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Prologue


Elise Purelily ran towards me with her puppy dog eyes and a deep frown that creased the perfect skin of her forehead. "Wendy, I'm so sorry!"  
Damn. This must be bad. My neck muscles tightened. "Sorry about what?" 
She stopped in the middle of the school commons and raised a hand to her mouth. 
"Elise, what the hell? You're making me nervous. Spit it out."
Her face turned pale. "You don't know."
I sighed. "Know what?" 
An abrasive, boyish voice cut in from behind me. "There's the slut!" 
Elise glared past me. "Shut up, Brent. Don't you think you've done enough?"
I turned to face Brent Knowlton and a small crowd of my peers behind him. Peers, not friends. Most of them meant nothing to me. Well, all except one. 
Carter Latham. My first-grade crush grew into a gorgeous hunk of a teenager and became my obsession. I didn't care for his friendship with Brent, but every time I saw those dreamy 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.




Chapter One


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




Chapter Two


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




Chapter Three


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




Chapter Four


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




Chapter Five


Night fell over the city as I waited alone in the hotel room for Mark to arrive. With the darkness shrouding everything outside, the light illuminating my room made my nakedness that much more visible to anyone watching from the other buildings. And I had spectators. I could see them standing in the windows. Sure, I could have pulled the curtains, but I wanted them to see. I'd hidden myself away long enough. Laying on the bed, I spread my pussy lips for their viewing pleasure and stroked my clit gently.  Such a filthy whore.
The latch to the door clicked. My heart skipped a beat, and my throat thickened. It was the moment of truth. Mark had talked me into this, but I had gone through with it. And now, I lay there exposed, with traces of another man's cum still inside my married pussy. 
He slipped inside the door, and a wicked grin stretched his mouth as soon as he saw me. 
"Hey," I said, still stroking my clit. 
"Hey," he replied. "I got you something."
A wash of warmth passed behind my eyes and grazed my cheeks. "Awww, you did?"
He sat down on the bed next to me and placed a gift-wrapped box just below my tits. "I did. Something for tonight."
My grin widened. "Oh, yeah?"
"Open it."
The box was long, like a jewelry box, but deeper than the typical necklace. What could it be? I peeled the paper back and removed the deep red bow. Then I removed the top. 
The space behind my eyes prickled, and hot tears surfaced in the corners of my eyes. 
A cucumber.
"I washed it. I think we should use it in front of that window. It's time to end the old story."
"Oh my god, honey." Tears rolled down my cheeks, and I reached out for him, pulling him to me. "Thank you."
"You're welcome. Now, let's put the past behind and reclaim your inner Captain Cucumber."
I nodded vigorously and got up. He took the cucumber from me and his energy shifted into something more directive. 
"Bend over and put your hands on the glass."
I pointed to the window seat. "That's where Joel fucked me. Want me there?"
His eyes gleamed, "Yesss!"
I hiked one leg up and placed a foot on the window seat, placed both hands on the glass, and pushed my ass out. 
"Look at you so spread out, Captain Cucumber," he growled.
"Such a whore."
"Yesss," he hissed. "A filthy whore."
He slipped the cucumber into my creamy pussy. It stretched me just like Joel had. Just like the cucumber from my high school memory. That's why I loved them so much. I loved the feeling of being full to the point of stretching. To feel my pussy so thoroughly penetrated. "Mmmm," I purred.
"Only a slut would stuff her cunt with a vegetable!" he growled.
"Yesss," I hissed back.
Mark began plunging my cunt with the cucumber while he gripped my ass cheek with his other hand. "Take that cucumber, slut!" 
"Mmm, yes, fuck me with it!"
My pussy clenched around it. The deep meaning of the act carried an intense energy, both liberating and healing. Tears welled in my eyes. "Fuck that whore pussy!" I whined. 
He pounded me with it, shoving the green shaft so deep that his fist rammed my pussy lips each time. Tension built in my muscles, and my core tightened. "Oh, fuckkk!" I howled.
"Let them hear you, Captain Cucumber! Let them know who you are!"
"Oh shit, I'm going to come!" And I did while he continued stuffing my sloppy cunt. I shook, and my clammy hands slipped on the glass. I dropped to the window seat and lay on my back. "Let me suck your cock, babe." I took hold of the cucumber and continued to feed it in and out of my quivering hole, milking my orgasm. 
Mark unfastened his pants and pulled out his hard cock. Pre-cum stained the tip, and the head swooned like a ripe plum.
"Mmm, let me taste you," I hummed.
He took hold of the hair on top of my head and fed his cock into my open mouth. Hiking my leg up as before, I exposed my stuffed pussy for all those people working late and watching from their windows. 
"Look at you, so brazen, showing them what a slut you are!"
I nodded my head, moving my mouth like a swivel around his cock. 
"I bet you sucked Joel's cock today, didn't you?" he growled.
I nodded again.
His eyes flared with a feral flame. "And did you drink his cum, whore?"
My chest fluttered, and I sped up my thrusts with both my head and my cucumber dildo. 
"You did, didn't you?" 
"Mmm hmmm," I hummed into his shaft. My eyes closed, and I dropped deeper into the feeling of freedom. The feeling of being exposed for my truth and accepted by the only man who mattered. 
"You're about to drink some more," he grunted. "Fuck!!"
I moaned with eager want for his taste. I'd done this so few times with him in the past, but I knew that was going to change. Our lives were forever changed. 
He exploded inside me, and I purred around him as his sweet essence flooded my mouth. The excitement of it and the thrusts of my cucumber took me with him, and I came onto my vegetable dildo. My fierce moan vibrated around his erupting cock, coaxing him far past his normal climax to the ejaculatory quake of his life. I swallowed some, but I wanted more than that. I pulled him out of my mouth and pointed his gun at my face. Another rope shot out and soiled my forehead and eyelids while my pussy quaked and clenched the cucumber. 
Mark groaned, and another cum chord stained my chin and neck. "Yesss," I hissed. "Cover me in it." My pussy continued to ride the surges of my orgasm as I directed his next shot at my tits. It splattered them, landing on my areola and running down between them. As his climax subsided, I pulled him back to my mouth and licked him clean, taking the last drops and swallowing them. 
We both descended from the heights of our synchronous climax into a sweet bliss. "Oh my god, honey," he said. 
My eyes remained shut, covered in his jizz. 
"Let's get you cleaned up." 
I giggled. 
He took my hand and pulled me up, then led me to the bathroom. Soon, steam billowed from the shower, and he led me into the delicious delight of a warm watery massage. He wiped his seed from my face and used a sponge to clean my body. God, I love this man.
Once he had me clean, he pulled me into his embrace and let the water wash over my back. "Can I interest you in dinner?"
I chuckled. "Oh, wow. Gonna take your whore wife to a nice meal?"
"I figure we've got things to talk about."
My chest tightened. Oh, dear. I'm in trouble.
"Such as?"
"Such as who you're going to fuck next?"
My mouth dropped open, and my pussy clenched. I melted deeper into his embrace and hugged him tight. 
"Ok, babe."
"It's time for Captain Cucumber to come out and live her life."
My throat tightened, and my eyes prickled.
"Dammit, Mark. You're going to make me cry again."
He snickered. "I love you, babe."
"I love you, too."
And I love me. Finally.
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Chapter One


Sunlight warmed the bare skin of my arms, stomach, and thighs. My nipples pressed against the soft liner of my bikini top.  
"What'cha reading?" My husband's voice called out as he stepped through the French doors and out onto our deck. 
"Not sure this qualifies as reading." I closed the medical text and set it down next to the chaise lounge. The crystal blue water in our pool shimmered like diamonds under the gentle breeze, but nothing could cool the heat in my body.
He came up beside me. "And, oooo, what are you wearing?"
I snickered. "Yeah, haven't seen this in a while, have you?"
"No, but I like it."
"I figured maybe it was time to pull it back out."
He picked up the book. "So, what is this?"
"I was hoping it would be an effective distraction. But it's not working."
Mark took a seat on the edge of the chair and placed a hand on my thigh. His voice lowered to a mischievous tone. "And what are you trying to distract yourself from?"
His inquiry brought all the thoughts back, and the space between my legs tingled. "It's getting so bad," I whispered.
"Mmmm, tell me more." His fingers slipped between my thighs, and his touch sent little ripples of want up to my crotch. I let my legs separate enough for his hand to fit between them.
"Ever since Joel, my thoughts have been out of control," I said. 
He crept up the inside of my thigh until his fingertips grazed the soft cotton covering my pussy. My mouth dropped open, and a hard, hot breath escaped from my lips. Fuck.
"What kind of thoughts?" 
"Such naughty thoughts."
He placed two fingers against the base of my cotton covered lips and brought them up in a light stroke. I spread my legs wider, pulling my foot that was closest to him tight up to my body. The other, I set on the edge of the chair. Moisture slipped from my pussy lips and seeped into the bikini crotch.
"I've been so horny at work."
His fingers pressed into me, and the suit tucked up between my lips in a deep cameltoe, unleashing more of my wetness and soaking the crotch. The sun kissed the outer edges of my labia, and I flexed my hips to grind into him.
Lust caught fire in Mark's eyes. "You're so horny now," he growled. "Are you misbehaving at work?"
My breaths became ragged as I struggled to keep my voice low. "I want to suck every cock I see." 
Mark nodded, his eyes smoldering, as his fingers massaged the sodden crotch of my suit.
"And it's like they can read my mind. Most of them are getting erections now during examination. That used to happen so rarely."
Mark pulled the suit to the side, exposing my engorged lips. His fingers slipped between my wet folds with ease, and a bolt of bliss shot up my spine. 
"Oh, fuck!" I gasped. My cheeks flushed. I didn't want my neighbors to hear.
"Maybe you're giving off promiscuous vibes to your patients," he hissed. His devilish grin and gritty tone made my heart flutter.
"I may have touched a cock or two during examination. Pretending it was part of the exam."
Mark growled, "Mmmm." He shoved his fingers deep into me until the heel of his palm ground against my throbbing clit. 
I fought to hold back a cry, making my chest feel like it might explode. 
"There's more, isn't there?" he grunted.
"I may have held one in my hand. And lingered longer than I should have."
He pulled his fingers halfway out and drove them back in, firing another rocket of pleasure up into my body. I arched my back up off the chair and bit my bottom lip, whimpering against it. 
"Being so naughty at work. So inappropriate."
"Yesss," I whispered. 
He slipped his fingers out and grabbed the sides of the bathing suit to pull them down. 
I grabbed the tops of his hands. "Babe, the neighbors might see!" 
"Like half of downtown San Diablo did?"
"That's different. We live here."
"Isn't that why you resurrected your bikini? Captain Cucumber coming out of her shell?"
I pressed my lips together. He knew me so well. Ever since fucking Joel in the hotel, I had been testing boundaries. Experimenting with risks. Each time I did, my body flooded with a mix of electric thrill and terror. The risk of getting caught gave me a rush that felt intoxicating. Just like stuffing my pussy in the showers of the girl's locker room.
My hands slid back from his wrists, and he pulled the bikini bottoms off, tossing them in the pool. I narrowed my eyes at him. "Making sure I can't cover myself if a neighbor is looking, hmm?" 
He gave my pussy a quick spanking, causing the lips to smart. My chin dropped, and breath rushed from my lungs. 
"Yess," he growled. "Exposing the scandalous truth about my wife!" 
The increased risk sent a chain of electricity bouncing between my temples. I placed my hands on the insides of my knees, pulling myself wider apart for him. 
"Look at you, whore. You want to get caught!"
God, I loved when he called me that. It washed over me with deep comfort and lit a fire in me at the same time. Because, unlike Brent Knowlton, my husband adored me. Adored the whore who fucked herself with a cucumber.
Mark stood, removed his shorts, and tossed them in the pool as well. The head of his hard cock swooned with a purplish tone, and pre-cum seeped from the hole. 
"Someone can't wait to fuck his whore wife," I whispered.
He grunted through a diabolical laugh as he climbed on top of me, feeding his harpoon into my hungry hole. Fucking Joel had unleashed a sleeping succubus in me and ignited Mark and I's sex life. Perhaps I was making up for years of sex avoidance, or maybe I'd finally accepted my inner freak. Either way, I had become insatiable.
"Yes, fuck me," I hissed, still trying to restrain my volume.
"So, whose cock did you handle?" Mark drove his cock balls-deep into me, and his pubic bone ground into my clitoris. The head swelled inside me, putting delicious pressure against that sweet, deep spot, and I pressed my lips together to hold in a moan. He leaned in and peered into my soul with his burning gaze. "Was it Derek?"
My mouth fell open, and the space behind my eyes prickled. I nodded, and he responded by driving harder into me. He ground up against my clit, intensifying the stimulation on my deepest pleasure button. The brakes on my volume failed, and I gasped, "Aaaah!" Oh, shit. Someone definitely heard that.
Mark pulled back, letting the ridge of his swollen bell tease my walls with a tortuous satisfaction. Then he placed his hands on my legs, tilting my hips back to target my g-spot. While he held me spread open and pinned against the chair, he pumped me with a burst of repetitive, shallow thrusts. "You loved feeling his cock in your hand, didn't you?" The stimulation on my g-spot caused my core to tighten and the insides of my thighs to tingle. "Fuckk!" I whined.
Not letting up the interrogation or the thrusts, Mark repeated the question. "You loved groping your patient's cock, didn't you, Wendy?" He meant to expose me - my name, my profession - to anyone who might be eavesdropping. My pussy clenched around the head of his driving cock, increasing the stimulation from its back-and-forth dance over my g-spot. 
"Oh, fuckkk!" I wailed. "Yess, I did." I felt that same mix of exhilaration and horror. An intense rush, like hovering at the peak of a roller coaster.
He plowed back into me and, again, ground hard against both my clitoris and my a-spot. This time, my cry exploded from deep in my chest and echoed against the side of the house. "Aaaahhhh!" My fear melted into adrenaline, and my entire body buzzed. "Yes, fuck me!!"
Mark continued to alternate between several shallow thrusts targeting the roof of my pussy and deep, plunging thrusts that ground our pubic bones together. The sweet torment had me wrapped so tight around his cock. My body quivered with anticipation of my climax, my skin tingled all over, and my heart thrashed against my sternum. When I moaned, it vibrated against my throat, "Yeessss, fucccck meee!" 
Hey, y’all! It’s your slutty neighbor! I felt drunk with the excitement of being caught. Of walking out to my mailbox and feeling judging eyes on me. Fuck you, Brent Knowlton! I ripped the bikini top up and over my head, wanting to be totally naked when I came.
Mark pounded into me, going all the way in each time and causing my tits to bounce all over my frame. My muscles clenched in one last brace before impact. Then I came as hard as I'd ever come. "Fucccckkkk!" I howled. My neck arched back, and my rib cage lifted my floundering tits up into the air. My legs shook against my hands, and my pussy gushed all over Mark's cock. 
The force of my orgasm drug him over the edge with me, and he exploded inside me, flooding my womb with his hot cream. 
"Yesss, Mark! Fill this whore cunt!" My sex drunkenness had loosened my lips to an obscene degree, and I fucking loved it. 
His eyes opened and met mine. As stream after stream of his essence spilled into me, the raging fire in those eyes softened to the tender glow of hot coals in a fireplace. The glow of an enduring love that had burned for me and waited patiently for my liberation. God, I love this man. 
He collapsed onto my chest, and his cock softened inside me. His frame heaved against my bare breasts, and he chuckled. "Damn, that was good."
I wrapped my arms around him. "I'm sorry it took me this long, babe. I swear I'll make it up to you for the rest of our lives."
"I think we need to take Elise and Noah out to dinner."
I giggled. "I think she has another person lined up for me."
Mark lifted himself up, his eyes twinkling. "Oh, really?"
"Yeah, if you're ok with that."
"Are you kidding? Fuck yeah, I'm ok with that. Look at what it's done to us. I feel like I hit the cucumber lottery."
His 'cucumber lottery' comment set loose an explosion of laughter from my chest. Tears streamed from the corners of my eyes. When I caught my breath and my laughing fit calmed down to a giggle, my heart swooned. "Oh, god, I love you, babe."
He sat on the edge of the chair and stroked my leg while his cum ran out of me. "I love you, too, Captain Cucumber. So, when are you seeing Elise's next referral?" His eyebrows danced in a boyish celebration like Groucho Marx.
I shook my head, smiling at him. "Probably soon. I seem to be dickmatized now, and my job just makes it worse."
"Maybe you could, ya know, give a few patients a little extra special medical attention."
"That's the one thing I won't do."
"Even Derek?"
"Especially Derek."
Elise will just have to keep the dicks coming. 




