

Seeing him in on the edge with his beautiful cock so hard escalated my arousal. I rocked my hips into Sam’s face and threw my head back, wailing. “Oh, fuck, Sam! I’m almost there!”

Through the lustrous haze of my orgasmic state, a female voice cheered. “Yeah, Hailee! You go, nasty!”

A searing white heat shot up like a bolt from my pussy, through my chest, and into my neck. Like a rubber band being pulled to maximum tightness, it amplified the tension in my body to a mind blowing crescendo. And then, all at once, it released.

“Fucckkkk!” I cried. All the energy in my body converged on my pussy and exploded. I shook as wave after wave of intense pleasure ripped through me. Sam continued to pummel my pussy with his tongue, as if repaying me for the savage milking I had given his cock. Another animal moan burst from my chest and escaped my lips, “Ohhhhh, goddd!”

While he had me on the ropes of a mind blowing climax, Sam wrapped his arms around my hips and pulled me into the pool. My hands unconsciously walked with him and lowered myself into the water. With my back and arms resting on the edge, he held me, floating with my legs up over his shoulders, and plunged his re-invigorated cock deep into my convulsing pussy.

The penetration against my clenching walls burned with the sweetest, most exhilarating heat.

I cried out, “Oh, fuck!!”

Sam proceeded to plumb my pussy in the most decadent rhythm. With each of his thrusts, a current of water washed against my body, rushed up my stomach, swirled around my tits, and splashed on my neck. His long cock delved to my deepest depths, hitting every possible pleasure receptor, and the water provided the perfect buffer to keep him from going too fast. The perfect speed.

I clamped around him, my body winding up again for another orgasm, and I whimpered. “Oh, my god, Sammm!” My leg muscles tightened, and I pulled against his back with my calves. “Yesss, fuck me!!” Through my sex drunken daze, a thought occurred to me. He had already cum once. Took the edge off. He’d be able to go a lot longer. Oh, fucckk, yesss.

And go longer, he did. My body unleashed another orgasm, and I shook like jello in his grip while he continued pulverizing me with his thrusts. That gorgeous cock head had flared like an umbrella inside of me so that the firm ridges pressed into my sensitized walls, wringing every possible ounce of orgasmic pleasure out of me.

My body began to melt, and my arms went limp. Someone – a sex seraph – must have seen and slid their arms underneath my arms pits to hold me above water. I heard a familiar voice hissing in my ear, “You love that cock in your pussy, don’t you?”

Alex. My heart melted along with my body. I whined in response. “Yesss.” His nearness comforted me on a deep level of the soul, and I melted deeper into his supportive arms, letting Sam use my pussy and take me on the ride of my life. My body rose and fell on a roller coaster of multiple orgasms, each one taking me deeper into a boneless bliss.

Then, I felt it. The head of Sam’s cock swelled and his cock stiffened to an even greater hardness. He groaned, “I’m going to cum.”

I nodded, swimming in the ecstasy of knowing my husband was holding me from behind while another man filled me with his cum. The excitement of it brought me to one last intense orgasm, my pussy clenching around Sam’s cock while he drained into me. I moaned, “I’m coming, toooooo.”

Sam gripped my ass hard as he ground into my pubic bone. The pressure against my clit along with the feeling of his long cock buried so deep inside me extracted one last explosive wave out of my orgasm. “Fuccckk!” I cried. My body writhed on its own, having been carried into another dimension.

I lay there, floating in the water and in my orgasmic reverie, held up by these two gorgeous men. The tides in my body continued to roll over me like the best buzz.

But I wasn’t done. There was one last thing I needed to do.

I needed to take care of my husband.

My eyes opened. “Lift me up,” I said.

Both Alex and Sam lifted me out of the water and onto the side. I turned to face Alex. “Lay back,” I said lazily. I wrapped my fingers around his throbbing meat. That cock that had given me so much pleasure over the course of our marriage. And that cock that now relished in this new freedom I was exercising. The freedom to be a married slut.

“Babe, you don’t have to…” he started.

I cut him off. “I know. But I need to.”

He grinned with a mixture of tenderness and mischief and leaned back, laying down on the side of Karen’s pool. Sam climbed out of the pool, stumbling. My ego swelled. He’d fucked my brains out, but I got him pretty good, too.

And now, I was going to get my husband. His cock was already so close to blowing from all the edging he’d been doing. It would be the easiest blow job I ever gave. Good, because my body had been sapped of all its energy and was sloshing about in a blissfully intoxicated state. I just wanted his cum. I needed it.

