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		Welcome to the Summer 2026 Letters Special

		 

		Presented by the ACHE Collective

		 

		Well, well, well... look what summer dragged in.

		Whether you're reading this poolside, on holiday, in a sweaty train carriage, or simply hiding from the heat with a stiff drink and something else that’s also stiff, we're delighted you've found your way to the June 2026 Summer Letters edition of Hotwife Digest.

		This issue is stuffed with letters that cover the full seasonal spread: hotwife surprises on holiday, cuckolding games that start as a laugh and get out of hand, sharing that turns far too tempting, threesomes that happen where they absolutely shouldn't, and husbands who very much enjoy watching it all unfold, at festivals, parks, golf courses and more.

		Inside, you'll find female and male POV letters all curated by ACHE authors Delores Swallows, GK Grayson, Max Sebastian, Paul Garland, and Hardison Parker, with each bringing a slightly different flavour of summer mischief. Some are playful, some are filthy, and some are the sort of thing that makes you glance over your shoulder before reading on.

		So pour yourself something chilled, find a shady spot, and settle in for a collection of letters that are guaranteed to raise temperatures in all the right ways.

		Enjoy the letters.

		— The ACHE Collective

		

	
		 

		Hotwife Surprises on Holiday

		

	
		 

		A Holiday to Remember…

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I thought I’d write and tell you about something that happened when my husband and I were on holiday in Menorca a few years back. Although I’ve never worked up the courage to repeat what took place, my husband knows that just talking about the night I gave myself to another man while he watched always gets my motor running.

		Let me explain.

		By the time lockdown restrictions were relaxed after the COVID pandemic, I was desperate for a break. As a receptionist working at a doctor’s surgery, I’d spent months getting harangued and verbally abused by patients and their relatives throughout the entire period. Once the travel ban was lifted, my husband Ian booked us a luxury beachside chalet in a hotel complex on the Mediterranean island.

		I was self-conscious about my body. All the women at the pool had great tans and great figures, but I was pale and overweight. In my twenties I wouldn’t have been intimidated – I had big boobs, a flat tummy and good legs – but twenty-five years and two kids had taken their toll. I was still a busty blonde, but I no longer turned men’s heads.

		Ian tried his best to make me feel better, constantly telling off for wearing long skirts and baggy tops, and saying I should get some sun on my body. With his encouragement, I finally relented and after a couple of days, I started to get a tan. I no longer felt like the white blob by the pool.

		Every night we’d have dinner in the hotel restaurant, then go for a walk up the cliff path and watch the sunset. Then we’d return to the hotel bar for a few cocktails before heading back to our chalet. The bedroom was fitted with twin beds and as our sex life had become so sporadic over the years, neither of us suggested pushing them together.

		Towards the end of the week I finally started to relax. The sun had given me a healthy glow and I felt more positive about myself. One evening, I put on a white dress that showed off my tanned cleavage, and a pair of white high-heeled sandals. My shoes were unsuitable for walking up the cliff path, so we went to the bar and started drinking cocktails earlier than usual. The guy on the piano was playing Beatles oldies, and I made Ian dance with me. A girl came through selling flowers, and he bought me a white carnation, which I slid into my hair over one ear.

		As we enjoyed more cocktails, a group of Englishmen on the table next to us started chatting. They were all friendly and very tanned, explaining they were on a fishing holiday and took a boat out to sea every day. I had a nice time talking to them, and one of the men in particular seemed to be paying me more attention than I’d been used to getting for a long time. Eventually the men stood up to leave, explaining their boat set off very early the following morning. The man who’d been eyeing me up all night held up a full glass and told them he’d follow as soon as he’d finished his drink.

		I felt obliged to invite him to join us, and he accepted. He was tall and broad, and introduced himself as Robert. His hair was cut short and receding a little. His face was very tanned, which seemed to set off his blue eyes. Apart from his eye-colour, I thought he had a Sean Connery-look about him.

		He was friendly and polite, even though he seemed to be paying my boobs as much attention as my face. While that usually annoyed me, I didn’t mind it from him. As I said, I knew I was no longer the belle of the ball, so his roving eyes were doing wonders for my self-esteem. By the time Ian and I had finished out mojitos, Robert’s glass was almost empty. I was surprised when Ian asked him if he wanted a drink, and even more so when he accepted. Robert claimed he couldn’t manage another beer, so when I said I’d like a Harvey Wallbanger, he said he’d have the same.

		The three of us chatted for the next fifteen minutes, and I have to confess that I enjoyed every single occasion Robert glanced down at my cleavage. When I crossed my legs, I saw his eyes drop to check out my calves, and I was so glad I’d put on a sexy pair of shoes. When the piano music started again, I was thrilled when Robert asked me to dance. He spun me around and pulled me close, then took the flower from my hair and held it between his teeth. I laughed so hard my stomach ached, but there was also a warm tingly feeling lower down.

		When the song ended we went back to the table and Robert offered to buy the next round. Evidently he’d stopped worrying about his early start the next day. I asked for the same again and when Robert was at the bar, Ian said he’d been expecting me to ask for a Sex on the Beach. He was smiling, so I said the sand gets everywhere and I’d prefer a Slow Comfortable Screw Against the Wall. His face was a picture.

		We all chatted and laughed as we drank our cocktails. When Ian asked if Robert had time for another drink, he accepted.

		And that’s when the night took an unexpected turn.

		Ian came back with six drinks. I thought maybe the bar was closing, but when he suggested the three of us drink them at our chalet, I nearly fell off my chair.

		As we walked along the flower-lined path towards our chalet, my mind was doing somersaults. Why had my husband invited Robert back with us? He must have seen the man’s eyes wandering all over my body, so why wasn’t he angry?

		At the chalet, we walked out onto the veranda overlooking the sea. Robert and I sat in a swing chair. When Ian went inside to the loo, Robert asked me what was going on. I said I had no idea. When Ian returned and Robert went to the loo, I asked my husband just what he was playing at.

		He said something about it being a long time since he’d seen me enjoy myself this much. Apparently, he liked seeing ‘the old me’ and told me I should enjoy myself. I didn’t believe him and said so, but he just smiled.

		Then Robert came back out onto the veranda and I decided to call Ian’s bluff. I raised my glass in a toast to Mediterranean nights, then I stepped close to Robert and kissed him. When the two of us checked on Ian, he was leaning against the railing smiling at us. I decided that if my husband wanted to play it cool, I’d see how much fun I could have before he stopped me.

		I leaned in and kissed Robert again. This time I slipped him my tongue, and he wrapped his big arms around me and pulled me close. This was the first time I’d kissed another man in almost thirty years, and I was giddy with desire. My knees shook as I slid my hands up the back of his shirt. He was broad and solid. He caressed my boob through my dress, which spurred me on. I began to undo the buttons at the front of my dress — sure Ian would stop me — but he didn’t.

		Robert looked at me with hungry eyes. The buttons went down to the waist, and when all five were undone, Robert slipped his hand through the gap, cupped by boob through my bra and traced his fingers over my taut nipple. I purposely avoided looking at my husband because I didn’t want him to stop us.

		Robert led me back to the swing chair. When I sat down, he knelt between my feet and I stared into his burning eyes. It’d been a long time since anyone had looked at me with that amount of desire. I still couldn’t look at Ian. My bra fastened at the front. I undid the clasp and pulled the cups away and Robert immediately dropped head and took a nipple into his mouth, then moved over and sucked my other aching nipple. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation.

		Next I felt his hands moving up my legs. I was sure Ian would say something then. I didn’t look at him, but I could see him in my peripheral vision. Robert pushed the skirt of my dress up to my waist and pulled my drenched panties down and off. Then he looked down at my exposed sex, and I just opened my legs for him. He dropped his head and as soon as his mouth touched me, I let out a long moan. Robert licked, kissed and sucked at my sex, then his hands came back to fondle my boobs. I closed my eyes. I could smell the sea and hear the waves lapping on the beach, and I was experiencing a kind of pleasure I hadn’t felt in forever.

		It wasn’t long before I was right on the edge. My legs shook and my stomach was in knots, but suddenly the enormity of what I was doing hit me. I opened my eyes and looked at Ian. I thought he’d have stopped us by now, but he just stared at me with a kind of weird look. Robert was still feasting on my sex, and then I was coming on his tongue while staring into my husband’s eyes. It was such an intense orgasm I cried out, holding Robert’s head and grinding myself against his face. Then I fell back on the swing chair, my entire body trembling.

		When we heard voices down the path, Ian suggested we continue inside. I stood up on shaky legs, the word ‘continue’ echoing through my brain. Apparently my night wasn’t over yet.

		Robert helped me up and we went in the chalet. I started undoing Robert’s shirt, conscious of the fact he’d given me so much pleasure and I hadn’t so much as touched him. Once his shirt was open, I leaned in and sucked his nipple. I told him to sit on the couch, then dragged the coffee table out of the way and stood before him. Keeping my eyes on his, I slipped my dress off my shoulders and let it slide off. I stood in front of him completely naked except for my heeled sandals.

		In recent years I didn’t like Ian seeing me naked because I could see the disappointment in his eyes. I know he compares how I look now to how I looked when I was twenty-five, and there’s a big difference. But as Robert’s eyes raked over my naked body, I didn’t feel embarrassed about my big breasts being a little saggy, the hint of a spare tyre around my waist, or the excess flesh on my hips. He wanted me. Just seeing that sort of desire in a man’s eyes is a turn-on for any woman.

		I dropped to my knees and started unfastening Robert’s shorts. I sensed rather than saw Ian sit in the armchair to my left. As soon as I got the shorts open, Robert lifted up and I pulled them down to his thighs. His cock sprung out, and I stared at it. It was much bigger than Ian’s. Without giving it a second thought, I looked into his eyes and lowered my head. He shuddered when I took him into my mouth, which made me feel good. I couldn’t remember how long it’d been since I’d sucked Ian — at least ten years — but it’s like riding a bike; you don’t forget how. I bobbed my head and used my tongue, sucking and slurping like it was the tastiest lollipop I’d ever had. But I wanted more.

		I knew Ian wasn’t going to stop me. I got up off my knees and straddled Robert on the couch. I gripped his big cock and lowered myself onto it. God, I can’t describe how good it felt. For the previous seven or eight years, my sex life had involved fairly brief missionary in the dark. Yet there I was, naked and bouncing up and down on the biggest cock I’d ever had. Not only was it someone I’d only met a couple of hours earlier, but my husband was sitting less than three feet away watching me do it.

		When I felt the first tingles of another orgasm, I couldn’t believe it. Sometimes with Ian I don’t even get one. I’d already come on Robert’s tongue, and I was going to come on his cock as well. Robert was caressing me, his hands stroking my hips, cupping my boobs and tugging my nipples. He pulled me close and whispered that he wanted to watch my face when I came again. I stared into his eyes and rode myself to another toe-curling orgasm. I screamed and didn’t care if it upset my husband. I felt like a sex goddess.

		Sex goddess or not, by the time I’d stopped shaking, I could no longer ride Robert. I climbed off him, turned around and knelt on the rug. Robert slid off the couch, knelt behind me, and fed his cock back inside. His cock was going deeper than ever, and I grunted on each in-stroke. He held my fleshy hips and took me with force. I didn’t care about my boobs swinging beneath me. I revelled in being taken with such passion. Robert pounded me so hard I had to brace myself against the coffee table. I glanced back at him and urged him to come. He banged me harder still, then I felt his big cock twitch. I knew what was happening. I risked a look at Ian. He looked shellshocked, but I was past caring. I’d just had the fucking of my life.

		Robert pulled out and got dressed. I went into the bedroom and put on a robe. When I returned, Robert was telling Ian he was a lucky man. I said I hoped he didn’t miss the boat and he said, ‘who cares about fish?’ before he kissed me and left.

		As soon as I’d closed the door, the reality of what had taken place hit me like a cold shower. I’d just committed adultery, and I didn’t know what to say.

		Ian pulled me close and held me. I could feel his hard-on pressing against me, and I knew he wanted his turn. There was no bath in the chalet, and I could feel Robert’s goo seeping out and coating my thighs. Ian didn’t seem to care. He dragged me into the bedroom, pushed me onto one of the beds and groped me like he hadn’t done in years. Then he slid his cock into my sopping hole.

		I felt guilty for being full of another man’s stuff, but Ian seemed to find it a turn-on. He ran his hands around me to my backside. It was slick with juices – probably a mixture of Robert’s and my own – and he slipped his finger up my bum-hole. We hadn’t played like that in years, and I decided that if he wanted to be dirty, that was fine with me. I dragged my nails down his back as he jabbed me front and back with his cock and finger. He came hard, but I didn’t need to. Just knowing how much he was enjoying me rolling beneath him was enough for me.

		The next morning, I gave him a blowjob. I watched his face all the while, and I swallowed everything he produced. He looked like he might cry.

		We never saw Robert again. Ian and I spent another lazy day by the pool, then showered, had dinner, and walked up the cliff path. We called for cocktails in the bar, returned to the chalet and made love on the couch where I’d fucked Robert.

		As I said, we’ve never repeated the experience, though Ian’s admitted he’d like me to. But I tell him what happened in Menorca was special, and I worry that anything else I did wouldn’t live up to it. Our sex life is so much better now. We have sex with the light on, and Ian can’t get enough of me. I’m no longer ashamed of my body, and that’s all down to the way Robert made me feel on our holiday to remember.

		 

		SJ (Mrs), Chester, UK

		

	
		 

		Sleepless Sailing

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		We’re no strangers to cruises — this was our fourth one, they’re so good for the kids — and yet for the first time, for some reason, I could not sleep. Not a wink.

		It started off, we thought I was just a bit wired from the journey down to Miami. That first night, Michael and the two children slept fine, but I felt as though I’d had five cups of coffee.

		I watched a couple of movies on my iPad, used my Kindle app for a bit of reading. Hanging out on the balcony at least gave me a little more space away from the snoring family. Around 2 a.m., I realized I could sneak out of the room without waking anybody.

		But the ship was dead at that time of night. Even the nightclubs and the ‘late night’ bars were shut. I wandered around the ship, exploring and figuring out where everything was. I thought maybe exercise would make me tired, so after finding a 24-hour gym on Deck 8, I went back to the cabin to change into workout clothes.

		Even a full workout didn’t get me sleepy. Just more wired, if you can believe it.

		Anyway. During the first day at sea, I felt like a bit of a zombie, but I tried a few power naps, and it wasn’t really happening for me. Michael was obviously worried about me, but I reassured him I’d be fine. I ransacked the ship’s somewhat limited supply of sleep aids.

		But the second night, after a day at sea, I was still unable to sleep.

		This time, I left our cabin much earlier after the others had gone to sleep. I found a bar, thinking some late-night cocktails might get me sleepy. Michael’s not much of a social butterfly these days, but I can hold my own in a bar. I actually had some fun chatting up some good-looking younger men.

		They wanted to drag me along to the night club later, and I was a little reluctant — but when I suggested it might look bad to my husband if I went dancing with a bunch of strangers late at night, they simply grinned and said ‘you don’t have to tell him!’

		Okay, so I’d had a few drinks. And I was motivated to find something fun to fill that awful nighttime emptiness.

		It was fun. I felt a little guilty about my intention to hide this from Michael, but I figured as long as I wasn’t actually touching other guys, it would be okay. Well, okay, there was a little touching — casual brushes of the hand and so on — while we danced. But I didn’t kiss anybody.

		I’d forgotten how much fun it was flirting with guys, dancing with them, driving them crazy with lust.

		By the time the club was kicking everybody out at a scandalously early 1.40am, I was feeling so frisky. Jeez. I hadn’t felt like that in a while. I had to go find a public bathroom in a quiet part of the ship so I could release the tension. That actually did seem to help a little, and when I returned to the cabin, I managed three whole hours of blessed sleep.

		During the second day of the cruise, I was feeling a little better after my short sleep, but the guilt about what I’d gotten up to the night before was really getting to me as we enjoyed an excursion to a nice beach in Mexico.