Chapter Two


"Thank you for this." I ran one hand through my hair while the other caressed my thigh. 
"Been a hard day at work?" Elise giggled but kept her eyes on the road, pulling the steering wheel left to turn out of the medical center.
I smacked her shoulder and grinned. "Yes. It was." I shook my head and stared out the window. "They pretty much all were."
"Especially Derek's?"
I pressed my head back into the passenger seat of her Mini Clubman and sighed. "Oh my god, that man's cock is divine. And he keeps making follow-up appointments. I'm going to end up getting fired."
"Well, we can't have that. And I think I have just the solution."
I whipped my head in her direction and cocked an eyebrow to go with my wry grin. "Look at Elise Morehead. Used to be so strait-laced. Now she's my personal hotwife consultant."
She pointed a finger to the side at me and winked. "At your service."
"Sooo naughty. What would your mother think?" I teased.
"She doesn't know. And she'd be horrified."
"So what does her wayward daughter have in store for me?"
"You'll see."
"Oh, c'mon. Not even a hint?"
"Well, let's just say that my neighborhood is full of sluts like us, and one of them is going to introduce us to her 'Joel'."
I rubbed my hands together. "That sounds exciting."
"It is! I've never met him in person, but I've heard good things, and I've seen a few of his movies. He's a dreamboat."
"Wait, he's in movies?!"
She gritted her teeth. "Damn. That was the surprise."
I straightened up, and the seatbelt pulled against my chest. "I'm going to fuck a movie star?!" I clapped my hands, and my butt bounced in the seat, causing the leather to make squishing sounds. 
"Yep!" Her lips popped when she spat out the 'p'. "And he's currently in a sitcom that we're going to see right now."
I grabbed her arm. "Oh, shit! Are you serious?"
She nodded, her smile broadening across her face. 
My heart swooned, and I pressed both hands in between my legs. "Elise Morehead, I love you!" 
She laughed out loud. "Hey, I know how to take care of my sluts."
"Yes, you do." My eyes narrowed as I grinned at her. Who knew we'd have grown up to be two adult women, married, fucking other men? And that I'd be fucking a movie star? "Just thinking about this movie star has my pulse quickening."
"Wait until you see him."
I nibbled on my bottom lip, feeling my quickening pulse... in my pussy.
[image: image-placeholder]We slipped through heavy, crimson curtains under the cover of the theater's darkness and found three open seats in the back row. I sat in the aisle seat, and Elise sat next to me.
"Hailee said she'd be here soon," Elise whispered.
As my eyes adjusted, I saw a packed audience of mostly women. Perhaps a few men who got dragged along. The romantic comedy featured a newlywed couple living in a New York apartment, struggling to make it, living on love. 
A tall, muscular guy stepped onto the stage wearing nothing but a thick, navy towel around his waist. He messed with his dirty-blonde hair, causing his pectorals to flex and water to trail down his face. Oh my god, I hope that's him.
Elise elbowed me. "That's Gage."
My fingers slipped up to my neckline and fumbled with the buttons of my thin, white blouse. The throbbing of my quickening pulse intensified so much I could count my heart beats. Is he naked under there?
The theater buzzed with the lusty energy of several hundred women. Each of them, no doubt, wanted to storm the stage and rip the towel from his carved body. He hovered over his co-star, a beautiful young actress, as she lay on a couch. By some cruel magic, or perhaps safety-pins, the towel remained through all his movements. He laid on top of her, looking deep into her eyes, and they kissed. 
My chest tightened, and little sparks shot up through my throat into my brain. I swallowed hard as he encircled his co-star in his arms, his defined triceps rippling. Her hand slipped down to his waist and rested on his towel-covered ass. Their kiss deepened, and her fingertips pressed into the tight bubble of his butt. 
God, I bet he can drive a woman wild when he uses those glutes.
Elise's friend, Hailee, slipped past me and sat on the other side of her. "Sorry I'm late," she whispered. "Looks like I got here for the best part."
All three of us breathed loud enough to be heard. My pussy throbbed, and my fingers shivered with a need to touch myself. It's pretty dark in here. Maybe...
Hailee held a hand up to Elise's ear and leaned in, but I heard her. "It's a shame they have to keep the towel on him. Wait to you see what he's got underneath."
I zeroed in on his hips pressed down into his co-star's. My fingers slipped down between my thighs and caressed the bare skin just above my knees. My skirt hugged my hips, so it would be challenging to reach my crotch without getting noticed. Not that Elise would care after what she'd already seen me do, but the strangers across the aisle certainly would. 
Keeping my eyes on the stage and my shoulders still, I slipped my fingers under the skirt's hem and worked from left to right, inching it up my thighs as far as I could. About halfway, the fabric pulled to its fullest stretch, keeping me from advancing further up. Unless I lifted my hips...
I glanced across the aisle from the corner of my eye, but without turning my head, I couldn't see who might notice me. My pussy throbbed, as if calling out for my fingers. Or Gage's cock. I spread my thighs, pressing them against the restraint of the skirt. My hand advanced up under the hem, caressing the inside of my thigh just inches from my pussy. Moisture leaked out of me, and my fingers dug at the soft flesh of my inner thigh. Fuck, now I'm just teasing myself!
Gage jumped up from the couch, and the audience burst into laughter. I'd missed the joke, and for that matter, most of the dialogue. His naked body in the tantalizing towel overtook my thoughts, distracting me from the show. The rest of it felt like slow torture as my fingers plied at my flesh, unable to reach their desired destination. When we joined the standing ovation at the end, my wetness trailed down the inside of my thighs. 
A greeting line followed the show, and it seemed every woman present wanted a chance to press the flesh of Gage's rugged hand or steal a hug. I bet he gets so much pussy. For a moment, I questioned what I was even doing there. Brent's voice echoed in my head. "Do you really think anyone would want to put their dick in your slutty pussy? Get real!" My shoulders slumped, and my mouth turned dry. He could have anyone. Why would he want me?
Elise grabbed my hand and drug me out into the aisle. "C'mon, girl. Let's go meet him!" 
Hailee gave me a soft nudge from behind. "He's looking forward to meeting you, Wendy." 
My heart fluttered, but my free arm pressed into my body. Why? Part of me wanted to tear free from Elise's grasp and flee the theater. The ghosts of my past unleashed their familiar torment on me again. But something else fortified me against it. Let's go, Captain Cucumber. You've got this. I grit my teeth and took a deep breath through my nose.
When we got closer to the stage and the back of the line, Gage perked up. He apologized to the other women waiting and made his way past them to Hailee. "Hey!" he said. She slipped into his embrace, and those masterpieces for arms encircled her. She looked so tiny next to him. How did he not break her in half?
He reached his hand out to my friend. "You must be Elise?" 
I hung back, watching the three of them while I battled another wave of insecurity and contemplated a quick break for the nearest exit. Then he made eye contact with me. Every muscle in my body tensed. 
"Who's this hottie?" he asked. 
Heat rushed from my chest up into my neck, and my legs turned to jelly. My inner schoolgirl wanted to come out and fall into him. Elise motioned to me, "Come on, girl. He won't bite you."
"Well, not hard," he said, winking at me. 
I stepped forward with one arm wrapped tight across my body and massaging the other. "Hey," I muttered. My eyes darted up to his and down. 
He moved to me and took my chin, lifting it so that our eyes met again. "How could someone this beautiful be so shy?" 
His cologne wafted into my nostrils, lighting up pleasure centers in my brain, and the crystalline depth of his eyes swept me into an intoxication that saturated my body. I dropped my eyes to his luscious lips, and my mouth watered. 
"What's your name?" he asked.
I parted my lips to answer, but my ability to make words vanished. He smiled, still holding my chin. 
"Her name is Wendy," Elise interjected. "And she's not normally this quiet."
My cheeks flooded with heat. Thanks, Elise. 
He slipped his hand from my chin to the back of my neck and pulled me into his body. A shiver of want ran down my spine, causing my pussy to throb. A fresh discharge of my wetness seeped out. God, I want to be naked with you.
His deep voice lowered. "Maybe you girls would like a tour of the studio." 
Hailee chimed in, "That's a great idea!"
Gage held his attention on me. "Come on, Wendy. Let me show you around."




Chapter Three


I stood in the middle of Gage’s dressing room, looking around while he closed the door. The tall mirror over his vanity gave me a view of his broad shoulders and that juicy ass.  "It's too bad Elise and Hailee had to be somewhere," I said. Liar. My right toe pointed in towards my left one, and I hugged my body again. 
He turned and looked down the back of my body. "Is it?"
"Well, I mean... You don't think so?"
He moved in behind me and cupped my elbows with his hands, his eyes meeting mine in the mirror's reflection. "Actually, I was hoping we'd have some time alone."
I bit my bottom lip. Please, rip my clothes off and take me right here. "Oh, ok."
His hands slid up my arms to my shoulders, and he lowered his head into my hair, inhaling me. "I hear you're a doctor."
A parade of sparks danced up and down my spine, causing my bones to vibrate. I nodded. 
"And that you handle cocks all day."
I giggled, and my ears burned. 
"Should I be nervous?" he asked. 
"Looks like you're surrounded by eager pussies. Should I be?" Oh my god, Wendy! My stomach dropped in terror at my audacious question. 
"Only if you don't like what a cock can do for yours. But I suspect you do. I heard you have a history with cucumbers?" 
Dang, Elise, you told him?!
"I have some history with cucumbers myself. I like to think that's what got Hailee and I out of the friend zone."
He slipped one hand over my clavicle and dropped his other hand to my stomach, pulling me back against his body. His thick, hard rod pressed through his pants into my ass, and I gasped. 
He whispered in my ear, "You ok?"
"Yes. Sorry. I just wasn't expecting..."
"Me to be aroused? You really don't know how hot you are, do you?"
My chest warmed, and my throat thickened. Am I dreaming? My pussy clenched with an ache for him to put it inside me.
His hand slipped beneath the collar of my blouse and across my chest, delving under the cushion of my bra. When his fingertips pressed into the soft tissue of my breast, I gasped again. Something about being star-stuck left me feeling oddly vulnerable, almost virginal. He was so out of my league. How was I in his dressing room?
He planted a kiss on my neck, just under my ear, sending a hot bolt of bliss right down my body, into my crotch. I moaned. "Mmmm."
His hot breath tickled my skin. "Respected doctor by day. Dutiful wife at night." 
My heart skipped a beat. I guess he saw my ring? Or maybe Hailee told him? Hailee was married, of course. I wonder how many married women he's fucked.
"And here you are, trying to hide how much you want to fuck someone else."
His words hit me like a spotlight, exposing my soul. Whatever I thought I had to lose... Whatever secret I was trying to keep... It evaporated, and as it did, my chest lightened. I felt electricity flow through my body, liberating me from concern. "You mean how much I want to fuck you?" 
He growled into my neck and licked at my skin. His fingers reached my hard nipple, and he took it between his finger and thumb. A torrent of hot sensation spread through my breast. 
"Aaaah!" I moaned. 
I lifted a hand to run it through his silky hair and pull him into my neck. 
He opened his mouth wider on me, grazing my skin with his teeth and nibbling. It turned up the amplitude of pleasure waves coursing through my spine, and I groaned. "Mmmm, yesss."
His hard rod throbbed against my ass cheeks, and I pushed them back into him. 
"I love your curves," he hissed. "Such nice tits and a nice ass."
"You wanna take these married tits and ass?"
He dug his teeth into my neck and thrust his hand deeper into the cup of my bra, grabbing my tit with his big hand. Then he forced me back into his body, grinding his cock against my tailbone. 
"Fuck!" I cried.
The sting on my neck diffused into the skin, turning into pleasure. That's going to leave a mark.
I thought of Mark. How could any man be content for his wife to be out slutting around? Why did he find it arousing? And how did I get so lucky?
"Take me, Gage. Use this married pussy," I hissed. 
He pulled his hand out of my bra and slid it up the back of my neck, taking hold of my hair. With his other hand, he gripped my arm, pulling it back. Then he directed me to the vanity, turned me around, and lifted me up onto it. The back of my head pressed against the mirror, and I wondered what other women he'd fucked here. With both his hands, he took the collar of my blouse and tore it wide open, popping all the buttons off. 
The veins in my neck pulsed from the thrill of his animal energy. So forceful and lusty. 
Taking his hands to my back to brace me, he plunged his face into my cleavage and lapped at both mounds of flesh. 
"Oh, god!" I cried. Little imps danced up from my chest through my neck and whispered their wicked spells into my mind. My pussy swooned, and my legs ached to spread. I fumbled for the zipper on the side of my skirt, desperate to get out of it. 
Gage took the queue and reached up my back to unfasten my bra. Within seconds, the bra fell away, and I tossed it to the floor while he yanked the skirt out from underneath my hips and down my thighs. 
I panted. "Yes, Gage, take me!" My heart thrashed against my sternum. 
Free of everything but my heels, I lifted my legs and spread them. Gage looked down my body at my engorged pussy lips. "Fuck, you're gorgeous, Wendy!"
He unfastened his pants and shoved them down, freeing his enormous cock. It curved up slightly. Like a cucumber. 
I narrowed my eyes at him and nodded. "Fuck me."
Gage stepped up to me and took my legs in each hand. He lifted them, holding the backs of my calves and pressing them until he had me pinned wide open. The toes of my heels touched the mirror on either side of me, and the hot tip of his cock grazed my pussy lips. 
"Please, Gage. Fuck me."
"Mmmm, listen to you, Wendy," he growled. "Eager to be a cheating slut?"
I nodded and hissed through my ragged breaths. "So eager."
His cock slipped inside me, spreading my walls. With the curve of his cock and the angle of my hips, the head pressed up against all my spots as it burrowed into me. He drove it all the way in until he tapped my cervix and his balls pressed against my ass cheeks. 
I howled from the surge of intense pleasure. "Holy shit!" 
He let out a diabolical laugh, then eased the head of his cock almost all the way out, letting that decadent cucumber curve mark every inch of my upper wall and hit every hot button again.
My eyes bulged like they might pop from the swell of bliss in my brain. I whimpered. "Oh, god, I love your cock!"
Gage took his time, feeding that cucumber into my pussy, all the way to the back, then sliding it back out until just the head remained inside me. With each slow plumb of my pussy, my walls tightened around him, and my thighs tensed. It increased the intensity of the muscle stretch from being pinned open against the mirror. My mouth hung agape, and my eyes fogged with a dick-drunk glaze. 
Every time he dug his cock back into me, heat flooded my spine as though some spool wound tighter at the base and stretched an invisible chord attached to my brain. Pleasure pulses pumped up that chord and flooded my skull, making me lightheaded. My words slurred, and my lips grew numb. "Ffffuckk."
Then my chest tightened, and my core burned with an almost unbearable sensation of pleasure. I panted. "I think I'm about to come." But it felt different from other orgasms I had. He wasn't pounding my pussy into oblivion. No, this was a slow, delicious torture, bringing my body near the boiling point. 
"Come for me, little married slut," he growled.
And that tipped me over the edge. My pussy unleashed an eruption of shockwaves that rocketed up my sternum into my skull. "Oh, fuccck!!" I howled. I wondered who might still be in the studio. Staff. Other cast members. If anyone remained, they heard me, for sure. I convulsed around him, and my legs shivered. He kept the slow, deep thrusts, milking my orgasm for every ounce of pleasure, and rolling over each bliss button in my upper wall with that pristine plum.
My juices gushed all over him, causing his penetration to make a soft slurping sound. My body turned to liquid, and my legs went limp. My spine melted into the mirror, and I felt boneless. I shook my head in disbelief. "Wow, Gage, that was..."
But he wasn't done. He pressed his grip on my ankles, holding my limp legs in place against the mirror. His cock slid into me again, and he resumed that same slow torment. A fresh wave of tension formed in my chest, and my pussy throbbed from the continued stimulation. My eyes rolled back in my head. Holy fuck. This is what it means to be dickmatized. 
He had me on a multi-orgasmic edge. A prisoner on his dressing room vanity and under the power of his incredible cucumber. I surrendered to my delicious incarceration, and my body ruptured into a thousand balls of light. My orgasms ran together in one long buzz of euphoria, and I lost track of how many times I came.
And the weird thing. I wasn't even sore. He'd fucked me slow and deep and lifted me into an orgasmic paradise. 
But that was about to change.




