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  Foreword



When I was invited to be a part of a multi-author collaboration series, I was initially nervous. Why? Because it’s something new. I’ve always held on tightly to my own schedule of writing and publishing and my own methods of editing, formatting and marketing. Trying something new where I didn’t have all the control and where I had a set of parameters to work between was different. And different can be scary.




But I’m glad I went for it. Writing this story was hella fun and creating a short story that fitted into another series was an enjoyable experiment too. You don’t need to have read any of my Holiday Hotwives stories to enjoy this one, but maybe if you enjoy this frivolous festive feast, you may be interested in checking out the series proper.




Anyway, enjoy this naughty slice of holiday hotwifery and I wish you a very merry Christmas and a happy and healthy new year.




Paul







  The Ultimate Hotwife Christmas



[image: Image]

Join in the holiday spirit with these naughty hotwives and the men who love them.




Part of the Ultimate Hotwife Christmas series. This multi-author series explores the lives of women who fulfill their dirtiest fantasies with more than just their husband.




21 filthy holiday stories where the wives get stuffed and find out that holiday gifts can come in a variety of packages.




Find the series at: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifechristmas
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I’m happily married. I really, truly am. So, I never thought I’d be writing a story like this. But here I am, sitting in front of my computer on a cold and frosty night in late December, journalling the experience that my husband and I enjoyed just a week ago.

I don’t need to record it like this. It was a vacation that neither of us will ever forget. It would be impossible for our trip to the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa to ever fade into the hazy recesses of our memory because it was that memorable. In fact, I think it might be a life-changing journey for us as a couple. Our marriage will certainly never be the same, I can say that for certain.

So, no, I don’t need to write it down, but here I am, my fingers gliding over the keyboard, turning my recollections of last week into words on a screen. Words for you to read and hopefully enjoy, just as I will enjoy reading it back, my fingers gliding over an entirely different button as I relive it all over again in my mind.

I’m a different woman from what I was before the vacation. My husband, Luke, is a different man. We’re changed. We’re transformed. We’re happily married. We really, truly are. But now, our marriage is better than it ever was before and a new, exciting future lies ahead of us. New ideas to explore. New possibilities. And it all started two weeks ago when our friends, Mike and Debbie gave us a Christmas gift.

* * *

“Are you sure?” I said, looking at the tickets in my hand. “We can’t accept this.”

“Yeah, you can,” my best friend Debbie replied. “I’ll be honest with you. Mike and I won the vacation. It’s not like we paid for it. Mike entered an online competition and we won.”

We were at Mike and Debbie’s house for dinner, something we did every month and this time was special because it was the week before Christmas, so we’d bought gifts for each other.

“What is it?” Luke asked, looking over my shoulder at the tickets.

“A Christmas weekend for two in Italy,” I replied. “On the Amalfi Coast.”

“That’s next week,” he pointed out, then turned to our friends. “Short notice.”

“We were going to use the tickets ourselves,” Mike explained, rubbing a hand over his shaved head. “We won the tickets a couple of months ago and were looking forward to going but Debbie’s mum has fallen ill and we need to be here to look after her.”

“That’s a shame,” Luke replied sadly. “I hope she’s going to be okay.”

“She will be,” Debbie nodded. “And yes, it’s a shame for us but it’s a wonderful opportunity for you and Claire. I hope you can make use of it and that it’s not too short notice.”

“Well,” I said slowly, turning to face Luke. “I don’t see any reason we can’t go. We haven’t got anything major planned, so…”

“Let’s do it,” he smiled happily at me. “Wow. This is so exciting.”

“Thank you,” I grinned, feeling my own sudden swell of excitement. Luke got up and shook Mike’s hand and I did the same, giving Debbie a hug.

“The only thing is,” Mike said, suddenly all seriousness. “When you get there, you must insist on what they call Standard Service. They might offer you custom service, but you don’t want that.”

“What’s the difference?” I asked, topping up my wine glass from the bottle that Debbie offered me.

Mike and Debbie looked at each other for a moment. He stroked his bald head again and Debbie fiddled with her long, blonde hair awkwardly before eventually answering.

“Custom service has a lot of extras but they’ll end up costing you a lot of money. Or potentially charging us a lot of money as the tickets were finalised under our name.”

“Standard Service is excellent,” Mike added. “It’s a five-star hotel and all the good stuff is included. I believe there’s a spa with a hot tub, live entertainment, a private beach, and everything you could ask for. Custom service is just a way of milking you for more money.”

“Got it,” I nodded, the realisation that we were going to spend Christmas in Italy washing away the brief thoughts of why our friends were acting so weirdly. “Standard Service it is.”

“This is amazing,” my husband said, taking the tickets from me and scanning them himself. “But now I feel terrible because all we’ve got for you for Christmas is a case of wine.”

“Wine is good,” Debbie laughed. “I hope we don’t have to wait until Christmas to open them because this one-” she waved the almost-empty bottle that I’d just drained into my glass at us, “-isn’t going to last much longer.”

“Get it opened,” Mike said, taking the gift-wrapped case from Luke as he pulled it from beneath the table. “Let’s raise a toast to the best Christmas ever.”

“And the best friends ever,” I added.

“Best friends forever and ever,” Debbie agreed, smiling but fiddling with her blonde hair nervously again. Looking back, I now know why she was nervous, but she needn’t have been. The Christmas weekend that she’d gifted us was just what Luke and I needed, what our marriage needed and what our sex life needed. We just didn’t know it yet.

* * *

“This place is beautiful,” I sighed, looking at the fabulous Art-Deco-styled lobby of the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa.

It was Christmas Eve, one week since the dinner with Debbie and Mike and upon arriving safely at Naples airport, we’d been picked up in a limousine and chauffeured in style to the most fabulous hotel I’d ever seen. Our chauffeur, a very handsome dark-skinned Italian named Enzo, dropped us at the foot of a set of grand marble steps where we were greeted by a rather dapper English gentleman, who introduced himself as Dennis Webb, the owner and proprietor. Now, he was leading us to the check-in desk, manned by a beautiful black woman.

“This is Luke and Claire,” Dennis introduced us. “Our Christmas competition winners.”

“Wonderful,” the receptionist smiled at us, looking Luke up and down in a fashion that made me feel slightly uncomfortable. “And you are here for custom service, I believe?”

“Ah, no,” my husband corrected her. He couldn’t tell them that we weren’t the contest winners as the prize wasn’t supposed to be transferable. “We’re happy with the Standard Service.”

“But,” Dennis interjected, “You won custom service. You entered the competition knowing what that was, yes? The website and forum explained-”

“Oh, yes,” Luke lied. “It’s simply a cost issue - time of year and all that sort of thing. You know how it is. Standard Service is fine.”

“There is no cost,” Dennis explained. “Everything is free, as explained in the entry forms and on the documents you have in your hand. Even your drinks and meals are free for the duration of your stay.”

“I thought the optional extras were at an additional cost?” Luke glanced at me.

“Optional extras,” Dennis mused the words over in his upper-class English accent. “Please, Luke, trust me. Custom service is what you have won and is what you will receive unless you really don’t want it. Everyone at the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa will work hard to ensure that you have the best Christmas weekend you could possibly hope for, whatever you choose.”

Luke listened to what the hotel owner said, then turned to me. “What do you think? If there’s really no extra cost…”

“Why not?” I replied with a shrug. “We want to enjoy this weekend, right?”

“Oh, you will,” the black receptionist smiled at me. She was incredibly beautiful and I kept an eye on Luke to make sure he didn’t check her out but my husband only had eyes for me. He grinned at me happily.

“Shall we go up to our room?” he asked.

“Let me get your keys ready,” the receptionist said, punching a couple of keys on the computer in front of her and then passing us two key cards. “You’re in the Milano Suite. Enjoy your stay, Luke and Claire.”

* * *

Dennis Webb led us to our room, which was on the second floor, midway down a long corridor with windows that looked out over the crystal-blue waters of Positano Bay.

“The Suite is one of our best rooms,” he said, pushing open the heavy oak door after I inserted the key card. “I will let you settle in, then I hope to see you for a chat at dinner. The restaurant is where you came in and to the left. Service begins at six o’clock.”

“We’ll be there,” I assured him. Dennis was quite handsome for an older man. His tanned, lined skin and tall, slim frame made him attractive to me and the grey flashes running through the dark hair at his temples did nothing to diminish his appearance.

He smiled, gave me a small and slightly-odd bow and then left us. I watched him go, wondering what it was about him that was piquing my curiosity but there was something… interesting about him.

“We’re actually in a suite.” Luke was pacing rapidly around the room, openly marvelling at the opulent, cream leather furniture and huge television at one side of the room. They had even erected a beautiful real Christmas tree in the corner, the fresh smell of which permeated the room. “Wow. Come and look at this.”

I followed him through a door into a glorious bathroom, complete with a freestanding bath and then back out into an equally impressive bedroom. The bed at the centre was enormous and when he sat on it, his eyes widened further.

“What is it?” I asked, then realised as soon as I sat next to him, the soft swaying of the mattress giving it away as a water bed.

“It says we can change it to a conventional mattress if we wish,” Luke said, picking up a note from the huge, puffy white pillows.

“I don’t mind it,” I said, bouncing up and down and enjoying the comforting motion that followed.

“This says that there are Champagne and chocolates and a Christmas gift waiting for us on the balcony,” Luke said next, walking over to the wide glass patio doors and pushing them open. “Here we go.”

When he turned back around, he had a huge green bottle in his hand and a small wicker hamper inside which was a small selection of chocolates and a shiny, golden gift card.