		On the way back to the ship, I led us all into a few local pharmacies in the cruise liner port to look for any different sleep aids that might prove more effective. That was the point where I told Michael that I’d gone dancing the night before, and I was feeling a little guilty.

		Well, hey, I’ve often found that just coming right out with the truth is the best policy.

		Michael was amused that I’d been tearing it up on the dance floor — and he seemed relieved that I’d had some fun and found something to do during my long night. But he was confused as to why I should feel guilty.

		On the walk back along the pier to the ship, while the kids ran on ahead, I came clean to Michael about the young guys I’d been hanging out with the previous night. The flirting. The suggestion that I could just forget I was married and pretend to be a single woman. The way that the dancing got a little more… intimate… later on.

		And to my surprise, Michael wasn’t even slightly angry at me.

		In fact, he seemed somehow fascinated by what happened, and started grilling me in such a way that I felt encouraged to open up about everything that had happened — the excitement I’d felt flirting with those handsome guys, the little touches with them while we had danced together.

		My God, it was all getting Michael frisky! I couldn’t believe it. Back on board the ship, the kids just wanted to cool off in the pool, but after making sure they’d applied sunscreen first, Michael gave them some excuse about us grownups needing showers after our long day at the beach.

		Then, with the kids out of our hair, Michael scooped me up in his arms and asked me more about my adventure with the college crowd. I insisted that nothing had happened beyond some minor collisions on the dance floor, but as he started kissing me and touching me, he totally broke down my defenses.

		I owned up to feeling totally horny by the end of my adventure. And then I even told him about finding a public restroom in which I could relieve my tension.

		Oh my God. Michael was so turned on. He went down on me for maybe the first time in a couple of years. And he was so hard when he fucked me, asking me which of the guys I’d liked best, and what I would have done if I’d been single.

		That night, I was unable to sleep again. But this time, Michael was encouraging me to go out to party as soon as the kids were happily asleep. I didn’t entirely understand why he was so happy to babysit, but I guess he was really taken with the idea of me fooling around with those college guys. It put us both in a frisky mood.

		I didn’t think about it too much, to be honest. I love my husband, I trust him, and I know he wouldn’t have any malevolent motivations. He was just crazy turned on by the thought of me being naughty.

		On my way out of the cabin, he told me I had a hall pass. Wow. I kind of thought that concept was a myth. I said, seriously? And he was like, "You’re on birth control, right?” I mean, god damn. He said birth control like he was letting me sleep with those guys.

		And it turns out, he was letting me sleep with them.

		That night, I found my bunch of handsome younger men again without too much trouble. And this time, when I told them I had a hall pass, it was even crazier fun. There were two guys in particular — Brad and Mark — who I was drawn to more and more. Later, we were making out, just the three of us.

		I was a little drunk as the nightclub kicked us out again. I texted Michael, thinking there was no way he’d be awake. Teasing him a little about being out with these two gorgeous hunks. To my astonishment, Michael was awake, and he told me I should continue the fun back in their cabin. See if I couldn’t make myself sleepy with a little adult performance.

		Oh my God.

		And yet how could I say no? Mark and Brad were totally up for something back at their cabin. I mean, Jeez. I never had anything like that happen to me. A threesome? It was just insane. Big, hard cock practically wherever I looked. I came over and over, more times in one sitting than I ever thought possible.

		I could hardly walk on my return journey to our cabin.

		Thankfully, the kids were fast asleep, but Michael hadn’t slept a wink. He was there when I got back. I’ve never seen him want me so badly. I swear, it was almost as thrilling to me as having two younger men ravage me.

		Michael ushered me into the tiny bathroom and turned on the shower. Then he was all over me, tearing off my clothes, kissing me, sucking on me, completely obsessed with the fact I’d just had sex with two other men.

		He made me come with his mouth even before we got in the shower. Then again when he shoved his big, hard dick inside me. I can’t believe how good it felt.

		Then, I slept like a log.

		The rest of the cruise, I actually figured out how to solve my sleeplessness — good, hard sex with guys from the bar, then home for my husband to reclaim me.

		I guess you could say I’m a hotwife now.

		 

		- Former insomniac, Minneapolis

		

	
		 

		Traveling with Friends Can Be Dangerous

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I shouldn’t have agreed to go with them. It was dangerous on so many levels. Everything about the invitation was fraught with peril. That’s why I had to write, to convince myself I hadn’t been a complete idiot. Okay, maybe idiot is strong. I’ll let you be the judge.

		It started when my best friend, Nolan, invited me to go to a Caribbean resort with him and his wife, Kennedy. Getting away was certainly welcome. My job had gone through a brutal stretch implementing a new product for our largest client. I had been working 70-and 80-hour weeks since February.

		The problem with working so many hours is that it had been a long time since I’d gotten laid. Too long, considering what happened. That absence had left me vulnerable to suggestions. Oh yes, that’s just the excuse I needed. I should have thought of that earlier. They unduly influenced me. That should work.

		Nolan and Kennedy invited me to the resort back at the beginning of that stretch of grueling work. I just sent them the money and told them to make the arrangements, hoping everything would be done by June. How was I to know it was a ‘lifestyle’ resort? They never told me, and, in my defense, who looks at ‘available activities’ at a resort before going there?

		I even flew there separately. The last part of my big work project was flying into Pittsburgh to show the client what we had done. I flew directly to the resort from there. Kind of a ‘celebrating it finally being over’ thing.

		Nolan had splurged on the luxury cabana with two rooms and a large common area. I thought nothing of it. I had stayed at their house many times over the 15 years of their marriage. Nothing ever happened. Why would this be different?

		And it wasn’t… until the second night of our stay. We had decided to go out to the club on the resort grounds. Revelers packed the place, drinking and dancing. I could even smell a whiff of the green stuff hanging in the air.

		The ladies had scandalously little on. Clothing was not ‘optional,’ as it was on the beach, but the definition of clothing was… let’s call it, flexible! Anything went, from visible side boob to sheer material that left nipples and pubes exposed.

		Except for Kennedy. Compared to everyone else, she dressed demurely in a simple sundress. Though it showed ample cleavage and was so short, she constantly tugged at the hem to keep herself covered.

		But it was that sundress that gave me the first hint of something a little off. We got quite sauced as the evening progressed, especially her. Not drunk, exactly. That wouldn’t be the right word. Just enough to ‘loosen up,’ not incapacitate. And when I say loosened up, I mean increasingly free of inhibitions.

		It turned out Kennedy loved to dance. We switched off as her partner. When Nolan got tired, she dragged me out onto the dance floor. She felt no inhibitions while she was out there, freely touching me in very suggestive ways. The first time I felt her press her ass against my crotch, grinding against my hardening rod, I almost pulled back. But I didn’t…

		Even during slow dances, she clung tightly against me. My shaft responded even more. I couldn’t help myself. She felt so good, and it had been so long! My hands occasionally slipped a little lower on her hips, gripping her tight ass as she buried her face in my chest. She only moaned in response, pushing herself against my now iron pole.

		After a couple of those slow dances, I was seriously aroused, my stiff cock pressing against her. She gasped, pressing harder. Her hand came down to trace along its length, looking back at her husband.

		I followed her eyes to Nolan, feeling a little guilty. He offered no objection, raising his glass with a smile and a nod. That was apparently all the permission she needed. Kennedy broke away from my embrace at that moment, walking toward the ladies’ room. I returned to our table, thankful for the break from the constant… stimulation!

		Her husband simply smiled at me. He said something, but the music was so loud that I didn’t catch what he said.

		When she returned, the wicked smile she gave her husband almost made me gasp. But what happened next changed everything. She reached into her clutch purse, openly handing Nolan the panties she had taken off while she was in there. What caught my attention was her lifting the hem for a quick flash of her bare sex. ‘You were right,’ she whispered in his ear. My friend only nodded, ‘Told you so.’ I only knew this because I saw their lips moving.

		He asked if we were ready to go. I figured my rod needed a good whipping back in my room, agreeing immediately. All the way there, though, my friend’s wife had become something unfamiliar: bold and carefree. She touched us both freely. Hands around our waists, even leaning in to kiss frequently.

		Surprisingly, first her husband, and then me. I almost stepped back the first time she kissed me. But Nolan mouthed, ‘Go ahead,’ above her head. The electricity of that first kiss was something I will never forget.

		But that was nothing compared to what happened next. When we had reached the short path to the cabana, she turned in front of us. ‘I’m hungry,’ she told us. ‘Hungry for something hard in my mouth.’ Her husband only chuckled. ‘Are you now?’ Then he turned to me. ‘She gets in these moods to suck cuck. You interested?’

		What the hell? Had my best friend just asked me if it was okay for his wife to give me a blowjob? ‘I so want to,’ she insisted. Her husband told me to give her what she wants.

		As soon as the door closed at the cabana, Kennedy yanked the sundress over her head. I couldn’t believe what was happening as she dropped to her knees, pulling at her husband’s belt. She was so beautiful. I had never seen her naked before. Her breasts were full and firm with stiff nipples that revealed her desire, and her completely bald sex was already glistening with her arousal. She was almost panting with need as she yanked her husband’s shorts down.

		By the time she turned to me, I looked like one of those fertility god statues, my rigid rod pushing at my shorts. She had a hard time pulling it out; it was so hard. When she did, her hands came up to stroke me, turning her head toward her husband. ‘He’s just as big as you said.’ Nolan shrugged. ‘I warned her you were a little larger than normal,’ he said to me.

		He was right about that. Though I was only six-foot-two, my equipment was, let’s call it, well above average. And right then, it stood at full mast, the pulsing head an angry pink, ready to feed this hungry slut.

		There we were, the three of us all naked, my best friend and me standing next to each other, his wife on her knees in front of us, hands full of cocks ready to do some damage.

		That’s when he dropped the bomb on me. ‘I guess I have a confession to make. Kennedy is a hotwife. She loves cock and I love giving her as much as she wants.’

		As if that were her permission, she buried me down her throat, taking me almost all the way down in only a few passes. Fuck, he wasn’t kidding that she loved this! Few women could handle my length and girth with such ease. She must have done a lot of practicing because I could see Nolan wasn’t nearly my size; not even close.

		The glow on her face while she plunged up and down made me even harder. As her eyes trailed up to meet mine, it occurred to me I’d never been with a woman that openly loved sex the way Kennedy clearly did.

		I’ve had my share of partners, though my size was often as much a challenge as a blessing. They would complain and grimace no matter how slow I went, or how much lube I used. Having an enthusiastic partner who wanted me because I was this way was new.

		She pulled off several times, giving the same oral treatment to her husband, but she never stayed long on him before returning that warm mouth to me. I glanced nervously at my friend, worried that this unbalanced focus would anger him. He simply gave me a ‘what can I do?’ shrug. There was an entire message in that shrug. Her pleasurable moan when I returned down her throat made him smile. He genuinely didn’t mind, seemed to want her to have what she needed.

		When she was ready, Kennedy pulled off my rod, looking at her husband. ‘May I? Please let him fuck me,’ before returning to her oral pleasure.

		He didn’t look at her. He moved behind, gripping her head, forcing me so far down her throat she couldn’t breathe. She thrashed against him, but he didn’t care, and it quickly became obvious that she didn’t either. She loved him doing this.

		‘Are you willing to give her what she wants? I offer her to you for free-use all week. Whenever you want, however you want. You simply say it and she’ll do it. Anything.’

		I could feel her head nodding her approval around my shaft. As much as she could, her eyes looked up at mine, eager for my answer.

		‘Are you sure?’ was all I could say. Thankfully, I wasn’t married. We were only in our early 30s. I figured I was in no hurry to put on the old ‘ball & chain.’ But this… being openly offered his wife’s charms for the entire week! He had to know once we started, we would want to continue when we got back home.

		He released her head. She pulled back, heaving to replenish her breath, but didn’t linger there. She was right back at me.

		While she was having her fun, he told me the story. They had come to a resort very much like this one about five years ago. It was their first time on a nude beach. They both felt comfortable, though a little shy. Kennedy loved all the attention, and he discovered he liked her getting it. By the end of the day, her shyness was gone, and something else emerged.

		As guys would approach her, she started openly flirting with them. He encouraged her to go further. The first one was a blowjob in the sand dunes. The second one they took back to the room. That trip, they found out how much they both enjoyed it. He loved watching her on the hunt, and she loved doing it in front of him. She’s been his hotwife ever since.

		Doing it at home still seemed an enormous risk, so they restricted their playing to regular resort visits. Now, they wanted to make it a more regular part of their lives. That’s where I came in.

		They had been talking about including me as a more permanent addition. Nolan had told her how large I was. She wanted to find out on her own. She pulled her mouth off me, groaning. ‘Just as promised. So good,’ before diving back in.

		I groaned myself, knowing I couldn’t last much longer. She noticed. Without waiting for her husband’s approval, she stood, dragging me to the sofa in the living room. I sat in the middle and she immediately impaled herself on me, facing her husband. She spread her legs wide so Nolan could watch every plunge downward. He said nothing, sitting on the loveseat beside us, watching.

		Let me tell you, this woman knew what she was doing. She worked me like a pro, moving her hips so I went as deep as possible while fingering her clit with every thrust. But it was her husband who seemed to get just as much attention.

		‘He’s inside me, babe. So deep. I feel his head all the way in. He’s so much bigger than you. Is this as hot for you as it is for me?’ She went on and on, a stream of words that… not sure how to describe the impact on me. Her taking care of him seemed to push me to perform even more.

		I slammed myself upward, moving my shaft around, making sure she felt every inch. She gasped as I did it, telling her husband what I was doing. I could see him stroking his hard shaft, staring at our joining. Her hips seemed to move up just enough to give him a full view of her plunge down.

		The groans quickly moved to moans, and then whimpers. Then everything changed for me. She dropped a bomb that upset me, though only seemed to excite him more.

		‘Won’t it tear you up to watch me come all over him?’

		She actually said it just like that. And Nolan shuddered at those words, grunting as he blasted all over his stomach. That seemed to be the trigger for her as well, and for me. Moments later, she screamed out her release as I slammed upward, grunting my delivery of seed into my best friend’s wife.

		But her hurtful words upset me. Before she could recover, I pushed her off, saying I would have nothing to do with hurting my friend. They both looked at me in confusion, unsure of what I was talking about. ‘I want nothing to do with tearing him down,’ I told them emphatically. Understanding between them finally came. They burst into laughter.

		She moved over to sit next to her husband, though she spoke to me. ‘Your friend is a cuckold. He gets aroused by humiliation as much as by sex. I do that because he likes it.’

		My confused look must have amused them because their laughter grew even stronger. I finally had to smile.

		Oh, man. There was so much I had to learn about this shit. And at that moment, I wasn’t sure I should have even come down here. It’s simply too dangerous. For me, for my friends, and for my future mental health.

		Unfortunately, staring at her naked body and the hungry way she looked at me, my ‘other head’ was already countermanding any firm resolve that had formed. Kennedy just smiled, winking at her husband, as she crawled back across the floor to take me in her mouth again. ‘Not all that upset,’ she giggled.

		After that, I was lost. We made it in every way I could imagine that week. Nolan watched and even took part a few times. Her language got meaner as the week went on, and he just got harder and more excited by it. With her encouragement, I joined in.

		I know I shouldn’t have gone down there. I still don’t know what it’s going to be like when we get back home. How can I still call him my best friend when I’m actively humping his wife?

		 

		- Barrett, French Lick, Indiana

		

	
		 

		The Vacation of a Lifetime Is Just The Beginning

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		My name is Mark, a 42-year-old husband who's been married to my stunning wife Lisa for eighteen incredible years. Lisa is 38, brunette, with an incredible body, 36DD tits that barely need a bra, a narrow waist, a thick, juicy ass, and long, toned legs from years of yoga and running. Her skin is golden-tan in the summer, and her pussy... fuck, her pussy is the tightest, wettest heaven I've ever known. I’m lucky to have such a wet dream of a wife. We've always had a hot sex life, but last summer we finally took the plunge into the hotwife lifestyle, and it was the most intense experience of our marriage.