Chapter Four


Gage grabbed my arm and lowered his body, lifting me like a sack of potatoes onto his shoulder. "I'm not done with you yet, little slut." 
I floated in a state of total relaxation and sex intoxication. He could do whatever he wanted to me. No one had ever fucked me like that. I was his pussy now. 
He carried me out of his dressing room into the hallway. The cool air from the studio blew on my bare ass and tickled my drenched pussy lips. My thoughts and words felt jumbled. "Won't someone see us?"
"Probably." He chuckled. 
I imagined he'd reached some untouchable level in his career that enabled him to get away with crazy shit. Or maybe his being so pretty made people look the other way. Does he do this often? Does he have everyone dickmatized? 
My face tingled as I smiled against his back.
What's my name?
I opened one eye and saw the surrounding set. He lowered me onto the couch. The same couch he'd been on with his co-star during the show.
"Mmm, did I get the part?" I giggled. God, I feel drunk.
"Not yet." 
I lifted my hands over my head, resting my wrists on the arm of the sofa, and spread my legs, setting one calf on the sofa back. "I'm all yours. And I'll do anything to get that part." Winking at him, I giggled again. "So, do you bring all the girls here?"
He picked up my leg that was resting on the floor and pinned my leg back in similar fashion to his dressing room, spreading me wide open to him. "Nope. I've been wanting to do this with someone. You're the first." 
With that, he plunged his cock into me, going balls-deep and tapping my cervix with the head. The sudden stretch and collision of our pubic bones awakened me from my fog and sent a buzzing wave of heat through my core into my chest. My mouth fell open, and my eyes widened. "Oh, fuck!"
Gage plumbed my pussy, this time at a much faster pace and with a more forceful intensity. My pussy made loud smacking sounds that echoed off the walls of the set. Holy shit. His words "You're the first" lingered on the surface of my thoughts, like a damsel clinging to her rowboat on the rocky sea of his thrusts. My body became a conduit of pleasure pulses, each one rocketing up from my pussy into my skull, exploding like fireworks behind the space of my eyeballs. "Mmm, yess, take that pussy!"
He hit all my spots again with his perfect dick, but this time, in rapid succession, racing me towards another edge. I pictured his co-star acting with him, unaware of what he'd done to me on that sofa. The staff that might linger in the hallways, hearing my moans and his body slapping into me. The rumors that might start and spread through the studio. All my thoughts tickled my mind with guilty pleasure and excitement, like high notes harmonizing with the escalating bliss in my body. 
Gage's cock swelled inside me, increasing the pressure and stimulation on my inner wall with each lunge into me. My pussy responded by clenching down on him, and my core tightened like a coil. "Fuckkk!" 
My head dropped to the side, looking out into the black of the amphitheater. Three figures sat in silence beyond the boundary of the stage lights. Oh my. We have an audience. I immediately wondered who it could be. Strangers? Or someone Gage knew? They must think I'm such a slut. 
Gage continued to hammer my hole, his eyes burning at me, and his forehead glistening with his sweat. The onslaught of stimulation created a new, thick buzzing sensation in every cell of my body. His powerful sexual persona carved invisible initials into my pussy walls, into my soul. Perhaps near the spot Joel had marked. My pussy had become like a tree that horny boys came and carved into with their cocks, and I loved it. I felt like such a whore. So filthy and so free. 
An intense pressure built in my sternum as my next orgasm approached. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come!" My voice tore through the air. I wanted it to. In my elated state of mind, I hoped everyone in the building heard me. 
Then it happened. I came again. This time, with such a force that my muscles spasmed in a violent, head-to-toe quake. I squeezed my eyes closed and cried out. "Fuccckkk!" The force from my vocal cords made my eyelids vibrate. Each wave of my orgasm rolled the entire length of my body, wracking it with an intense pleasure that lifted me, almost as though I came out of my physical body and entered a higher plane. A place of pure bliss. 
Gage groaned, and his hot seed sprayed into my womb. His thumb and fingers dug into my ankle, somehow reinforcing the thought that, in that moment, my pussy belonged to him. But I wanted him to claim more than my pussy. I wanted him to mark all of me. Through my euphoric fog, from that place beyond space and time, I whispered. "Cum all over me, Gage."
He pulled out, and a rope of his seed landed in a line from my stomach up to the cleft between my tits. While my body continued to convulse from my orgasm, rope after rope of his essence rained on my body. Another landed across my sensitive nipple. Still another hit my chin. The warmth of his jizz sunk into my skin, into my cells. Ahhh, yess. I hoped some might hit the couch and stain it, leaving our mark on the set for other actors to wonder about. 
I let one eye pop open. Gage towered over me, his bare chest heaving and shimmering in the stage lighting. I didn't remember him removing his shirt, but oh, that man looked divine. He released my ankle, letting my leg drop to the floor. When my heel landed, a gush of our mixture ran out of my pussy, down my ass cheeks, and onto the couch. Yess, I got my wish. I lay in a pool of delicious fuck energy, stoned out of my mind from sexstasy.
The sound of hands clapping came from the three dark figures in the audience. Some female voices cheering. Familiar voices. I opened both my eyes, watching as they rose and made their way to the aisle. Gage stepped back, but I lingered on the couch, spread out and draining onto it. Savoring the buzz of my many orgasms, of lying naked on the set of a major studio, of having come in front of unidentified witnesses, and of having no shame about any of it. 
One by one, the strangers got closer and entered the light. Elise. Hailee.
And Mark.
I lifted a hand to my mouth, and my face flushed. Oh shit.




Chapter Five


The whole crazy idea of me fucking others had been Mark's, and he'd loved hearing all the tawdry details of my adulterous actions with Joel.  
But this was different. 
Now he'd seen me. Seeing something was so much different than just hearing about it. So much more intense. The last thirty minutes of me surrendering to Gage on stage fast-rewound and replayed in my mind over and over. Oh, god, I gave in to him so completely. Mark would know. He would have seen it on my face. How much I enjoyed Gage's cucumber. 
My neck tightened. It reeled my head towards my shoulders like a turtle retreating into its shell. I begged my body to lower the volume on the intense bliss vibrating in all my cells. It's too much. 
Gage walked over to the edge of the stage to meet Elise, Hailee, and Mark. The muscles in his beautiful back and ass flexed and cast tiny shadows down his body under the lights. I chided myself for still lusting after him. Exposed in front of my husband, in my cum-covered state, still admiring Gage. You're such a cheating whore, Wendy.
I sat up and pressed my knees together, feeling so small inside. Gage's cum felt thick on my skin and in my dirty pussy. 
Mark's voice cut through the heaviness of my guilt. "Give me a hand up?" Gage extended his hand and lifted Mark onto the stage. 
I winced and dropped my eyes to the floor. 
Mark walked towards me, unfastening his pants. 
What's he doing?
Mark leaned forward, reached behind me, and grabbed hold of the hair on the back of my head. Then he pulled, lifting my chin so that our eyes met. His gaze burned into me with an eternal flame - like something beyond physical light. It washed into my soul like a waterfall of deepest affection that cascaded into every corner of my being, touching the darkest crevices. "You're mine," he growled. 
And suddenly, I felt rescued. Totally seen. Loved completely.
He pushed my shoulder and lifted my leg onto the back of the couch, returning me to the same position I'd fucked Gage in. His pants fell to his ankles, revealing his hard cock. 
Oh my god, I love you.
He knelt on the couch between my legs and took my ankle, much like Gage had. Then Mark plunged his cock into my filthy hole. It didn't matter whether his cock had the perfect cucumber shape. Mark had more than that. 
So much more. 
He had the throne of my heart, and in that moment, he exerted his reign. Plunging his cock into my filthy cunt, claiming it for his own once again. His hand pressed my leg back, much like Gage had, spreading me open wider. 
Mark's eyes glistened, a tear forming in the corner. "I love you," he growled. 
My eyes stung, producing matching tears. He knew what he was doing. He knew the deep pain of my past and how healing this moment would be for me. "Oh, Mark…” I lifted my hands to cup his face. My chest erupted and turned me into a blubbering mess, and my tears spilled from the corners of my eyes, burning my cheeks. “I love you, too!"
My pussy clenched around him, and warmth flooded my body. I gushed all over his cock, and I sobbed, "I'm coming!" My fingers slid up behind his neck into the back of his hair. I love this man so much.
His orgasm followed like a domino, and he unloaded his essence into me, granting my wish yet again. We stained this couch with the perfect mix of my juices, Gage's, and Mark's. 
We both quivered in a sweet, soothing rapture as he lowered into me, pulling me tight into his embrace. "I love you, babe," he whispered.
I kissed him and then looked through the watery cloud of my tears into his eyes. "Thank you for saving me."
He wiped a tear from my face and smiled. "Hey, even Captain Cucumber needs a partner."
I nodded. "The best partner."




Epilogue


I plopped down on the couch next to Mark, placing a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table in front of us.  
His voice almost sang. "You’re just in time for the show to start."
He pointed the remote at the TV and turned up the volume. Gage walked onto the stage wearing nothing but a towel, then pounced on his co-star who laid on the couch. 
Our couch.
"Do you think she knows?" Mark asked.
"Hmm, not sure."
He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me into his chest and kissing me on the top of my head. "When they finish with the show, I think we should try to buy that couch."
I snickered. "Babe, I don't know."
"I do. That couch is the first of many trophies."
A warmth flooded my chest, and I nuzzled myself deeper into him.
"Elise told me she has another neighbor you should meet."
I smirked, "Oh, really?" 
"Yep!"
"You know, I'm not sure who's enjoying this more. Me or you."
"It's definitely me."
We both laughed. 
"So, who am I supposed to meet next?"
"She said her name is 'Brooke'."
I sat up and grabbed the popcorn, taking a piece out and holding it up to my lips. "I suppose Brooke has some delicious stud to introduce me to?"
Mark stuck his hand in the popcorn and took a handful. "Several studs. A yardman and his crew."
My eyes widened. Several studs.
"You think Captain Cucumber is up to taking on a crew of sweaty yardmen?" His eyebrows did the Groucho Marx dance again, causing me to giggle.
I licked the morsel of popcorn and winked at him.
Oh, yeah. Captain Cucumber is up to the challenge.
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Chapter One


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




Chapter Two


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




Chapter Three


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




Chapter Four


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




Chapter Five


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




Epilogue


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


"Wendy Rubbanstuf Kuntzman, Summa Cum Laude." 
I stepped onto the stage and started across to Headmaster Entoomei. At exactly five steps, a voice called out from the crowd. "Way to go, Captain!" 
Brent Knowlton. 
A few snickers followed. He just couldn't let me have one day - my graduation day - without his harassment. The best thing about graduating would be putting his torment behind me. 
Richard Entoomei glared out into the sea of students over his thick glasses, making an idle threat with his eyes. If he'd really meant to silence their bullying, he'd have done it two years ago when it started. More than anyone, I blamed him for the hell that was my high school experience. Kids my age, I decided, had a strange inclination towards cruelty. If left unchecked, we'd all re-enact the Lord of the Flies. We needed strong guidance from parents and teachers, and Dick Entoomei just wasn't that guide.
I took my diploma, shaking his hand and faking a smile for the camera. As I stepped towards the other end of the stage, they announced the only other name that haunted me. Only this name haunted my wet dreams.
"Carter William Latham." 
Fate played a cruel joke on me with our last names. Since freshman year, alphabetical order put me one seat in front of my crush in every class we shared, every roll call, every mandatory activity. I'd memorized the sound of his breath, the smell of his cologne, and the rhythm of pencil scratches from his handwriting. 
But to him, I'd always be Captain Cucumber, the pervert he wanted nothing to do with. After today, we'd go out into the world, ending the alphabetical proximity that put me so close to his delicious person for four years.
And he'd never know how many times I'd touched myself thinking about him.




Chapter One


I moved the same pillow on the couch for the seventeenth time.  
Mark watched me with a half grin and his head tilted to the side. 
I sighed. "Do you think it looks ok?"
"Yes." He came over to me and put his hands on my arms. "Can I make you a drink?"
"Maybe I should do no pillow."
He shook his head. "Babe, listen to me. He's not going to notice the pillow. Or the curtains. Or the arrangement of the furniture. He's coming to see you."
I ran my hands through my hair. "I'm a mess."
"You look amazing. And that's what he's going to see."
My heartbeat thrashed in my ears. "Oh, god, I forgot to put on mascara!" I took off for the stairs. "Can you get the door when they come?"
He called after me. "Yes. And I'm making you a drink!"
Ever since I told Carter about my hotwife arrangement with Mark, we'd been texting, flirting with the possibility of a play date. He'd since me a picture of his gorgeous cock, and I'd finger fucked my pussy raw looking at it. Mark added to my delicious soreness by fucking me every day from the excitement we shared over this new adventure. 
But with the prospect of Carter Latham on my doorstep, all my high school insecurities came rushing out of the corners of my psyche to eat me alive. My hand trembled as I tried to apply the mascara, and as I looked in the mirror, I found every flaw in my appearance. Mark swore he found me insanely gorgeous. Joel, Gage, and Sam's yard crew gave me a boost of confidence I desperately needed. But all that seemed like a distant dream that drowned in my present real-life nightmare. 
Carter Latham would be there any minute.
The doorbell rang, and the air rushed from my lungs. Oh god, what was I thinking, setting this up?
I straightened up and took a deep breath. I got through medical school, and worse, two years of humiliation in high school at the hand of that asswipe, Brent Knowlton. I could get through this. And if it turned out to be a disaster, I could just hang up my hotwife hat, go back to being a workaholic, and give Mark a handjob every once in a while. 
Tearing my eyes from the mirror to silence my self-hatred, I marched out of the bathroom and down the stairs. 
Mark had selected my outfit. A sheer black bodysuit with a zipper down to the belly button and an opening in the crotch. Matching black stiletto heels. And the rhinestone studded slut collar Elise made me wear at Brooke's house. 
But at that moment, I longed for my bathrobe and the safety of my bed. 
Mark's voice called from downstairs. "Babe, you coming?"
I yelled back, trying my best not to sound terrified. "Be right there!"
My hand on the rail to steady myself, I took slow steps down the stairs, listening to the voices at the bottom. I recognized Elise's voice chatting it up with Mark. A more reserved but cordial Carter. He's probably having second thoughts.
But when I got far enough to see their feet at the bottom, I counted one pair too many. My eyebrows furrowed as I took a few more steps, and then I saw the only person who could make this moment more miserable. 
Behind Carter and Elise, his eyes turned down, stood my lifelong nemesis.
Brent Fucking Knowlton.