“Your Christmas gift is an invite to our exclusive special Christmas roast dinner,” I read it out loud. “On Christmas Day afternoon, you will be pampered and treated by our very own Silver Service waiter, Pietro and our acclaimed chef, Matteo, to a roast like you’ve never had before… With all the trimmings.”

“This just keeps getting better and better,” Luke said, looking out from the balcony and I set down the gift card and joined him. The hotel was perched high on the cliffs overlooking the beautiful, bustling resort of Positano nestled in the bay and the view was exquisite. I gazed at my husband. He wasn’t tall or particularly handsome like Dennis, his short blond hair didn’t have distinguished grey wings, but he was kind and generous and he loved me as much as I loved him. Everything felt perfect.

My hand found Luke’s and he took it, squeezing it gently as we enjoyed the mild Italian winter breeze in our hair while the bright sun warmed our faces and in that one moment, I felt like something amazing was going to happen to us.

I was right. But I’d have never in my wildest dreams imagined what that amazing something was. The Christmas roast was going to be special indeed, just not in the way Luke and I were expecting.
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Viola, the gorgeous black receptionist, helped me to hire a car for the weekend and I took Claire for a drive that afternoon, taking in the splendid sights of the rocky Amalfi Coast and doing a little shopping in the bustling town below the hotel. The winding streets and seafront were decorated with Christmas trees and lights everywhere you looked.

I couldn’t have asked for a more romantic weekend getaway and by the time we returned to the hotel that evening for dinner, Claire was the happiest I’d seen her in a long time. The smile she gave me as we found our way to the expensive-looking restaurant was genuine. Her brown eyes twinkled happily and even though her long, dark hair was tousled by the cool breeze coming in off the sea, to me, she was nothing short of beautiful.

I was a lucky man. Claire’s gorgeous eyes, pretty face, lustrous hair and curvy frame made me the envy of many of my friends and quite what she saw in me, I didn’t know, but we’d been in love since university and for that, I felt truly blessed. Unlike me, Claire had been with a few other partners before we got together and I would never understand why they didn’t marry her but their loss was my gain.

As the dark-skinned, bald-headed young waiter led us to our table, I saw his eyes drink in Claire’s figure appreciatively but I didn’t mind. I found it flattering when men admired my wife. Sometimes I even wondered if some men fantasized sexually about her and that boosted my ego too.

“Ciao,” said another man, an exceptionally tall and handsome man who could have been a male model if it wasn’t for the Chef’s whites that he was wearing. “My name is Matteo. I am your head chef for tonight and tomorrow.”

“Ciao,” Claire responded in her best attempt at an Italian accent. “I’m Claire. This is my husband Luke.”

“Signora Claire,” Matteo replied, taking her hand and kissing it while holding her gaze. He paid me no heed. His attention was fully fixed on my lovely wife and she seemed to be enjoying his obvious attention, pushing a lock of dark hair behind her ear and flushing slightly.

I cleared my throat when he stayed there a moment longer, still holding her hand and the two of them turned to look at me. “Is there a menu?”

Matteo nodded. “Certo,” he said in his deep voice. “I shall send Pietro over to take your order.”

The bald-headed waiter came over and then proceeded to reel off a selection of courses on offer, from which I chose pizza quattro stagioni because that was the only thing I recognised.

“What is it with all the hot men working here?” Claire said, wiping her brow after Pietro finished taking our orders and left.

“Pietro?” I asked, for some reason noticing how tight his pants were as he passed our order to a pretty blonde woman on the other side of the bar that lined one wall of the restaurant.

“And Matteo,” Claire said, her eyes also still on Pietro. Was she looking at his ass? It did look like a very firm and tight bottom but she still shouldn’t be looking. “In fact, it’s all of the men. They’re all good-looking enough to be Hollywood actors or models or something.”

“Ahem,” I waved to catch her attention. “I am here, you know?”

“Sorry,” she giggled. “You can’t say anything. I saw the way you just looked at the blonde barmaid just now.”

“What?” I frowned. I had looked her way but I hadn’t checked her out like Claire was clearly doing with the two Italian men. “I mean, she’s cute, but-”

“And I wouldn’t be surprised if you fancied the black woman on reception too,” my wife raised an eyebrow.

“Are you joking?” I asked, leaning forward over the table. Sometimes I couldn’t tell if Claire was fucking with me. She likes to fuck with me like this sometimes. She said I could be uptight and needed to loosen up but I wasn’t uptight. I just wasn’t a joker like she was. Claire was definitely the more confident and mischievous of us as a couple.

“Limoncello,” said the familiar British voice of Dennis Webb as he appeared from behind me with a tray on which were two yellow-coloured shots. “When in Amalfi, you must try the Limoncello.”

I took a sip of the icy cold liqueur, surprised at how it tasted. I expected it to be sour, like lemon juice but instead, it was very sweet and very strong, leaving a delicious, intense lemon flavour that lingered for some time afterwards.

“May I have a word with you in private now?” Dennis asked me after Claire and I talked about how delicious the drink was. 

“Sure. Why?” I asked, curious he was asking only me.

“You must excuse us for a moment, Miss Claire,” the hotel owner apologised to my wife who looked as equally surprised as I was. “At the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa, we have an annual Christmas tradition, a special gift for the lady which the husband is allowed to select. I will only steal Luke for a short time.”

“Okay,” Claire replied then smiled at me, her brown eyes twinkling again. “Have fun.”

Dennis led me from the restaurant and into a small adjoining room where a table was adorned with several, small, ornamental glass vials.

“Italian perfumes for your wife,” he explained. “Please smell them and choose the one you like. It will be a present to her from you, courtesy of the hotel.”

“That’s fantastic,” I said, continuing to be impressed with everything at the Azure View. “Thank you, Dennis.”

“And of course,” the tall older man closed the door behind us. “I wanted to talk to you about the custom service aspect of your stay.”

“Sure,” I nodded, smelling the first perfume which was spicy and sweet and reminded me of cloves.

“I’m not sure you know what custom service includes,” Dennis continued. “Can I ask what the website was that you entered the competition from?”

I’d just been smelling the second bottle, a fresh citrus scent but I put it down as he asked. We’d been caught out. Somehow he knew we weren’t the contest winners.

“The thing is,” I began, picking up the third perfume. This one smelled of roses. “I know we should have told you before, but we didn’t actually win the contest. Our friends did. They gave us the tickets. I hope that’s okay?”

“Ah,” Dennis nodded while watching me pick up the final bottle. “I see.”

“You don’t have to give Claire a gift,” I said, putting it back down without even smelling it. “If we’ve broken some sort of rule, then I apologize-”

“You don’t have to apologize,” Dennis replied. “And yes, we will still give Claire a gift because I like her. She is very beautiful. Smell the final perfume and tell me which one you like.”

“Thank you,” I replied. The final bottle smelled sexy, a musky, rich smell that reminded me of leather and yet also of cookies. It was delicious. “I’ll take this one, please.”

“Good choice.” Dennis took the bottle from me, then stared over my head as though looking into the distance. “Tell me something, Luke. You are Claire are married, yes? Nothing else you’ve told me is a lie?”

“Happily married,” I nodded. “I apologise. I know I should have told you that we were gifted the tickets but-”

“No, it’s fine,” the hotel owner seemed deep in thought, rubbing his temple with a knuckle before continuing. “I did wonder why you hadn’t filled in the questionnaire I sent.”

“Questionnaire?” I asked, then realised that Mike probably neglected to send it. “That must have been sent to my friend, the friend who won the competition.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Dennis went on. “I wasn’t too concerned because this was only a weekend trip but perhaps I should have chased it up and made sure to collect names and more information. It would have saved this embarrassment.”

“Embarrassment?” I looked at the hotel owner who was turning the bottle over and over in his hands, wondering what he was talking about.

“The name of the competition was A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast,” Dennis stated, his pale blue eyes finally resting on mine. “Does the term hotwife mean anything to you, Luke?”

“That I have a… hot… wife?” I asked hesitantly.

“Then custom service isn’t for you,” the hotel owner answered firmly. “You should return to your table. Pietro should be bringing out the first course soon. I asked him to bring you a wine selection too, so that should be there waiting for you.”

Something wasn’t right. Dennis held the door open that led back to the restaurant but I didn’t move.

“Are you upset with me?” I asked slowly. “I don’t understand what just happened but please, whatever it is, don’t ruin this trip for Claire. She really needs it. We need it. Things have been… difficult, at home. We’ve had a fabulous day today and I’d really love it if you’d allow us to enjoy the rest of our weekend. You don’t have to give us any gifts or custom service, whatever the optional extras are, in fact, I’ll pay for everything. Just, please, don’t ruin this for my wife. She’s so happy and her happiness is everything to me if that makes sense?”

“It makes perfect sense,” Dennis replied, then took a deep breath and considered me for a moment. “I can tell you that my hotel specialises in making wives happy. We cater especially for men who bring their wives here to make them happy. That’s all I am going to explain to you. Now, please, go and enjoy your meal and don’t worry.”

“Dennis, you’re not making any sense.”

The hotel owner sighed, then reached into his pocket and passed me a card. I looked at it. It was a business card for the hotel, a fancy card, glossy black with metallic gold writing.

“If you visit the website on the reverse of the card,” he said softly, leaning past me to look into the restaurant for a moment. “It will explain everything but I will warn you, that if you do, it might surprise you and potentially lessen the enjoyment of your stay.”

“What?” I asked but Dennis was already walking past me, breezing in the opposite direction of the table where Claire was patiently waiting for me while sipping a tall glass of white wine.

The Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa, read the card, Europe’s finest hotel for realising your hotwife fantasies. Below that was a website address, which I punched into the browser on my phone while walking back to Claire.