I muttered as I looked up his body at him and stroked his shaft. “Fill me with your cum, babe. Fill this filthy whore mouth with it.”

Lowering my lips over him, I continued to hum those words, releasing the vibrations of my voice into his taut, hot skin. Oh, god, I loved that cock so much. If I had been blindfolded and been made to take 100 cocks into my mouth including his, I was sure I would recognize it. Those familiar contours.

He groaned as I slid my lips down his shaft, licking at the underside. His cock pulsed in my mouth, and I hummed louder, nodding. Fill me up, babe. Give it to me.

It only took about three bobs of my head and he exploded. His hot seed sprayed up into my throat, and I swallowed it. My chest swelled with warmth as I tasted his familiar flavor. Then I took my mouth off, wanting to bathe my face in the eruption of his jizz. It spurted against my forehead and eye sockets, onto my cheeks and lips. I knew all the edging would yield a lovely mess of his white, sticky essence, and I wanted all of it. Rope after rope covered my face. “Mmmmm,” I cooed. When the geiser finally subsided and he softened in my hand, I lavished his cock with soft, affectionate swirls of my tongue, licking up the last drops seeping out of his hole.

From across the pool, I heard the beginning of a loud, slow clap. First one person. Then another. A cheer. A whistle.

I chuckled. Fuck, y’all.

And I smiled up at my husband, lowering my head onto his leg. Both of us lay in the mess of our post orgasmic exultation.

Best pool party ever.


Chapter Three
Elise


“Who’s the hottie that came with you and Noah?” Brooke asked. She pointed to Joel.

“Umm…” I took another sip of my ‘Sex on the Beach’. I rarely drank, and if I did, I avoided drinks with scandalous names. But a lot of things had changed in the week since my elevator incident with Joel. “It’s a long story.”

Brooke lowered her voice. “Does it involve an elevator?”

My face blushed. “Dang it, you know about that, too?”

“I hate to break it to you, but I think everyone does.”

I sighed and mumbled. “Brooke, I’ve never done anything like that before. You know me. I’m not that type of girl. It just… happened.”

She patted me on the back. “No judgement here, girl. I mean, now you know I’m still a slut.”

My eyes softened at her. “Thanks to Reggie’s hidden cameras and Karen’s mouth. Yeah.”

Brooke rolled her eyes and smiled. “I admit I was mad about it for like two seconds, but hey, it’s brought the neighborhood together, right? Turns out we’re all a bunch of sluts.”

I winced. I wasn’t ready to accept that title. Not permanently. “It was a one-time thing for me. A crazy fluke. It’s never happening again.”

She grinned at me. “Sooo, then why is he here?”

My throat tightened. “I… well… I don’t know. Noah really wanted him to come.”

Brooke cocked an eyebrow, and her grin widened. Almost like she knew something I didn’t.

“What?” I asked.

“Why did Noah want him to come to the neighborhood slut coming out party, Elise?”

“He’s been talking about the elevator thing ever since it happened. I think he wants to see me with Joel. You know, watch me with him.”

“I’m sure he does. And I bet you and Noah have been fucking like horny teenagers, haven’t you?”

My cheeks warmed, and I muttered, “Maybe.”

She chuckled. “Girl, Dale and I’s sex life got crazy once I started fucking other men. Just wait.”

I shook my head. “I’m telling you. It was just a one-time thing.”

She narrowed her eyes at me, still grinning. “Ok, well, then I guess it won’t bother you if I get friendly with your hot elevator friend, then. Hmmm?”

I swallowed hard, and my heart skipped a beat. “Sure. Yeah, that’s fine. Why would that bother me?”

“Great!” She patted my knee, hopped up, and walked straight over to Joel.

My neck muscles tightened, and I took a deep breath. Yeah, it’s fine. Totally fine.
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It didn’t take long for talking to lead to flirty touches. Which led to Brooke and Joel kissing right out in the open in front of everyone. Meanwhile, Hailee knelt in front of Karen’s yard man to take his penis in her mouth. So, while my two lifelong best friends busied themselves with naughty fun, I sat on the sidelines and fixed myself another ‘Sex on the Beach’. Is there a drink called ‘Sex by the Pool’?

I drank it much faster while I watched them both. My skin vibrated with an electric sensation, and the space between my legs throbbed. Totally fine.

Familiar hands slipped around my waist. Noah hugged me from behind and kissed my cheek. “Looks like Joel is having a good time.”