Chapter Two


I clasped an arm over my tits and another over my pussy. My voice cracked and trembled. "What the fuck is he doing here?" 
Elise darted up the stairs to me and wrapped me in her arms. "Hey, it's going to be ok. Please, just trust me."
Tears burned my eyes, and I shuddered as I whispered to her. "Why did you bring him here?"
"Because it's time to end this. I promise you're the one with the power here. You'll see."
Her eyes peered into my soul, steadying me. Elise had been my rock through the worst two years of my life. If anyone understood the depth of pain that shitbag caused me, she did. And by some miracle, I found strength in her gaze. Because I did trust her. 
I looked past her and glared at him. An unexpected power surged in my body. My spine straightened, and I dropped my arm from my tits, allowing them to be visible through the sheer mesh. Then I removed my hand from over my pussy, exposing it, too.
Unlike the specter of inescapable persecution from my youth, this older Brent looked vulnerable. Almost fragile. He grimaced as I came down the stairs, avoiding eye contact with me. Carter and my husband stepped back, like court dignitaries making way for a queen. 
I growled at Brent. "Look at me!" 
He kept his head turned to the side, but brought his eyes to meet mine. 
"Do you have any idea the damage you caused?"
He nodded, his lips pressed together, and his eyes glistened like he might cry. He lifted an arm and held out an envelope. 
After a few seconds of staring at it in disbelief, I snatched it from his hand and tore it open. Inside, I found a handwritten note. It read, "Wendy, I'm sorry for what I did. I was stupid. And I know there's nothing I can do to fix it. But I'm here to submit to whatever you want to do to me. Nothing is off limits."
Wow. If he knew the images that flooded my mind, he wouldn't have offered. Castration seemed reasonable. But as I looked at him, grown and clearly riddled with guilt, I felt the slightest pity on him. Oddly, the moment gave me something I desperately needed. Just like Elise said. I was the one with the power. My anger had snapped me out of my paralyzing insecurity. And for reasons I couldn't explain, set my pussy on fire. Blood pumped through my crotch, making my clit throb. My juices seeped from my lips, sensitizing the wet skin to the air. Fuck, how did I get so horny?
I turned to Carter, no longer afraid. "Want to help me punish this motherfucker?"
A wry grin spread across his face, and he dropped his gaze to his own crotch. A bulge danced against the front of his shorts. 
"Mmm, looks like you do want to help." I ran my finger along the bottom edge of the long tent, feeling his heat coming through the fabric. "I enjoyed the picture you sent. Been looking forward to seeing it in person."
"I've been looking forward to showing you."
Looking into Carter's deep sapphire eyes, I believed him. The realization hit me like a supernova of truth, shattering more than a decade of self-doubt. My high school crush, Carter Latham, wanted me. Maybe even as much as I wanted him. My pussy throbbed again with a surge of heat, and my heart fluttered from excited anticipation. I'm going to fuck Carter Latham. 
Keeping my eyes locked with his, I spoke. "Elise, could you take the criminal to the living room and give him a good seat to watch from?"
Elise grabbed Brent's arm and shoved him towards the living room. "Come on, asshat."
Carter's grin widened, and his cock continued to pulse in his shorts. 
My chest fluttered with giddiness. "Can you wait for me in there? I want to chat with my husband for a second."
His eyes flickered, and his brilliant white teeth bared with his smile. "As you wish."
I waited for him to pass through the doorway before turning to Mark. 
My husband's eyes danced with an electric bliss that matched mine. He whispered to me. "Oh my god, that was so hot!" 
"I know, right? I don't know what came over me. I'm so turned on!"
He glanced down. "I noticed!"
"Do you think anybody else did?"
"Are you kidding? Those guys were both shook from the way you took control. I mean, so was I." He chuckled. "This hotwife stuff is a really good look for you, babe."
I looked towards the living room door. "I think I can do this."
"I know you can, babe. It's time. You can finally take back your power. And I have a suggestion."
Our eyes met again. "Ok."
"I'll go upstairs and watch over the security cameras. Let you hold court without me there. I'll be right upstairs if you need me, but you're going to be fine. After, we can reconnect. But you need to stand in this moment and face down these demons on your own two feet."
Oh my god, I love him. Mark knew me so well. He knew exactly what I needed to do. I nodded and kissed him. 
"Now go get 'em!" He patted my ass, making me giggle. 
And as he bounded up the stairs, I clenched my fist and turned my attention towards the living room.
Time for Captain Cucumber to end this.




Chapter Three


Elise read my mind, taking a chair from the kitchen and seating Brent in the middle of the living room. She also grabbed a rope from our junk drawer.  Fucking brilliant. Pulling his pants and boxers to his ankles and spreading his legs, she tied his hands behind the chair. His semi-hard cock made me smirk. Having seen thousands of penises, I could assert with authority that he indeed possessed a small dick. Figures.
Carter took a seat on the sofa. 
For a brief instant, I wanted to pinch myself. Carter Latham is sitting on my sofa, ready for me to fuck him. But before I banged my high school wet dream, I had a lifelong vendetta to settle. 
The brighter lights of the living room illuminated my body, and Brent's eyes bulged as he sat staring at it. I slinked in his direction, running my hand over the curve of my hip and licking my lips. "I have questions for you, Mr. Micropenis." 
His cock stood at attention, not quite two inches long. I dropped to my knees in front of him and placed my elbows on his thighs, putting my weight into them. He groaned, and his cock jumped. Hmm, does he like pain? 
"So, Brent, I've been dying to know who the fuck took a picture of me in the girl's bathroom and gave it to you. I know they didn't do it for you because of this." I pulled my finger back with my thumb and unleashed it, flicking the underside of his dick.
He winced. "Owww! No one!"
"It's been ages, Brent. You don't have any reason to protect the bitch who did it." I flicked him again, harder this time.
He growled. "Fuck!" 
"Next time, it'll be your cute little balls."
He bellowed. "Stop! Just, look…” He let out a heavy sight. “I took the picture, ok?"
My mouth dropped open. "You took it?!"
He clamped his eyes shut, bracing for more punishment, and nodded his head. 
"What the fuck were you doing in the girl's bathroom?"
He peeked out of one eye. "Stalking you."
I looked at Elise. Neither of us could believe our ears. "Why were you stalking me, Brent?"
"Look at you. You've always been hot. So, when you went to the girl's bathroom alone, I snuck in hoping to see you in the shower."
A bead of precum formed at the tip of his little white gnome. I flicked it again, knocking the bead loose so that it ran down his short shaft. "And you brought a camera phone with you?"
He bit his bottom lip, nodding and wincing. 
"And did you masturbate to the picture you took?"
His face flushed. 
I hissed at him. "You did, didn't you?!" Then I got up and straddled his legs with mine, hovering my bare pussy above his throbbing baby carrot. "Do you remember what you asked me the day you showed that picture to everyone? You said, 'Do you really think anyone would want to put their dick in your slutty pussy?' Remember that, Captain Clitenis?"
Elise covered her mouth, trying to stifle a laugh.  
I lowered myself so that my opening came within a centimeter of the tip of his cock. "It sounds like you wanted to put your dick in this slutty pussy, didn't you?" 
He tried to grind his hips upward, but I lifted myself just in time to avoid contact with him. Then I slapped him across the face.
He cried out. "Fuck, that hurt!" 
"Awww, did Captain Clitenis think he was going to get some pussy today?" I unzipped the front of my bodysuit, pulling out my tits. 
His eyes locked on them, and he whimpered. "Oh, my god."
"You mean, goddess?" I chuckled and played with my hard nipples. "Would you like to have these in your slut shaming little mouth?" 
He craned his neck towards one, opening it and sticking out his tongue. 
I laughed. "You're pathetic, Brent." 
Taking the hair on the back of his head, I jerked it back and held him while I brushed my nipples against the underside of his chin. "Feel that, Brent? Feel those fabulous tits so close to your mouth? Just like my fabulous pussy is so close to your cock?"
For a moment, I thought about my husband watching on our security cameras and Carter watching from the couch. I knew Mark would be cheering for me and probably stroking his cock, but how did Carter feel about seeing me humiliate his high school friend? I glanced back at him. 
Carter had his beautiful cock out and in his hand, stroking it. Part of me wanted to leave Brent immediately and pounce on Carter with my dripping pussy, but tormenting Brent felt too validating to stop. I stepped back from Brent and looked down at his two-inch grinch. "So, Brent, tell me. Why wasn't it enough for you to keep your little picture and stroke this baby mushroom in your room? Why did you have to spread it all over the school and harass me for two years?"
Brent narrowed his eyes at me, scowling, and then glanced over at Carter. "Because you wanted him." Then, as quickly as it had emerged, his scowl melted away to a sad, beaten look, and his head fell over his chest. "You never once noticed me."
Truth be told, I had. Brent and Carter hung out often, and I was obsessed with Carter, so of course, I noticed Brent. Perhaps it was because they were friends, but I also found Brent somewhat attractive. As horny as I was back then, I might have even fucked him if he'd been nice, but I wasn't about to give him the satisfaction of that knowledge. 
I dropped to my knees, returning my elbows to his thighs, and hovered over his shortstop with my mouth. Hot breath poured from my mouth over his pulsing peanut shell as I mocked him. "So, you wished your cute little shrimp cocktail could dip into this sauce?"
He groaned, trying to thrust up again, but my elbows held him down. 
My head lowered further so that his tip broke the plane of my open lips. Like my favorite childhood game, Operation, I steadied myself to keep from touching my patient. So close, but denying him the pleasure of my mouth. I kept steaming his beanie weanie under the heat of my breath for another minute before popping back up and winking at him. "That's the only blow job you're getting today, Captain Clitenis!"
His penis pulsed, and a glistening trail of his precum ran from his opening down the short slope to his balls. He threw his head back and groaned. "Ahhhh, fucking Christ!"
I laughed as I turned to look at Carter, who also glistened with a much longer trail. "You know, Brent, I never answered your question." Like a cat, I prowled on my hands and knees away from Brent and towards the couch where Carter sat. "You asked who I'd been thinking about when I stuffed that cucumber in my slutty cunt. Well, I have an answer for you now."
I reached Carter and positioned myself between his knees. Wrapping my fingers around the warm skin of his hard shaft, I looked up at him. My heart raced, pumping heat into my neck from my chest. I couldn't believe this was really happening. After all these years, my crush on Carter had lost none of its potency. I couldn't even explain why. The young, insecure teenager inside of me swooned for him, and now his cock swooned in my hand, his precum seeping into my palm. 
"When I fucked my slutty pussy in that shower with a cucumber, Brent, what I really wanted..."
Carter’s cock pulsed, and a fresh flow of his precum ran onto my hand. I licked my lips. 
"...was Carter Latham's cock."




Chapter Four


Much like Carter, his cock was one of the most beautiful I'd ever seen, and as a urologist, I'd seen a lot of them. If I could have crafted the perfect penis, I'd have given it a solid seven inches. Eight tops. A thick girth and a slight curve upward for optimal vaginal stimulation. Then I would have crowned it with a flawless bell, proportioned just right. Make the ridges stand out from the shaft to create perfect pressure and stimulation against the walls of a pussy. And that was Carter's cock. My mouth watered as I studied it.  
So many girls in my high school would have killed to be in my position, holding it and beholding it. And I knew probably more than a few girls in my high school had been in my position. But none of them, I felt sure, had their husband watching them on security camera with his cock in his hands. And none of them got to do it while they exacted sweet revenge on their high school tormentor. Because of all that, I was, for sure, the luckiest girl. 
"You see, Brent, when a woman wants a cervical injection, she needs a cock that's big enough to get the job done, because the cervix is deep in the vagina." Of course, technically, no cock could penetrate my cervix, but Brent didn't know that. Carter's could sure stimulate it. I'd already experienced that with Sam, and ever since, I'd been craving more.
Knowing Brent would have to watch while I fucked Carter made my spine tingle with wicked delight. I intended to put on a good show for him. And for Mark.
I took my thumb and forefinger in a circle that wrapped around about two-thirds of Carter's girth and slid it gently down his shaft to the base. I closed my eyes as I savored the sensation of his warm skin against the insides of my fingers. I'm stroking Carter Latham's cock. My pussy swooned, and more juices seeped out. 
With my other hand, I cupped his balls, wanting to explore him and record memories of every detail of his genitals. For sure, I'd be stuffing myself with cucumbers for years with that mental material. He’d either shaved or waxed the warm skin of his ballsack. It felt super soft. 
I purred. "Mmm, Carter, I've thought about this cock for fifteen years." My eyes opened, and I found him looking at me with feral eyes. The fire in them caused my heart to skip a beat. 
Behind me, Brent grunted. "Ah, fuck!" 
I glanced back to see why. Elise had a similar circle of her thumb and forefinger wrapped around Brent's little shaft and had pulled it tight so that it stood up, begging for release. Of course, she wouldn't give it to him. More than likely, she'd edge him to the point of a painful need to cum, making him wish I'd castrated him. She winked at me, and I blew her a kiss. Being this bad with her had brought a whole new dimension to our friendship.
I turned back to Carter, ready to give him my full attention. "Let's give your friend a good show, shall we?"
Carter tossed his head back and laughed, and his cock throbbed in my hand, suggesting he liked my sadistic side. "You're evil." 
I rose on my knees and positioned my head over his lovely cock. My mouth rested on the swollen head, and I hummed on it, just savoring the feeling of the taut skin against my lips. Drool dripped from my mouth onto him, and I widened the opening of my lips to let them slide down around his meaty bell. A slight tension developed in my jaw from the stretch. Carter was a mouthful, to say the least. 
Lowering my head slowly, I took him in inch by inch, opening my throat to make room for a deeper penetration. 
He grunted, "Fuck, Wendy!" 
Hearing him impressed with my dick sucking skills made me swoon with girlish pride. I pressed my tongue flat against the thick vein on the underside of his cock, lining it like a soft wet cushion. Then I bobbed up and down on it, bringing the head to tap the back of my throat while my tongue hugged the shaft. I hoped to apply the perfect stimulation to the sensitive underside and maximize his pleasure. You're going to remember my mouth for the rest of your life, Carter Latham.
He ran his fingers through my hair while I slobbered on him, letting my saliva drench his shaft and run down onto his balls. As it got slicker, I brought one hand up to my lips and encircled him like a sleeve. Pairing my hand with my lips, I worked that cock like a real whore. Carter's thighs tensed, and his fingers pressed into my scalp. 
With my other hand, I caressed his tightening ball sack, feeling the heat radiate off them. Give me that cum, Carter. I wanted to taste him so much. 
The shaft thickened in my grip, and the head swelled, knocking a wider spot in my throat. His balls pulled up into a tight pouch under him, and his hips clenched. Carter's voice rumbled deep in his chest as he growled. "Holy shit! You're going to make me cum! Where do you want it?"
Oh, Carter. I'm about to blow your mind. This bitch swallows.
I inhaled through my nose and hummed to open my throat as wide as possible. Then I pushed down on him, taking him almost to the hilt, and cradled his balls with a tender, encouraging stroke. 
"Fuckkkk!" Carter's body went rigid, and he exploded inside my mouth. His hot seed shot down the back of my throat, and I gurgled. My eyes watered, and a slight sting burned in my cum gullet, but I wasn't about to back down from giving the best blow job this man had ever received. 
He gripped the cushion on the couch with one hand and my hair in the other. 
I pressed harder onto him while his cock pulsed and unloaded rope after rope into my mouth. After about five squirts, it ran out the corners of my lips and down over my hand. Wanting to capture as much of him as I could, I closed my lips tighter over his shaft and brought them up towards the head. Slurping like a filthy cum whore, I grinned with my cock-filled mouth, delighted at the sound. I sound like such a slut. 
Somehow, Carter's cum tasted delicious. I could drink it with my breakfast. It was that good. A slight sweetness, mild, and creamy. Holding him in my hand while he softened, I licked up every drop from his shaft and the head, cleaning him like a good little cock sucking slut.
His hand fell from my hair and flopped onto the couch beside him. "Damn!" 
I let the head slip from my mouth and straightened up on my knees, sticking out my tongue to show him remnants of his semen on it. Put that in your spank bank forever, Carter. 
His chest rose and fell in heavy breaths, still shook from his climax. "Wendy, that was the best head I've ever had." 
I blushed, and my spine elongated. My tits pushed out, and I rocked my shoulders in a girly, happy dance. I thought of all those high school girls who’d surely sucked him off. The ones who laughed at me when Brent humiliated me. If Carter was telling the truth, I'd bested all of them.
I turned to look at Elise and Brent. He writhed in the chair, a prisoner to Elise's gentle torment. His cock had turned a purplish red, stretched to its meager max capacity. The tip oozed precum to the point of drenching his balls, which looked disproportionately bigger with a slight bluish tint. Ahh, epididymal hypertension. Very uncomfortable. I got a wicked kick from the sight, knowing all too well what symptoms Brent would feel for the next several hours. 
Eyeing Brent, I flashed a devilish grin while I spoke to Carter. "And we're just getting started, Mr. Latham."
Brent whimpered, which made me burst out laughing. "Oh, Captain Clitenis. Payback's a bitch, isn't it?"
And he had no idea just how bad it would get before I was done. 