		It happened during our two-week beach vacation on the Gulf Coast. The sun was scorching, the air had that constant warmth but without the humidity, and you know how good weather makes people horny, right? Lisa was wearing the skimpiest bikinis I'd ever seen her in, tiny triangles of fabric that barely covered her nipples and a thong bottom that disappeared between her perfect ass cheeks. Every morning, when she applied her lotion by the pool, her big tits glistening, she got stares from college guys, local studs, and married men alike. I'd catch them adjusting their shorts and feel my own cock twitch, knowing they wanted to fuck my wife.

		One particularly hot afternoon, we were at a crowded beach bar right on the sand. Lisa was sipping a frozen margarita in a white bikini, her nipples hard from the AC blasting inside. That's when we met Jake. He was 26, tall, ripped from what looked like daily gym sessions and ocean swimming, with sun-bleached hair and a confident smirk. He was a local boat captain who ran parasailing trips. We started chatting, and there was instant chemistry between him and Lisa. His eyes kept dropping to her cleavage, and she was arching her back just enough to show off.

		I leaned over to her while Jake grabbed another round. "You want him, don't you, baby?" I whispered. Lisa bit her lip, her cheeks flushing. "God yes," she admitted. "His body... and that bulge in his shorts. I’m soaked just thinking about it." That was all the encouragement I needed. When Jake returned, I casually mentioned we were looking for a private boat trip the next day. He grinned and said he could make it very private.

		The next morning, we met him at the marina. The sun was already blazing as we boarded his sleek boat. Lisa wore a sheer cover-up over an even smaller bikini, this time red. As soon as we cleared the harbour, Jake killed the engine in a secluded cove surrounded by mangroves. The water was crystal clear and warm.

		"Skinny dip?" he suggested with that cocky smile. Lisa didn't hesitate. She peeled off the cover-up, then the bikini top, letting her heavy tits bounce free. Her large, dark nipples were rock hard. Jake's eyes widened. I sat back in the captain's chair, my dick already rock hard, and nodded at her.

		She shimmied out of the thong, revealing her smooth, puffy pussy. Jake stripped too, and holy fuck, his cock was massive. At least seven inches, thick as a wrist, circumcised, with a fat, veiny shaft and a bulbous purple head. Lisa gasped. "Jesus, Mark... look at that."

		She dropped to her knees right there on the deck. The summer sun beat down on her bare back as she wrapped both hands around his huge cock and started jerking him off. "Mmm, so much bigger than my husband's," she purred, looking straight at me. Then she opened wide and took him into her mouth. Wet, sloppy sucking sounds filled the air as she bobbed her head, drooling all over his shaft, gagging when he hit the back of her throat. Jake groaned and grabbed her hair, fucking her face while I watched, stroking my own cock through my shorts.

		After a few minutes, he pulled her up and bent her over the railing of the boat. Her tits hung down, swaying as he rubbed that fat cockhead up and down her dripping slit. "You ready for a real cock?" he asked. Lisa moaned, "Yes, please fuck me." He pushed in slowly, stretching her tight married pussy wide open. She cried out in pleasure as inch after inch disappeared inside her. Once he was balls-deep, he started pounding her hard, his hips slapping against her juicy ass. The sound of wet flesh and her moans echoed across the water.

		I moved closer, kneeling beside them so I could see everything up close. His thick cock spread her lips wider than I ever could, her juices coating his shaft, her clit swollen and seeming to almost throb with every thrust. "Fill her up," I told him. Lisa was screaming now, her first orgasm ripping through her as she squirted down her thighs. But Jake didn't stop. He fucked her through it, harder, gripping her hips and slamming into her until he grunted, sighed loudly and unloaded deep inside her pussy. When he pulled out, a thick river of his cum poured out of her stretched hole and dripped onto the deck.

		We spent the rest of the day on that boat. Jake fucked her twice more, once on the sun pad where she rode him reverse cowgirl, her ass bouncing as I held her tits and pinched her nipples, and again in the crystal clear water where he held her up and thrust up into her while I watched from the boat. Each time, he came inside her, and by the time we got back to shore, Lisa's pussy was red, swollen, and still leaking his load down her legs.

		That night back at the beachfront apartment we were renting, the heat was still oppressive even after dark. We left the sliding doors open to the ocean breeze. Lisa was still insatiable. She texted Jake (we'd exchanged numbers) and told him to come over. He arrived within thirty minutes. This time, I wanted to be more involved in the sharing.

		I had Lisa on our king bed, legs spread wide, while Jake watched. I ate her pussy first, tasting what remained of his salty load inside her, mixed with her sweet juices. She came on my tongue, moaning Jake's name. Then I invited him to take over. "Fuck her while I watch up close," I said.

		Jake climbed between her thighs and sank into her dripping wet pussy. The sound was obscene, squelching wet sounds as he rammed his big cock in and out of my wife. Lisa's eyes rolled back. I positioned myself so I could lick her clit while he fucked her, my tongue trying and failing to avoid his veiny shaft as it pistoned in and out. She came violently, soaking my chin.

		They switched positions. Lisa got on all fours, and Jake took her from behind again, doggy style, while she sucked my cock. I held her head down, fucking her throat as he railed her pussy. The summer night air was filled with the sounds of slapping skin, gagging, and filthy, dirty talk.

		"Fuck her harder," I groaned. "Breed that married pussy."

		Jake obliged, pounding her until he flooded her again with his jizz. I couldn't hold back anymore. As soon as he pulled out, I slid into her cum-drenched cunt, the hottest, slippiest feeling imaginable. I fucked her through two more of her orgasms before adding my own load, mixing it with his.

		The rest of the vacation became a blur of sun, sand, and sex. Jake came over almost every night. One memorable evening, we took her to a secluded part of the beach after midnight. Under the stars, with the waves crashing, we double-teamed her properly. Jake fucked her pussy while I took her tight ass. Lisa was in heaven, screaming into the night as we filled both her holes. She came so hard she nearly passed out.

		By the end of the two weeks, my wife had been fucked by Jake at least a dozen times. Her pussy was constantly swollen and used, and she glowed with that freshly-fucked radiance as much as her tan. On our last night, Jake brought a friend, another young, hung boat captain named Tyler. The two of them took turns on Lisa for hours while I watched and occasionally joined in, jerking off onto her tits as they tag-teamed her.

		Watching my beautiful wife turned into a total cumslut for these younger studs was the most erotic thing I've ever experienced. Her confidence has skyrocketed, and our sex life at home is better than ever. She loves telling me how much bigger and harder they were while I fuck her, and I love reclaiming her sloppy, well-used pussy.

		We're already planning another summer trip. We’ve only done it once, but we’ve quickly discovered that the hotwife life is addictive as hell, and I can't wait to share more stories.

		Thanks for reading, I hope you found this super horny like we did,

		 

		Until next time,

		Mark (and Lisa)

		

	
		 

		Cuckolding Can Be Fun

		

	
		 

		Our Little Vacation Game

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		My husband and I have loved playing our little vacation game ever since we got married twelve years ago. I was wondering if others did this kind of thing for fun, or whether we were different.

		Robbie and I are in our mid-30s now, and love to go to resorts where clothing is only loosely required, if at all. He loves it when I show off my shapely body, despite having had two children. My full chest and still slim hips never failed to attract attention, especially at these ‘lifestyle’ resorts.

		At least once during our stay, we’d head to the beach with some serious teasing in mind. We go together, but lie on our towels far enough apart that no one knows we’re attached. All day long, I’d flirt with men who think I’m alone on the beach while Robbie watches from behind his sunglasses. When he thinks I’ve gotten worked up enough, he uses a hand gesture to signal he’s ready for some serious humping. I always looked forward to the teasing parts of our visits!

		Two years ago, I was in a fairly secluded area, lying on a towel, topless. The string bikini bottom left my lower parts with little coverage, either. Robbie was sitting on the dunes nearby, pretending he didn’t know me. A man came up, warning me that I shouldn’t risk a sunburn, and offered to put lotion on for me. Don’t you just love a man whose selfless concern for my welfare prompted him to act? He-he. I agreed, of course.

		Let’s just say his hands were not careful about avoiding certain areas. Quick glances at my husband told me he was enjoying the view, and I got seriously worked up. The stranger’s hands plied my breasts and nipples with expert care, making my body tingle with need for more.

		But just as my new benefactor was moving those hands lower to deliver on that promise, Robbie gave me the hand signal. We practically ran back to our cabana and humped like newlyweds!

		Last year, it rained for much of our visit. We didn’t get a chance to play our little game.

		This year, I wanted to see how far my husband would let me go. I found a place far enough from the main population to offer a modicum of privacy, yet close enough to attract attention. This time, Robbie positioned himself far enough away so I could still see him, yet hide our connection.

		Much of the morning, I flirted shamelessly with every man who came by. I could feel my hard nipples betraying my arousal, and wondered how far I should push my husband’s tolerance.

		One man kept coming back. He put lotion on me, laid his towel next to mine, and the touching became more than I had ever done before. His name was Conrad. Neither of us was holding back. My nervous glances at my husband showed a man enjoying what was happening. I could clearly see an iron pipe down below, visibly pressing against his swimsuit.

		Was this okay? Should I have let it go as far as he seemed to want? Conrad walked away for a moment. To get us drinks. I pretended to head for the restroom, signaling my husband to follow. This was already further than Robbie had ever let it go before. So much further! I had been more-than-flirting with this man for much of the morning. We had even been actively kissing and fondling each other. By the time Conrad went to get drinks, the direction was obvious. I had to know how far Robbie wanted this to go.

		My husband didn’t wait for me to speak. He already knew why we were on the beach that day. I could take this as far as I wanted, he told me. We had come to this resort to do this. He understood that. Conrad had given me the opportunity, and Robbie’s enthusiasm for my display on the beach meant he was ready for our game to go further.

		The shock on my expression just made him smile. I asked if that meant I could go back to his room with him… alone. He nodded, smiling again. ‘Don’t stay all day!’

		As I walked back to my towel, a new sense of freedom filled me. I couldn’t help looking back at my husband. Robbie had just given me permission to cheat on him, and judging by the excited look in his eyes, he approved of my wanting to. I gazed at him with a new understanding as he flicked his hard shaft at me, laughing in the hot tropical sun.

		My husband had always been kinky, but this? Allowing me to play without him? I always suspected we would eventually invite a man to join us in our little game. It’s just, I thought he would want to at least watch, if not join in.

		I couldn’t believe he would let another man fuck his wife, and wondered how he would react when I returned to the room with that man’s seed buried deep inside me. I won’t lie. All the touching in the morning was a serious turn-on. My husband and I would have had an argument if he hadn’t allowed me to go with Conrad.

		Still, there was no going back once I had taken this next step. I asked several times for reassurance that he knew what the result would be. I warned him I was ready to take that step if he was. Robbie assured me he wanted this as much as I did, and that he planned the reclaiming fuck of the century when I returned.

		That sounded good. Kind of. It still left me a little uncertain. I shuddered as I lay back on the towel, ready for my new lover. There was no question I wanted to do it. The whole situation had left me eager to have something new inside me for the first time in over a dozen years.

		Conrad came back with our drinks just after I settled into place. We did nothing but chat at first, even though I must have been flashing some kind of signal when he joined me. Call it a vibe, a rising tension, or just horny as hell; whatever the excuse, the idea of us going somewhere to finish the day dominated our feelings.

		While we chatted, we learned more about each other. He had been there for a week. This was his last day at the resort as well. I finally confessed I was there with my husband and told him about our little game that we had decided to take to the next level.

		‘Was he interested?’ I teased. Without another word, the man stood, gathering towels and beach stuff into his bag, holding his hand out to me. I guess he was. I put my suit back on, glancing back at my husband. He only smiled, nodding his acceptance. I could see the erection Robbie didn’t even pretend to hide.

		On the way there, Conrad’s hands were all over me. I let him touch whatever he wanted, even though I must have been red with embarrassment about being so openly fondled in front of other guests. But it was kind of hot, too, allowing others to see my open desire. I truly didn’t care who witnessed the ecstasy of my growing arousal.

		Though I worried he would try to pull me into a stand of bushes to take me in the open! That would be going too far. I let him touch me as much as he wanted, but used my hand to steer him back to the cabana area, whispering that I preferred to go inside. He smiled. We walked quietly after that, arm-in-arm, until we got near his cabana.

		As he led me down a quieter path to his unit, I decided it was time to get in on the fun. My eyes drifted down to his shaft, my hand tracing the outline. He was already hard, pressing against his trunks. I knew that hefty beast would soon have a willing opening to invade! The situation almost took my breath away; I was so aroused.

		My husband had said it was okay. He meant it, didn’t he? Truthfully, at that moment, I no longer cared. The moisture leaking around my swimsuit thong told me stopping was not an option. At that moment, in my heart, I accepted I was free to fuck this well-hung stranger… with my husband’s blessing.

		Even before the door could close behind us, I was on my knees, pulling his swimsuit down, engulfing that magnificent cock down my throat. I was simply on fire with need.

		My new partner couldn’t believe he had found such a wildcat, quickly taking control. His hand pressed on the back of my head, driving his shaft deeper. I almost came right there! I let him move my head as he liked, my hands reaching around to grab his ass, to pull and massage. He was very strong; those cheeks were firm and so hot!

		I pulled off the shaft, looking up at him. I was very blunt, telling him I preferred a man who liked to take a firm hand, that he was free to do whatever he wanted with me.

		He was happy to oblige as he pulled me off my knees, pushing me toward the bedroom. I had what little clothes I had off and on the floor before we got there. He playfully picked me up and flung me onto the bed. I shrieked at the sudden move, quickly recovering as I moved onto my hands and knees, shaking my rear at him.

		Conrad knew what I wanted. He could see lubrication would be no problem. My arousal dripped down my inner thighs. He yanked his shirt off and was on me, his shaft driving as deep as I had ever had a man. He was huge! I couldn’t get enough, pushing back against each thrust.

		Luckily, he knew what to do with that size. His cock was thick, and his balls rubbed against my clit every time he pumped into me. He was driving me crazy. Pleasure filled me as I mewled at how much I loved this. My happy smile had to be obvious.

		For the next two hours, I belonged to this man. We never stopped touching each other. When he would come inside me, we would trade off licking and sucking each other until his glorious cock was ready again. I came and came as he used his instrument in all my holes.

		By the time we collapsed in exhaustion, it was already late afternoon. We heaved for a breath, our hands unable to stop touching. But I was done. I just hoped I still had some energy available for my husband’s promised reclaim sex. I was sure that was the price he would exact for allowing me this afternoon of bliss.

		Our kissing returned, though I finally pulled back, telling Conrad I had promised my husband not to stay too long. He thanked me for the memorable afternoon, giving me a card with his name and phone number on it. In case I ever came to the Dallas area, he said. I felt flattered that he would want to do this again, knowing how much I wanted to!

		When I returned, Robbie was sitting on the sofa in our cabana, on his phone. Since this was the first time we had done this, I approached him tentatively, unsure of his reaction. I needn’t have worried. He was all over me as soon as I stood in front of him.

		My suit was on the floor as he inspected his ‘used goods.’ He had me turn around, bend over, and spread my ass cheeks for him. Conrad was much larger than Robbie. I had been stretched all afternoon. My swollen labia and reddened rear bud announced to his lustful eyes that another man had visited. And because I loved sucking his cock, my lips ended up just as chapped.

		Before I could absorb the pure arousal that snuck up on me while holding my used openings on display for my cuckold, he spun me onto the sofa. He pushed me forward so my ass hung in the air with my head on the cushion. Then he smashed his cock into my hungry sex. I groaned at the explosion of passion that consumed me. The need for more coursed through me. To my very soul, I needed this man to do just this. To reclaim me; to refresh his ‘ownership’ of who I was. I needed him to.

		He slowed his pace, asking me to tell him. So I did; every detail I could remember, and how much pleasure Conrad delivered. I described how many times I climaxed and how eager I was for more.

		He started calling me names, like slut and vixen. I heartily agreed, promising I would be his slut whenever he wanted. That was all it took! He was slamming into me like a jackhammer as we both came, shuddering at the sensations neither of us could control.