“What was all that about?” she asked as I sat opposite her and stared at my phone.

“A surprise gift for you,” I said, absent-mindedly, reading the words on the screen in utter shock.

This couldn’t be real.




The ultimate cuckolding experience.




Have you ever wanted to watch your wife with another man? The Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa promises to make your dreams come true. 




We employ only the most attractive staff who are experts in seduction. While staying at the Azure View, your wife will be given every opportunity to explore her sexuality. And when she does, you can join in, or watch. The choice is yours…




I continued to read about the hotel’s unique facilities and many surprises until Claire’s hand on my arm finally broke me from the trance that I was in.

“Is everything okay?” she said, her dark eyebrows knotted in concern.

“Yes,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just a work thing.”

“Forget work,” she narrowed her eyes at me. “It’s Christmas. We’re in Italy. Relax. Let’s enjoy ourselves, okay?”

I looked at the handsome waiter as he brought over our food and then at the model-like chef standing with the beautiful blonde behind the bar. Everything was beginning to make sense now.

“Luke?” Claire patted my arm again to get my attention after Pietro had left. My eyes had followed him across the room, realising what the man’s intentions probably were; to seduce my wife. “Did you hear what I said?”

“Yes,” I nodded, taking a deep breath and looking down at the delicious platter of food in front of us. I had a lot to think about. “We’re here to let our hair down. To have a good time.”

But how much of a good time? That was to be decided now I knew the secret of the Azure View. 
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“You’ve been quiet all night,” I asked Luke when we finally retired to our room. “Are you okay?”

“Hmm?” he asked, looking over at me as he undressed. “Sorry, yeah. I’m just tired. It’s been a busy day.”

“Really?” I asked as I joined him in getting ready for bed. I was tired too. We had crammed a lot into one day. “You just seem… preoccupied.”

Luke was in his boxer shorts as got into bed, smiling at the slight motion of the water mattress. My husband might not be as ruggedly handsome as some of the men I’d met today but his body was cute. Some of his musculature showed, his pecs and upper arms were reasonably well-defined and I couldn’t help but find him sexy in his own way.

“Can I ask you a question?” I saw him looking at me as I slipped off my bra and slid into bed alongside him.

“Fire away,” I replied, snuggling up to him. Today had been tiring but that didn’t stop me from feeling slightly horny and so I let my hand slide from his chest down beneath the thin satin sheets.

“This might sound weird,” he went on to say as I slipped into his shorts and found his penis, soft and curled up although it began to stir as I wrapped my fingers around it.

“I don’t mind weird,” I purred, kissing him on the neck but still he carried on talking when all I wanted him to do was make love to me.

“Do you ever think about other men?” 

That stopped me in my tracks. My hand froze around his dick, which was still slowly growing.

“What do you mean?” I asked, moving back slightly to look at his face.

“While we make love, do you sometimes fantasize about other men?” Luke shifted in bed, sitting more upright.

“Where is this coming from?” I kept my hand inside his shorts, hoping to distract him away from this conversation, which made me feel uncomfortable. “Is it because I said that Matteo and Pietro are good-looking?”

“No,” he shook his head. I massaged his penis but he stopped me by holding my arm. “It’s fine if you do. I was just wondering, that’s all.”

“Do you think about other women?” I countered.

“Not really,” he smiled at me and shrugged. “I’d be lying if I said some celebrities never popped into my head, but I don’t go out of my way to fantasize about other women. But I’m not talking about me. That’s not what this is about.”

“What celebrities?”

“It doesn’t matter. Do you think about other men?”

It kind of did matter but I wasn’t going to push the subject. When Luke was in one of these moods, when he had an issue like this, he never let it drop. I had to answer him, as uncomfortable a situation as it might be.

“Maybe. Sometimes,” I said softly. “But I think all women do, Luke. And men. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“Do I satisfy you?” he pressed on with another question and I realised I still had my hand on his penis when I felt it twitch gently in my hand.

“What?” I squeezed his dick firmly, trying to make him horny and steer the conversation elsewhere. “I don’t know where this is coming from, Luke. I’d really rather you just turn the light off and be naughty with me.”

“We’ve been together a long time now,” he continued, ignoring my comment and the way I was stroking him. “I feel like our sex life is good, but… not great. I feel like maybe I don’t satisfy you, you know… because I’m not well-hung or as ripped as some guys are. I’m certainly not male model material like Matteo or-”

“Stop,” I said sternly. “Luke, you’re being crazy. I love you. That’s all that matters.”

“So I don’t satisfy you?” He seemed to take my dismissal of his comments as confirmation.

“I never said that,” I sighed, exasperation beginning to creep into my voice. “Yes, you satisfy me. I love your dick. He might not be the biggest but he’s perfect for me. Size doesn’t matter. It’s what you do with it. And as for bulging muscles and model looks, I don’t care about that stuff. I love you and I’m never going anywhere. Okay?”

He considered me, his grey-blue eyes boring into mine as though he doubted me for some reason. I didn’t know why he’d doubt me. I’d never done anything other than very gently and subtly flirt with men since we’d got together, over a decade ago. I loved him. He loved me. Why was he being like this?

“But what if you did want to… go somewhere? What if you met a guy and he was hot and turned you on?”

“We’re married, Luke. When I said those vows in church, I meant them. Please, just stop this conversation. You’re starting to upset me. I wish you’d tell me where all of this is coming from.”

His dick was hard now. Fully hard. Why?

“I guess I feel guilty. I know that sounds ridiculous but it’s like… You get attention, Claire, attention from other guys. You’re beautiful. You could have any guy you wanted. Aren’t you ever tempted?”

He was right. I wouldn’t call myself beautiful, I wasn’t that conceited, but I did get attention. And yes, of course, I sometimes felt a moment of temptation. I could easily have a casual sneaky fuck with someone if I really wanted to. But I didn’t. As tempting as it might be, I’d have to lie to my husband from that point onward. I’d be keeping a secret from him. I’d have to live with the guilt of cheating on him. All of those things just weren’t worth the temptation of a bit of sexy fun with someone. Especially when it might be a disappointment like many men were.

“I’ve thought about it but I wouldn’t call it temptation, Luke. I’ve never been seriously tempted by anyone if that’s what you’re asking.”

“You’ve thought about it?” When Luke said that, his erection jumped slightly in my hand. Was this turning him on?

“I find it flattering when I get attention from guys,” I admitted. “But I’m sure most women do. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“But what if a guy offered you sex and there was no way I’d find out about it?” he asked, his hand reaching out to cup my breast. Finally, he was getting horny. Hopefully, he’d drop this weird conversation now and fuck me.

“That would be cheating on you,” I said, feeling a warm tingle between my thighs as his thumb skimmed over my nipple. “I wouldn’t cheat on you, no matter how hot the guy was.”

“And what if I was okay with it?” Luke leaned in and kissed me on the neck, as I’d done to him a few minutes before. The warm feeling in my groin grew hotter. “It wouldn’t be cheating then.”

“You’d be okay with me having sex with someone else?” I moaned, playing along with his little game. His cock was rock-hard now and I push the sheets back and tugged his shorts down so I could stroke it properly.

“Maybe,” he moaned, finally taking over and doing what I’d wanted him to do since we first got in bed. He pushed me back onto the bed and pulled down my panties, easing the ache in my groin by plunging two fingers inside my wetness.

“I guess if you were okay with it,” I said softly, whimpering lightly as his fingers fucked me. “I might be tempted. The guy would have to be super-hot though.”

Luke reached out and turned off the bedside light then slid his body over mine. I felt his hardness replace his fingers between my thighs and then the head of him pressed against me for a moment before sliding inside.

“Ahhh,” I moaned at the gentle pain of him entering me. For some reason, even though it was a long time since I’d lost my virginity, to this day, I still felt a twinge of pain when anything larger than a finger went inside me. Even with my average-sized dildo at home, I had to be nice and wet before trying to insert it.

“You’re so tight,” Luke murmured as he settled his weight down upon me, his dick pushing deeper. 

“Why, thank you, sir,” I giggled into his ear, enjoying the sensation of him going further inside me until his groin meshed against mine.

“I don’t even know if someone with a bigger cock would be able to get it in,” he wondered.

“Shut up and fuck me,” I moaned, not wanting to tell Luke that all four of my previous lovers before him had been bigger. They’d all hurt too, but that was a long time ago.

As he began to fuck me, I let myself melt into him, wrapping my legs around him and letting my hands wander around his back. He didn’t speak further. His lips found mine and we kissed and made love until eventually I felt him tense and judder and then his cock pulsed inside me, filling me with his seed.

“I love you,” he said breathlessly, finally rolling away and then scooping me into his arms.

“I love you too,” I replied. I hadn’t orgasmed but the sex had still been fun. I was tired and decided to let myself fall asleep, safe and warm in Luke’s arms. Before I drifted off, I realised I’d enjoyed his little fantasy game. Perhaps when we went to bed tomorrow, we could play it again. This time, I’d tease him further, perhaps even tell him that I was imagining he was someone else while he was actually fucking me.

* * *

“Merry Christmas,” Luke said softly into my ear as he woke me up the following morning.

I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. He was sitting next to me, wrapped in a dressing gown, with a gift box on his knee. It was wrapped in shiny metallic red paper with a white bow on the top.

“Wait,” I said, smiling at him. “Let me get yours.”

I got out of bed, only realising when the cool air blowing from the air-con unit above our heads met my skin that I was still naked. That wasn’t a problem until there was a knock on the hotel door.

I was looking through the suitcase tucked away in the wardrobe as Luke opened the door and fortunately, I managed to find his gift and then run into the bathroom before a young hotel employee, another handsome man with a mop of jet black hair, pushed a trolley into the room.