“Yeah.” I muttered. “Good for him.”

“I think he’d rather be doing that with you, though.”

“I doubt it. He gets a lot of girls. And Brooke is a pro. Just look at her.”

“But that’s not why he came.”

He released me, and I turned towards him. “What are you talking about? Did you two talk?”

Noah grinned and drew a zipper across his lips. I smacked him on the shoulder and whined, “Tell me!”

“He asked me several times if I was really ok with what happened and how I’d feel if it happened again.”

My heart fluttered, and a flash of heat rolled through my core.

“He did?”

“Yep, so why don’t you go help Brooke show our guest a good time?” His eyes beamed. “Unless you’re not up to the challenge…”

My mouth dropped open, and I pointed at him. He laughed. Because he knew what he was doing.

I never backed down from a challenge.
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I stood just a few feet from Brooke. Both their eyes were closed, and she leaned back into his embrace. He’d removed his shirt, and a skimpy bikini barely covered her body. Skin on skin. He ran his hands up her stomach and cupped her breasts. My blood rushed from my heart up into my neck. Brooke looked so hot in her suit, and the sight of her with Joel stirred me. Am I jealous? I couldn’t put a finger on it. It didn’t seem like jealousy. But I definitely felt a heat all through my body. And moisture pooling in the crotch of my black bathing suit.

My voice cracked. “Hey.”

Brooke opened her eyes and smiled at me. “Took you long enough,” she said.

“You don’t mind?” I asked.

“Oh, there’s definitely enough of this boy to go around.” She winked at me, and he chuckled. “Besides, he’s been hoping you would join us.”

Joel glanced up from Brooke’s neck but stayed behind her body. Is he hiding?

I moved around her to get closer to him. A boyish grin broke out on his face. Could this cocky stud really be nervous around me? No way. “Is that true?”

He cleared his throat and side eyed me, still grinning. Then he straightened up, pressing his broad shoulders back. My chest swooned, and the skin on my inner thighs prickled. Memories from the elevator rushed back into my mind.

Joel held my gaze with his dark eyes. My hand trembled as I reached to touch his shoulder. When my fingers made contact, the warmth of his skin rushed into my fingertips and swept up my arm like a tidal wave of temptation. Oh, god.

I bit my bottom lip, slid my hand up over his shoulder, and moved around behind him, forming a Joel sandwich with Brooke. My lips grazed the skin on his shoulder blade, and I breathed on it, wanting him to feel my heat. A lump formed in my throat, and an electric tingle spread from my forehead into my cheeks. This was the delicious body that seduced me to let go of my fidelity. The body I’d lusted after for three years at work.

With a slow shimmy, I brushed my breasts against his back and pressed my fingertips into his traps, massaging them. “Have you thought about that elevator?”

He turned his head back towards me. “Every time I ride it.” A girlish grin broke out on my face, and my cheeks flushed. Oddly, knowing he had Brooke leaning up on him didn’t bother me. In fact, it made the moment hotter. Joel, the ladies' man, and I had a spot on that list of women he’d fucked. Women he remembered.

Let’s make another memory.

My husband’s challenge and two ‘Sex on the Beach’ cocktails had resurrected the fiery free spirit that first came out of me in that elevator. I opened my mouth and kissed Joel’s skin. The sun’s warmth seeped out of it, into my lips. My lungs tightened, and I sucked in a deep breath through the seams between my lips and his back. As if I were inhaling his essence. His cells into me.

And then, I did something I never dreamed I’d do in front of my neighbors. I reached behind my neck and unfastened the tie of my bathing suit, pulling it down to expose my bare breasts. With them free, I pressed their soft mounds into his back and returned to caressing him with my mouth. My hand slid up his back to his neck, and I wove my fingers into this luscious, thick hair. The heat in his skin radiating on my hard nipples caused my spine to vibrate with ravenous energy. I bared my teeth, gnawing at him and smashing my tits harder into his body.

That must have arrested his attention, because he turned to face me. Sorry, Brooke. Not sorry. As he turned, his hard cock slapped against my thigh. Brooke has been busy. With my tits against his chest, I looked up into his eyes. My hand dropped to his cock, and I traced the underside with my fingertips, stroking it. “Wanna show my neighbors what you did to me in the elevator?” I asked.

He leaned down, moving his face towards my pointy nipples.

I released his cock, and Brooke’s hair brushed up against my fingers. The thought of her resuming the blow job she started got swept away by the blazing sensation of his mouth on my areola.