		He wanted to know if I wanted to do that again sometime. I showed him where the card with his number lay on the floor next to my swimsuit. Dallas, he laughed, as he helped me up from this awkward position. We can make that work, he chuckled. Maybe I can watch next time.

		Did he really mean that? Watch? If I had known it would be this good, I would have pushed to add this to our little game long ago!

		 

		Jacqueline, Oklahoma City

		

	
		 

		Festival Festivities

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I’m writing to tell you about something that happened recently. It has left a huge question hanging over our marriage. The trouble is, I’m not exactly sure what that question is.

		Let me explain.

		I’ve been married to Andrea for almost four years. I have been totally faithful and blissfully happy for the entire time I’ve known her, and I’d never had a reason to think she hasn’t felt the same.

		A couple of weeks ago, we attended a music festival. It was nothing like Glastonbury or the Download festivals. It was very low-key (sorry for the music pun) and featured only a handful of local bands. None of them have recording contracts, but they all upload their songs to public music platforms, so we know most of each band’s songs. Since we’re good friends with a guy who plays drums in one of the bands that play at the festival, we’ve been to the last three.

		What happens is a farmer lets them use one of his fields, and he parks his biggest trailer at one edge that the bands then use as a stage. Then they hire a couple of marquees. One is fitted with a bar, tables and chairs, and provides somewhere to sit if it rains. The other is for people to sleep in. Inside the ‘hotel marquee’, they hang make-shift canvas sheets to split the huge space into separate sleep cells. The lines they hang the sheets from are only about six feet high. They provide a level of privacy, though in truth not much. You could hear – and smell – if anyone in a nearby cell farts. 

		The organisers also get a couple of mobile toilet trailers with half a dozen cubicles in each, and they’re always set quite a way from the hotel marquee. It’s probably a hygiene thing, but it means that most men only walk to the toilets if it’s light, and they just piss on the grass if it’s dark enough not to be seen. 

		The latest festival was probably the best we’d ever attended. The weather was fabulous, and the people they’d hired to run the barbecue were top-notch. The cold beer went down well, the bands really rocked, and everyone had a great time. There are some people we only ever meet up with at these gigs, and after the last band had stopped playing, we mingled and chatted like old friends. The atmosphere was so good that everyone sat around under the stars, laughing and drinking long after the last song was played. 

		I was talking to some of the guys who were in one of the other bands. Andrea was talking to our drummer friend and his wife, plus a crowd of other people I didn’t know. After about ten minutes, I wandered back and joined them. Andrea always gets lots of attention at these get-togethers because not only is she hot, but she also knows a lot about music. She’s twenty-eight with long black hair, big brown eyes, and a petite body. She can talk for hours about all her favourite songs and bands.

		It must have been getting on for two in the morning by the time we headed to the hotel marquee. We tiptoed in and found the space where we’d set up our old inflatable mattress and bedding hours earlier. We took off our shoes and jeans, then settled down under the quilt. There were probably a couple of hundred people in that marquee, so there were all sorts of sounds and smells invading my senses. But I’d drunk far more than usual and soon fell into a deep sleep. 

		I could see the early morning light through the white canvas roof of the huge tent when I woke. I kissed Andrea’s forehead and whispered that I was going for a pee, got dressed and made my way to the closest exit. Although the sun wasn’t up yet, it was light enough to stop me from being able to pee in the middle of the field. I headed off in the direction of the toilet block, where I relieved the pressure on my very full bladder. When I came out of the toilet block, I saw a fox about fifty yards away, mooching around one of the waste bins. The field itself was relatively clear of litter because everyone knew that if we made a mess, the farmer would stop letting us use his field. I met another guy on his way to the loo, and we had a brief chat about what a great show the bands had put on, and how lucky we’d been with the weather.

		When I got back to the marquee, I made my way back to our sleeping cell. As soon as I got there, I noticed the sheet on the other side of our makeshift bed was slightly open. I walked around the bed and closed it, then kicked off my shoes and took off my jeans. 

		As I got into bed, I noticed Andrea was awake, but she was avoiding eye contact. Her face was pink. So was her neck. I knew she blushed like that after an orgasm. I frowned and pulled down the quilt. She looked up at me with a guilty expression. I felt a coldness in my gut as I pulled up her t-shirt. 

		She was no longer wearing panties. I pulled the t-shirt higher and gasped. There was a thick splash of what was obviously cum on her stomach. I glared at her, then looked up at the sheet that had been left open. I asked her who she’d had in our bed, and she admitted it was a guy she’d been talking to last night.

		What fucking guy? We spoke in whispers so the other people wouldn’t hear us. Apparently, she’d met him while she was setting up our mattress, and they’d chatted again after the music finished last night. I was speechless, but then Andrea lowered her gaze and ran her hand down my body. I was as shocked as she was to discover I had an erection. She frowned. So did I. Without another word, she released my cock from my boxers and pulled me on top of her. I slid inside her and let out a groan. She was wet from her previous sex and orgasm. I felt the other man’s cum, still warm, smearing from her stomach to mine. I stared into her eyes as I fucked her. She was still frowning, but she was pushing herself up to meet my thrusts. I pinned her hands above her head and fucked her hard. She gasped at my onslaught, then she came with a grunt. I kept banging into her until I shot my load inside. Then I pulled out and sat on my haunches, still shocked by what she’d done and at my own reaction to it.

		I got dressed and went outside. The sun was peeking over the trees, and there were quite a few people standing around in the field. There was the smell of frying bacon from twenty different camping stoves, but I wasn’t hungry.

		After a few minutes, Andrea came out to find me. She’d packed up our bedding and let the air out of the mattress. There were too many people around for us to talk, and the fact that I knew the guy she’d fucked could be one of them made me uneasy. I went back to our cell, rolled up the mattress, and we carried our stuff the half-mile to where the car was parked at the back edge of the field. We didn’t say goodbye to any of the people we knew, and we didn’t talk to each other for the first ten minutes of our journey.

		Eventually, I realised we needed to talk. She’d broken her wedding vows, and I needed to know why. I saw a picnic stop on a quiet country road, drove in and got out of the car. I made my way to a picnic bench and sat on the table. Andrea followed me out and stood a few feet away, her arms wrapped around herself. It was only about seven in the morning, so there was nobody else around.

		I asked her to tell me everything that had happened. She admitted she knew the guy was in one of the adjacent sleep cells because they’d spoken earlier. As soon as I’d left for a pee, he’d stuck his head around the separating sheet and asked if she had any paracetamol for his hangover. I suspected he’d heard me go and saw his chance with the woman he’d been flirting with the night before.

		Andrea admitted she’d invited him in, then noticed he was only wearing boxers. He’d sat on the mattress and smiled at her, then they’d kissed. She told him I wouldn’t be gone long, and he’d taken that to mean they had to be quick. He’d pulled down the quilt and stared at her bare legs, and she admitted she’d removed her own panties. He’d fucked her slowly until she came, then fucked her harder.

		She looked into my eyes and chewed her lip, then said she’d asked him not to finish inside. So he’d pulled out, glazed her tummy and sneaked out before I got back.

		I stared at the sky, my guts roiling. She told me she was sorry. I was still trying to process what had happened, but the thing that bothered me the most wasn’t the fact she’d been unfaithful, it was my reaction to it.

		We drove home and spent the day not talking about much of anything. We had an early night and didn’t even touch each other in bed. 

		The next morning, I woke up first and watched her sleeping. I imagined her flirting with a guy all evening, then inviting him into our bed and fucking him in the limited time they had while I was at the toilet block. And then, maybe feeling guilty after her own orgasm, she’d asked him not to come inside her. Did she think that would make me feel better? 

		Did it make me feel better? I really didn’t know. I just watched her sleep.

		When Andrea eventually woke up, she looked directly into my eyes and asked why I’d fucked her so hard when I’d seen what she’d done. I didn’t have an answer. She asked if some part of me liked the idea of it, and I didn’t have an answer to that, either. Then she asked if I’d fuck her hard again, so I did. I fucked her hard, and she pulled my hair and scratched my back. I offered to pull out and come on her stomach, but she wrapped her legs around my thighs and held me inside her until I came.

		So, that’s our story. It’s been two weeks since the summer festival. In the last few days, the question in my head has changed from ‘Why did she do it?’ and ‘Why did I react that way?’ to ‘Do either of us want her to do it again?’

		I guess if I ever find out the answer, I’ll write another letter.

		 

		Colin, Derry, Ireland

		

	
		 

		Summer F-ing Had Me A Blast

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I am writing to tell you about the summer I became a hotwife. I have always been a wild child. Even though I didn’t lose my v-card until my sophomore year in college, I thought about sex all the time. My first time was rough, painful, and probably the worst naughty experience of my entire life, but it only inflamed my desire. I knew, from reading magazines like yours, that there would be better experiences coming soon, pun intended.

		I began seeking out passionate encounters. I wasn’t easy. I needed more than a hard dick; I craved a heart connection as well. After several short-term relationships, I met Jaxson. We were both on the swim team. He picked me up with a line about me being soaking wet, and the rest is history. Jax is everything I could ask for: handsome, strong, and great in the sack. We dated for two years and married two weeks after graduation.

		That was a year ago. Since then, I have discovered Jax is as obsessed with sex as I am. If neither of us worked, we would spend most of the day finding new ways to please each other. We are very open about our desires and needs. Which is why I was not surprised when, over ice cream at Baskin-Robbins, he planted the seed of being a hotwife in my fertile mind.

		“51 flavors.” It sounded innocent at first as he offered me his finger, sticky from his Beach Day cone. I licked it sensually as he asked me, in as natural a voice as our parents asked someone to pass the salt at Thanksgiving, “Mel, do you ever want to try a different flavor?”

		I caught his innuendo right away and nearly bit his finger in surprise.

		After a few minutes of flirty plays on words, we got to the point. Jax explained that he loved hearing about my experiences in college, and it would turn him on to hear about me being with another man. My initial instinct was that he was testing me, and I told him I loved him, but I wouldn’t want to do anything that would hurt our marriage. He smiled slyly and kissed me. Then he asked if I was certain it wouldn’t hurt our relationship, and if I wanted to.

		He didn’t wait for my response. His hand slid easily under my skirt and parted my lips with two fingers. I was soaked.

		I didn’t need to touch him to see how aroused he was by the bulge in his shorts. He continued rubbing my pussy, whispering, “Come on, you can’t tell me it doesn’t excite you too.”

		Jax then whispered his fantasy version of me picking someone up and letting them use me, then riding Jax while sharing the details.

		I came right there in the shop, screaming into my half-eaten waffle cone.

		Which brings me to this summer. Jax makes enough at his law firm to allow me to work from home mostly. This summer, I took a job lifeguarding at the local pool. Only four lifeguards were working on any day, one in the chair at the pool, one walking the grounds, and two on standby. We rotated every hour. Suzie, Brad, Royce, and I made up the squad. Suzie and Brad were dating, but my eye was on Royce since I got the job. Not because I wanted to leave Jax for him, but he was tan, ripped, and sensual. He was also an ass. At least that was my impression until our first shift on standby after the ice cream parlor.

		Royce was his usual jerky self, making rude innuendos about every woman at the pool. When he told me in the lifeguard shed that I was grumpy because I wasn’t getting enough sex at home, I decided to teach him a lesson.

		I checked the clock. We had 45 minutes until the next shift change, and the manager wouldn’t be on the property for a few hours. Royce sat on the old couch by the back of the small room, his legs spread wide. He wasn’t hard yet, but I had seen his bulge when he didn’t think I was looking. I sprang like a cat, practically jumping into his lap, straddling him, my bikini bottom rubbing against his crotch.

		I told him he was wrong. That my husband satisfied me in ways he never could. His expression flickered between lust and fear. I untied my top, letting it fall onto his lap. Cupping my breasts seductively, I told him that every night, my husband sucks on my nipples until I am so wet I have to beg him to fuck me. For emphasis, I tugged my nipples taut and purred as they snapped back into place.

		Royce’s face was flushed now, and I felt him stiffening beneath my legs. I shifted, intentionally pressing myself against his half-erect rod.

		By the time I asked if he thought he could suck my tits even half as well as my husband, he only managed a nod. I pressed my breasts against his face. I’m not large on top, but nobody has ever complained. I slid my hips back and forth while he worked each nipple in and out of his mouth. His arrogant approach had softened into sexy confidence as he explored my breasts with his hands and tongue. My arousal rose as excitement pooled between my folds. At the same time, he swiftly hardened to full erection, something that was making my pussy happy as I rocked slowly in his lap.

		For a brief, surreal moment, I felt as if I was outside my body looking down at a slutty hotwife about to try the first of many new flavors. When my focus returned, I rose, untying my bikini until it fell to my feet. I intended to return to my seat on Royce’s lap, but he took control. His strong hands gripped my ass and pulled me onto his face as he buried his tongue into my folds. I had to put my hands on the wall to keep steady as he explored my wetness, sliding a finger into my core as his tongue danced over my clit.

		Without warning, my orgasm triggered. I screamed and shook, but he held me steady, slowing his pace until I was ready for more. There were two fingers in my core, thrusting hard and fast. I warned him I was close again, then whimpered as a soaked finger slid over my anus. He instinctively knew what I needed. “Please,” echoed repeatedly in the room, but he only stopped long enough for me to plateau before continuing working me into a frenzy.

		It was only when I begged him to fuck me that he had mercy, lifting me easily into the air so he could stand, then placing me down on my knees. I was still facing the wall when he pulled me onto his cock. His fingers had felt good, but his cock filled me. I hadn’t realized he was that thick. It took only two tries before my pussy eagerly parted to let him slide fully inside. I could only moan now, the pleasure blanking my mind from any coherent thought. He brought his left hand to my chest and squeezed my breast as he thrust rapidly into my core.

		He told me I was going to come on his cock, then he was going to let me swallow his cum. I moaned “mmm hmm” and pushed back against his thrusts. I was closing in on my third orgasm when he tugged sharply at my teat. The pain took me over the edge, and my hips bucked as my core muscles clenched around his cock. My climax lasted for a long time as he continued pounding me until he was ready, then he pulled out. I didn’t wait for his directions, turning and greedily gobbling his cock until hot cum splashed down my throat.

		When I returned home, Jax was waiting. He ate my pussy while I told him what Royce and I had done.

		After that, Royce became nicer in public and more alpha in the lifeguard shed, bending me over desks and fucking me daily, or eating my pussy when I am on the phone with Jax. The summer ends soon, and Royce will return to his out-of-state college, but I am already scouting the neighborhood for my next scoop.

		 

		Stuffed in Sacramento

		

	
		 

		The Seattle Hotwife

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I’m not sure how to react to what just happened. I am writing this while flying back from our vacation in Seattle. I thought putting it down might help me understand.

		My husband, Alex, convinced his parents to watch our kids for a week. We settled on Seattle, a city neither of us had been to, as a place to enjoy our newfound freedom.

		On our first day in town, we spent time at the downtown waterfront during the day, and that evening, we looked for a way to explore the city’s nightlife. There I discovered something about my husband that shocked and delighted me, depending on my mood looking back on it.

		That night, we had both been active all day. We decided to have a relaxing dinner and a drink at a restaurant just down the street from the hotel, maybe retire early for some shared intimacy.

		While we waited for our table, we stood at the bar, sharing stories of the day. A man was standing next to us. He seemed to be from Seattle and knew the area well. When I shared how much I had enjoyed Pike’s Market that day, the man suggested we visit Green Lake in north Seattle and eat at Duke’s Chowder House, next to the park. This started a long conversation about what to do in town. Surprisingly, my husband invited him to join us for dinner.

		His name was Franco, and like us, he was in his late thirties. He had grown up in the Green Lake area, but had settled back east for his career many years before. He was in town this week for meetings, he told us, staying at the same hotel we were.

		When he told us about his hotel arrangements, Alex visibly jerked, as if that meant something to him. I had no idea why he would care. All I knew was that we got along very well while we ate.

		Later in the meal, the talk grew more intimate. Franco told us of his recent divorce, and my husband seemed very interested in how long it had been since he had ‘gotten any.’ Not kidding, he said it just that way.