What was Luke doing? He knew I was naked and he’d just let this guy into the room like he didn’t care.

“Christmas breakfast,” the room service man announced. “Croissants, jam, cream and the hot chocolate that you ordered.”

“Thank you,” I heard my husband say and I risked a look around the edge of the door frame to see Luke give him a tip of a few Euros before ushering him back out of the room.

“What are you doing?” I hissed at him after I emerged from the bathroom now that the coast was clear. While I was in there, I’d wrapped a dressing gown around myself, with the gift in the pocket.

“Sorry,” he chuckled. “Did he see you? The way you were bent over…”

“Luke!” I gasped and punched him playfully in the chest.

“Anyway, are you going to open your gift?”

I passed him his present, a watch that I’d bought some weeks ago and then sat on the bed and unwrapped mine to discover a beautiful gold necklace with a pendant that sparkled beautifully in the bright Christmas morning sunlight streaming in through the window.

“It’s gorgeous,” I screamed happily. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” he smiled, fixing the watch on his wrist and admiring it. “Thank you. And look - I ordered us breakfast in bed. Hot chocolate. Your favourite.”

He pulled the trolley over to where we were sitting and I looked at my lovely husband, feeling full of love for the man next to me. Luke knew how to make me happy.

I was happily married. I really, truly was. So I never expected what was about to happen that afternoon at the Christmas roast or what ‘With All The Trimmings’ meant.
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“I believe you wanted to see me?” Dennis said, finding Claire and me sipping the hotel’s special Snowball drinks in the fancy cocktail lounge. 

“Yes,” I nodded. “It was just to ask about my wife’s Christmas gift. If I could speak to you alone for a moment?”

“Oooh, exciting,” Claire cooed as Dennis nodded and I excused myself from her to follow him out of the bar area.

“The gift will be presented with your Christmas roast dinner,” the tall hotel owner said once we stepped out onto the pool area. The pool itself was covered over for the winter, but people were still sitting outside around the decking and patio area, enjoying the mild Italian sunshine.

Dinner was a half-hour away. We’d been invited to enjoy complimentary drinks in the cocktail lounge while we waited for our special table to be prepared.

“That’s not why I asked to see you,” I replied, looking around to make sure no one was in earshot, especially not Claire.

“Ah, I see. You visited the website, I presume?” Dennis pursed his lips and visibly readied himself as though I was about to launch into some kind of verbal attack about the morality of the hotel’s secret operation. 

“I did,” I nodded while wondering how to phrase what I was about to say. This wasn’t easy. I wasn’t even sure I was doing the right thing. I’d gone through it a million times since last night before making a decision and even though I’d rehearsed in my head what I was going to say, my mind went totally blank for a moment.

“Please don’t worry,” Dennis said softly, taking my hesitation as a sign that I wasn’t about to voice my displeasure but rather voice my concern for my wife’s fidelity. “Now that I know the truth, that you visited us unaware of what custom service includes, my staff won’t attempt any impropriety with your wife. They will serve your dinner and look after you to the best of their ability. Matteo’s food is excellent. We have a wonderful bottle of wine breathing, ready for your savour but don’t worry. The Azure View prides itself on being a premier quality hotel, regardless of standard or custom service. You have my word. Nothing improper will happen.”

“The thing is…” I hesitated again. The words just wouldn’t come out.

“Yes?” Dennis’s fine eyebrows raised and he regarded me with his watery blue eyes.

“I kind of want it to,” I blurted, feeling my cheeks redden immediately afterwards.

Dennis peered at me. “You want what exactly?”

“Are you going to make me say it?” I winced. It had taken everything for me to get even this far. I couldn’t say the words out loud.

“Let me get this straight,” the hotelier steepled his hands in front of him. “You saw the website and you understand that the Azure View’s custom service includes our staff seducing guests’ wives? As in having sex. Full, penetrative, sex, with their wives.”

“That’s how I understand it, yes,” I said. My cheeks felt like they were glowing hot.

“And you kind of want that to happen to your wife?”

“At first, when I read your website, I didn’t understand,” I confessed. “Then when I did, I thought it was weird. Weird and perverted.”

“But then you had time to think about it?” Dennis guessed, his hands still clasped together before him.

“She fancies Matteo.” The admissions were flowing out of me now. “And Pietro. If they were serving us at the Christmas roast today and they wanted to flirt with her, perhaps try more than flirting… I think it’d be fun. She’d enjoy it.”

“And you?”

“And maybe I’d enjoy it too.” That felt like a terrible thing to admit but there it was.

The words hung in the air between us until eventually, Dennis nodded and took a step back, his posture relaxing and a warm smile spreading across his face.

“This isn’t something to be done lightly,” he said quietly, as though to himself, “So I will tell Pietro and Matteo to be respectful but also, to do their best to seduce your wife if that is what you desire.”

“Thank you.”

He took a look around the patio area where we were standing, then led me back towards the restaurant.

“Normally, I’d go through a set of rules and regulations,” he explained as we walked back towards Claire. “I’d compile a list of her likes and dislikes, do’s and don’ts, but we don’t have time now. Dinner will be served shortly and I have to instruct Matteo before that.”

“So what happens now?” The smell of roast turkey wafted to where we were standing, just a couple of yards from Claire who was still sipping her Snowball.

“Return to your wife. Let Pietro and Matteo serve you a delicious Christmas dinner,” the older man shrugged and smiled again. “Then wait and see what happens. Perhaps your lovely Claire will end up being the roast, rather than the turkey.”

“Ah, there you are,” my wife said, overhearing her name being mentioned.

“Yeah. I was just talking to-” I turned to see that Dennis had already left, presumably to make arrangements with the chef and the waiter that were due to serve our dinner.

“While you were gone,” Claire said, beckoning me back to the bar and my forgotten drink. “Pietro came over and told me that our special Christmas dinner plans have been changed.”

I sat down and took a sip from the tall Snowball glass. “Changed how?”

“We’re now in the restaurant rather than the chef’s kitchen.”

“Scusa. I’m sorry about that,” an Italian voice said from behind us. This time it was the handsome chef himself. “Pietro misunderstood. Mr Webb has corrected him. You will indeed be dining exclusively at my table. If you’d like to follow me?”

Claire smoothed her long, dark hair out of her face and gave me an excited look. “This is awesome,” she whispered, then took my arm and together we followed the tall, broad Matteo out of the cocktail lounge and across the marbled-floored lobby to the restaurant.

“The chef’s table is this way,” he indicated towards a partitioned section of the restaurant that we hadn’t noticed last night. Around the corner, secluded away from the main dining area, was a small but intimate table carved from dark wood, upon which were two glasses and an open and readied bottle of a fancy-looking bottle of red wine.

“Please sit,” Matteo pulled out a velvet-cushioned chair for Claire to sit down on and then did the same for me. “Enjoy the wine. It’s a classic French Burgundy. Your starters will be brought out shortly.”

“Isn’t this wonderful?” Claire beamed at me. “We even have our own tree.”

We did. By a window that looked out onto the sea view, a tall, real Christmas tree stood a few feet away from the table. Beautifully decorated, it also had a small, wrapped gift beneath it. I bent down to look at the name on the tag.

“It’s for you,” I told her.

“Really?” Her brown eyes twinkled happily. “Is that what you and the hotel owner were talking about earlier?”

“It might be,” I said in my most conspiratorial tone of voice, which made her laugh.

“Buon natale,” Pietro said as he came through a door that when opened, revealed the bustling kitchen beyond it. “Merry Christmas.”

In his hands was a tray filled with a platter of small starter dishes and as he placed it on the table, I saw how Claire looked at the rugged waiter. I could grudgingly understand why she might find him attractive. He was athletically built; his white shirt was tight and the upper buttons were strained around his chest from what looked like bulging pectorals underneath. His face and head were clean-shaven, his skin dark and smooth, his eyes deep set beneath dark brows. He was a good-looking young man. Not chiselled or model-looking like Matteo but I could see why Claire was enjoying looking at him right now.

“Is the gift below the tree for me?” she asked shyly as he spread the various dishes out onto the table for us.

“It most certainly is, Signora Claire,” he grinned at her, displaying a row of perfectly white teeth. “Compliments from the hotel. You may open it whenever you wish.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said, batting her eyelashes at him before getting up and bending over to pick up the present from below the tree.

As she did so, I saw Pietro stare at her backside, her curves looking sexy in the tight black skirt that she was wearing. For some reason, letting him openly stare at her like that and not objecting, as most men would, was a turn-on and I felt a stirring at my groin.

I looked around but the chef’s table was totally isolated from the rest of the dining area. No one could see us. I could hear the strains of Mariah Carey’s ‘All I Want For Christmas’ drifting through from the main restaurant but to all intents and purposes, this area was completely private.

“Were you staring at my bottom just then?”

I turned back around to see Claire standing in front of the Norway Spruce tree, her arms crossed below her breasts, the twin rises of which were visible through the thin white sweater that she wore.

“Oh, scusatemi, Signora Claire,” he apologised with a wry smile. “Si, I was. You caught me. You have a very beautiful figure and I am but a man. My eyes sometimes betray me.”

“Well… I…” my wife said, lost for words. “I shall open my gift.”

She sat back down and unwrapped the pretty little present, pulling open the red ribbon that was fastened with a bow and then discarding the snowflake-covered paper beneath it.

“Perfume,” she smiled, opening the box and taking out the delicate glass bottle that I’d chosen for her yesterday. She rolled up one sweater sleeve and sprayed a little onto her wrist before sniffing it. “Wow. It’s gorgeous. Thank you so much.”