Chapter Five


I lay back on the couch with my legs spread open. So Brent could see everything, I threw one leg up on the back of the couch and dangled the other off the front, letting that foot touch the floor.  
From that spot, I also had a better view of Brent and Elise. She gave him a few slight strokes every minute or so, keeping him on the edge but not giving him relief. Each time she resumed her stroke, his body turned to a board, and he whined like a little brat. 
She goaded him. "Awww. Do you want to cum?" 
He nodded vigorously, and my partner in crime laughed at him. "Sucks to be you, Brent."
After which he'd growl. "Fuck you, bitch!" 
I scolded him playfully. "Now, Brent. That's no way to talk to my friend. What happened to the contrite man who came into my house an hour ago?" But I knew. Testicular pain could turn even the kindest soul into a murderer.
He spat back. "Fuck you, too!" 
I chuckled. Every time I felt a twinge of guilt about it, I just had to call any of a dozen memories back to the forefront of my mind from those two horrible years. Guilt gone. 
Meanwhile, Carter lay face down on the couch, his clothes removed and his head at my crotch. "You've got a really pretty pussy, Wendy." 
Oh, fuck, am I dreaming? It swooned at the words. I couldn't believe my crush lay there naked, mesmerized by my bare pussy. 
He opened his mouth on the inside of my thigh and licked the skin. Feeling that wet heat on me sent a shiver of want from the spot he licked up to my cunt, and I purred. "Mmmm."
Inch by inch, he worked his way up my inner thigh until his mouth caressed my crotch, just to the side of my outer labia. So close. My hips rolled with hunger for his mouth to break into my wet folds and take me. With my hand closest to the back of the couch, I played with the dark, thick curls on top of Carter's head, not wanting to block Brent's view. 
The veins in Brent's neck bulged, and he cringed as his eyes stayed glued to my bare pussy. "See that slutty pussy, Brent? Wonder what it might feel like on your cute little cock?" 
He swallowed hard and closed his eyes for a moment. 
Carter's hot tongue slipped in between my folds, parting them and capturing all my attention. First, he took it down to the base of my opening. Then he delved into me with it and brought it up in a delicious stroke that brushed both my inner labia until he reached my clitoris. 
It was like he found the fuse box and flipped all the switches to power the circuits around my pussy. The skin on my inner thighs tingled, and my stomach fluttered. My eyes closed. "Mmm, yesss, Carter."
He made another pass from bottom to clit, this time pushing deeper into me. I couldn't see it, but his tongue felt like a young Gene Simmons was between my legs. Damn.
The hunger in my pussy compelled me to spread my legs wider, causing a light stretch in my groin. Carter responded by plunging his tongue so deep in me that the bridge of his nose mashed against my clit. The sensation of that tongue caressing my cavern walls lit a fire at the base of my spine that released sparks up my back. The pressure of his nose on my clit fanned the flames. No tongue had ever been that deep in me, and the fact that Carter Latham filled that blank in my book of firsts made my head swim with euphoric lightness.
He pressed his tongue against the roof of my pussy and brought it up in a slow, firm stroke over my clit. As the entire length of his tongue ran over the throbbing nub, a hot bolt of bliss shot from it up into my core and shocked my heart. I gasped, my back arching. "Holy shit, Carter!" 
Reading my reaction, he repeated the decadent motion, plunging deep into me and brushing up in a firm stroke. My chest and neck tightened with a luscious strain, my body wrapping up like a coil. He continued assaulting me with the wizardry of that one diabolical motion, like turning a crank that lifted me higher and higher each time he did it. My heartbeat thrummed in my ears, and my body buzzed like a reactor ready to blow. 
Then he brought his tongue to a point and focused on my clit while he slipped two fingers into me. The change felt like a shift in gears, magnifying the build up in my body. My pussy sounded like a gushy mess as he plumbed it, driving his fingers all the way in and pressing at the roof on each retreat. The dance of his tongue on my clit pummeled my nervous system with rapid-fire rockets of rapture. Each ripped up through my core and into my chest, where they exploded. 
The muscles in my legs and stomach clenched like my life depended on it. I wailed so loud, I imagined the neighbors might hear. "Oh, god, Carter! I'm about to come!"
He sped up his finger thrusts, pressing harder at the roof, and continued to blast my clit with a flurry of licks. My orgasm came like a freight train, rending my cells with a blaze of heat from my pussy up into my sternum. My head came off the back of the couch, and I wailed at the top of my lungs. "Fuccckk!!" 
Then, something happened that I thought was only in porn fiction. My pussy sprayed like a firehose, releasing a clear fluid all over Carter's face. Like a true pussy hound, he took the torrent, continuing to lap at my clitoris. Each wave of my orgasm pushed another surge of it out of me, and the couch under my ass cheeks dampened. As I drained out onto him, my body turned into a puddle of lightness and bliss. All the tension unwound from my muscles, and I floated on a cloud of orgasmic ecstasy. 
I clung to his hair as my body trembled, panting as I tried to speak. "Holy fuck."
He took my hand from his hair and got up, lifting my leg from the floor and shifting my hips back. The tip of his cock nestled against my tingling folds, stealing my breath from my lungs. I glanced up at him. His face and neck glistened with my juices, and his incredible body towered over me. In my drunken, post-orgasmic state, I struggled to form thoughts, much less words, but everything in me wanted him to take that pussy and pound it like he owned it. To leave his brand on me. His cock had rebounded in no time, and I knew as a dick doctor that only an intense attraction to me could have caused that. Carter Latham wants me. It made my head drift in a sea of endorphins.
For a brief instant, I wondered how Mark was doing upstairs. He'd never seen me squirt like that. Hell, I'd never squirted before. I didn't even know I could. Would Mark be jealous that Carter had done something that no other man had? While the deepest parts of me cared, my body had taken over. Conscience drowned in thick sexual intoxication. I could only hope Mark still loved me in the aftermath. For now, my body belonged to my high school crush.
I locked eyes with Carter and whispered. "Fuck me."
He eased his cock into my slick opening, stretching it with his inflated head. A fresh wave of heat rippled from my pussy, out into my thighs and up into my abdomen. My chest tightened, and I gasped. "Oh, fuck!" 
He kept slipping it deeper into me, pressing at the walls and filling me with himself. Filling me with Carter Latham's cock. My head fell back into the couch, and my eyes closed. My wetness ran out of me at the seams and down onto my ass cheeks as the head of his cock rubbed my cervix. My mouth fell open, and I moaned. "Ahhh!"
Better than a cervical injection.
He reached the deep pocket behind my cervix, then began the slow retreat out. 
The delicious slow fucking of my already jubilant pussy caused brain cells to shatter into some new form of matter not of this world. My chest vibrated as I hummed. "Ffffuuucccckkk."
The head of his cock came all the way back to my g-spot, and he hovered there, rocking his hips in short thrusts and delivering a burst of magic missiles through my thighs. 
I pressed my lips together and winced, reeling from the intense pleasure. 
"Like that?" Carter chuckled. 
I nodded and whimpered, unable to speak. 
"You've got a tight little pussy, Wendy."
Without trying, I clenched around him. My pussy loved the praise. 
He groaned, his chest muscles flexing. "Oh, fuckk."
He plunged back into me, going balls deep and tapping every pleasure point in my pussy. The head of his cock stopped in that deep pocket again, then came back out, hitting every bliss button on the way. 
As he revved up his speed, my tits bounced between the edges of the bodysuit zipper, and I didn't even care if it rubbed an imprint into them. I wanted it to. When I looked in the mirror, I'd know why. Carter Latham did this to me.
His hands pressed at the backs of my ankles, holding me wide and open while he plowed into me. With each thrust, his pubic bone rammed into my swollen clit. His bloated bell rubbed the underside of my cervix, injecting another surge of electric heat into my core. My pussy flowed with a seemingly endless deluge of my sex syrup, making it smack with a sound that echoed against the ceiling. Shit, I'm going to come again, and fast!
My eyes narrowed, locking with his. The fire in them scorched my soul. It felt like a dream. The eyes of my crush, burning with lust for me. My body wound up tight again, as if he increased the tension on an invisible cord extending from my pussy to the crown of my skull. It undulated inside me with each thrust, ravishing all my muscles.
He gritted his teeth, continuing to hammer my hole. The head of his cock swelled inside me, increasing pressure against my walls and pushing me over the edge. 
My orgasm ripped through my body, and I wailed. "Oh my Godddddd!" My eyes slammed shut, and fireworks sprayed across the backs of my eyelids. My eardrums split from the intense pressure and heat erupting from my chest up into my skull. I growled into the air. "Fuccck!!" 
Carter's climax followed, and his hot seed sprayed into my womb. While my body quivered from wave after wave of my orgasm, he emptied inside me, filling me with his warmth. The hot cream flooded my cavern and ran out the sides, streaming down my ass cheeks onto the couch. I hadn't put down a towel, and the mix of our juices would probably stain it, but I didn't care. I hoped it stained. 
He groaned as his body folded from its rigid state and he struggled to maintain his balance. With my liquid legs failing to support him, he tumbled onto me, his sweaty chest pressed against my bare tits. I wrapped my arms around his neck and held him while his cock continued to drain into me. Carter Latham, filling me with his cum. I lay there, drinking in the feeling of Carter's body on mine and floated in the bliss of a thousand wet dreams come true. 
The sound of Elise's moans slipped into the background of my thoughts. I grinned. I didn't have to look. She was stuffing her pussy with her fingers, leaving Brent to be the only poor sap without relief.
Carter lifted himself enough to make eye contact with me. His blue eyes softened, and he smiled. "Wow, Wendy. Why did we wait so long?" 
I laughed and stroked the back of his leg with my heel. "I distinctly remember someone walking away with a big frown on their face when asswipe over there shared his picture with the world."
"I couldn't watch you get humiliated like that. And I didn't know what to do. I'm sorry. I should have stopped it."
I brushed his thick, dark hair back from his face. "A lot of people should have. But we were kids. It's ok."
"It's not. I'm really sorry."
The space behind my eyes prickled, and my throat thickened. Don't cry. I managed a few words. "I forgive you."
Elise chimed in, her face flushed from her orgasm. "Do you forgive this asshole?"
I looked at Brent, narrowing my eyes. "Not yet."
Then I whispered in Carter's ear. "Think you could help me take out the trash?"
He laughed. "Um, sure. I kinda owe you one."
We got up, and Carter helped me extract Brent from his chair, keeping his hands tied behind his back. 
Brent protested. "Hey, what are you doing?"
I winked at him. "The last part of your penance, Brent."
With his pants still at his ankles and his cock still erect, he did his best not to trip while I marched him to the front door. 
"Are you crazy? People will see!"
"You mean, like all the people who saw me with a cucumber stuffed up my cunt, thanks to you?"
Carter opened the front door, and I shoved Brent through it out onto my front porch. He tripped but caught himself against one of the columns. "Ouch! You bitch!"
I patted my hands together to dust off the imaginary remains of Brent's hold on my life and waved at him as Carter shut the door.
I put my hands on my hips, happy with myself. "You'll take him home?"
Carter nodded and smiled. "Yeah, I got him."
Elise came up behind me. "You don't want him to get arrested? Maybe photographed and on the cover of the local news?"
"That would be justice, but nah, I think I'm done with my revenge. It's water under the bridge."
My chest felt light, like the weight of those years had fallen from my body, never to burden me again.
Elise whispered in my ear. "Well, he's going to be in agony from blue balls for at least another couple hours."
We both laughed together. 
I looked up the stairs into the darkness where I knew my husband waited. "If you two don't mind, I'm going to call it a night. I've got some reconnecting to do with my hubby."
I hope he still loves me.




Chapter Six 


Our bedroom was pitch black when I entered, so I reached for the light switch, but Mark's hand seized my wrist. He moved behind me and growled in my ear, "Not so fast, little cheater!" 
My heart leaped up in my throat, and my pussy clenched.
With one hand on my trachea and his other holding my wrist behind my back, Mark nibbled with his teeth on the nape of my neck. 
My nipples swooned, still bare, with the front of my bodysuit open. "So you saw?"
His hot breath singed my skin as he growled into it. "Everything! And I want you to see everything again in your mind. That's why we're keeping the lights off!" He opened his jaw wider and bit harder into my skin, causing it to sting. The pain sensation shot down my spine into my pussy, making it tingle. 
I gasped. "Oh, fuckk!"
He chuckled with a dark, throaty rumble. "You were such a filthy whore with your high school crush!"
Butterflies danced between my stomach and my chest. Considering my feelings about him, fucking Carter felt like forbidden fruit. Like that apple I shouldn't have tasted. But my husband wanted to go there with me, dangle me over that exhilarating edge, watch me squirm in the intensity of it, and see the depths of my infidelity on display. 
Wanting reassurance, I reached behind me with my free hand, groping in the dark for Mark's cock. My fingers grazed the taut head, and a zing rippled up my arm. 
He moved his cock away from my hand and hissed into my ear, heating my earlobe. "Oh no, you will do only what I tell you, cheater!" 
His hand moved from my throat to the back of my neck and up into my hair. Grasping it, he led me like a convicted criminal through the darkness to our bed. Once we reached the edge, he shoved me onto it and spun me around so that I laid on my back. "Spread your legs!"
I obeyed, parting my legs somewhat. He placed a hand on my thigh to force it down, opening me wider. My breath fled from my lungs, and my lips parted to allow its escape. 
Every time we did this, Mark's energy felt ravenous, but something about this felt more intense. More feral. Perhaps because I'd just fucked my high school crush in front of him. I knew one thing. I felt more guilt this time, and that made this moment with Mark feel more vulnerable, raw, and erotic. Whatever he wanted to do to me, I wanted. My body felt so ready to take my punishment. To take his brand.
His fingers found my warm, wet folds, still sloppy from the sex downstairs. He let out a long, low groan as he slipped them inside, feeling my creamy filthiness. "Mmm, you're sloppy with sin!" 
Without thinking, I thrust my hips up into his fingers, wanting his penetration. 
He jerked them out and slapped my bare folds, causing them to sting, and he growled. "I told you, only do what I tell you!" 
I bit my bottom lip, feeling the lingering burn of his spanking on my pussy lips, and then whispered. "Yes, sir."
He chuckled. "Good girl. Now, why don't we review what you did?"
He slipped his fingers back into me with one hand. With the other, he pulled my head towards the edge of the bed. "Open your mouth, whore!"
As I did, the head of his cock bumped into my top lip, giving me a precum mustache. He tilted my head back a bit, holding my hair as reins, and slipped the head inside the space of my mouth. "Let's talk about how you sucked your high school crush's cock in our house!"
I closed my lips over him and moaned around him, remembering the feel of Carter's cock in my mouth as I took my husband's. 
"You're thinking about it right now, aren't you? Seeing him in your mind?" He shoved his cock deep, tapping the back of my throat and causing me to gag. "That's right, you slut! Gag on that cock that you cheated on!" 
My pussy contracted around his fingers, responding to his thrusts into it. His words washed over me, making every cell in my body vibrate with a wicked delight. In the dark, he shone a light into my mind, exposing me. And in the grip of his hands, my body melted in surrender to his reign over me. Who else would my heart bow to if not the man who braved the sight of my lust for my high school crush? Who allowed me to live it out before his eyes? And who took me back as his little slut?
As he fucked my face, his cock throbbed inside me, squeezing out another squirt of his precum onto my tongue. 
I moaned around him, pressing my tongue against his hot shaft and swallowing his secretions. 
He sped up his finger thrusts, causing my pussy to make a smacking sound in the dark. "Hear that sloppy mess? Hear how your cunt is full of his cum and yours?" 
I whimpered, my mouth still stuffed, as a surge of delicious tension formed in my core. It spread to my inner thighs, causing those muscles to tighten. If he kept it up much longer, I'd start coming. 
"And I'm sure you loved letting him lick your faithless cunt while he shoved his fingers into you just like this. Didn't you?"
In the dark, I nodded my head like a swivel around his invading rod and moaned. "Mmm hmmm!"
He slammed his fingers hard into me, grinding the knuckle of his thumb into my throbbing clit. I opened my mouth to wail "fuck!", but his cock stifled me, and it came out muffled. 
Curling his fingers up much like Carter had done, my husband began finger blasting my quivering hole. The same sensation rushed into my crotch that I'd felt with Carter. Now I recognized it. Like my bladder was filling, except I hadn't peed. I'd squirted. And now, my husband pushed the same buttons in my body. "And you squirted for him! For your high school crush!"
His cock got rock hard inside my mouth so that the head caused my throat to ache. His chest resonated as he groaned. "Fucckk!"
My walls contracted, clamping down on his thrusting fingers, and my whole body stiffened, ready to blow.
His last words took us both over the edge. "Next thing you know, you'll be fucking your patients, you whore!" 
My pussy erupted like a firehose, spraying against his hand and all over the insides of my thighs. Holy shit, I'm a squirting slut. I couldn't believe my body could do this. My eyes rolled back in my head, feeling the incredible release, and my body turned to liquid.
His cock exploded in my mouth, unleashing his hot seed against my throat walls. While he drained into me, tidal waves of pleasure rolled through my body, pounding against the rocks of tension in it and turning them to fine sand. 
He shook as his fingers slipped out of me, and a gush of sex juices ran onto the bed. I've got laundry to do. My bones melted into the mattress, and my skin shivered from the air brushing over my sweat. His cock softened in my mouth, and his cum ran out the corner onto my cheek. I'd never felt so filthy with sex fluids, and I'd never been happier. 
Still, there was something I needed to hear from my husband. Three little words that would make me complete.
His grip on my hair softened, and he brushed it with tender strokes. He moved his hips back just enough to slip his cock out. "Slide over. Make some room."
My heart thudded against my chest, aching to hear those words as I obeyed. He slid in behind me, both of us laying in the mess of bodily fluids. His arms folded across my breasts, and his soft, wet cock pressed between my ass cheeks. 
His voice softened. "You know, I'm an awesome husband."
Ok, not exactly what I wanted, but true. "You definitely are."
"And the luckiest guy in the world." 
My heart swooned, and my body melted back into him. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. And I'm just thinking, if I hadn't been an awesome husband and gone on this adventure with you, neither of us would have discovered all these things about you. But since I am an awesome husband..."
I giggled. "A totally awesome fucking husband."
"Oooh, I like that better." He nuzzled the back of my neck with his nose. "Yeah, since I'm that, I've gotten to behold the fierce wonders of your sexual power. And Wendy..." His voice cracked, and he paused. Is he crying? He pulled me tighter into his embrace, and his chest heaved against my back. "...I love you so fucking much." 
My eyes prickled, and a tear formed in the corner of my eye. "You do?"
His voice gurgled, fighting back an ugly cry. "Yeah." He sniffled. "I really do."
Now my eyes unleashed their waterworks, burning with the sweetest sting. I turned around to face him and kissed him. How did I get this lucky? How are we this lucky?
I broke from the kiss and placed my forehead against his. "I love you, too, babe. Thank you for saving me."
A wry grin formed on my mouth as a thought crossed my mind. "But babe, there's no way I'm fucking a patient. That violates my Hippocratic oath."
He chuckled. "Ok, Doctor Wendy. If you say so."
"I'm not, babe."
"Mmm hmm."
I'm not. That would be just too...
He kissed my forehead. "Good night, babe."
"Good night, Mark."
And as I closed my eyes, visions of Derek Longermeet's cock slipped into my mind. 
And my dreams.
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Chapter One