		At some point, all the drinks caught up with our new friend. He excused himself, walking toward the back. Immediately, my husband asked if I liked him. ‘What’s not to like?’ I told him.

		Alex winked at me as the implication of his question finally registered on my flushed expression.

		I shuddered, understanding that wasn’t really what he was asking. My husband had always had this fantasy of me becoming a hotwife. He used it as fodder for our lovemaking and frequently spoke of his wanting me to do it for real. He called himself a ‘cuckold’ who got off on the idea of me doing that.

		I had always resisted. Not because I had any objection to the act itself… the idea was really quite exciting… but because of the risk. We live in a relatively small city in the Midwest where we know people all over town. Being seen going out with other men would be hard to hide. My husband knew that would not be a problem in Seattle.

		Before we could talk about it any further, Franco returned. The conversation got downright ‘dirty’ after that. My husband kept leading the conversation to what our new friend liked in bed, and he shared my own little kinks, much to my embarrassment.

		Eventually, I excused myself to visit the ladies’ room. I didn’t need to go. I just had to get away from the hothouse of all that talking about what I enjoyed in bed. Besides, my arousal was leaking out of me. I had to clean it up before the moisture stained my dress.

		When I returned, the two men were standing, shaking hands. Franco nodded his head at me, then left. That really surprised me. The way the evening was going, I thought for sure my husband was going to invite him up to our room.

		Instead, he paid the check, and we walked back to our hotel. We struggled to keep our hands off each other on the way to our room. All that talk had gotten me seriously ready for some sensual action.

		But before we could settle down in our room, a bing went off on my phone. I grabbed it from my purse. It was a text from an unknown number. I could only stare at it in shock.

		I turned to my husband, who had the wickedest grin I had ever seen on him. ‘It’s from Franco,’ I told him. The man was inviting me to come to his room to spend the night. Alex rushed to the dresser, searching through the garments. He held out a garment I had not seen before; one that took my breath away. It was a sheer blue ‘baby doll’ chemise, without the matching bra and panties. It would hide none of my charms.

		He told me he bought it for the trip, hoping something like this would happen. I still couldn’t believe he would want me to do this. No, I take that back. This had been his greatest fantasy for much of our 14-year marriage. That Franco had sent the text directly to my mobile told me Alex had given him my number. I certainly hadn’t!

		‘Are you sure?’ my questioning eyes must have been saying. I finally had to say it outright. ‘If I go there, I will have made love to another man. There’s no going back after that. Is that what you want?’

		He answered by reaching into his dresser, pulling out a small clutch purse he had hidden there. Inside, he had placed only a bottle of lube and panties with a wide gusset. He must have been planning this long before we left home. He told me to put the panties on for the return. I gasped, knowing what those panties would look like after an entire evening.

		There was no question that he was excited. I could see it on his face and in the protrusion that was pressing against the slacks he had worn to dinner.

		When I finally acknowledged my agreement to do it, he helped me out of my clothes, slipping the chemise over my shoulders. Apparently, his fantasy did not allow me to wear undergarments.

		His instructions to me were very clear. Stay an hour, or all night; he didn’t care. I was free to do whatever I wanted with this man. However, I should not worry about my husband back in our room. His enjoyment would come from imagining what we were doing. Concentrate on my pleasure and that of my partner, he insisted. When I returned, he assured me he would be ready for ‘reclaim sex.’ That phrase meant something to him I didn’t quite understand. He clearly did.

		I kissed him, feeling a shudder of excitement as our hotel room door closed behind me. My husband’s grin as I closed that door left me stunned. I was standing only in sandals, a see-through chemise, and a raincoat for cover; nothing else. He had just sent me off to be humped by a total stranger. What was I to think of that?

		The elevator ride up to Franco’s floor was quiet. Thankfully, no one else got on with me. I felt like a hooker on her way to service a John. And I guess I was, wasn’t I? Our new friend definitely needed to be serviced. I knocked on his door. His broad smile warmed me as I passed through the doorway.

		When he asked for my coat, I must have blushed a deep red, because he chuckled at the sight of me standing there, nearly naked. My nipples were so hard they ached.

		We were all over each other from the moment he threw my coat on a nearby chair. Franco shoved me against the wall, his lips pressing against mine, our tongues seeking each other. My heart pounded with every movement. I was giving myself to the first new man in over 14 years, and the need for it tore through me.

		Only in the room for mere seconds, my chemise had already dropped to the floor. His clothes followed. We both knew what I was there for.

		As soon as we were naked, he picked me up with his powerful upper body, threw me on the bed and took me… right there. No talking, no warm-up, no caressing. Just slammed himself inside. God, it felt so good! I gushed with arousal, gripping him with my arms while I wrapped my legs around him. The idea of stopping to put on a condom never occurred to me, or to him.

		His cock was about the same size as Alex’s, but the force he used to take me, that was different! I gladly surrendered to the power.

		Franco had incredible stamina, pounding into me continuously! We changed positions twice. My orgasms would not stop, one after the other. When he shot a load into me for the first time, that orgasm felt like an explosive force, opening me, pushing me further. I cried out with the sheer carnal joy of it.

		Thankfully, after he came, he calmed down a little. That pace might have been more than I could stand, from sheer physical exhaustion, at least! Every pore of my body had come alive with pleasure. The same was true for him, though he wasn’t even wheezing. We lay down on the bed together, holding each other.

		Once wasn’t enough for my new partner. He started caressing me again, stroking my arm. This time, we moved slower, more sensually. We celebrated our touch, and the wickedness of what we had done. He pushed me onto my stomach, massaging my back and legs. That felt so good, especially after the pounding he had given me. So relaxing…

		I finally got up, told him to lie on his back, drawing his cock into my mouth. Licking and sucking his balls, I pulled gently on the scrotum the way my husband liked.

		How did my husband know I would go along with this? I hadn’t even known… until that moment. My hunger for more could not be denied. I needed him in my mouth, eager for him to recover. I had to feel him touch the back of my throat. He grabbed my head, gently at first, pushing me to take him deeper.

		One odd thing. While he pushed himself into my mouth, he kept talking. ‘Feels so good.’ ‘So nice.’ Alex wasn’t much of a talker. It didn’t matter. I panted, grabbing breaths between plunges, uncaring by that time. I had given myself to his control completely. He could have done anything with my mouth. I would have gone along.

		He grew hard again as I sucked. That really got me going. I crawled up his body, got on top, and pushed him into me. This time, we went slowly. Our chests pressed together, and the frantic kissing started again. I clenched every muscle around his rod, milking it each trip down, until he came a second time. Before he came, he pushed me into a sitting position, aggressively pinching and pulling my nipples. I didn’t know I enjoyed having my breasts abused like that!

		After we collapsed on the bed a second time, I glanced at the clock, already well past midnight, and I called it a night. Something inside me yearned for my husband.

		As I dropped the chemise back over my shoulders and picked up the coat, Franco asked if we could do this again. We were both going to be in town for the rest of the week. I told him it would be up to my husband. He nodded, understanding the situation.

		On the elevator ride down, I stood there knowing how I looked: my hair disheveled, lipstick askew, and mascara smeared from all the climaxes. I couldn’t remember ever orgasming that often in such a short period.

		I knocked on the door, still a little tentative. In the back of my mind, I worried that his talk of acceptance would last only until he actually saw me ‘freshly fucked.’

		He must have been waiting for me because the door flew open and he was all over me worse than Franco had been. Only this time he took my clothes off to inspect me. His gaze caught my ruby-red nipples, clearly swollen, with little pinch marks all around the areolas.

		Finally, I understood the truth of my husband’s acceptance. I had gone there with his full approval, and the excitement on his face was obvious.

		He nearly dragged me over to the room’s sofa where he had placed a towel. That is when the real shock came. He laid me on my back, spread my legs wide, and drove his face into my crotch. I gasped at the flood of sensations that filled me as he actively sought and licked up every trace of what Franco and I had been doing all night.

		Before I could recover, he picked me up and sat on the sofa. He lowered me onto his stiff shaft, facing him. I exploded with another climax as he slammed upward! I finally understood what he meant by ‘reclaiming’ his bride. He was using our sex together to reassert his ‘ownership’ of my affections.

		And it worked. All the memories of the night flooded into me as I slowed my movements. The story of what I had done with Franco all night poured out of me, giving my husband every detail as I slowly ground on his stiff member. Alex got more excited as my story progressed, ending up slamming into me until we both exploded into one of the most powerful climaxes of the night.

		How did he know I would react this way? That I would accept his willingness to share. Whatever it was, the pleasure Franco gave me and this reaction from my husband had torn aside whatever resistance I had to becoming his hotwife. When he asked me if I wanted to do it again, I enthusiastically agreed, even suggesting he should watch us.

		When we had grown too exhausted to continue, I collapsed against my husband. Love for this man filled me.

		He helped me into bed. After a night of this, my joints and muscles were aching something fierce. Before I could even relax, his phone was in his hand, typing furiously. The reply came back moments later.

		Our vacation became something very different after that. During the day, we would tour Seattle, even making that visit to Green Lake and Duke’s that Franco had recommended. Every night, after Franco’s business meetings were over, I would return to his room, relishing my role as my husband’s hotwife. That man would do incredible things to me every night, eventually even using the lube on my rear passage.

		I never stayed overnight. When we were done, I would come back to our room to celebrate this renewed lust with my husband. Who would have thought that making love with another man would strengthen my love for my husband? But it did.

		By the end of the week, Alex joined us, and my two men used me for the entire night. That was my first experience of being shared. I told my husband I didn’t want that to be my last. I really enjoyed having two shafts in me at the same time.

		We are already planning a trip back east, where Franco has promised even more fun.

		 

		Sincerely,

		Tarra, Omaha

		

	
		 

		Sharing is Caring

		

	
		 

		“Fore” Play

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I never expected a quiet Saturday round of golf to end the way it did. We were on a private course just outside Guildford, and my past and present collided in a way that was totally unexpected.

		It was a four-ball. My wife, Claire, and I were paired with my old university friend Dan and his wife, Sophie, who also happens to be my ex-wife. Sophie and I separated years ago without bitterness, and over time, we’ve maintained a good platonic relationship. When she married Dan, it felt like a natural extension of overlapping lives rather than anything weird. Claire had always been aware of our history, and until this particular day, it had never carried any real tension.

		But there was something different in the air that morning.

		We started with drinks on the terrace before teeing off. The mood was relaxed and playful, helped along by a couple of early drinks. My Claire looked incredible, her blonde hair down, her tight white golf skirt hugging her curvy hips and thighs, the fitted polo showing just enough cleavage to draw the eye. Red-haired Sophie, slim and petite, wore a figure-hugging T-shirt and jeans that accentuated her tight arse and small, perky breasts. I found myself noticing her more than I had in years.

		As we moved through the first few holes, the dynamic subtly shifted. Dan’s glances at Claire lingered longer, and she responded with flirty smiles, leaning into him when he adjusted her grip on the club, her arse brushing against him. Sophie watched with evident amusement, her hand occasionally grazing my arm or back.

		By the midpoint of the front nine, after a few more drinks and plenty of teasing, Dan suggested we “make things interesting.”

		With a wicked grin, he proposed that the winning couple get the other man’s wife for five minutes of private time. No limits. Whatever happens, happens.

		The words hung in the warm air. Claire’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t object. Sophie bit her lip and gave a small, excited smile. I felt a surge of arousal mixed with nerves. It was bold, explicit, and thrilling. We all agreed. I was the best golfer there, so I felt confident.

		From that moment, the golf became foreplay. Every good shot was celebrated that bit more than usual. Every miss brought teasing comments about what might happen as a consequence. The sexual tension thickened with every hole. Claire’s laughter grew breathier, Dan’s posture straightened, his chest puffed out. Sophie’s eyes kept meeting mine with a knowing look.

		There was only one shot in it on the final green. Claire had a straightforward putt from eight inches away. All she had to do was make it, and the game would finish in a tie. We’d go home and forget about the bet.

		She missed.

		Dan and Sophie won.

		There was no hesitation. Claire stepped toward Dan without a word. It didn’t take me long to realise what had just happened. She’s missed deliberately. She gave me a wink, giggled, then let him take her hand, and he led her along a tree-lined path that wound away from the main course toward a secluded area near the woods. Sophie turned to me, her green eyes dark with desire.

		I asked why she wasn’t going with them, and she told me there’d been a change of plan.

		“Come with me,” she murmured, then took me by the hand as Dan had done with Claire, and she pulled me to a more private spot just off the fairway, partially screened by trees but still carrying the faint risk of being seen. The danger only made it hotter.

		The moment we were alone, Sophie pressed against me. I didn’t resist her kiss. Her lips were hungry against mine, bringing memories back of when we were together, mixing with fresh excitement. I slid my hands down her back and cupped her firm arse, pulling her tight. She moaned softly into my mouth as I squeezed, then she dropped to her knees on the soft grass.

		She freed my cock, tugging down the zipper and pulling it out, already hard and throbbing. Looking up at me with that familiar mischievous smile of old, she took me into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked me eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head while her small hand stroked the shaft. The contrast of her red hair instead of Claire’s blonde, the soft sounds of her sucking, and the knowledge that my wife was somewhere nearby doing something similar drove me wild.

		I pulled her up after a few minutes, desperate to taste her. I pushed her against a tree, yanked her jeans and knickers down, and buried my face between her thighs. Her pussy had a light smattering of reddish hair, just like when we were married, unlike Claire’s shaved mound, but I didn’t care; she was soaking wet. I licked and sucked her swollen clit, sliding two fingers inside her tight hole as she gripped my hair and gasped my name. Her legs trembled as she came hard, flooding my tongue with her sweet juices.

		Then I bent her over, her hands braced on the tree. I rubbed my cock along her slick folds before thrusting deep in one smooth stroke, taking her for the first time in years. Sophie cried out in pleasure, pushing back against me. I fucked her hard and steady, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit. The wet slap of our bodies and her breathless moans filled the quiet corner of the course.

		She begged me to fuck her harder, and I obliged, pounding into her until she came again, her pussy clenching around my cock. I couldn’t hold back. I pulled out at the last second and came across her arse and lower back in thick ropes of sticky white cum.

		She teased me for coming so quickly, telling me that Dan usually took much longer. We were breathing hard, exchanging satisfied smiles. The whole encounter felt natural, like two people who knew each other’s bodies reclaiming that knowledge in a thrilling new context.

		After cleaning up, we headed back to the green, but Claire and Dan still weren’t there.

		We waited a couple of minutes, exchanging knowing glances, before deciding to go find them. We walked along the same path Dan had taken with Claire. As we approached a secluded clearing partially shielded by trees, we heard it, the unmistakable rhythmic slap of skin on skin, Dan’s grunts and Claire’s breathy moans.

		We stopped at the edge of the trees, hidden but close enough to see clearly.

		Dan had Claire bent over a low bench, her skirt flipped up over her waist. Her knickers were discarded on the grass. He was pounding her shaved pussy with deep, powerful strokes, gripping her hips tightly. I was shocked by how thick his cock was, but my wife was taking it easily. Claire’s large breasts hung out of her bra, swinging with every thrust as she pushed back against him, moaning shamelessly.

		Dan groaned, telling her how tight her pussy was, how lucky I was getting to enjoy it every night as he kept slamming into her harder.

		Sophie slipped her hand into mine and squeezed, clearly aroused by the sight. I felt my cock twitch again as I watched my wife getting fucked by my friend.

		Dan suddenly pulled out, his cock glistening with Claire’s juices. He commanded her to get on her knees, and Claire instantly turned and dropped, opening her mouth eagerly. He stroked himself twice before pushing between her lips. She took him deep, sucking hungrily as he held her head.

		With a deep grunt, Dan came hard, filling her mouth. Claire’s throat worked as she swallowed, a few drops escaping the corner of her lips. She looked up at him with lust-filled eyes, licking her lips clean.

		Sophie and I stayed silent, watching until they finished. Only then did we step forward.