“Aaaahhh!” I moaned. My head dropped back, and I rested my hands on his shoulders. Then I slid them behind his neck and held on for dear life. He devoured my tit, licking and sucking it like a starving infant. I felt so naughty, letting someone other than Noah do this in front of my neighbors. My friends. The tip of Joel’s tongue danced on my nipple, flicking tiny fireballs of pleasure into my body. Each one lit up the space inside my chest and then dropped straight to my pussy, causing it to throb. Moisture now leaked out the sides of my suit and ran down my inner thighs. Such a slut.

He groaned into my fleshy bosom. Brooke’s slurping sounds grew louder below. Before I could think, I spat out, “Save some for me!” She chuckled around her mouthful. I was playing. Sorta.

Brooke got the memo and stood up. “You two come with me.” She led us to the gazebo on the far side of the pool. For the first time, I realized they were both totally naked. When we got to the gazebo, she pointed to a large Adirondack chair. “Lay down, handsome.”

Joel followed her lead. His ab muscles rippled, and his gorgeous penis stood erect and glistening from Brooke’s spit.

She smiled at me as she pointed again, this time at his throbbing rod. “Get your ass out of that suit and climb on, girlfriend!”

My pussy clenched, and a fresh stream of juices ran out into the soaked crotch of the suit. For a split second, I hesitated. My heart raced as my fingers stroked my bare breast where Joel’s mouth had been. All these people watching.

Brooke huffed and chided me. “C’mon, Elise. You know you want to. We only live once!”

I remembered Noah’s challenge. Brooke was right. Fuck it. My fingers dug into the fabric that clung to my waist and shimmied it off my body, letting it fall to the ground. Glancing back at everyone around the pool, I pressed my hands against my lips. I am so naked right now. Hailee had moved into with Karen’s yard man and leaned against the edge with him apparently fucking her. You go, girl.

Noah stood on the far end, closest to the house. But even at that distance, I could see the bulge in his pants and the fire in his eyes. He wasn’t watching Hailee, though. He seemed oblivious to her. He had locked his eyes on me, and he nodded.

Ok, I can do this. I want to do this.

Turning back to Brooke and Joel, I stepped up to the Adirondack and over his body. Planting my hands on his chest and straddling him, I lowered my hips, and the head of his cock slipped in between my sloppy wet folds. As he entered me, heat shot from my pussy up into my core and out into my thighs. “Fuckkk,” I moaned. That thickness I remembered from the elevator stretched me again. I slowly eased myself down onto him further until he was balls deep inside me, giving me an intense feeling of fullness.

For a minute, I wanted to just savor it. The elevator had felt so rushed. Now, I had more time, so I rocked my hips, grinding my clit into his pubic bone and letting the head of his cock massage that deepest place inside of me. Decadent waves of bliss rolled up through my body, causing my heart to flutter. My mouth hung open in a drunken reverie. From the alcohol and the luscious cock inside me. Brooke stood next to the chair, her eyes narrowed with her grin. She nodded at me. “Get that dick, girl.”

I mused at the new chapter starting between us. A new layer to our sisterhood. Slut sisters. It caused my heart to swoon with a soothing warmth. This is how it should be.

She put her hand on Joel’s shoulder and winked at him. “Can you multi-task?”

His eyes beamed. Brooke moved her hand to the back of the chair and lifted her leg across his face, putting her crotch right in it. Joel lifted a hand to cup her ass cheek, and she moaned. Her hips rocked towards his face, and she placed her other hand into his gorgeous hair.

This was a first for me. Something I never dreamt I’d do. A threesome. Back in college, Brooke had been a wild one, but I always kept my nose in schoolbooks or my Bible. Look at you now.

I closed my eyes and let my head drop back. Steadying myself with my fingertips on Joel’s chest, I raised my hips. The fat head of his cock pressed against my walls, rolling over every tiny nerve ending with a delectable stimulation. My ass cheeks clenched, and the muscles in my groin tightened. A vortex of pleasure swirled around my opening as I let that cock slip almost all the way out of me. Then I lowered myself again in a slow, sensual descent. Inch by inch, it stretched and filled my pussy again. When I got it all the way in, I groaned, “Yessss!”

With each roll of my hips and each ride up and down his pole, my surroundings melted away. All my focus drew into the epicenter of pleasure between my legs. My cells throughout my body vibrated in ever-increasing intensity, and my muscles in my lower body wound up into a tight ball. My voice rung in my ears as if I were at a rock concert and some girl next to me was yelling. “Oh, fuck, yes!!!”