“You’re most welcome.” Pietro smiled. “I shall let you enjoy your food. The main course will be served once you are done.”

With that, he turned and left us alone but once again, I saw Claire’s eyes linger on him until he returned to the kitchen. She fancied him. That much was obvious. So far, so good.

As we enjoyed our starters, a combination of seafood and Italian sliced meats, we talked about how wonderful and unique an experience this was but my mind was elsewhere. Ever since Dennis had revealed the secret of the Azure View to me, I’d been able to think of nothing else except Claire and another man. Did guys really bring their wives here to see them be seduced by strangers? It had always excited me slightly whenever another man admired my wife, but I’d always assumed it was the ego boost of knowing that my wife was desirable and that other men wanted what I had.

But I’d never fantasized about her actually sleeping with another man. Until last night. As we’d made love, I’d imagined her with Pietro. And with Matteo. I’d pictured her in my mind, having sex with one and then the other, in every position possible and to my surprise it had turned me on like nothing had done in a long, long time. 

I gazed at Claire as we ate and imagined the waiter kissing her, then peeling off her thin white sweater, his hands slipping inside her bra to caress her breasts. I pictured Claire unzipping his trousers and pulling out his dark, long cock to suck.

“Luke?” my wife said, snapping her fingers and pulling me sharply back into the real world. “Hello?”

“I’m sorry.” I gave myself a shake. “I was miles away.”

“The main course is here.” I turned to where she was pointing and saw Matteo wheeling out a trolley atop which was a delicious-looking roast turkey and several dishes of steaming-hot vegetables. Pietro followed behind with plates and fresh cutlery.

“That looks delicious,” Claire complimented the chef as he parked the trolley next to the table and proceeded to carve it for us while Pietro reset the table after clearing away the finished starters.

“And so do you,” the handsome chef replied with a smile, the quip as smooth as Pietro’s had been a while since. “You look beautiful today, Signora.”

If Claire was flustered earlier from Pietro’s comments, Matteo’s seemed to outright flatten her. Her jaw dropped open, her cheeks reddened and it took a couple of long seconds for her to straighten herself and regain her composure.

“I… Thank you,” she stammered, gazing up at his perfectly straight and honest face. Despite wearing chef’s whites, Matteo still managed to look like a male model or a famous Hollywood actor. His black hair was masterfully coiffure, his golden skin was totally smooth apart from the dark stubble around his square jaw. His eyes were a pale blue, set above sharply defined cheekbones. He was also very tall, way over six feet, so when he stood up from carving the turkey, he towered over us.

“Buon appetito,” he smiled, making Claire blush once again and then the two Italians left us to enjoy our Christmas meal.

“What’s wrong?” I asked with an amused grin once they disappeared into the kitchen and my wife’s attention finally returned to the food before us. “You seem flustered.”

“Italian men are so flirtatious,” she said quietly, avoiding my gaze.

“You’re enjoying it,” I chuckled. “Don’t pretend you’re not. I swear your hands are still shaking from Matteo saying you were delicious.”

“Don’t be silly.” Claire tucked into her Christmas dinner. “Now stop teasing me and let’s enjoy our food.”

“I’m not angry,” I pointed out, taking a mouthful of the turkey which was moist and amazing-tasting. “I don’t mind if you flirt back. Consider it my extra Christmas gift to you.”

That made her look up at me. An odd expression crossed her face - confusion and… something else, I couldn’t read it - then she licked her lips and nodded. She didn’t say anything. Her brown eyes held my gaze for a moment and then she went back to eating her food.

A little later that afternoon; with the sun dropping low outside and the sky turning an aesthetically pleasing shade of indigo; after the desserts were brought out and eaten; Pietro and Matteo reappeared, his chef’s whites replaced with a smart pair of black trousers and a white shirt.

“Mistletoe,” the tall chef announced, producing a green sprig with the familiar white berries from behind his back.

“We want to see the happy couple kiss,” Pietro added as Matteo held it above Claire’s head.

“I think she might want to kiss you two more than she wants to kiss me.”

I don’t know where those words came from. They sprang from my mouth almost the same instant they formed in my brain and they hung over the table for a moment, seeming to somehow charge the air with electricity as the two Italians turned to look at my wife.

Claire looked at me, her dark eyes wide and then she smiled. I couldn’t put my finger on quite what it was - but during that moment, something changed - almost like an agreement of sorts. I’d said it was okay for her to flirt and to my surprise - and delight - she’d accepted the offer, even though nothing had been said aloud.

“I would very much like a kiss,” Pietro said in a low, serious tone.

“Me also,” Matteo agreed.

And that’s how it started.
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The two men standing next to me were possibly the two most handsome men I’d ever seen in my entire life and they were both flirting outrageously with me. Not only that, but my husband seemed to be absolutely fine with it. If anything, he was encouraging me to flirt back.

And now they wanted a kiss beneath the mistletoe.

“They cooked and served us a wonderful dinner,” Luke said, reaching over and placing his hand over mine where it rested next to my empty wine glass. “The least you can do is give them a kiss.”

I stared at him. What game was he playing? Why was he doing this?

I filled my glass with the rich red burgundy that we’d been given with our dinner and took a long drink from it.

“Fine,” I said, glancing up at the green sprig of mistletoe that Matteo was still holding up, hopeful for a kiss. “Only one kiss though.”

Pietro leaned in first and I offered him my cheek but cheekily he altered the angle of his approach and his lips found mine, lingering there for the briefest of moments but long enough to make me feel a flutter of excitement in my stomach.

“That was cheeky,” I admonished him but he only shrugged and grinned at me cockily.

“My turn.” Matteo was so tall that it made my neck hurt to look up at him. “Perhaps you should stand, Signora.”

I sighed and stood up. My knees felt wobbly. What was wrong with me? Was it the wine?

“One kiss,” I repeated and again offered him my cheek.

“Pietro got to kiss you on the mouth,” the impossibly tall chef shook his head. “I only get the cheek? I need a proper kiss, Claire.”

For some reason, Matteo using my name made something loosen inside, almost like a nut being unscrewed, causing something to break and fall apart. In this case, it was my resolve. I looked up at his handsome face. God, he was handsome. His light blue eyes wrinkled at the edges as he smiled, and then he bent his neck forward and kissed me.

His lips pressed firmly against mine and the hands that he wrapped around my lower back kept me there, making the kiss linger even longer than Pietro’s. His body was touching mine. I could feel the heat of his body through the Chenille top I was wearing.

When he finally released me, I sank to my chair quickly, trying to regain my composure and looked at Luke as coolly as I could. “Now, I’d like to kiss my husband.”

He leaned across the table and gave me the lightest kiss he could have possibly managed.

“What was that?” I asked, suddenly feeling silly in front of the two Italian hunks standing watching. “That’s not a proper kiss.”

“Haven’t you had enough proper kisses already?” he teased.

“No,” I replied and feeling determined to show these Italians that I was a faithful, happily married woman, I got up and walked around the table to sit on a surprised Luke’s knee. “Now give me a real kiss.”

I didn’t wait for him. I leaned in and kissed him fully on the lips, opening my mouth and letting my tongue find his. I felt my husband’s arms envelop me, drawing me in and we kissed as passionately as he had done in years.

As we finally stopped, both of us breathless, I felt a warm throb between my thighs. Kissing Luke like that, in front of these two very attractive and sexy men, had been exciting.

“Ammazza,” exclaimed Matteo as I slid from Luke’s lap and returned to my seat. “Now I am jealous.”

“Jealous of what?” I looked at the tall Italian, determined to stand up to his charms, then felt a bitter swell of disappointment and silliness when I tipped the wine bottle over my glass only to find it empty.

“That I do not have a chair to sit on so that you might sit on my knee and kiss me like that,” he replied. “Would you enjoy more wine? We have several fine bottles in the kitchen. I am sure Signore Webb would not mind if we opened one more.”

“I don’t see why we couldn’t have another glass or two?” Luke nodded and Matteo went into the kitchen to bring us another bottle.

While we waited for him to come back, I let my leg drift under the table, my foot finding Luke’s. I rubbed it against him, causing him to smile at me but I realised that I was only doing it to avoid Pietro’s gaze. The way the gorgeous, dark-skinned waiter looked at me made me feel something I hadn’t felt in a while. He obviously fancied me and it made me feel… uncomfortable. Not in a bad way. Uncomfortable as in uncomfortable with the way he made me feel… Tempted. Desired. Excited.

“If you like,” Matteo said when he returned, a large, uncorked, green bottle in hand, “We could take this to the lounge and share it together?”

“We’re off duty for the rest of the evening,” Pietro added.

“Sure. That sounds like fun,” Luke said, glancing at me but not waiting for me to agree.

I wasn’t sure that I’d be comfortable spending our Christmas evening drinking with these two men that made me feel the way they did, but it was too late. Luke took my hand and squeezed it as we followed them into the cocktail lounge where we’d enjoyed our drinks earlier.

“It’s quiet here,” I commented as we sat in a black leather seated booth at the far corner from the bar, where the pretty blonde woman was the only one serving. 

“Most people will be at the Christmas party starting now in the ballroom,” Matteo explained. There was only one other couple in the bar, sitting in one of the other booths over the other side of the room, nearby the entrance. “Quiet is good. We can talk.”

Pietro had brought over four fresh glasses from the bar and he filled each of them with dark-red wine that held an aroma of chocolate when I raised it to my lips. Thinking about how it smelled suddenly made me realise something.

“I forgot my perfume,” I said, standing up but Luke immediately took my hand and made me sit back down.

“Don’t worry.” He leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “I’ll go get it.”

No, I thought to myself, don’t leave me with… Too late, I tried to pull him back but his hand had slipped already from my grasp.