		Claire’s cheeks were flushed deep red, her hair messy, some of his jizz dribbling down her chin. Dan looked satisfied, tucking his impressive cock away. There was a brief, charged moment as our eyes met. No one spoke. The air between the four of us crackled with raw sexual energy.

		We returned to the green, agreeing that it was the best round of golf ever, then headed to the clubhouse for a cool drink. Even in the busy bar, touches between all of us stayed flirtatious and frequent. It was obvious that this wasn’t going to be a one-off; we’d all enjoyed it so much.

		On the drive home, Claire rested her hand on my thigh, her voice husky as she described how good it felt being stretched out by his thick cock, and how many times he made her come. I told her how it had been fun with Sophie, like going back to old times, but reassuring her that it was purely no-strings.

		What surprised me most wasn’t what happened, but how eagerly and naturally everyone embraced it, and Claire admitted the same. It wasn’t forced, it just… happened.

		Since that day, we’ve discussed the four of us meeting up again, perhaps a night out, then back to a hotel room, but we haven’t done it yet. But I’ve got a feeling I’ll be writing a new letter to let you know about round two.

		 

		Yours,

		Hoping For A Hole In One Next Time, London

		

	
		 

		Life’s a Beach

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		We were all friends originally because our kids had become friends at school. We didn’t have a huge history of big adventures together — originally, we’d only ever seen each other at school pickup or at school events. We would hang out at town carnivals while the kids went on the rides. We would see each other while dropping off kids for sleepovers or birthday parties, or whatever.

		It took years before we were all having dinner together, or drinks together, just because we wanted to see each other instead of merely being in the same time and place, because the kids were getting together.

		And then that particular summer happened. This was the first time all our kids were old enough to go away to summer camp. Two full weeks without having to worry about any of them.

		Honestly, Carrie and I thought we'd just chill out at home while the kids were away. But one night, a little after we’d booked the kids into their various summer camps and activities, I came home to find Carrie hanging out with Rebecca and Ines, and it transpired that the wives had the idea of us all going away for a couples’ vacation while the kids were busy at camp.

		Oh. Well, that seemed like a nice idea. I was on board.

		But as we all discussed ideas for where to go and what to do, it became clear that the wives wanted nothing more than to lie on a warm beach somewhere and soak up the sun for two weeks. We husbands wanted to take the opportunity to do something vaguely cultural, because we’d just had about 13 or 14 years in which the kids had determined all vacations, and most, if not all, of those vacations had involved beaches.

		So, our compromise was that we would stay at a nice resort or hotel close to the beach, where the wives would spend most of their days sunning themselves and hanging out drinking cocktails, while the husbands would spend the days touring vineyards to savor the local vino.

		It all seemed like a perfect idea. Eventually, we found an area in Spain that fit the bill, and everybody was happy. And from the beginning, as we checked in and looked forward to two weeks free of childcare stress, everything seemed wonderful.

		During the days, Dan, Antonio, and I had a great time exploring the local countryside, tasting lots of wine, and feeling very relaxed away from both children and wives. When we returned to the hotel in the early evenings, we brought tales of our travels to the wives as we all enjoyed dinner together — and of course, we were also updated on how the wives had spent their time.

		During those first few days, most of the talk was of our wine-tasting, of course. We even brought bottles back from the vineyards for us all to share. The wives, on the other hand, had little to say other than where they’d found a nice spot to chill on the beach, what the best cocktails were, and so on.

		But halfway through our first week, the wives came to dinner in a much more lively mood than we’d seen them thus far. I was just happy they were all so cheerful and having such a good time, because to me, the idea of just lying on a beach all day seemed boring compared to our viticulture excursions. At first, the three women didn’t want to open up about exactly what they’d been up to while we’d been away. They were even acting a little suspiciously, if you ask me.

		Then the wine did its thing, and they started opening up. They’d met a group of young men who had been very flirty with them. While none of it had gone very far, it had been a thrill for them to have such attractive young studs expressing clear desire for them after all these years of marital fidelity.

		It was a little shocking, if I was honest. But I really loved how animated and buoyant the women were, giggling and joking about how those young guys had been flaunting themselves at them, hoping for something wicked to happen. Carrie was just delightful after a few glasses of Rioja, and when we finally retired to our room for the night, she practically jumped me before the door was even closed. She was so unbelievably horny.

		After she’d spent a surprising amount of time on her knees sucking my cock, I felt almost grateful to the young tykes who had been flirting with her all day — not at all jealous.

		And as I lay between her thighs and thrust into her on the bed, she closed her eyes, and I got the distinct impression she was thinking about one or other of those young men from the beach, instead of how good her husband was making her feel with his hard cock. Strangely, it thrilled me that she wanted someone else. I couldn’t explain it, but it made me harder than ever to think of her flirting with someone else. And when the thought popped into my head that Carrie might eventually give in to temptation and do something she shouldn’t with one of those guys, I popped right away.

		Following what was easily the best sex we’d had in ages, perhaps even years, Carrie admitted the wives had been in two minds whether to confess to flirting with those guys on the beach. But Ines had expressed the belief that the jealousy would spur us husbands on in the bed after hours. Carrie was laughing as she said Ines had been right about that.

		I guess I thought it was harmless, Carrie and the other women flirting with other men on the beach while we were away. And it negated the major downside of our daily excursions: the fear that our wives were bored out of their minds back at the beach.

		Strangely, all three of us husbands spent all day wondering what our wives were getting up to. And it slowly dawned on us that all three of us were hoping something more than just flirting might happen. Well, Antonio said it was relatively common for married men to fantasize about their wives sleeping with other men.

		For a few days, each time we returned to our wives after visiting the vineyards, we were regaled with stories of how they had been teasing the young studs during the day. And it seemed like the sex was phenomenal for all of us when we each returned to our rooms for the night.

		It was that second week when it all kicked off. The cocktails had gone to their heads, and Ines had made out with one of the young guys. The wives had suddenly gotten scared, but that evening, Antonio had just seemed delighted by his wife’s boldness. Soon it became clear we were all happy for our wives to have whatever fun they liked with their handsome beach friends — so long as condoms were used.

		Making it explicit what we were allowing them to do was shocking to the wives. But there was some discussion, and more understanding of why we would ever want them to do such a thing.

		Then we started coming back in the evening to stories of our wives making out with other men on the beach. Of actually managing to engage in oral sex, through careful use of windbreakers and the local topography.

		The effect on us menfolk was incredible. The night Carrie told me she’d gone down on a musclebound hunk that afternoon, I just couldn’t stop kissing her mouth. It seemed so wrong, and yet so thrilling at the same time.

		The last three nights we were in Spain, we all had dinner together, and then the wives had arranged to meet up with their beach friends later in the evening to go dancing. Wow. What a surprising but exciting adventure. Dan, Antonio, and I hung out together, somewhat astonished, but pretty excited about what was happening. We couldn’t stop thinking about what our wives might be doing in some darkened nightclub with a bunch of horny twenty-somethings.

		Ines was good about texting us updates. When it got past midnight, we were going nearly insane. Then Carrie texted me to ask if it was okay if she brought someone back to our room for a little fun. Sure, I said. She asked if I wanted to be there — I could hang out on the balcony and watch.

		Oh my God.

		I can’t believe how hot it was to hide myself there on the balcony and peer in through the glass as my sweet wife brought a handsome Spaniard into our room, and then proceeded to have the most raunchy sex I’ve ever seen. The guy was built. His cock was huge. And the noises that Carrie made as he was plunging that thing into her were just sensational.

		We’re all already planning next year’s summer excursion. Wondering whether Italian men are as horny as the Spanish.

		 

		Horny husband in Toledo

		

	
		 

		Begging For More

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I just had to write after my first hotwife experience left me begging for more. After all, it came about when my husband discovered your magazine on my book reader.

		My husband, Ken (27), and I, Demi (24), were married two years ago. I was his first lover. He was a fast learner, and we have never had any issues in the bedroom. If last night never happened, we would have remained blissfully satisfied with each other. Even now, if it never happens again, I look forward to us satisfying each other nightly.

		So, anyway, yesterday was Friday. I came home expecting our usual routine. Ken usually makes dinner for us, and then we devour each other for dessert. Needless to say, I was surprised to find we had a guest. He hadn’t warned me that his co-worker Greg, from the New York office was in town for the summer and he had invited him to dinner. I’m not one to complain about such things. The more the merrier. We had met about six months ago, at the office Christmas party, and Greg seemed sweet and fun. He was also very handsome, with brown, wavy hair and a muscular build. I would never cheat on my husband, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like a bit of eye candy.

		Ken had made a chicken pasta dish that we all devoured, coupled with a few glasses of wine, I would later discover was called Ménage à Trois.

		After dinner, Greg excused himself to the bathroom, and Ken pulled me aside. He held up my book reader, which was already turned to a page of your magazine.

		His hushed whisper barely hid his excitement. He said, “Don’t get mad, honey. I wasn’t spying. You left it open on your nightstand. Anyway, I know you find the stories hot. Heck, I do too. But, and I want you to be honest, is this something you want to try?”

		I was stunned. I tried protesting that we had a guest and shouldn’t be discussing this until Greg leaves, but Ken’s whispers conveyed his urgency. Finally, I confessed that it sounded hot and I would love to try it sometime if he were ok with it.

		Ken smiled, gave me a passionate kiss, and then whispered for me to follow his lead.

		Just at that moment, Greg returned and took a seat on the couch. Ken and I joined him, with me sandwiched between them. Our couch was long, so we weren’t squished together.

		We talked for a while about Ken’s work. Slowly, Ken repositioned so he was facing Greg and me. He guided me into a similar position and began massaging my shoulders. It felt good, especially since I had been dripping since he told me about his plan.

		I was aware that, in this position, my skirt had ridden up, giving Greg a glimpse of my blue thong, which must have been soaked. I caught him looking a few times, but said nothing, spreading my legs slightly to enhance his view.

		Ken moved a strap off my shoulder, then another. He began talking about me as if I wasn’t there, asking Greg if he agreed I was beautiful and such. It wasn’t long until my nipples began poking through my dress. Ken pinched them gently, teasing them. I whimpered, the pleasure surging through me.

		Ken told Greg he loved my nipples, then asked if he wanted to see them. Without waiting for an answer, Ken tugged the front of my dress down until my tits popped out. Greg’s eyes went wide. I could tell he was aroused. He didn’t look uncomfortable, and by the tent in his khakis, he was enjoying the show. That turned me on even more, and I crooked my left leg, making sure he could see how wet I was. I don’t know how much Ken had prepped Greg, but from my point of view, I was certain Ken was just going to tease me.

		I was wrong, in the most delicious way.

		Ken knows my body so well and soon, just from nipple play, had me squirming against him. If Greg weren’t there, I would have been more aggressive, straddling Ken until he gave me what I needed. Instead, I let Ken tease me. Then, to my surprise, he told Greg what sensitive nipples I had and asked if he wanted to touch them.

		It was the first time since we met that another man touched me. Greg tentatively reached out, his large hands cupping my breasts while Ken tugged my nipples one last time. My moan echoed surreally in the room as Greg’s fingers replaced Ken’s. His touch was different, his skin rougher, but it only made the experience more sensual. He had scooted close, and my leg was now pressed against his.

		Ken let Greg play for a minute, then invited him to use his mouth. Greg didn’t hesitate, surrounding my left nipple with his lips while continuing to pinch my right. I nearly came right there. I looked up and found Ken’s lips, kissing him hard. His hand surrounded my neck with just the right amount of force.

		It seemed like an eternity of pleasure before Ken broke the kiss and told Greg how wet I get. Then he urged him to see for himself. The next thing I knew, Greg’s fingers were rubbing my soaked panties. That evoked my first, body-shaking orgasm. Normally, I need a rest after, but not tonight. It only made me want more. Greg, with Ken’s direction, removed my panties, slipping them into his pocket. Ken raised my legs to my chest, and Greg licked my clit while thrusting two fingers into my core.

		I love oral sex. Ken has become so good at it that he can get me off in minutes. But like any routine, it became predictable. Now, with a new mouth on my sex and new fingers finding their way to my spots, my body burned with hunger. Greg’s touch found new places and different patterns to drive me wild. I had no idea what was coming next, and Greg did not disappoint.

		Ken teased my nipples and caressed my chest. Stimulation at two pleasure centers simultaneously was a new experience, and I soon found myself at the edge of climax. Ken sensed it too and told Greg to stop. I moaned, needy, and whispered only one word, “Please.” Ken smirked, but did nothing to relieve me.

		Instead, he helped me out of my dress, tossing it on the nearby table. He whispered that I should see what Greg had to offer. I looked, and Greg had removed his pants and underwear. His cock, long, thick, and glistening with precum, stood at attention. I reached for it, weak with arousal, and wrapped my fingers around the base. He straddled me until he was close enough for me to take him into my mouth. I was amazed at how easy it was to take something so thick inside, and as I did, my core throbbed, as if anticipating where it would go next.

		Ken knows I love to give a good blow job. It wasn’t long until I was bobbing my head wildly, trying to make Greg fill my throat with his cream. Ken had other plans and told Greg it was time to fuck me. To his credit, Greg looked me in the eyes to see if he had my consent. I gave him my most salacious look and begged him to fuck me. That was all he needed. The next thing I knew, Ken was holding my legs in the air while Greg slid his huge rod into my soaking wet pussy. Since I was already on the edge, I came after only a few strokes, but thanks to Ken’s strong arms, I couldn’t stop Greg from continuing to punish my core with every thrust.

		It took some time, but the squishing sound of his thrusts and the sensation of being filled in ways I hadn’t imagined brought me back to the edge. That’s when Ken began fingering my clit, and I exploded with pleasure. The next thing I knew, Greg pulled out and covered me with a nearly endless spray of cream. Ken’s hands were there to rub it into my skin, and he even fed me some from his finger.

		We cleaned up, and then Greg left. That was when I saw Ken’s erection trying to break out of his pants. Three orgasms later, I fell asleep against his chest, naked, raw, and knowing our sex life was forever changed.

		 

		Sincerely,

		A Hotwife In Hawaii.

		

	
		 

		Fixing a Hole

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I thought your readers might be interested in a situation me and my wife Elaine have gotten ourselves into. Although I wouldn’t describe her as a hotwife, I suppose that’s technically what she’s become. Maybe a warm-wife would be more accurate. She’s having sex with another man, and I have to admit I approve.

		Elaine is twenty-six years old and very pretty, with long auburn hair and a great figure. I’m nine years older and know how lucky I am to have a sexy young wife like her. I’m originally from the Isle of Wight but moved to the mainland when I went to university. I met Elaine through work – her employer is one of my company’s clients – and we’ve been married for almost two years. Six months ago, we bought our first house together, moving from a rented apartment into an old house that needs quite a bit of renovation. We spend our evenings and weekends working on the house. It’s slow going, but we’re both enjoying it. I have a twelve-mile commute to the office, but Elaine works from home.

		As summer approached, we learned just how much time a garden like ours takes to maintain. With lawns to mow, hedges to cut, and flowerbeds to weed, we soon realised that the work on the house would slow down considerably. We live in the town where Elaine grew up, so she knows more of the locals than I do. One of them is guy called Frankie. They both went to the same school, though he’s a year or two younger. He does gardening for some of our neighbours, so Elaine arranged for him to do ours as well. He does a couple of hours every week, and he’ll do extra hours when the hedges or trees need to be trimmed.

		I don’t want to sound cruel, but if I said he wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer, you’d probably get the right idea. He’s shy and a little standoffish, but he’s pleasant enough. Apparently, he used to have a crush on Elaine at school, offering to carry her bag home and following her around all the time. She’d stood up for him when the other boys taunted or bullied him, and it’s pretty obvious he still carries a torch for her. It’s also evident that she enjoys the attention. Frankie may be socially inadequate, but he’s a good-looking young man with a tanned, muscular body.

		One night, Elaine announced that she’d fooled around with Frankie after he’d cut the grass that day. I was eating dinner and only half-paying attention. When I asked what she meant, she said she’d fucked him!

