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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 a creepy looking cottage with an awning that read "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 A Hotwife Pool Party! This Hotwife Next Door series is part of a much larger story I call "The Sluthaven Saga", and that saga continues with Dr. Wendy's First Patient! We started this journey with a hot biker gang and Mya Truelove in Mya's First Ride. 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 Doctor Wendy's First Patient here!

How about an excerpt?
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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 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 Doctor Wendy's First Patient 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.


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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