“I’ll only be ten minutes. I need to pee anyway.” Then he was gone, striding out of the bar, leaving me alone with the two handsome Italians.

“Now we have you alone,” Pietro smiled wickedly, then chuckled. “I am only joking with you, Signora. Do you like the wine?”

“Some red wines are better than others,” Matteo took a sip, after swirling the ruby liquid around his glass and breathing in the aroma. “This is a Rioja that I particularly enjoy. I like to call it a sexy wine. It has a sensual smell and it warms the palate.”

“It warms other places too,” Pietro chuckled. “Some red wines act as aphrodisiacs.”

“All alcohol is an aphrodisiac for most people,” I countered, then laughed. “When I was young, getting drunk was often followed by getting laid.”

As soon as I said that, I regretted it. My tongue had run away with me. How much wine had I enjoyed today? I didn’t feel drunk but I’d clearly had enough to loosen my tongue.

“Then drink up,” Matteo joked. “Pietro and I need to get you drunk.”

My cheeks felt hot and I felt a familiar tingle again in my panties as the two men sitting opposite me watched me take a long gulp of the Rioja.

“I’m married,” I said after taking a deep breath to steady my resolve once more.

“Does that mean no more kisses?” the chef pulled a glum face.

“No more kisses,” I confirmed and took another gulp of the wine. “Besides, you don’t have more mistletoe and I only kissed you because you’re not allowed to say no if you’re under the mistletoe at Christmas.”

“Is that the only reason you kissed me?” Matteo’s comical sad face turned even sadder. He pressed a hand to his heart theatrically. “Now I am hurt.”

A leg brushed against mine beneath the table and I looked up to meet Pietro’s gaze. He smiled and I felt another flutter inside, even stronger this time, like butterflies in my stomach and the sensation between my legs was becoming more of an ache than a tingle.

“I’m going to find my husband,” I announced and before they could stop me, I slipped from the booth and half-ran out of the restaurant to find him walking across the hotel lobby, the bottle of perfume in one hand.

“Hey,” he said, the smile on his face turning into a look of concern when he saw me rushing towards him. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I said, feeling out of breath even though I’d barely run more than a few yards. “You got the perfume?”

“Yes. It was where you left it.” His eyes swept across my face and then looked me up and down. “Why were you running out of the bar like that?”

“I didn’t feel comfortable with Pietro and Matteo,” I confessed. “The way they were flirting with me, it was making me feel weird.”

“I thought you were enjoying it,” he replied, taking my hand in his and squeezing it softly. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have left you with them.”

“Don’t apologise,” I said, feeling suddenly guilty. “It’s not that I’m not enjoying it. It’s just-”

“Just what?”

What was I doing? Why had I just said that? How much wine had I drunk today?

“They’re making me feel-”

“Feel…?” Luke prompted me to continue.

“They’re good-looking. Sexy. They shouldn’t be flirting with me. I’m married.”

“I don’t mind,” my husband said, so quietly that I could barely hear him.

“But you should,” I whispered, suddenly aware that the black woman at the reception desk was close enough to hear. “You should mind. They were asking me for more kisses.”

“I think they want more than kisses,” Luke said bluntly. “They both obviously want to fuck you.”

“Exactly,” I replied, then had to squeeze my legs together when my pussy throbbed at his words. I knew that my panties would be soaking when I took them off. “Which is why you shouldn’t have left me with them.”

I felt bad for saying that and we stood there in awkward silence for a moment.

“Can I ask you something?” Luke said eventually and I nodded, meeting his gaze and feeling guilty for snapping at him. “If you were single. Would you be tempted to do something with them? Either of them?”

“Maybe,” I nodded, feeling even guiltier. “But I’m not single. So it doesn’t matter.”

“Maybe?” Luke pressed me for a better answer. “Do you mean ‘yes?’ and if so, which one?”

“Yes, whatever,” I sighed, taking the perfume from him and squirting some on my wrist to distract me from my feelings. “Both of them. They’re both cute.”

“Both of them?” he giggled immaturely. “As in a threesome?”

“Luke, stop it,” I grumbled. “You’re making me feel terrible.”

“Okay. Back to being serious.” Luke put his arm around me and walked me further from the receptionist, then looked around before speaking further. “Claire, what if I said it was okay for you to… do something… with them?”

My head was hazy but those words suddenly sharpened me back into some sort of focus. Had I heard him correctly?

“Do something?” Now it was Luke avoiding my gaze as I asked him to clarify what he meant. “Something… as in?”

“They want to get you into bed,” he shrugged. Luke’s face was an unreadable, conflicting mess of emotions like he was having some sort of emotional struggle. “You fancy them both. Why don’t you… you know what? If you want to, that is. Which I think you do.”

I opened my mouth but the words wouldn’t come out.

I wanted to scream at him, “You want me to fuck them?” but I couldn’t.

I wanted to yell, “Are you out of your fucking mind?” but I didn’t.

I wanted to slap him. “Do you think I’m some sort of cheap slut?” but I wouldn’t.

I wouldn’t scream, yell or hit him because deep down, I wanted to fuck them. He was right.

“In fact,” he said, his voice thick with emotion - or was it arousal?  “I think I’d like it if you did. The thought of it…”

“Turns you on,” I finished for him and he nodded.

“Last night, when we made love-” he started to say but I shut him up by putting a finger to his lips.

“It’s okay,” I shushed him. “I understand. I’ve read books that feature men like you. Men who enjoy seeing their wives with other men.”

I had read a few erotic books like that, but I’d never in my wildest dreams imagined that Luke might feel that way.

“So, what now?” he asked and just as he did, I saw Pietro and Matteo walk from the restaurant.

“Is everything okay?” the tall chef called over to us.

“Yes,” I waved at him, then turned to face Luke.

“Do you really want to do this?” I whispered, my heart hammering in my chest at the thought of what might be about to happen.

Luke nodded.

I could barely breathe.

“You want me to fuck them?”

My husband nodded one more time before the two men reached us.

I turned around to face them. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears. Blood was rushing to my groin. My pussy was soaking wet. I could barely believe what I was going to say next.

“Would you like to bring what’s left of the wine to our bedroom?” I asked.

“So we can have more kisses?” Matteo said but he didn’t smile. His pale eyes looked me up and down, making the butterflies circle around in my stomach and the ache between my legs hurt even more.

“Yes,” I replied. “More kisses.”
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“Are you just going to sit there and watch?” Claire asked me as I made myself comfortable on the cream leather chaise lounge in the corner of the bedroom.

Things had moved fast since she’d made her decision to bring the men to our room. Barely any of us had spoken as we entered and exited the elevator and walked down the corridor and into the Milano Suite. Once there, the two men had loosened the top buttons on their shirts and then had taken turns kissing my wife.

As he did last time, Pietro went first, taking her into his arms in the centre of the living room and kissing her hard on the mouth for several minutes, during which his hands roamed down her back to her ass.

Matteo had taken his place and kissed her equally as passionately, by the end of which, Claire was visibly trembling with arousal.

“Are you sure about this?” she’d whispered into my ear, leaving the two men behind for a moment before waiting for my nod. Then she’d taken Matteo and Pietro both by the hand and led them into the bedroom.

The wine bottle was on the coffee table in the centre of the room and I scooped it up and took a long swig directly from it, no glass needed, and then I followed them into the bedroom.

“Are you okay if I sit and watch?” I replied to her question.

Claire took a long, deep breath, making her bosom swell beneath the thin fabric of her white top. “If that’s what you want.”

I nodded. “I’ll be fine,” I reassured her although I wasn’t sure I was going to be fine. This entire thing had escalated quickly but the raging erection in my pants wasn’t going to let me change my mind now.

Claire gave me one last, long, considering look then she turned to the two men flanking either side of her next to the huge water bed.

“I’m nervous,” she said in a quiet, tremulous voice. “I haven’t done anything like this since college.”

Since college? Had she had a threesome before? I knew that she’d had a few boyfriends before me, but she’d never told me she’d done anything like this. 

“Hush,” Matteo said softly, then he leaned his head down and kissed her once more, removing his shirt and dropping his pants while they made out. Pietro did the same and within minutes they were both in only their underwear and then, as I watched from just a few feet away, they began to undress my wife.

Her top came off first, Matteo lifting off the delicate white sweater and tossing it to the floor. Beneath it, she was wearing a white bra and as Pietro unclasped it from behind and pushed the straps from her shoulders so that it fell to the floor, Matteo’s mouth and hands went straight to her large breasts, cupping and sucking them.

Claire’s eyes were closed and her head tipped back at the feeling of the tall chef’s mouth on her sensitive nipples, even as Pietro slid down her matching lacy panties.

As the two men discarded their final articles of clothing, revealing their dicks, the reality of what was happening here hit me like a bucket of cold water poured over my head. I gasped at the realisation that my beloved Claire, my wife of over ten years, was about to be fucked by two other men. Two other men far better looking, taller, broader and much more well-endowed than me.

The three of them took a moment to look at one another, the two men both openly admiring Claire’s large boobs, the soft curves of her stomach and hips and the small triangle of dark hair between her thighs and Claire didn’t hide the fact that she was staring at their large, thick dicks. They were both only semi-erect but already they dwarfed my own cock and her head swung between the two of them, nervously biting her lip as she took in their size.

“Your body is incredible,” Pietro murmured, the word not needing much translation. His hands ran from her shoulders down her sides, making her quiver as he reached her hips and then back to her breasts, enjoying the softness and the weight of them in his hands.

“Yours too,” Claire sighed softly and then Pietro picked her up and placed her on the bed.

Shit. This is it.