		I almost fell off my chair. She laughed at my reaction, telling me I shouldn’t get my knickers in a twist because it was just Frankie. My appetite deserted me, and she led me through the living room and we sat on the couch together. She explained how she knew Frankie had always had the hots for her, and that gave her a huge buzz. I pointed out a few of the guys I worked with also had the hots for her, but she said that wasn’t the same. She wasn’t interested in them.

		Although I was hurt, I didn’t feel angry like I’d have expected to. To a certain extent, the fact it was Frankie made it bearable. I asked what happened. He’d come into the house for a drink after he’d finished the lawn, and she said she’d caught him staring at her. His expression of adoration reminded her of when young boys meet their football idol. After he’d finished his drink he just stared at her legs and bare feet. As Elaine took the glass from his hand, she’d leaned over and kissed him as he sat on the kitchen chair. She said his kiss was like she’d expected – kind of messy and amateurish – which had made her think he’d never been kissed before. And for some weird reason, that made her want to give him something he’d remember forever. So she pulled his jogger bottoms down to release his cock, slipped off her panties and straddled his chair. She said his eyes had been as big as saucers, and he’d held his breath as she lowered herself onto his cock. He came almost immediately. She’d kept bouncing on him until she came too, and he’d looked close to tears when she kissed him again before standing up.

		Visualising what had happened in our kitchen just a few hours earlier, I was too stunned to speak. Elaine nuzzled my ear, then whispered that she’d taken a shower since. I blinked, not completely sure why she was telling me that, but then she placed her hand on my cock. Why was I hard?

		She kissed me, then lay back on the couch and pulled me on top of her. I wrestled my trousers open, pulled the gusset of her panties aside and fucked her hard. She came quickly, and I soon followed. We lay there, breathing hard. She kissed my ear, reminded me it was only Frankie and said she was glad I understood that.

		When we got into bed that night, she said she wished she’d taken her top off. ‘He’s probably never seen a pair of tits in real life’. That was when it dawned on me that what had happened wouldn’t be a one off. I asked what she meant, and she said she reckoned he’d love the chance to suck her nipples. Without another word, she pulled me on top of her. I was already hard, and I fucked her again. This time we both lasted longer, but it was just as intense as our earlier session on the couch.

		Over the next few days, we continued to work on the house. Neither of us brought up the subject of Frankie, but when Wednesday arrived – Frankie’s usual day – I made sure to kiss her before I left for work. I couldn’t concentrate all day and phoned her mid-afternoon, by which time Frankie had usually left. It took her a while to answer, and when she did I asked if everything was okay. She said everything was fine. I asked if Frankie was still there, and she said he was fixing a hole. I frowned, trying to work out what hole in the garden needed fixing. When I asked what hole, she said ‘mine’ and ended the call. I sat at my desk, speechless. If that wasn’t bad enough, I realised I was getting a hard-on.

		The next two hours at work dragged, and by the time I got home I was a bundle of pent-up energy. Elaine was in the kitchen making dinner. I dragged her upstairs, bent her over the bed and fucked her from behind. Afterwards, we cuddled and she told me how she’d let Frankie kiss and suck her tits, then laid him on the rug in the room she uses as an office and ridden him. I was quiet, trying to imagine her atop the gardener with her bare tits sitting high on her chest and him staring at them.

		We eventually went downstairs and ate dinner, then sat in the living room and stroked each other. She asked if I had any suggestions for what she should do to Frankie the following week. Without hesitating, I said he’d probably love a blowjob. She seemed thrilled at that idea, and I spent the rest of the week imagining my gorgeous wife sucking our gardener’s cock.

		So that’s how our life is now. We both work on the house all week, and Frankie comes in to tend the garden every Wednesday. He also tends to my wife, ‘fixing a hole’ as we now refer to it. For my part, I fix the hole nearly every other day. Our sex life is so much better, and I’m happy knowing that Elaine is getting everything she needs from both the men in her life.

		I know Elaine likes taking the lead with Frankie. She tells me everything she does with him, which always spurs me on to fuck her. I was right, he did love his first blowjob. He loved it so much, she’s told me she’s given him several more since then. She’s now teaching him how to please her with his mouth. Another thing she wonders about is introducing him to anal sex. While we both enjoy it, she’s expressed reservations about doing it with Frankie because his cock is bigger than mine. I find that exciting, for some reason. I hope she goes ahead and tries it.

		I’m pretty sure that when the summer ends, Elaine is going to want to keep Frankie coming around on Wednesdays. No doubt we’ll find plenty of gardening projects for the autumn and winter.

		 

		Kevin S, Lincoln, UK

		

	
		 

		The More the Merrier

		

	
		 

		Don’t Cry Over Spilled Milk

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		First off, this was not a planned activity, but boy, did it work out.

		My wife (34f) and I (40m) were at a pharmaceutical convention in Las Vegas. Being inside, instead of enjoying the summer sun made the event more boring than it already was; however, our small medical logistics app was quite popular, resulting in several lucrative deals. I credit my wife. I’m the nerdy coder, she is the stunning marketer. In a crowd of science types, mostly men, she drew their attention like moths to a flame. Her ginger hair and tight dress brought people to the booth, but the product made them sign up.

		The conference ended on Friday. We had booked the hotel for the entire weekend and were looking for something fun to do when one of our new clients suggested we join them for a drink. They told us to meet them at a bar hidden behind a secret door just outside our resort.

		The place was dark and crowded, flickering neon providing the only lighting. We grabbed a small booth near the back and waited for our new friend. It wasn’t long before we noticed that the people around us were very friendly, and I don’t mean polite. Groping and grinding seemed the norm, not the exception, and the women wore wild outfits, leaving little to the imagination.

		About a half-hour after we arrived, our client found us, along with a second guy whom he introduced as his business partner. We all got along well, joking and laughing. My wife, as usual, was the center of all of our attention. Flirty conversation is her superpower, and the two men were eating it up.

		I was three cocktails in and feeling frisky, so I put my hand on my wife’s thigh.

		She kept talking while she parted her legs, placed her hand over mine, and glided me toward her sex. I felt the heat before my fingers brushed her wetness. I was surprised to find her bare; she rarely goes out without panties. I chalked it up to being in Vegas and began fingering her slowly.

		As she continued her playful banter, I played with her clit. It became a challenge. Every time I got her to bite her lip or draw a sharp breath, I tried something more daring. If the men noticed, they said nothing.

		Then we noticed it. Nearly simultaneously, we turned toward the dance floor. A young, topless girl, maybe 25 at the most, was on her knees, a cock in each hand. She alternated sucking them, making sure to jerk the other while it waited its turn. More people turned to watch until nobody was dancing anymore. I kept looking to see if security would intervene, but they were watching too.

		Without warning, the guy in her right hand shot cum all over her face. The other guy pulled out of her mouth two strokes later and coated her mouth, chin, and breasts with a surprising amount of thick goo. I joined the crowd, snapping a few photos, since nobody back home would believe this had happened. Then the two men took her toward the bathroom. Whether to clean up or get dirtier, I don’t know.

		“Alex!” My wife’s voice was deep and breathless, the way she gets when she climaxes. Sure enough, a second later, her core clenched tightly around my fingers. Even if we had successfully hidden what I was doing under the table from our guests, they must have figured it out now as she let out the most sensual, needy moan and gripped the round edge of the table, her body shaking.

		“That was so fucking hot,” she said once she regained her voice. One of the men asked, “The girl getting covered in cum? Did you like that?”

		“Oh, fuck yes.” I was surprised by her response. I assumed my fingers were the cause of her climax, but the wild look in her eyes indicated that the performance played a large role.

		The client, an Italian man named Romeo, gave me a quizzical glance. It only took me a second or two to understand his intent. He was seeking my permission to duplicate the performance, using my wife as his canvas.

		My wife’s pussy throbbed around my fingers. Then she pulled my collar and kissed me. Her lips and tongue conveyed an urgent thirst. When she broke the kiss, she whispered, follow my lead.

		It was then that I realized her right leg, the one opposite from where I sat, had straightened. I pretended to drop my napkin and knelt, confirming that her foot was plastered against our clients’ pants, massaging the obvious tent pole beneath the cotton. I wondered how long it had been there, but there was no time to ask.

		I said nothing, only offering her my nectar-covered hand. She licked it clean, then helped me out of the booth.

		“Let’s take this back to our room,” she shouted over the noise, beckoning the men to follow her.

		In the elevator, she wasted no time, pressing her bottom against Romeo’s bulge as soon as the door closed.

		That’s when something new happened. To my shock, the other man, Felipe, turned toward her and pressed against her front, his lips finding hers. It was as if her husband wasn’t standing right in front of them. Part of me wanted to break it up, but the part of me below the waist was harder than I had ever been. Watching my wife, Yvette, sandwiched between two handsome men, was arousing as hell. I asked myself what I thought was going to happen when Yvette invited them to the room after watching a girl get cum-covered. The thought only stiffened my erection.

		We reached our floor, and the men released Yvette, following us toward our room. I closed my eyes. If there was any chance of backing out, this was it. I didn’t. I hadn’t experienced Yvette’s wild side since our first child was born, and every part of me wanted to see where this would lead.

		We entered the room. Politely, I took everyone’s drink orders and raided the minibar. My attention was diverted for only a moment or two, and when I turned back towards my wife, she was sandwiched again, her hand rubbing Romeo’s cock while Felipe’s hands mashed her breasts.

		I put the drinks on the dresser and moved toward my wife, intending to join in. Suddenly, she stopped, turned toward me with a devilish gleam in her eye. She placed a hand on my chest and began walking me backward. I still remember her words, clearly. “Sit, Alex.”

		My legs hit a chair, and my knees buckled. When I was settled in, she placed her left leg on the arm of the chair and rolled her stocking down. She told me I needed to control myself around our guests. She removed her other stocking, then proceeded to tie my arms to the armrest and my legs to the chair legs. Her stockings were stretchy, so I had room to move, but I couldn’t bust free without tearing them apart, which, given their stretchy quality, would not be easy. Then she told me to be a good boy and watch quietly, or she would have to gag me.

		I was stunned by her sudden dominant behavior, but my arousal was obvious.

		She turned on her heels. I watched intently as she released the straps from her shoulder, letting her dress fall to her waist. Her body was flushed, and her breathing was already heavy.

		She dropped to a squat, facing me with Romeo on her left and Felipe on her right. She rubbed the men through their pants. Even from their bulges, I could tell they were thicker and longer than I. They hurriedly unzipped themselves and flopped their cocks out. Her greedy mouth swallowed Romeo’s cock while her hand surrounded Felipe’s.

		It was as if I was watching a porn video. She gobbled each cock as if it were her last meal, alternating between them. They didn’t last long. The previous show, Yvette’s foot and her expert mouth work had them showering her with their seed in no time. When she sat on my lap, rubbing her cum-covered face against my lips, I thought that would be the end of things, but I was still tied, and she was still soaking wet between her legs. Felipe reached her first, kneeling at our feet. He placed her legs over his shoulders and began licking her kitty. When she came, screaming, Romeo was rock hard and took Felipe’s place, sliding easily into her core. I felt every thrust as each one pressed her backside against my trapped cock. Yvette moaned and shook as he pounded her until she came again. Then he pulled out, showering her stomach with his seed. Felipe’s cum shot over her chest as he stroked himself to climax.

		I don’t know if it will ever happen again, but I hope it will.

		 

		Cum-covered Cuck

		 

		.

		

	
		 

		When in Nature…

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I had to tell you what happened last summer. My wife Helena and I were touring around Maine in our RV, and as often happens when we’re traveling between sites, we found a spot to stay overnight on the way that was so isolated and so far from any human habitation that we felt certain we’d be okay doing our own thing.

		Now, when I say doing our own thing, I mean chilling out, not worrying about clothing, just feeling nature on our skin the way God intended, and so on. We’re not naturists; we’d never had the urge to let other people see us naked, and we didn’t need to see others in the buff. But occasionally, it’s nice to feel free like that. And it makes Helena feel a little frisky, so I’m always up for that.

		This particular place was so perfect to pitch camp — we could just pull off the road right by the most gorgeous river, where a small waterfall tumbled into a deep pool. Once we were all set up, the clothes came off, and we were ready for a relaxing break from driving. Helena went straight in for a swim, but I remembered wanting to check the water level in the truck’s radiator, since it had been a particularly hot summer.

		The thing was, because I had the hood up for a while, I didn’t notice another vehicle approaching our little naturist haven. First I knew about it was when I finished up, closed the hood, and there was one of those VW campervans parked about ten feet away from our RV. Gave me a bit of a fright, I can tell you.

		Where I was standing, I had little choice but to walk all the way round to slip inside the RV to find my clothes. I guess I didn’t want to seem like they’d caught us on the hop, so as I walked, I pretended there was no big deal about the fact that I had no clothes.

		Inside the RV, I pulled on a shirt and shorts and scrabbled around to find clothes for Helena. Emerging from the RV again after that, though, I heard laughing and talking — and splashing. The young men had finished setting up their camp and had gone down to the river. I was horrified that Helena would be embarrassed at the sudden intrusion.

		But I saw her smiling and laughing, and freely talking to the young men down there with her.

		It took me a moment to realize that they were all completely naked, just like us.

		It seemed my little act as the proud naturist had given them a certain impression that it wasn’t a big deal to us.

		It was astonishing, though. Two of the guys were just fooling around, jumping into the pool from a large boulder on the bank. But the other two were hanging out with Helena — one swimming with her in the pool itself, one sitting on a rock just chatting.

		What a shock. And those guys were not bashful. It was all fun to them. I just wasn’t at all prepared to see other naked men — especially hanging out so close to my wife. That guy on the rock was just a few yards away from Helena, and you could see his sizable cock just lurking there between his thighs.

		A little freaked out, I went back into the RV as though I’d forgotten something. Inside, I felt guilty about leaving Helena to face those guys on her own. I glanced out a window to check on her, preparing myself to race out there and protect her. But she was still laughing and smiling.

		And flirting with those guys.

		I couldn’t believe it. It struck me how beautiful she was, how happy she seemed chatting with those handsome guys, apparently liking their interest. I was a little taken aback by how forward those two guys were chatting with her. But I suppose that was how college boys are, particularly good-looking ones. We were in our late thirties, but Helena could pass for at least ten years younger.

		As I watched, I saw her secretly checking out that guy’s junk, the guy sitting out on the rock. Then the other one pulled himself out of the water like some kind of soft porn movie, the water catching the sunlight as it dripped off his muscular frame. Showing off in front of Helena.

		And Helena did bother to hide the fact that she noticed him.

		Now all four of the guys were taking turns jumping off that rock into the pool, giving Helena a real show. It was like Magic Mike meets the Olympic Diving Team.

		Helena was laughing at their antics and just treading water in the pool. I had no doubt they could see most of her naked form; the water was so clear. I could see on their faces that they wanted her. I liked it, I’m not entirely sure why. It got my heart racing to think of them desiring her.

		I wasn’t jealous, though. I remember feeling that maybe I should be, but I wasn’t.

		When I went back out, I’d taken off my own clothes again. I sauntered down to the river like the confident naturist — well, that was the impression Helena was giving, too. My wife looked up at me and smiled, and promptly introduced me to Gavin, Dylan, Jacob, and Logan. I was shaking a little from stage fright, but I did my utmost to pretend that none of this was a big deal. Helena’s confidence was the big surprise. But after a while, the nudity stopped seeming so much of an issue. And yet the flirty banter continued — including Helena flirting with them.

		She was teasing me, amused at what had transpired and how I had acted. And to some degree, she was seeing what buttons she could push to make me react.

		To both of our surprise, I think, it turned me on that she was so forward with them.

		I found I just wanted to encourage it. I went back to the RV to fetch beers for everybody from our mini-fridge. Then, a couple of hours after they’d first arrived, one of the young men — Logan — quietly inquired whether we were up for partying ‘properly’. A little nervous again, both Helena and I said that we were.

		I guess my initial expectation was that they would produce some illicit substance or other so we could all get high. Well, that was true — a spliff was produced and shared around. But that wasn’t all.

		Two of the guys went into the pool with Helena and started getting really close. My wife looked at me, and I just shrugged. We both silently asked each other if we were okay, and agreed that we were.