Joel’s cock surged inside of me, and I gasped. His hips pressed up into me, making his pubic bone grind against my clit. It set loose an explosive tidal wave of euphoric heat that ripped upwards through my body and crashed into my skull. I began to shake. My orgasm was so close.

I pressed my fingers harder into his chest, trying to keep myself steady despite my body’s convulsions. He put both hands on my hips and started slamming into me. It took me over the edge, and I wailed, “Goddddd, yesssss!” My mouth hung open as my lungs grasped for air. My whole body erupted in a crescendo of hot sensation and ecstasy.

My pussy clamped his shaft, and it unleashed his climax. His hot seed shot up into me, filling the space inside and running out of my hole. Brooke moaned like a wild bear as well. “I’m coming!” All of us in concert.

The waves of my orgasm rolled through my body, washing away every remnant of tension and turning me into a puddle of sweaty jubilation. I panted, flattening my hands against his chest and trembling. I peeked at Joel through a squinting eye. Brooke lifted herself off of him to reveal his shimmering face, covered in her juices.

Karen’s voice came from behind me. “I see you used my favorite chair again.”

Brooke snickered. “I think it’s my favorite chair, too.”

I held myself in place, feeling the ooze of Joel and I’s mixture seeping out of me, and turned my head back to see Noah with his cock out.

He smiled at me.

We’d be fucking like wild animals for a while after what I’d just done.

I smiled back at him.

It’s my favorite chair, too.
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"You've gotta admit, that was an epic party."

Brooke shrugged. "Still doesn't mean I have to like her, Naomi." Her features softened into a reluctant smirk as she nodded. "But I might hate her a pinch less now."

Naomi snickered, her dark eyes sparkling under the moonlight. "Well, that's progress."

As for me, the seductive angel of alcohol had long vanished, replaced by a cold touch of sobriety and the prickling sting of regret. I'd been an epic floozy in front of everyone. Each morning since the party, the mirror greeted me as a torturous portal, reflecting back the image of a woman I didn't recognize. Now, I stood in front of "Madame Seraphina Mystique, Fortune Teller". I still couldn't believe they talked me into joining. Just another thing my Bible told me to stay away from. Yet there I was.

Brooke reached out and took my hand. "You're quiet, Elise. What's going on?"

I swallowed, and my temples tightened. "Sorry, I've just got stuff on my mind."

Brooke's eyes held onto mine while she addressed Naomi. "So, who is this friend of yours that we're meeting?"

"Only the woman that turned me into a raging sex vixen." Naomi winked. "You remember when I thought I'd be going to jail?"

The question pulled more of Brooke's attention from me. Thank God. She released my hand as she cocked an eyebrow. "Naomi, honey, everybody remembers that."

It was true. I rarely watched the news, but no one missed the story about my crazy neighbor stealing a police car. At the time, I prayed for her soul. My chest stung at the memory of the good girl I'd been all my life. The girl who carried her Bible everywhere. The girl who prayed two hours every day. I had abandoned her for this new, wild nymphomaniac inside. Who am I?

A woman's vibrant voice came from behind me, slicing into my thoughts. "Sorry I'm late!"

Naomi's eyes brightened as if lit by a thousand fireworks. "You made it!" She ran to the woman and wrapped her arms around her, and they embraced a bit longer than mere friends do. What's that about? Had I been into women, I guess I could understand. The woman had curves to die for, and her blonde hair cascaded down her back like a golden waterfall.

Naomi's face still beamed as she released the blonde angel and turned to us. "Ladies, this is my friend, Mya."

Mya smiled at us. "Thanks for letting me join the neighborhood outing."

Brooke extended her hand to Mya. "Glad to have you. Sounds like you're a slut like us, so…"

Mya blushed and nodded. As for me, I tried not to wince. That word still made my stomach knot up. Sure, it was hot when Noah called me that during sex. And I couldn't deny that the shoe fit. I just hated how much it fit.

Brooke gestured to me. "This is Elise. And our friend Hailee wanted to be here, but she had other commitments she couldn't get out of."

Naomi gestured to the tattered awning. "Shall we?"

Brooke and I followed Naomi and Mya. A soft glow of candlelight from the windows cast long, dancing shadows on the ground. I tightened my grip on Brooke's hand, my heart pounding against my ribcage like a wild bird in a cage. Memories of solemn warnings from Pastor Bob rung in my head about opening doors to demons by visiting places like this.