I felt an overpowering urge to get my dick out and stroke it as the two Italians joined her atop the soft satin sheets, the mattress rocking sinuously under their weight.

Fuck it. I don’t care if they think my dick is small.

I pulled down my trousers and wrapped my hand around my erection. This might never happen again. I was going to enjoy it while it lasted.

Claire was kneeling upright, a dick on either side of her head and she took hold of them both. “I don’t know what to-” she began to say but Matteo silenced her by placing a hand on the back of her long, brunette hair and guiding her head towards his dick.

I watched as my wife opened her mouth and closed it around the thick, shiny tip. Her fingers continued to grip the shaft, stroking it as she did the same with Pietro’s in the other hand.

I took a minute to absorb what I was seeing. My wife was sucking another man’s dick while jerking off a second man. This was unreal. And incredibly fucking horny.

By the time her mouth moved from Matteo to Pietro’s dick, they were both solidly erect. Pietro was the bigger of the two but they were both impressive. The chef’s cock was thick and veiny, his balls and pubes totally shaved whereas the waiter’s were just closely trimmed. Pietro’s dick was also longer and his shaft curved upwards, something that Claire struggled with as she first tried to put her lips around it.

Matteo watched her give his colleague a blowjob for a little while, then he prised my wife’s fingers from his dick and joined her by kneeling on the bed and then expertly lifted her and repositioned her on her back. Pietro followed the movement, kneeling so that his dick was still in Claire’s mouth as Matteo gently eased her thighs open and positioned himself between them to lick her.

Every muscle in my body seemed to tense up at that moment. From where I was sitting I had a clear view of the chef’s tongue, used to tasting food but now about to taste my wife. Then it touched her, brushing lightly over her swollen clitoris and making her tremble on the bed.

“Oh, my God,” she moaned around Pietro’s cock as Matteo repeated the tongue movement before delving it between her pink folds and burying his face into her.

She had her first orgasm mere minutes after that, her back arching up from the bed, causing the water mattress to swell and rock as her thighs trembled and she cried out in ecstasy.

“Now we fuck?” Pietro said once she’d calmed down and stopped moaning and gasping for air. When my wife nodded, the two men changed places, Matteo’s cock next to her face while Pietro knelt between her legs.

The tall chef rubbed the head of his cock against Claire’s mouth but she didn’t suck him straight away because she was looking down over her breasts at Pietro’s cock as he positioned it against her wetness.

It looked too big. Claire was tight. Her pussy was small. She always whimpered in momentary pain when I first entered her, so how was she going to manage a dick the size of Pietro’s?

I was about to find out. She kept looking down, her body obviously tense but as the tip of his dick went inside her, she seemed to go entirely limp for a second, her head and shoulders sagging onto the bed.

“Oh, fuck,” she cursed, chewing her lip, then she closed her eyes and screamed loudly as he pushed deeper, entering her properly.

I was jerking myself off fast now and had to stop because it was too much. I let go of my dick suddenly, hoping I didn’t cum.

“It hurts,” she wailed, then she clutched onto the waiter, wrapping her hands around his back as she made to stop. “Don’t stop. Put it in. I want that big cock inside me.”

I’d never heard Claire talk like that.

“Yes,” she encouraged him as he pushed deeper. I could tell from the strained expression on her face that it was hurting her but she didn’t seem to care. “Now fuck me.”

Pietro was inside her, his entire length buried in my wife’s pussy. She’d done it. She’d taken his cock.

Then he began to fuck her.

I watched, completely entranced as he made love to her slowly at first, bringing sounds out of her that I’d never heard before now but which I found intensely arousing. She was silenced when Matteo’s insistent rubbing of his dick on her mouth finally worked and she began to suck him while being fucked.

I dared to stroke myself again, but this time slower. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself by cumming so quickly, so I paced myself, enjoying the show until the two men expertly changed places. 

Claire didn’t stop to watch Matteo’s dick penetrate her this time. She eagerly took Pietro in her mouth and spread her thighs wide, giving me a startling view of her soaking-wet pussy until the chef blocked my view by ramming himself into her so smoothly that she barely made a grunt around the dick in her mouth.

Her third orgasm came out of nowhere, making her shudder so hard that the two Italians had to back away and stop touching her for a moment. She writhed on the bed and for the first time, she looked my way, our eyes meeting as she continued to cum until finally becoming still.

“I think I’m done,” she said in between ragged breaths. “I just came so hard.”

“You are not done,” Matteo said gently, lying down next to her and locking his mouth over hers. As if by some sort of weird magic, Claire’s muscles seemed to relax at his touch and her legs opened wide for Pietro to get back between them one more time.
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I felt Pietro’s hard cock slide into me again but I didn’t stop him. I didn’t have the energy. I’d never been fucked like this before, not even in my college days when I experimented with my boyfriend and his best friend, my only threesome before this.

They both had average dicks and they were young and inexperienced. The two men I was with now were expert lovers. They’d obviously done this before and knew exactly what to do to please a woman. They knew how to fuck. And when you had the combination of a man with a dick as big as theirs and they knew how to use it, the result was mind-blowing sex.

Pietro was fucking me harder than he did at first. I was pressed to the bed, not only by the waiter’s weight but by Matteo kissing me slowly and firmly, his tongue sliding into mine at every opportunity.

He smelled good, his musky aftershave combining with the smell of sweat and sex. I could taste the wine on his lips. I could also taste myself, my own musky scent from when he’d gone down on me but I didn’t care.

Pietro pushed deep into me, deeper than he’d gone before. I felt the smooth tip of him press deeply against me inside, a sweet pain that I’d never felt before and I gasped at the feeling even though it was instantly gone only to be repeated as his thrusts became more insistent.

I could hear his breathing, as rough as my own, close by my ear. His strokes were becoming erratic. The muscles in his back were hard and knotted. He was close to cumming.

Matteo’s mouth left mine, leaving me gasping and wanting but not for long because he knelt up and gave me his cock to suck. Again, I tasted myself on him, along with the salty sweetness of his pre-cum. His hardness felt good on my lips. His shaft felt hot and rough; he was much veinier and thicker than Luke. They were both much bigger than my husband.

Size doesn’t matter, I recalled telling him last night. It’s what you do with it that counts. I wondered if I was still going to feel that way after this.

“I’m cumming,” Pietro said, jerking me from that thought as his weight lifted from me, causing the bed to rock and sway suddenly. Then he was above me, his knees on either side of me, his hands touching my breasts and his dick, his long, curved, beautiful dick, was between them.

Matteo had taken his cock away and was standing at the side of the bed to watch, as was my husband who, to my surprise, had his own dick out and was jerking off frantically. I tried to catch Luke’s eye again but he was staring at my breasts as Pietro pushed them together with one hand while stroking himself with the other.

The jet of cum that shot out and hit me on the mouth caught me by surprise. I closed my eyes while he finished himself off onto my chest. I felt the warm fluid splash against me, some of it on my face at first, then the rest on my breasts, the sensation of it making my already-throbbing clit tingle again.

When I opened my eyes, I was facing the bed because Matteo had rolled me onto my front. I felt his strong hands on my hips, holding tightly and pulling them upright so that my ass was raised up off the bed, my face now pushed against the cool satin of the soft pillow.

He took my hands and pulled them together behind my back and I found myself unable to move, even if I wanted to. Then he held me there and I felt his thick, veiny shaft slide inside me. While Pietro has invaded me deeply, filling me and stretching me exquisitely, Matteo felt different. The girth of him was almost too much to take; a feeling of almost being split open. He didn’t violate new depths as Pietro had but the feeling of my pussy being stretched out around him as he began to drive in and out of me was equally intense.

I felt a quickening again between my legs. My clit felt so sensitive after the last orgasm that I hadn’t thought I’d be able to cum again but I realised I was about to. A hot build-up of tension grew again deep inside me and then burst outwards, flooding my body with pleasure and I felt the warm sensation of wetness running down my thighs as my pussy released a surge of juices around Matteo’s cock.

“Can I cum inside?” I heard him ask even though white noise was still rushing around inside my ears from the powerful orgasm that had just rocked through me.

“She’s on the pill,” I heard my husband say as if I wasn’t there. As if I wasn’t being used like a cheap whore on the bed in front of him. “Cum inside her if you like.”

The big Italian pulled my arms behind me again, almost painfully and then I felt him suddenly thrust forward, driving my face deep into the soft eiderdown so that I could barely breathe. Then I felt his thickness jerk inside me and the familiar feeling of hot wetness fill me up.

Then he finally released me, allowing me to sag weakly onto the bed and feeling his cum trickle out down the inside of my legs. I stayed there for a moment, waiting for my senses to return before rolling over to look at the three men in the room.

Matteo, Pietro and Luke were standing by the bed, enjoying the sight of me. Their eyes were roaming my body; Matteo gazing up and down the length of me; Pietro staring at my breasts, glazed with his sperm; and Luke looking between my legs where I knew Matteo’s seed would be matted in my pubes as it trickled from me.

“So when we said a Christmas roast with all the trimmings,” the Italian chef grinned, “Consider the cum that is all over you as the trimmings.” 

Luke chuckled at the comment and I stared down at my husband’s penis. “You haven’t cum yet,” I pointed out to him. Matteo and Pietro were both soft now, their long, flaccid cocks swinging between their legs as they moved away from the bed but Luke was still fully and painfully-looking erect.

“You look beautiful,” he said. “That was amazing. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I replied, my heart not only swelling with love for him but also a sense of relief that he didn’t feel like we’d made a mistake doing this. “Now, let me take care of that for you.”