The last several weeks took me on a wild ride. The warp from workaholic to sexaholic gave me an odd mental whiplash. Not that I regretted it. After all, it transformed my marriage, and I now woke up every morning full of energy and anticipation of what my day had in store for me. But I'd only scratched the surface. 
Little did I know where all this was heading. 
That I was racing towards a cliff, and if I took the leap, it would change my life forever.
Perhaps some subconscious intuition tried to prepare me. I'd been questioning whether I even wanted to continue being a doctor. Being a slut felt so much more fulfilling. One night, I joked with Mark about setting up an OnlyFreaks account. He nearly jumped out of his chair with excitement about the idea. 
A knock came at my office door, interrupting my thoughts, and my nurse, Sarah, ducked in. "Dr. Bhagadix, your next patient is waiting in Room 12." A mischievous grin surfaced on her face. "And you have no patients for two hours after that."
I never told her about my hotwife adventures, but no one could miss the change in my mood. That glow I brought to the clinic every day since fucking Joel in that hotel. But why the grin? Who's my next patient?  
I pulled up the schedule on my computer, and my heart skipped a beat. Derek Longermeet. I hadn't seen him on the schedule when I went over it that morning. He must've been a last-minute work-in. I grabbed my purse and pulled out my makeup mirror to check myself. Then I unbuttoned two buttons on my shirt to open the neck and expose my cleavage. 
Wendy, what are you doing? I'd flirted a bit more with patients since starting my hotwife life. I even took a bit more time examining the prettier cocks. But crossing that line with a patient remained a hard no. I had to cling to some shred of professionalism. I'm a doctor. 
But if any cock made me think twice, it was Derek's. It haunted my wet dreams on many nights. My hands clenched and released as I pictured it. Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my clipboard and headed out of my office to room 12. 
When I entered, Derek stood up from the examination table, his sapphire eyes glistening. "Hey, Dr. Baghadix." 
My smile got ahead of me, reaching to my ears and making my eyes light up. Just being around him stirred a playful naughtiness in me. "I didn't expect to see you today. What a delightful surprise."
"Thanks for working me in, Doc."
"It's a pleasure working you in, Derek." I set the clipboard down on the nurse's station and faced him, my eyes trailing down his body to his crotch. His pants struggled to contain his bulge. "What brings you in today?"
"I've got a little bit of skin irritation on my, umm..." 
"Your cock?" My face flushed. Wow, Wendy. What happened to that professionalism?
He chuckled. "Um, yeah. That."
I stepped forward and placed my hands on the waistband of his pants. "Well, why don't we have a look?"
His Adam's apple bobbed, and his eyes flickered as they dropped to my exposed cleavage. 
I unfastened his pants while I looked into his gorgeous blues. Thoughts of my reputation and oath as a doctor drowned in a sea of hormones. What has gotten into me? My new life made the old one seem less and less important.  "I actually unbuttoned the shirt for your viewing pleasure, Derek." My shoulders pressed back, causing the blouse to open wider and my tits to press out at him. 
His eyes remained glued to them, and his pupils dilated. "They look nice."
"I thought maybe some visual material might help with the exam." I reached into his boxers and wrapped my hands around his hard, hot shaft. 
He gulped, and his eyes met mine for a brief second before closing. 
"Does that feel ok?"
He nodded, his lips parting. "Yeah."
I pulled my hand back out and pushed his pants and boxers off his hips, about halfway down his thighs. His gorgeous cock sprang out, waving like a magic wand. My mouth watered as I stared at it, falling under its spell again. "I see a lot of cocks, Derek, but none of them makes me want to misbehave quite like yours. So we need to take good care of it."
His voice cracked as he stuttered. "Wh... what do you recommend?"
"Well..." I ran my hand down the length to the base and encircled it with my thumb and forefinger, causing the skin to tighten and the head to swell. "You said the skin is irritated? Any idea how that happened?"
"I've been, um..." His face flushed. "...I've been masturbating a lot."
With my other hand, I caressed the vein on the underside, using a gentle stroke of my fingertips. "Ahhh. Just can't keep your hands off this beautiful cock, hmm? Do you think about anything when you're jacking off?"
He nodded, his ears turning a brighter crimson. "Yeah, I think about you."
I purred, dropping into a squat and bringing that beautiful meat closer. "And you jerk this gorgeous dick with a fury when you do, hmm?"
His cock throbbed in my grip, and a drop of pre-cum formed at the opening of his swollen head. 
"Oh, look, Derek. Your cock wants release." I pressed the hot head against my cheek, nuzzling it while I eye-fucked him. "I think I know just the solution. So, if you're getting irritated during self-pleasure, you need better lubrication."
I lifted the shaft and placed my open mouth at the base. Slipping my tongue out, I widened it and pressed it against the pulsing vein so that I covered the entire width of his shaft. Then I let my saliva run out onto my tongue, brushing up the underside to paint a wet stroke on him that reached all the way to the ridge of his meaty bell. 
He groaned, and I chuckled, thinking about Sarah in the clinic outside. She'll wonder what we're doing. Or maybe she knows.
At the top, I enclosed my lips over his inflated head and sucked up the juices he'd leaked out. Mmm, slightly salty. 
There I was, breaking my last rule. Throwing my Hippocratic oath out the window and learning the taste of my patient's pre-cum. And in the middle of my clinic. My pussy swooned at the thought. I'm such a filthy slut, and I love it.
I'd become quite skilled at giving head and even deep-throating a man. Just a few weeks ago, the thought of doing that to a cock of Derek's size would have terrified me, but I'd left those fears far behind. It gave me a heady sense of power, knowing what I could to do a man with my wicked mouth. Derek would never forget this appointment. I'm going to blow his mind.
With my hands gripping his hips, I inhaled through my nose and opened my throat, sliding it down around his massive rod. My saliva glands kicked into gear, coating him with a thick layer of spit that eased his passage deep into me. Like a champ, I took his entire length in, until my lips rested at the base of his shaft and the tip of my nose pressed into his lower abdomen. 
He gasped. "Holy shit, doc!"
My chuckle vibrated around his head. Ever since the first time I'd seen him in my clinic, I'd thought of this cock. My first encounter with it rattled me enough to look again at the Captain Cucumber buried inside. To let her back out. And now, finally, I had this cock buried deep in my throat. 
I hummed with open lips around him as I pulled back and let it slide out of me. The guttural sound filled the room. For sure, Sarah knows what we're doing now. 
The firm ridge of his head grazed my top lip, and I dove back onto him. 
He struggled to keep his volume down, hissing into the air. "Fuck!" 
My cheeks ached from a girlish grin trying to form around cock-stuffed lips. God, I love sucking cock. Thanks to the relaxation and lubrication in my throat, I took the plunges of his thickness in stride, like a deep tissue massage to my throat walls. I continued to push saliva onto him with each dunk and gurgled around him like a shameless whore. 
Soon, the head swelled inside me, increasing the pressure on my airway. I kept the nasal inhalations going along with a perfect cock-milking pace. At the top of my next bounce, I paused and glanced up at him with sultry eyes. His arm muscles tensed as he gripped the sides of the exam table, and his forehead wrinkled as his eyes clenched shut. Give me that cum, Derek.
I resumed my attack, pressing my fingertips into his hips to let him know I wanted every drop of his seed in me. His doctor, the cock-sucking slut. That little coaxing did the trick, and he groaned. Hit hot jizz sprayed against the back of my throat and coated my tongue as I kept sliding up and down the shaft with my mouth. 
After the second rope of his cum fired, I drove my lips down to the hilt and mashed my forehead against his stomach, wanting to show him my thirst for him. I clung to his hips and held myself down on him while he emptied into my gullet. 
His body convulsed, and he panted. "Fuckkkk."
I held him fast until he softened. Then I eased my mouth back, tasting the trail of his cum as it drained onto my tongue.
He peeked down at me through his parting eyelids to catch the sight of his head resting on my bottom lip. I let it fall off and stuck out my tongue to show him the small pool of his cream on it. Then I swallowed the rest and winked at him.
He shook his head, grinning. "Damn, Doc."
I stood up and smirked as I licked my lips. "I think I got a good enough sample."
He snickered. 
"But you're going to need further treatment."
He tilted his head back and heaved a laughing sigh. "I'm going to need a minute."
I giggled, feeling a flush of warmth in my chest. "Oh, don't worry. That's all I have for you today. I'm thinking about a follow-up treatment plan."
"What do you have in mind, Doc?"
I tapped my fingertip against my cheek, my lips pursed and curled to the side. "Let me make some phone calls. I'll be in touch."




Chapter Two


I tapped my steering wheel as I sat at the stoplight. The moon hovered in a cloudless sky and cast a brilliant light down into the space of my car. Perfect for my make-up reunion.  
Since I missed my actual high school reunion, Elise and I decided to host a small one of our own. And what better place than to return to where it all started? The girl's locker room at my high school alma mater.
We invited just a few of my new friends, including one person I never imagined I'd include in that group. Brent Knowlton. After I'd exacted my savage revenge on him, I figured he'd lose his penitent spirit and revert to being the hateful bully of my youth. After all, I'd taken him to an edge that made him curse me. 
But he surprised me. 
A week later, he texted, expressing more regret for what he'd done to me. 
And something more. 
Turned out, he got off on the humiliation. Especially from me. And to serve his penance for crimes against me, he wanted more. My pussy throbbed against my car seat as I imagined each detail of the plan we agreed to. The perfect mini-reunion. 
I turned onto the main road, headed for my high school. Remembering the security guard's face when he saw my tits, I laughed out loud in the car. Small price to pay for his agreement to look the other way. He may never have caught us. After all, we only invited a few friends. Not like we'd make a big scene. Still, better to have that base covered. And besides, my tits rocked, and showing them to people was quickly becoming a favorite way to entertain myself.
But as I turned into the school, my heart leaped up in my throat. Cars filled every space in both front parking lots, and several people walked from them towards the gym. I drove closer, and my eyes widened. Several of the women wore green from head to toe. A few men painted their faces with it. And one wore a huge costume. 
A life-sized cucumber costume.
I shook my head in a slow, back-and-forth sweep. Nooo. How? 
As I pulled around to the gym side of the campus, the crowds grew larger. All of them formed a sea of green. Green outfits. Green balloons. Green posters held over head. And they congregated around the gym. The site for my mini-reunion with just a few close friends.
Fuck. My. Life.
I pressed my head against the steering wheel and thumbed out a text to Elise. "Are you here?" 
In seconds, she responded. "Yep! Can't wait to see you!"
"Are you seeing this shit? What are all these people doing here?" Send.
"Captain Cucumber has fans!" 
Oh, my god! I rubbed my palms against my mini skirt, trying to wipe the cold sweat from them. I could just drive off. Run away and disappear. 
I cracked my window to listen to the sounds outside my car. The mob filled the night air with various cheers, laughter, and shouting. Intermittent blasts from fog horns pierced their thick hum. My heart thrashed against my chest. This is my worst nightmare. 
A woman's yell sliced through the horror suffocating me. "Hey, it's Wendy!!" 
Oh, fuck, no!
My eyes scanned the crowd and spotted Angela Hooker pointing at my car. Angela, one of the many girls laughing the day Brent humiliated me in front of everyone. I considered putting my car in reverse and peeling out of the parking lot. And perhaps running her over in the process. 
But then I noticed the crowd following her, moving from the gym towards me. 
And cheering.
"Wendy! Wendy! Wendy!"
Angela clapped and jumped up and down, tears streaming down her cheeks. Tears? Really?
She ran up to my car and came to the passenger side, knocking on the door. I gripped the steering wheel, wondering about her mental stability. And mine.
But some force moved my hand and made me unlock the door. 
She climbed into the passenger seat and reached across the car to wrap her arms around me. "Oh my god, girl, I'm so excited!"
My body tensed in her embrace. What the hell?
She pulled back and looked at me. "Wendy, there's something I've been wanting to say to you for, I don't know, at least ten years." 
I pressed my lips together, recalling the way she nearly fell into her friend laughing at me on the worst day of my life. 
She looked down, folding her hands in her lap. "I can't imagine what it was like for you in school after what happened. I'm sure it was agony. But I can tell you what it was like for me. I split in two. I acted how I thought people wanted me to act. I laughed. I made fun of you. Because I was scared. Terrified, actually, that the same thing could happen to me. That someone might catch me in a vulnerable, sexual moment, and expose me. So, I became two people. My true self, and the fake self I used to hide her."
My mouth fell open. Her words spread like lightning through my understanding of my high school experience, causing a radical shift in perspective. A total flip of the paradigm. 
She pointed at the crowds. "And do you see all these people? We all hurt because of what happened to you. I've talked to at least thirty of them over the last two hours." 
"Two hours?"
"Wendy, they started gathering this morning, waiting for you."
I lifted my hands to cover my eyes. Then peeked out between my fingers, looking through my windshield at the emerald ocean of bodies.
"They all know about that day and what happened to you. Some of them were there. Some just heard about it. But it affected all of them. That story and the fear that seized them. Fear that they might get found out, exposed, humiliated. Just like you did."
Fresh tears flowed down her cheeks.
"But you survived it. And now you're overcoming it, Wendy. The fact that you're here tonight... You're a hero for all of us." She darted across the car and hugged me again, and this time... slowly... I returned her hug. My eyes prickled, and a surge of heat flowed from my chest up into my throat.
Then I squeezed her tighter, tears stinging my eyes. "Is this real?"
She laughed through her sniffles. "Yeah, girl. It is. C'mon!"
She released me and climbed out of the car, joining their chants of my name. "Wendy! Wendy!"
I set a hand on my door and took a deep breath. Ok, I can do this. When I emerged from my car, the crowd erupted in a swell of cheering. Green pom-poms lifted into the air, shaking and shimmering under the moonlight. Air horns screamed against the night sky in a triumphant chorus. 
The heat pumping in my chest spread out and flooded my whole body, causing it to tingle. 
They resumed their chants, becoming like one powerful voice. "Wendy! Wendy! Wendy!"
I closed the door and walked towards them. As I got closer, those in front backed away, making a path for me that led to the gym. A girl screamed from the crowd. "We love you, Wendy!" 
My throat thickened. It took my mind a minute to grasp the reality of the situation. To accept that I hadn't stepped into a dream. I recognized some faces as my high school classmates. Countless others, I didn't recognize, but from a deeper place inside, I felt them. I understood that, like me, they had cowered in darkness under the yoke of sexual shame. But in that moment, they, like me, stepped into the light.
I reached for my collar and unbuttoned the top button. It triggered another swell of cheering. And I continued, unfastening button after button, revealing my cleavage. 
My fans chanted. "Strip! Strip! Strip!"
My muscles buzzed with a rush of adrenaline. I felt like I could have lifted a car.  
Once I had the shirt unbuttoned, I peeled it off and swung it around over my head like a flag. 
My cucumber army bounced with such thunderous fervor, the ground under my feet shook. The thick vibrations tickled my pussy, and it swooned. Standing in such a brazen expression of my true self in front of so many made me drunk with power. 
And horny. Oh, god, I wanted to fuck in front of all of them.
I kept removing clothes, to their roaring delight, and tossing them into the crowd. When I bared my tits, I shimmied my shoulders, causing them to shake for my fans. And once my skirt and panties came off, I spanked my ass, making it jiggle for them. And for me. 
The night air brushed my naked body, and the energy of their eyes on me tickled every cell with a delicious sensation. I wanted to lie down in the grass and let their lust and affection bathe my body, washing away the years of self-hatred. 
But I had a mission. And a score to settle. For me and for them.
One very large, muscular dude had covered his entire body in green paint. I walked up to him, and his eyes and smile widened. "I like your body paint. Can I borrow some?"
He beamed. "I'd be honored, Wendy."
I drug my finger across his chest, wiping out a flesh-colored stripe in the green canvas and gathering the paint onto my fingertip. Then I brushed it under each of my eyes, decorating my face for war. 
But no longer a war against anything. This was a war for something. 
A war for me. 
For us. 
For every slut and whore who hurt from the death of Captain Cucumber. 
I headed for the gym entrance amid their cheers.
It's time for her resurrection.