The door creaked open, revealing an interior bathed in an intoxicating mix of scents – incense, and something exotic that made my head spin. The strains of soft, sensual music threaded through the air, pulling a nervous shiver down my spine.

A maze of plush cushions and heavy, dark velvets swallowed up sound and created a world far removed from the safe suburban neighborhood just outside the door. A rush of hot air brushed against my skin, leaving goosebumps trailing down my arms.

Madame Seraphina Mystique sat at the heart of this sensory storm, a dark figure against the backdrop of rich reds and deep purples. She purred, her voice curling around us like smoke. "Welcome, kind souls."

My breath hitched, my stomach fluttering like I sat on a rollercoaster about to tip over the edge. But I filed in behind my friends, and we took our seats on cushions in a circle around a glowing glass ball. Madame Mystique held her hands out to her side with her palms open and facing up. She took a deep breath through her nostrils, and her eyes rolled back in her eye sockets, showing us the whites of her eyeballs.

Definitely demons in here.

Then she snapped her irises back into place. A prickling sensation crawled up the back of my neck as her gaze landed on Mya and she spoke. “I sense a presence with you...a woman. A sister.”

Mya's eyes widened, the soft glow of candlelight making them look like polished sea glass. "Yes, I had a sister. But she passed away."

Madame Seraphina nodded, her gaze moving out of focus as if she looked through us, into a distant world. "She says...don't give up your search. The place you saw awaits you. And you are closer. Just keep the faith." Tears formed in the corners of Mya's eyes, and her voice cracked as she struggled to get the words "thank you" out.

A place awaits her? Keep the faith? I only hoped we weren't listening to demons.

Then, Madame Seraphina's gaze shifted to me. The air thickened, pressing in around me, making it harder to breathe. "You, Elise. You have a friend who needs your help. Someone named 'Wendy.'"

The name echoed around the room, bouncing off the velvety drapes and ricocheting into my chest. My throat thickened as I tried to respond. "Wendy Baghadix? We went to high school together."

Mya's attention turned to me, her eyebrows knitting together. "Wait, Dr. Wendy Baghadix?"

I turned to look at her, swallowing down the lump in my throat. "Yeah. Do you know her?"

Her face blanched. "She's my husband's urologist."
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Thanks for reading The Hotwife Next Door! This book is part of a much larger story I call "The Sluthaven Saga", and that saga continues with A Hotwife Doctor Reclaimed!

We started this journey with a hot biker gang and Mya Truelove in A Hotwife Rides Dirty. Then Mya helped a desperate Naomi Wang escape jail and the handcuffs on her inner sex goddess in A Hotwife on Trial. The hotwife phenomena spread through Naomi's neighborhood in this Hotwife Next Door series. And now, one of the neighborhood hotwives, Elise, has been given an assignment.

Dr. Wendy Baghadix left a painful past and a potent sex drive behind to become the best doctor in her field. But the skeletons in her closet are knocking.


It's just another day in the clinic. Until one patient presents with a big, beautiful problem. One she finds hard to get out of her head.


Lunch with her friend, Elise, only makes it worse. Elise confesses to being a hotwife!


She has to overcome these stirring temptations, but her husband, Mark, wants her to consider exploring them.


Elise knows just what the doctor needs, but will Wendy give in to the powerful urges inside her?


One click A Hotwife Doctor Reclaimed here!

How about an excerpt?
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Excerpt from A Hotwife Doctor Reclaimed

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 blue 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.
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Want to see what happens with Elise and Wendy? Check out A Hotwife Doctor Reclaimed here.

Would you like to read the story of Mya's friend, Aimee, who gets inspired by Mya's hotwife life and gives in to a naughty romp with her tempting neighbor? That's in a subscriber-exclusive story I give as a free gift to my fans who sign up for my newsletter. You can subscribe and get your free copy of Aimee's Hotwife Experiment here.
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Lastly, did you like this book? If so, I could really use your help. Leaving a rating is a great way to support an indie author like me. It helps potential new readers decide whether to take a chance on an unfamiliar independent author. So, if you'd like to help, when Amazon prompts you, would you leave your rating? If you don't get prompted, you can leave a review here. And, if you didn't like the book, no hard feelings! If you didn't and choose to leave a rating, could you include some feedback as to what you didn't like? It helps me improve, and that's something I very much want to do.

XXOO, M L Patterson.


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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