The two Italians stood by and watched as I took hold of Luke’s dick. He looked tiny compared to them, both in stature and in the size of his manhood but I didn’t care. I loved this man, this wonderful man who had just let me have the best sex of my life.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, then spread my legs for him.

I saw him look down apprehensively between my legs. There was a lot of cum down there. Some coated my pubes, some was smeared between my legs and down my thighs. For a moment, I thought it was too messy and icky for him but he calmed my fears by stripping out of his shirt and pants totally and then getting on top of me.

As we kissed - he must be able to taste cum on my lips and perhaps my own juices - I felt him enter me. The thought of whether would I be able to even feel him after Pietro and Matteo briefly entered my mind, and then I felt him, his smaller and slimmer cock pushing into me and I forgot about that worry after that.

Luke rarely, if ever, made me orgasm through penetrative sex but I didn’t care. I’d cum enough times already. All I cared about right now was my husband and his enjoyment. I wrapped my arms around his back and curled the calves of my legs around his.

“Fuck me, Luke. You feel so good,” I broke off the kiss and purred into his ear. “Fuck me good. Show Matteo and Pietro how good you fuck me.”

He buried his head in my shoulder and fucked me hard and fast. It felt good, it did, but what really turned me on was the fact that the two Italian men were still standing there, watching us have sex. I wondered if by watching, they might get hard enough for me to fuck them again. Not that my poor pussy would be able to handle another round like the last one. I wondered if I’d be able even to walk properly tomorrow.

“Ah,” Luke grunted. “I’m cumming.”

I felt his cock twitching inside me but couldn’t feel his cum, probably because I was already soaking wet, stretched out and still carrying much of Matteo’s load inside me. Then his body softened and he rolled to the side. I turned my face and our eyes met.

“That was so fucking good,” I murmured with a weary smile, tiredness sweeping through me.

“It was,” he nodded and grinned. 

* * *

“Did you have a good time?” Matteo asked me. It was a couple of hours later. We were still in our room, all four of us sitting in the living area, listening to music and finishing the bottle of Rioja that we’d brought up with us. We’d all been for a shower, the two Italians on their own and then Luke and I together, washing each other’s bodies while talking about the wild sex we’d just had.

“I had the best time,” I replied and he smiled and nodded.

“That is good. I did too.”

God, he was handsome. I felt like taking off the cotton pyjamas that I was wearing and dragging him into the bedroom for another fuck but I couldn’t. My body couldn’t handle it. I ached everywhere, although it was the most pleasurable of aches.

“I’ve been thinking,” Luke said as if thinking out loud. “Our friends Mike and Debbie gifted us this trip. They warned us not to take custom service.”

While the four of us talked, Luke explained the secret of the Azure View and how Dennis had shown him via the website. It explained a lot, especially why Matteo and Pietro were so sexy and good in bed. Everything made sense now except for what Luke had just said.

“That means…” My mind was working overtime.

“It means your friends Mike and Debbie are into the hotwife lifestyle,” Matteo smiled. “The competition they won was only featured on certain Hotwife websites.”

“Oh, snap!” Luke laughed. “Just wait until we get home. I’m going to have a very interesting conversation with those two.”

Did I want Debbie to know what I’d done today? I wasn’t sure about that but I’d talk to Luke about it on our way home.

“If you ever come back to the Azure View in the future, I would love to do this again,” Pietro said. The two Italians were sitting to either side of me on the sofa and the bald waiter slid his hand up my thigh, making me moan softly. Again, I was tempted to bed him but no - it was late and I wanted to spend some intimate time with Luke.

“One last kiss,” I said to them both and saw Luke smile from where he was sitting opposite us, nursing his glass of wine.

Matteo picked up the wine bottle, shaking it to ensure it was empty. “Yes. We are out of wine and we should let you go so you can have some time together. Man and wife.”

“Hotwife,” Pietro corrected him. “You are a hotwife now, Signora Claire.”

“I will have to look that up,” I said, frowning because I didn’t know exactly what hotwife meant.

Matteo took his kiss first, pulling me into his strong arms and pressing his body against me as our mouths met. His hands were on my braless breasts, feeling them through the thin cotton but I didn’t care. Again, I nearly melted and let him fuck me but after a long, hot kiss, I pushed him away so that Pietro could take his turn.

Pietro’s hand slid inside my thigh and his fingers pressed against my pussy, making me whimper as we kissed. What was wrong with me? I wanted to fuck them both again so bad that I felt like a bitch on heat.

I pushed him away, breathing heavily but trying not to show it.

“Thank you for everything,” I said and Luke stood, shaking both of their hands as he said the same.

“I’m glad you enjoyed your Christmas roast,” Matteo said and then they were gone, the door closing behind them, leaving my husband and me standing there staring at each other.

I didn’t know what to say.

“Best Christmas ever?” Luke eventually quipped.

“Best. Christmas. Ever.” I emphasized the last word and we both giggled as we fell into each other’s arms and kissed.
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“That went better than expected,” I said to Viola as we watched the Christmas weekend guests leave.

“It certainly did,” the black receptionist and my right-hand woman agreed. “When you told me that Luke and Claire were gifted their weekend, I was disappointed. I really wanted to watch her get fucked.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “She was a very cute one. One of the best-looking wives we’ve had out here for a while.”

“So you’re over Stacy now?” Viola looked at me, her dark eyes daring me to lie to her.

“Stacy was exceptional,” I had to confess but decided I didn’t want to delve into all of that again. “We had fun. But yes, all of that is over now. Plus, it’s time to close the hotel for our January shutdown, Viola.”

“Where are you going to spend it?” she asked as we watched Luke and Claire get into their taxi after giving Matteo and Pietro a goodbye kiss and hug.

“I have to head to the Onyx Vista one more time,” I replied. “The Stacy incident made me realise how I feel about Donna. I have to try one more time to make her see sense.”

“Good luck with that,” Viola replied in a flat tone. She didn’t approve, I knew that, but she also knew I was right.

“And what about you?” I asked.

“I’m coming with you,” she informed me. “And don’t even try to stop me.”

I gazed into my long-time friend’s kind eyes. I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop her even if I tried. Viola was like a force of nature when she set her mind to something.

“Then we better go and start packing,” I informed her. “The plane to the Caribbean sets off at midnight.”

“That quick? Shit,” her dark eyes widened. “I’ve got things to do.”

I watched her scurry back into the hotel, sending the silver revolving doors spinning furiously behind her.

There was another reason I was heading to the Caribbean besides trying to sort out my relationship with my estranged wife. I knew Viola would try to come with me and so I’d arranged some fun for her. Everything was going according to plan.

This was going to be good.







  Afterword



Did you enjoy that little festive frolic? If so, let me know via my website or Twitter. Perhaps, if I get enough demand, I’ll write what happened when Claire and Luke had that interesting conversation with their friends, Mike and Debbie.




If you want to know more about Dennis and the Stacy incident, be sure to check out Holiday Hotwives book three, Stacy: Three’s A Crowd, coming later in December, as well as the two books before that, book one, Tina: Taking One For The Team and book two, Kelly: Takes Two To Tango. Dennis and Viola’s trip to the Caribbean is coming soon in book 4, Gemma: Four Letter Words, coming in late December/early January, all being well.




Of course, as well as being a spin-off to the Holiday Hotwives series, this book is the second in the Ultimate Hotwife Christmas set, a collaboration of 21 of the top hotwife writers in the business. Check out what’s next in the series on the next page.







  What’s Next?



Which hotwife will have a sexy Christmas adventure next?




Next in the Ultimate Christmas Hotwife series is A Hotwife Holiday Surprise by GK Grayson, a fellow member of #ACHE (Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica.) Try using the hashtag on Twitter for more information on the group.




Blurb for A Hotwife Holiday Surprise:




It all started innocently enough. Our new neighbour, Ray, rescues Myra by repairing a leaking pipe in the kitchen. While making the repair, his gym shorts gaped open and Myra has been obsessed with her handsome older neighbour ever since.




When her husband, Dale, discovers Myra’s obsession with their large neighbour, it leads to many discoveries about his wife, their marriage and, most notably, about himself.




’Tis the season for gift giving, and this year’s gift might be the best present ever… for everyone!




Now, he had to convince Ray…




Get GK’s brilliant book HERE and be sure to explore all 21 stories in the Ultimate Hotwife Christmas series.
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Join in the holiday spirit with these naughty hotwives and the men who love them.




This multi-author series explores the lives of women who fulfil their dirtiest fantasies with more than just their husbands.




21 filthy holiday stories where the wives get stuffed and find out that holiday gifts can come in a variety of packages.


	– A Hotwife Helper by Lacey Cross

	– A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast by Paul Garland

	– A Hotwife Holiday Surprise by GK Grayson

	– A Hotwife’s Holiday Studs by C.B. Alice

	– Hotwife Under the Tree by Reba Bale

	– Hotwife Gift Exchange by Hardison Parker

	– A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking by Delores Swallows

	– A Hotwife’s Christmas Gift by Dilana Rose

	– A Hotwife Gifted by Daizy Dennis

	 – A Hotwife’s Delight by Lillia Wett

	– A Hotwife’s Present by Kyle Canon

	– A Hotwife Praised by Lola Blackburn

	– The Hotwife Holiday Handyman by Olivia Lawless

	– The Hotwife’s Festive Fun by Zoey Adams

	– A Hotwife Unwrapped by Devon Haze

	– A Hotwife Christmas Carol by Guy White

	 – A Hotwife’s Choice by Anya Knightly

	– My Hotwife’s Holiday Boyfriend by Sean Geist

	– A Hotwife Ho…Ho…Ho by Alexa Sommers

	– A Hotwife Office Party by Aila Glass

	– A Hotwife Down Under by Steph Brothers
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