Chapter Three


I smirked at Elise. "I thought we said just a few people." 
She laughed at me. "I swear I just invited the people on our list."
All the invitees lined the walls in and around the girl's locker room showers. Brent and Carter. Elise, Noah, and Joel. Hailee, Alex, and Gage. Brooke, Dale, and their yard men. My husband, Mark.
And Derek. 
The school still hadn't caught up with the times, so the showers consisted of eight shower heads sticking out of the walls around a single, large shower room. No privacy. Just like it had been over a decade ago. And perfect for this moment.
I walked over to the spot where I'd stuffed my pussy with a cucumber ages ago. "Most of these people aren't even going to see. There's not enough room in here."
Mark spoke up. "So, babe, remember we talked about you getting an OnlyFreaks account?"
A bolt of electricity shot from my chest into my skull. I turned and looked at him. And then at each of them. This was my moment. Somehow, I knew it. The moment I could choose to forever burn the bridge and overcome my past. 
"I set up an account for you just in case you'd want to live stream tonight so everyone outside can see."
I cocked an eyebrow and grinned. "Just in case?"
He laughed. Again, he knew exactly what I needed. 
"Honey, you know if I do this, I can kiss my medical career goodbye."
"But it doesn't make you happy." He smiled at me. 
It didn't. "But it makes us a lot of money. It pays the mortgage."
"Maybe this could, too. But even if it doesn't, you'll be free. We can get a smaller house."
God, I love him. "You're sure about this?" 
He nodded, his eyes glistening. "So sure, babe. The world needs Captain Cucumber."
I clenched my fist, feeling my heart swell. I might lose my reputation. And my career. But I had him, and I had myself. My true self. More than ever before, I had what mattered. "Then stream it."
[image: image-placeholder]While Mark pointed his phone camera at me, I motioned to Brent to come join me in the infamous spot. "Hey, everyone. My name is Wendy Bhagadix, and I'm standing on a spot that changed my life. When I was in high school, Brent here caught me stuffing my pussy with a cucumber, and he shared a picture with the entire school." I dropped to my knees in front of Brent and unzipped his pants. His little cock poked a tent in his boxers, so I wrapped my fingers around it. "Mmm, already hard for me. I love it."
He dropped his head back and groaned. 
"As you might imagine, those were dark times for me, but we're moving past that today." I dug my fingers under the waistband of Brent's boxers and pulled them down. His cock stuck out like a baby carrot nose on a snowman, and the tip glistened with the stain of his precum. I stuck my tongue out, licking the tip.
He shuddered. "Fuck!" 
I chuckled, letting my hot breath wash over his pulsing peanut as I spoke. "Brent gave me a nickname that I've come to embrace. He called me Captain Cucumber." 
The walls shook as loud cheering erupted both inside and outside the gym building. My spine tingled. I guess they're all tuned in. Taking Brent's little cock between my forefinger and thumb, I stroked it the short distance from his sensitive spot under the head to the base. "So, today, I'm here with..." I looked around me and smiled. "...a few hundred of my friends to show you just who Captain Cucumber is."
A thundering reprise of my fans chanting "Wendy! Wendy! Wendy!" pierced the walls and flooded my mind. The energy of their passionate support caused every cell in my body to vibrate, especially the ones in my pussy. Moisture seeped from between my bare lips and made the skin tingle from the steamy locker room air wafting over them. 
My mouth opened in a smile as I leaned forward and engulfed Brent's cock. With my free hand, I cupped his balls and tucked them up so that they joined his Vienna sausage in between my lips. I hummed around him. "Mmmm." 
He growled. "Holy shit, Wendy!" 
I chuckled around him. Gripping his ass with my hands, I pulled his body into me, attacking his little cock with my suction. He tried putting a hand on my head and gathering my hair into his grip, but I batted it away. Then I returned my hand to his hip. Letting his balls slip from my mouth, I began bobbing in quick bursts up and down his short shaft, from the ridge of his little head to the base. 
Brent's thighs tensed, and he howled. "Oh my God!" 
I kept him in the snug sleeve of my enclosed lips and nursed his cock, feeling it throb. He held his hands up around his head, clenching his fists, and his neck corded. 
But before he could blow, I popped my mouth off with a smack. 
His chest heaved as he panted, and his face glistened from the breaking of his sweat. 
"You want to cum, don't you? Let all these people see me take your seed the way you've dreamed about? Because you have, haven't you? Played with your little niblit and fantasized about that?"
He grimaced as he nodded. 
I stood up, holding his erection on the tip of my finger. "Well, Brent, before we're done, if you're a good boy and keep your hands off your cock, we're going to let them see exactly that. But you keep that cum for me, ok?" 
His eyes opened and met mine. 
Amazing how different they looked now. Surrendered to me. As though he'd gladly spend the rest of his life letting me do this to him to make up for what he'd done to me. 
He lowered his head. "Yes, Captain."
Mark followed me, still filming, as I walked to the center of the showers and gestured to Derek, who'd gotten naked for me. "Now, for the last five years, I've run my own, very busy Urology clinic. This gorgeous man is one of my favorite patients. And since this stream will probably kill my medical career, I might as well go for broke, break my Hippocratic oath, and fuck his brains out on camera. What do you say?"
The Cucumber brigade erupted in another deafening quake of cheers that rattled the rafters. 
"But I wouldn't be Captain Cucumber if I didn't get extra slutty with it, so let me introduce you to my high school crush." 
A nude Carter Latham stepped into view of the camera, holding a bottle of lube. 
"In my clinic, we frequently perform prostate exams on our male patients. But ladies have a sort of prostate gland, too, called the Skene's gland. And some of us..." I pointed to myself with both hands. "...can squirt from our cunts when that gland has been properly… ahem… examined." I winked at Mark's phone camera and laughed. "And it's possible to do it during anal sex. Now, I have a confession."
I cocked an eyebrow as I smiled with my pursed lips. God, I'm having fun. "I'd never had anal sex until a couple weeks ago when my husband broke my anal cherry." 
Mark did the best to steady the phone while he lifted an arm beside his head and kissed his bicep. Several in the group laughed.
I nodded at him with narrowed eyes. A few months ago, neither of us would have imagined doing that together. But so much had changed. 
"So, I'm still a little tight back there, but Carter brought plenty of lube, and he's going to be gentle. Who knows? Maybe he'll rub my Skene's the right way and unleash the waterworks."
A couple of male voices inside the gym yelled. "Get it, Carter!"
"But if he can't, it's ok. Because..." I held five fingers up for the camera as I raised my voice. "I've got five more cocks lined up tonight to rail both these holes!"
My heart and eardrums trembled under the avalanche of sound triggered by my words. I laughed, pressing my hand against my sternum. I love my new fans.
Derek laid his back on the thick yoga mat that Elise put down, and I stepped over him, straddling my legs on either side of his hips. "Time for that treatment I told you about."
He laughed and shrugged his shoulders. "Doctor's orders."
I squatted and placed my fingertips on his muscular chest. Then I lowered my pussy while he held his cock to line it up with the hole. When the warm head touched my lips, I groaned. "Fuck, yessss!" 
Mark moved around behind me to get a closeup of my pussy as it slid down over Derek's thick shaft. It glided into my slippery slit, stretching my walls and sending a cascade of tiny tingles up into my core. I lowered my knees to the mat, settling in for the ride. My eyes closed, and I rolled my hips. Oh, shit.
It could have been the hundreds watching. Or their cheers. Maybe this bathroom and its meaning to me. Or just the fact that it was Derek's cock. A cock I'd fantasized about for weeks. 
I wasn't sure why, but I knew I'd be coming hard and quick. My pussy clenched around him, and my thighs tensed. I hit a high note as I panted. "Oh, fuck!" My mouth hung open, allowing the muggy air to caress my lips. I dug my fingernails into his chest, and I sped up with my hips, hungry for release. My sloppy pussy smacked with each crash down onto his ballsack. Fuck, I'm so wet. I whined, and the sound echoed against the bathroom tiles. "Mmmm, yeah! I'm gonna come on your cock, Derek!"
He clung to my thighs and ground up into me so that our pubic bones collided and massaged my swollen clit. That put me over the edge, and I wailed. "I'm coming!!" A blast of heat exploded from my cunt and shot up the barrel of my spine into my skull. I shook on top of him, my tits jiggling, and clung to his sides with my thighs. 
A distant rumble of cheers pierced the thick fog of pressure in my ears. But I didn't have to hear or see them. I could feel them. My new army, celebrating Captain Cucumber's return. 
My body went limp, and I collapsed onto Derek, my eyes closed. My tits mashed against his chest, and our body heat melded us into one balmy seam. I grazed my lips against his while waves of pleasure rolled over me. "How's the treatment going?" I snickered. 
Derek grabbed my ass cheeks in his hand and pulled them apart. A second pair of fingers applied something cool and wet to my asshole. Mmmm, Carter. While he worked his fingers into my anus, Derek resumed thrusting his hips up into me, grinding my clit each time.
I rested my cheek against his so that my mouth hovered near his ear as I whispered. "Oh my God, Derek. I love your cock."
It swelled inside me, pressing the ridge of his head against my walls. 
For a moment, I considered how wrong most would deem my behavior. My married, raw pussy taking my patient's cock on a livestream. Another man's fingers in my ass. God only knew who all might see it. Something about it felt so incredibly liberating. What else did I have to hide? Nothing. I'm free. 
Carter's fingers delved deeper and caressed the wall of my inner sphincter. As though he'd spoken the magic password, it relaxed, and he slipped them further in, breaching the space of my rectum. A strange tide of comfort spilled out into my hip muscles from my anus and rolled down my thighs. 
I purred in Derek's ear. "Mmmm. His fingers are deep in my slutty asshole."
Derek lifted a hand from one of my ass cheeks and brought it back down in a firm swat. 
My lips parted as the sting dissipated in my skin, and I growled. "Look at you. Spanking your doctor's ass. Because she's such a whore." He'd been so shy in my clinic. This aggressive side of him surprised and delighted me. 
His grip on my cheeks tightened, and he drove his cock harder up into my pussy. It sent a bolt of intense sensation up into my core, and I gasped. "Oh, fuck!" 
"Spanking your ass while hundreds of people watch!" As he spoke, he continued teasing my a-spot with short thrusts of his cock, buried deep in my cunt.
"Yes! All of them seeing the truth. That I'm still a whore!"
Carter slipped his fingers out and placed the lubed head of his cock at the entrance to my asshole. 
I whimpered, nodding to let him know I wanted him inside me. 
He planted his hands on my lower back and eased himself inside. The head opened up my anal canal more, giving me an intense feeling of fullness. Having the hands of both men on my lower body while their cocks stuffed me made me feel so slutty. Fuck, I love this. I hissed. "His cock is in me."
Derek grunted. "And you love it, don't you? Love showing the world what you look like with your holes filled?"
He sped up his micro thrusts, increasing the stimulation to my a-spot with a delicious friction. 
I whimpered in his ear. "Yess!"
Carter's cock eased back out as he slowly got into a rhythm. The two rods inside me created a symphony of sensations, as though someone turned a dial on all my pleasure receptors to up the power. Suddenly, I felt whole in a way I didn't know was possible. Like those two holes had forever waited to be filled, together, at the same time.
I planted my hands on either side of Derek and arched my back, lifting my head like a cobra. My tits jiggled under me from the accelerating impact of both men stuffing my holes. 
Mark brought the camera to my face, and I looked right into the lens, my narrowed eyes tingling. My chin dangled from my jaw, and I let my tongue slide out. I nodded to let everyone see just how much I loved what was happening. So they could see what a whore I truly was.
Carter's rhythm matched Derek's, and my body wound up again, building towards another crescendo. 
I squeezed my eyes closed for a second, wincing with pleasure. "Oh, fuck!"
My pussy clenched around Derek, and a new surge of heat spread through my lower body. 
Derek grunted. "Oh, shit, Doc. You're going to make me cum!"
I hissed through gritted teeth. "You're going to fill this married pussy while the world watches?" 
His eyes flickered and locked with mine, and his head launched off the mat. "Oh, fuck!" 
His rod turned to granite inside me, and the feeling hurled me over another edge. I wailed. "Oh, fuck, I'm coming!" 
My body unwound in another quake. Swells of energy stampeded from my twat up into my chest. The pressure inside cranked the volume on my screams. "Fuccckkk!!!"
Both men came right after me, flooding my holes with their hot cream. Carter clung to my waist as he drove his pulsing cock into me and held it there, unloading jet after jet into my anus. 
I clamped down on Derek, milking him for every drop. "Give me all of it!" 
The veins in his neck bulged under the skin, and he panted. As my womb overflowed with his seed, it ran out the sides of his shaft and lathered the space between our crotches. So nasty. I love it.
Carter pulled his softening cock out of me, and the deluge of his deposit drained from my asshole to mix with Derek's.
I lifted my hips, letting Derek slide out of me. I grinned as I kissed his lips. "You took well to the treatment." I lifted my left leg and arm, letting him roll out to the side. 
I grinned as I thought of my livestream viewers. The show Captain Cucumber was giving them. And it was just starting. Two cocks down. Five to go.




Chapter Four 


Someone wiped my pubic mound with a warm, wet towel to clear away the excess cum. Gage offered Derek a hand to lift him up. I thought about Gage's celebrity status. Surprisingly, he seemed to have no hesitation about being filmed doing this. For sure, many of my new fans would recognize him.  Oh, shit. This livestream might go viral because of Gage. Would this hurt his career? Once people saw his amazing cock, I guessed it could only help. Because he's a man.
He slid his toned body under me like a mechanic sliding under a car. His erect cock brushed against my stomach, making my heart flutter. 
Looking into his dreamy eyes, I beamed, and my earlobes warmed. "Hey, handsome. Nice seeing you again. Thanks for making time out of your busy schedule."
He cupped my face in his hands. "I wouldn't miss Captain Cucumber's big debut." Butterflies danced in my stomach. 
While I continued to fall into the chasm of his eyes, he took his cock and pressed it up against my sloppy folds. 
I gasped. "Oh, fuck." 
"I've been wanting to get back in that perfect pussy of yours, Wendy." 
My chest swelled, and my spine straightened. Sure, he was a gorgeous celeb, and he could have any pussy he wanted. Months ago, I wouldn't have believed his compliment. But Gage was right. My pussy was perfect. And powerful. 
I squared my shoulders, cocked an eyebrow, and grinned. "Well, then, what are you waiting for?"
He aligned his head with my hole, and I lowered onto him. 
My eyes rolled back in my head. "Fuckkkkk."
Oh, that sweet curve. It hit all the right spots, from the front to the back. And thanks to my pussy's creamy state, his cock slipped in with perfect ease. 
Joel's voice came from behind. "Hey, beautiful!" 
I turned my head to the side to call back to him, my smile making my cheeks bunch. "Hey, sexy!" Joel would always hold a special place in my heart. The man who popped the top off my hotwife bottle. Thanks, Elise.
Joel applied a fresh squirt of lube to my asshole. Not that it needed any more lubrication. Carter's cum still oozed out of it. But Joel's thickness would take me to the next level, so I appreciated it, all the same.  
Once Joel got in position, the two men got into a swift, perfect tempo, as though they'd practiced it. Joel's thickness compressed the space inside my lower body, which increased the pressure of Gage's perfect curve against the roof of my pussy. They created the perfect storm, and my body responded by bursting off the starting line like a drag racer. 
I shrieked. "Holy shit!!"
All the nerves in my legs and hips reverberated like someone had plugged them into a socket. My tits jiggled as my studs pounded my two holes, and the thin membrane between those holes warmed with an increasing pleasure. "Fuccccck!"
Joel barked out at me. "You like that, Captain Cucumber?"
I pressed my lips and eyelids together, nodding as my head bobbled. My whimper vibrated my throat. My core wound up in a tight coil, building towards my next orgasm. Fuck, I'm losing count. Gage's curved cock kept milking my g-spot, and as it did, a pressure formed in my bladder like I needed to pee. 
I opened my eyes and bored into Gage's, goading him in a low growl. "You're going to make me squirt if you keep this up."
His eyes narrowed, and he gripped my ass cheeks to increase his leverage. His next thrust made his pubic bone grind on my throbbing clit. 
A whimper burst from my lips. "Oh, fuck!"
Gage sped up his thrusts, increasing the knocks on my g-spot door.
Joel shifted with him, also speeding up, so that both my holes made loud, squishy sounds. Hot energy from the stimulation deep in my anus rolled up my spine and made the hairs on the back of my head stand. Oh, God, that feels amazing. The slick, sloppy feeling of copious lube and cum in both holes caused my chest to expand. 
Joel's cock pulsed inside my asshole, stiffening like a baton. It further tightened the space in my cunt, enhancing the stimulation from Gage's captivating curve. 
The pressure in my bladder reached a bursting point, and I wailed. "Oh, shit!" 
Mark dashed around behind me again, moving his camera angle in anticipation of what was coming. 
All at once, my pussy gushed, and I let out a long, loud moan. "Fucccckkk!" All the tension in my body transformed into liquid, and I became pure bliss. The backs of my eyelids became a screen on which a rainbow of geometric shapes unfolded like a beautiful kaleidoscope. The sounds around me became thick and fuzzy, as though I heard them underwater, and my heartbeat thundered in my ears like the steps of a giant. 
Every muscle relaxed and melted into gooey glee, and I collapsed onto Gage. He wrapped his arms around me and kept pounding my gushing cunt. I recognized my voice as though it came from someone else, bouncing off the walls. It screamed from intense pleasure, begging for more. "Yes, fuck me! Beat that pussy up!" 
Another orgasm rolled through my body like waves on the surface of a crystal sea. My mind floated on it like a sailboat being carried to a beautiful tropical island. A paradise of endless orgasms.
Gage hissed in my ear. "I'm cumming inside you!" 
I drifted some place beyond physical sensation, so the spray of his cum into me only brushed my awareness like a feather. His energy, however, engulfed me like a tidal wave of white heat. Joel came, too, and my body convulsed in the blending currents of their climaxes.
My body awareness came back, and the heat of their sweaty skin against mine made me swoon with a deep satisfaction. We lay together in a sandwiched pile of warm flesh, intermingled like one organism. Joel's chest against my back pressed me into Gage's muscles, and somehow, it reminded me of a womb. Like I couldn't be safer or more protected.
Their cocks softened inside me, and Joel chuckled, lifting himself off. As he slipped out, his seed drained from my asshole, mixing with the streams of my ejaculate and cum running down both my thighs. He patted my lower back, and he panted. "Fuck, Wendy!"
I smiled as I looked into Gage's eyes. "Thanks for giving me that delicious cock again." 
"Any time, Captain."
I rolled off him onto my back, letting the shower tiles next to the yoga mat cool me. Every cell of my skin tingled with sweat, and my tits rose and fell with my heavy breaths. My damp hair clung to my head, and my insides buzzed with the afterglow of so many epic orgasms.
Mark panned the room, filming the others standing around. He whispered to me. "Need a break, or do you want to stay on camera?"
"Let them see me."
He pointed the camera back at me, and I spread my legs, baring my sloppy pussy for my viewers. I ran a hand over my breast and teased my nipple with my fingertip. My other hand slipped down over my abdomen and found my filthy cunt. I dug in it with my fingers and brought out a sample of the syrup inside it, holding it up for the camera. "See how filthy I am, everyone?"
The walls shuddered from a surge of cheers. Mark chuckled. "They're still going strong out there. I think more may have shown up since you arrived."
My eyes beamed. How did this happen? How had my tribe materialized in a single day? It seemed like magic. And maybe it was. Cucumber Magic.
"We've got some more cocks for you. Unless you've had enough."
I narrowed my eyes at Mark. "Is that a challenge?"
He laughed.
My spine stiffened. "Bring on the next round!"




Chapter Five


When Bull stood in front of me with his massive dong, I said a silent prayer of thanks to Gage and Derek for stretching my pussy out and lubing it up with their cum. I cupped the underside with my hand and pointed to it with the other. "See this huge dick, people? Can you believe he's fucked me before and I survived?" 
Bull chuckled and put an arm around me. 
"Thanks for being here." 
"No problem, ma'am."
He laid on his back, and I climbed on. To my surprise, his size felt good. A nice stretch that returned me to that feeling of fullness. Sam got in behind and slipped his length into my asshole, and thanks to the prior work from Carter and Joel, my ass let him in without a hitch. Rocky stepped up, placing his feet on either side of Bull's head and his hard cock near my face. I placed my hands on his thighs to steady myself while his fellow yard boys eased into my holes. 
Mark brought the camera phone close to my face, and I turned to look into it. "For my next trick, I'm going to have cocks in three holes." 
A new chorus of "Wendy! Wendy! Wendy!" started, and I laughed. 
With my newfound deep-throat skills and Rocky's more manageable size, I'd look like a professional cock sucker. I smirked at the new reputation I'd be developing as I burned my last one to ashes. I wrapped my thumb and forefinger in a ring around the base of Rocky's shaft, pulling it tight so that the head swelled. Then I took him in my mouth.
He stepped into me, making it easier for me to take him all the way into my throat. Sam and Bull slowed to micro thrusts, letting me dictate the pace. I became like a string of beads on an abacus, rocking forward and inhaling Rocky's cock. Then back and taking Sam and Bull deep into my ass and cunt. As I found my rhythm, I sped up, feeling the three cocks moving in and out of my holes. Electricity coursed up and down my spine, making my skull vibrate with a constant containment of spraying sparks. 
The feeling of so much cock in me gave me a heady sense of divinity. Like I'd become a real sex goddess. And, of all places, in the showers where I'd stuffed my cunt with a cucumber. The place that haunted me for more than a decade with crushing shame. I'd returned and reclaimed the space. Reclaimed my true self. 
I felt invincible.
Rocky groaned, and his cock surged, tapping the back of my throat. I pressed my fingertips into his hips and moaned as I nodded my head, urging him to fill my throat with his seed.
The ground under us shook with the rumble of my tribe mates cheering me on. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mark moving around like a professional cameraman, capturing the event from every angle. I imagined his cock must be aching with need to burst, but he'd kept his hands on the phone. I love him so much.
Rocky's thigh muscles tensed under my palms, and his seed sprayed the back of my throat. I hummed around him in a long, lascivious celebration as he emptied into me. He must've gotten extra aroused by all the visual stimuli, because he flooded my mouth, and his semen ran out onto my chin. I gurgled, swallowing much of it, but I couldn't contain it all. 
He stepped to the side, pulled by my friend Elise. She'd gotten naked, too, and flashed me a wicked grin. "I've got some coming out to do as well, don't you think? Wanna show them what a fabulous cunt licker you are?"
I matched her grin and nodded. 
She looked at Rocky. "Think you could help a girl out?"
He held out his arms while she lifted her leg into them, spreading herself out to expose her pussy to me. He stepped back, stretching her wider and lowering her pretty pink twat to my lips. 
I wondered how much more the gym walls could take. No sporting event had inspired the deafening clamor that my little reunion did. 
Elise put a hand on my damp head as my tongue caressed her tender folds. 
Bull and Sam increased the power of their thrusts, working in tandem, and shoving my face into Elise's pussy each time. I planted my tongue on her throbbing clit and let their rhythm do the rest of the work. 
She purred. "Mmmm, yesss. Lick that cunt!"
Their ramped-up movements stirred a new buzz in my pussy, winding it up yet again for another orgasm. My stomach muscles tightened, and a fresh wave of heat spread into my thighs. 
I moaned into Elise's wetness. 
She let out a girlish growl. "Mmmm, she likes it, boys! Keep fucking those filthy holes!"
The tension moved up into my sternum, and the cords in my neck strained. I cried out into her wet warmth. "Fuck!!" 
My pussy and asshole both clamped down on their cocks, and they grunted in unison. Both cocks exploded inside of me, flooding my body with cum. 
Elise held my arm with her hand as I trembled and wailed. "Oh, shit!!!" 
My orgasm ripped through my body, rocketing up from my pussy, past my chest, and into my skull. I guess Elise caught the vibe, because she cried out too, and her twat gushed her juices onto my face. Her fingers clung to a handful of my hair, and her legs shook. 
I lifted myself off of Bull and Sam's softening meat missiles, and lurched forward, reaching under Elise and cradled her ass with both forearms. The boy's cum drained out of my holes and ran down my legs as I buried my face into her sloppy cunt. I wanted to bathe in her juices while the fans watched us. 
Rocky held her steady while she trembled and panted. "Fuckkk, Wendy!" She lowered herself, and we descended together onto the floor. I kneeled, and she straddled my knees. Our sweaty, naked bodies embraced, and she stroked my sodden hair.
She chuckled. "Holy shit, girl."
I nuzzled my head against her collarbone. The woman who started it all. I owed her so much, and I looked forward to showing her my appreciation. 
But I had a promise to keep.
I patted her back, and she got up with help. 
I twisted my waist, looking around. "Where's Brent?"
He inched forward from the wall, his shirt gone and his pants still at his ankles. His little soldier stood at attention with a purple helmet that glistened with his precum. Poor baby.
I pointed at the mat. "On your back, Brent. You've been a good boy, and now you'll get your reward."
He obeyed, so that his head faced me and his body pointed towards the wall. I crawled across the tiled floor towards him like a tigress surveying their prey. "Now, Brent, my pussy is just dripping from the cum of three other men. That's what you're getting. A sloppy, filthy pussy." 
He tilted his head back to watch me approach, nodding with eagerness as his cock jumped.  
I placed my hands on either side of his chest and draped my sweaty tits over his face. He moaned into them, and I rocked my body to the left and ride, raking them over his open mouth. "Mmm, you love these tits, don't you?"
He grunted into them, his mouth muffled by their size. 
I continued crawling, pulling them away from his adoring mouth and dragging them over his chest. Once my mouth reached his cock, I kissed it and licked the head, tasting his flavor. When my pussy reached his face, I lowered it and ground it into his open mouth, spreading my filth all over him. He wrapped his hands around my thighs and lapped at my sloppy folds like a hungry little pussy hound. 
After he'd cleaned my outer lips, I moved further down and turned my body to face him, lowering my pussy to hover just above his cocklette. I bounced over him, teasing his cock, letting it dip into my warmth only to be deprived again. "How much do you want this nasty pussy, Brent?"
His voice broke as he panted. "Oh, God, so much!" 
I looked up at the camera. "See, people? Enemies to pussy lovers." A spattering of laughs, both male and female, echoed through the locker room. 
"Beg for it, Brent."
"Please, please, Wendy, put that pussy on my cock!"
"Mmm, I like the sound of that. Tell me more."
"I'm sorry I shamed you. I wanted you then, just like I want you now."
I lowered myself enough for my lips to graze the tip of his cock, and he gasped. 
"I forgive you, Brent. Who knows? If you hadn't done what you did, maybe I'd never have become..."
I dropped my pussy onto him, engulfing his cock in its hot stew of juices. "Captain Cucumber!"
He wailed. "Oh, fuck!!!"
I ground on him with powerful rolls of my hips and clenched down on his little sausage with my pussy walls. He writhed and huffed against closed lips. 
"Feel that dirty cunt on you, Brent?!"
He whimpered. "Oh, shit!! I'm going to cum!"
I smirked. Not even a minute-man.
His tiny tot jerked inside me and surrendered his essence to the sea of semen already inside me. 
I kept crushing my pubic bone into his, milking him for everything he had. My tribe unleashed the loudest roar of the night against the gym walls, and I lifted a fist in the air to join in their celebration. 
When his little tweaks subsided, I climbed off him, patting his cheek. 
I had one more thing I had to do. 
The perfect ending to my new beginning.




Chapter Six


I crawled to Mark and kneeled in front of him, looking up into the camera. My eyes prickled, and my throat thickened. "There's something I need all of you to know." 
I reached out for his belt and started to unfasten it. Other times in the last several weeks, after I'd fucked around, Mark’s eyes would burn with feral lust. But not this time. This time, Mark's eyes glistened with a deep softness, even as his cock surged against the tent in his pants. The arousal between us in that moment went far deeper than the animal. It burned like an inferno from the deep bond we shared. A soul tie that had finally found its expression in this new adventure together.
My eyes stung as tears filled them. "I wouldn't be here tonight doing this if it hadn't been for this man. He saw me and knew me when I couldn't see myself." The tears brimmed over my eyelids, and one streamed down my cheek. I threw his belt on the floor and unzipped his pants. "Now, I'm Captain Cucumber, and you, for sure, are going to see more of me." I tugged on his pants and boxers, pulling them down and freeing my favorite cock. I sighed with a deep satisfaction at the sight of it. "But I wouldn't have found her again if I hadn't first become Wendy Bhagadix. So I want you to watch me as I worship this cock." My voice cracked as I said the next words. "Because it's the one that has my heart forever." Another tear rolled down my cheek as I wrapped my hands around it and drew closer with my lips. 
Mark kept his phone pointed at me, giving the world a POV look at Wendy Bhagadix, aka Captain Cucumber, sucking cock. The cock I belonged to. The cock I'd serve the rest of my life. 
I swirled my tongue over the head, lavishing it with my deepest emotion and adoration. Then I licked the shaft from the base up to the head before taking it into my mouth. I knew it would take no time for Mark to blow. He'd been watching his favorite live porn for over an hour. 
And when he came, I took my mouth off and pointed him at my face, letting his essence fall on me like the sweetest summer rain. I wanted everyone watching to see my face covered in his cum. To see how he owned me. Because if anyone had reclaimed anything in these adventures, Mark Bhagadix had reclaimed me. 




Epilogue


My nurse, Sarah, gave me a weak smile. "I'm really going to miss you, Dr. Bhagadix." 
I hugged her. "We'll stay in touch. Don't worry." 
"Last patient?"
"Yeah." I patted her back. "Last patient."
I pushed through the doorway to the exam room. "Hey, Mr. Truelove. How are the testicles today?" 
Grant Truelove chuckled. "Much better, thank you."
"Laying off the sex?"
"Not hardly." 
"Well, I have some news. This is my last day as your doctor. I'm retiring."
"Oh, I hate to hear that."
"Well, it's kind of your fault." I smirked.
His eyes widened, and I laughed.
"Relax. I'm actually super happy about it. Last time you were here, you told me about the unusual arrangement you and your wife have."
He let out a sigh and laughed. "Geez, doc. You had me worried there. So, yeah, what did you think of that?"
"Well, I tried it."
A bright grin spread from one of his ears to the other, and his eyes lit up. "Nice. And how did that go?"
"Really, really well." 
Our visit turned into the longest, most fulfilling visit I'd ever had with a patient. I told him the whole story. From my high school experience all the way to my epic night in the girl's locker room. The resurrection of Captain Cucumber. "Now, I've got six hundred thousand followers on OnlyFreaks and growing."
"That's awesome, Doctor... err... Wendy. I'm so happy for you."
"Yeah, me, too." I folded my arms over my chest. "But you know, there's something about the virtual thing that's… I don't know… lacking. I just feel like there should be a place somewhere for all these people to come together in person. Like a haven. Almost like a church for sluts."
Grant Truelove pressed his lips together in a smile and nodded. 
"I think, Wendy, it's time that you met my wife."
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