		Then Dylan kissed my wife. It was brief, but fairly full-on. I stifled a gasp, hardly believing that this guy would feel he could just do something like that right in front of me. Helena glanced over at me, checking that I was all right. I didn’t want to seem shocked.

		So then she was kissing him back. Logan joined in. The guys took turns to make out with her. I was just breathless. Sitting there trying to hide my erection while my wife frolicked with two naked guys in the pool. It was so hot. I could hardly believe how intensely sexy it was watching her with other men.

		Then they were all in there with her. Surrounding her. I feared it was a bit much for her at first, that she would feel overwhelmed. But she seemed in her element.

		My God. We’d never even talked about trying a threesome. I moved to get a better look and could see that beneath the surface of the water, Helena had two hands grasping two hard cocks. They were around her, kissing her, every inch they could reach. It was like a feeding frenzy.

		I was still just watching as they played around, Helena pulling away from them, teasing them, getting chased by them. One of them pulled himself out of the water and just sat there on a rock with his hard cock pointing straight up. And I watched my sweet wife take it in her hands, and then slip it into her mouth.

		After that, they had Helena out on the rock, lying down. One between her thighs lapping at her pussy, another kneeling over her head, feeding his cock to her. The other two with their cocks in her hands. It was just astonishing.

		By the time they had her on all fours, one of them under her so she could graze her clit on his shaft while another knelt behind to fuck her, the other two taking turns fucking her mouth — well, I was just sitting there jacking off to the extraordinary sight.

		I guess you could say we lost control.

		But you know, it was such a beautiful spot, and it felt like we were miles away from anyone. No one would know. No harm was done. Just pure pleasure for all concerned.

		We stayed there two additional nights to enjoy the delights that four fit young men could provide Helena. Then, for the rest of the vacation, Helena and I were talking about why I was so supportive of her having sex with other men, what it might mean for us in the future.

		Life-changing, you might say.

		 

		RV Traveler, Newark, NJ

		

	
		 

		Finding New Love in the Poconos

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I just had to write about the crazy thing that happened during our latest vacation. When we moved to New Jersey in the late 1990s, everyone had told us about these amazing resorts in the Poconos region of eastern Pennsylvania. They were tailor-made for couples, we were told. Every room had everything you needed for a sensual visit, including heated pools inside the room, a hot tub, and enormous beds for doing whatever one did on a bed. He-he.

		We are in our mid-40s and eager to break away from family, jobs, and responsibilities, at least for a little while. The Poconos seemed the perfect location. We even splurged on the premium suite, where the hot tubs are champagne glass-shaped on a raised platform. Little did I know how we would use this tub that week!

		After checking in, Anya seemed eager to walk around the grounds, checking out what activities they had available. And the well-maintained grounds were gorgeous. The pool was already full of people having fun. Let’s just say, the swimsuits the ladies wore were not modest!

		By that time, we were both hungry. The resort had a large dining area. We had the choice of sitting by ourselves or with another couple. My wife, Anya, saw a couple sitting by themselves at a four-top table and walked straight toward them. That should have been my first clue how different this trip was going to be.

		They both stood as we approached, introducing themselves as Christos and Isabella. They were slightly younger than us. Maybe late 30s.

		Isabella had long chestnut brown hair, accentuating her lovely face and deep brown eyes. Her blouse, with several buttons undone, framed very large breasts. When I was growing up, my father would have called her ‘voluptuous,’ a woman with both generous hips and an ample chest. Her bright smile made us feel welcome as we sat down.

		Christos was tall, mid-six feet, more solid and lanky than large, with a muscular build. His olive skin and black, close-cropped hair, highlighted by a closely trimmed beard, spoke of a Mediterranean heritage. He turned out to be Greek.

		The mystery was my wife. Anya was friendly with them, as if she had known them for a long time. As the night progressed and we went through our drinks, she became even more openly friendly.

		We eventually moved to the bar for more conversation. Anya and Isabella exchanged some kind of look, winking at their men, before swapping positions. Isabella settled in next to me and my wife, next to Christos. And when I say ‘settled in,’ I mean neither hesitated to touch their new partners in very suggestive ways.

		At some point in the evening, they went to the restroom together, clasping arms like long-lost friends. Christos and I spent the time having a pleasant conversation about his childhood in Greece.

		The shock came when the ladies returned to the table. Both had worn relatively modest outfits to dinner, but something was noticeably missing when they sat back in our booth. While in the ladies’ room, they had removed their bras and panties. I could see Isabella’s prominent nipples clearly through her nearly transparent blouse. Anya wasn’t much different. She had much smaller breasts, but her nipples got hard and pointed when aroused. Those nipples were now broadcasting to the room what was going on inside her head.

		I couldn’t believe it. My wife wasn’t a prude or anything. Quite the contrary. But this… openly displaying her charms to these strangers? I had no idea what she intended to achieve by doing this. If getting me ready for the night’s fun was her aim, it worked. My shaft was already protruding out of my slacks. I had to move closer to the table to hide my growing excitement.

		I tried to watch Anya as she draped herself all over her new friend. My eyes implored my wife for a clue as to what was going on. She seemed to ignore me, concentrating on Christos. I had never seen her this eager to touch a man, not even me. The flush of her arousal should have outraged me as I watched her crawling all over this guy.

		Isabella wouldn’t let me. Her leg was draped over mine, and hands kept creeping closer to my now hard shaft pressing against it. When my wife and Christos started kissing, I almost lost it. My new partner touched my chin, turning me toward her with a smile.

		Just as she was moving closer, Anya pulled away, suggesting we go back to our room. Isabella walked ahead, her arm hooked in Anya’s, as women often do. They were chatting away, whispering back and forth, always staying soft enough so we didn’t hear.

		Christos and I followed them into our suite; Anya and Isabella had apparently worked out an entire plan for the evening. Christos must have known about it because, once through the door, he walked straight to Anya, taking her in his arms and kissing her deeply. Anya responded in kind. Surprise did not cover my reaction. All I could think was, ‘What the fuck?’

		Isabella walked over to me, gently tugging on my arm to sit on the sofa. On the way there, Isabella slowly removed her clothes. Her last garment hit the floor just as we sat down.

		She stroked my arm, her ample breasts pressing against my shirt. I looked down at her as she smiled at me, then we turned our attention to the two going at it in the middle of the room. They were still standing. Christos was no longer holding back his touch. His hands roamed freely, Anya allowing him to go where he wanted.

		My wife helped him out of his clothes as I stared in astonishment at the size of his now fully aroused cock! The thing had to be nearly nine inches long and as wide as a zucchini. My wife was gleefully stroking this monster in her fist. Not that my rod is all that small. Above average, I’d say. Compared to this monster?

		I was completely dumbfounded! I had read stories of things like this happening to people, though neither of us had ever thought about actually doing it. At least that’s what I thought. I was clearly wrong about that.

		As he started unbuttoning my wife’s blouse, Isabella’s attention turned back to me. She told me that Anya had wanted to do this for a long time, but didn’t know how to tell me. They had been chatting with her online.

		I almost lost it at that point as I realized they had all been in on the planning. Here we were, on our getaway trip to have some sensual fun, and my wife is dropping her clothes to be naked in front of a strange, already naked man. And the man’s wife was naked too, pressing her chest against me.

		Isabella’s hand traced along the iron post between my legs, causing me to shudder. My wife pulled away from her partner to drop to her knees between my legs. I could see the arousal glistening on her shockingly bare sex. When had she shaved like that? Her hands unzipped my pants and loosened my belt. I allowed her to pull my slacks and underwear off as Isabella pulled my shirt over my shoulders.

		My wife’s mouth engulfed my rigid pole as Isabella told me of their willingness to do whatever I wanted. My wife’s head was bobbing up and down as she plunged my shaft into her throat. I guess everything I wanted to do was acceptable to her, too.

		Isabella seemed to know more about me than I did. ‘Your wife told me of your cuckold fantasies.’ I gasped at that. My heart was struggling to handle everything that was going on around me. Now, to discover that my wife had revealed my darkest secret to this couple. This was a fantasy I had guarded so close that I had only confessed it to my wife after we had been together for 16 years.

		Anya pulled me out of her throat, nodding toward the chair next to the bed. Four cuffs were sitting on the seat, and I could clearly see a leather restraint system attached to the chair. When had someone installed that?

		‘Your wife wants you to watch Christos and me ravage her,’ Isabella told me. ‘And she thinks you would enjoy that best by being fastened to the chair, unable to touch yourself. Christos and I installed the chair while you were walking around.’ Anya giggling around my shaft told me she had taken me on the tour of the grounds to give them time.

		I shuddered at both my darkest fantasy being so openly revealed and at the eager look on Anya’s face. Our eyes held a silent conversation that only 21 years of marriage could have allowed. Somehow I knew she wanted me to put those cuffs on as much as she wanted this man to do whatever he wanted with her.

		My shaft pulsed with sudden desire as I understood this was her way of accepting my cuckold desires in a way that she simply couldn’t do on her own. She had organized this entire event to make it possible. Okay, maybe the prospect of her being violated by this man’s handsome tool might have been an added incentive!

		Anya and Isabella pulled away from me, standing in front, joined by Christos in between.

		‘Time to decide,’ was the only thing my wife said to me. The strength of her words and even her implied control had me shivering in a way I could barely understand. Right in front of me, they both stroked the largest cock I had ever seen, his long arms wrapping around their naked shoulders.

		Anya knew which one I would pick. I had been glancing at the chair and those cuffs ever since we had arrived. Yet the sight in front of me wouldn’t let me go. Maybe it was the newly shaved mons, or the enormous shaft, or Isabella’s heaving breasts…

		My new hotwife had decided what she wanted. ‘Go,’ she told me, sending even more arousal into a cock already hard as an iron post. I stood up, walking to the chair. This was my first time putting cuffs on. It took me a bit to figure out which went where and how to buckle them. Once done, I sat on the chair, my cock remained hard and ready.

		Anya reached over, gripping my shaft firmly. I shuddered at the pulse of painful, yet incredibly erotic torment that washed through me. She dropped her mouth to consume my rod, as Isabella and Christos fastened my restraints. They adjusted the straps to make sure I had almost no movement in that chair. Standing back, the three of them admired their work.

		They were just getting started. The two women pushed their breasts at me teasingly, staying just out of reach of my tongue. The frustration of not being able to touch them sent even stronger pulses into my shaft. Isabella’s breasts were simply gorgeous. They were at least D-cup beauties with large nipples, now poking out with her obvious desire. I could see the moisture forming between her legs. When she caught me looking down, she spread them wide to give me a clear view of her mons, glistening and shaved just like my wife’s.

		I wish I could say that we shared this first session together. We did, in one sense, at least. She did everything in front of me. But as soon as Christos pushed Anya toward the bed, she barely looked at me again for the next two hours.

		Who could blame her? Once he had worked that monster inside her way-too-tight opening, my wife was screaming and thrashing like she never had on me. The orgasms came hard and frequently.

		And you know what? I didn’t care! Watching her in the throes of pleasure was just what I wanted for her. That I could enjoy it in this unconventional way was more about me than her.

		Only Isabella paid attention to me during my wife’s hours of pleasure. The guy had incredible staying power. While he took my wife in every position he could think of, and she willingly went along with all of them, Isabella would tease me.

		I licked her nipples as she pressed them into my face. She sucked on my shaft, getting me almost there, only to pull back just before release, to the chortling laughter of the three in the room. She even lowered herself onto me several times, allowing an incredible burst of heat that she almost misjudged before yanking herself off. At that point, my balls were aching.

		As my wife and Christos came to the end of their first go-round, Isabella stood behind me, stroking my shaft, as she whispered in my ear. ‘When he enters her, she feels pleasure you cannot imagine. It opens her, spreads her sex as wide as it will go, then pushes in deeper still. Wait until he comes inside her.’

		Those words only increased my excitement for what she was going through. My cock physically throbbed in Isabella’s hand. Then the truth came out.

		Isabella giggled, squeezing me with her grip. ‘You like to watch her receive pleasure, don’t you?’ I could only nod my agreement. ‘She knows it, too. Look at her. She loves having you watch her.’

		Anya looked over at me. The smile on her face was broad and ecstatic. I could hear the shortness of her breath. His massive rod was savaging her. I pulsed again as her joyous scream of climax filled the room.

		Before he could find his own release, she pushed him off, coming to me on the chair. With her back to me, she impaled herself on my rod. She did her own version of ‘savaging’ as she pounded down on me.

		Isabella was back to whispering loud enough that we could both hear. ‘He loves this, Anya. You have made him so hard from simply watching your pleasure. He wants you to accept his seed, to take it as deep as you can.’ And that’s all it took. I exploded inside my wife, seeing stars as I grunted with each plunge. Christos pounded on his shaft, pouring his offering all over my wife’s face and chest while I came.

		When they helped me out of the chair, my wife buried her head in my chest. All she wanted to know was if I was mad at her for her little subterfuge. I assured her I wasn’t. ‘Good,’ she let me know, ‘because they are going to be with us the rest of the week.’ What we did in the in-room pool and hot tub that week will have to wait for another letter.

		And that’s how I discovered my wife wanted to be a hotwife. It turned out Christos and Isabella only lived two hours from our New Jersey home. After our visit to the Poconos, where we were all active with each other, including my hammering Isabella multiple times while I watched her husband repeatedly take my wife just as hard, we began a ritual of visiting each other for playdates.

		But memories of this first time will always bring a smile to my face.

		 

		Thanks for listening,

		Connor, Red Bank, NJ

		

	
		 

		Hot Summer Nights

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		It was the middle of summer, and I was spending it working in a hotel room in San Diego while my husband, Sam, and the kids were back home in Las Vegas, enjoying the air conditioning. My hotel room was on the first floor, and the patio hovered a few feet over the sand, so it wasn’t all bad. I’m 35 years old, and I write smut. Mostly hotwife stories based loosely on my experiences. I have a deadline in a week for a book that still needs a wild chapter and some editing.

		As I sat in the beach lounge wearing only a white one-piece bathing suit with an American flag print on the chest, hunched over my laptop, I became so engrossed in a particularly naughty scene that I nearly missed the shouts telling me to look out. I looked up just in time to see a frisbee spinning towards me. I ducked, but it struck my shoulder, bounced off the edge of the door, and into my room. Dazed, I stumbled into the room, found the disc, and returned to my window, hoping to toss it to its owner, but they were nowhere to be found.

		I decided to avoid further injury and returned inside, placing my laptop on the round table where it could charge while I worked. It only took a few minutes before I was back into writing mode, breathing heavily while I described my main character bent over the arm of a couch with a cock in her pussy and another in her mouth. Then there was a knock on my door. At first, I ignored it. I wasn’t expecting anyone, and maybe they had the wrong room. Then, a more urgent pounding, this time, a deep male voice rang out, “Ma’am, I think my frisbee hit you. We wanted to see if you were ok.”

		That was refreshing. Whoever it was seemed more concerned with my well-being than their frisbee. I walked to the door, expecting to find a dad and his kid waiting. Instead, I saw through the peephole two sexy, shirtless men in swim shorts. Ideas immediately rose to mind. This might be just the diversion I need to inspire my climactic sex scene.

		A swift flick of my wrist unlocked the safety hinge, and then I opened the door.

		They introduced themselves and Mark and Steven, and when I was certain they could not be hiding any weapons, I invited them in.

		Mark, the dark-haired, tall one, immediately apologized and asked if I was ok. I told him I was fine, that it just glanced off my shoulder. Flirtatiously, I turned so he could see my shoulder and pointed at the slightly red line where I had been struck. Not coincidentally, I was aware that it gave Mark an overhead view of my ample cleavage. I am very shapely, but I am not a thin wisp of a woman. Mark seemed relieved, apologizing again while I bent over to get the frisbee from where it now sat on the bed. I intentionally gave Mark a long look at my bottom before straightening.

		I turned and told Mark I believed the frisbee was his. His erection was as obvious as the darkening patch of white between my thighs. It was then that Steven cleared his throat, reminding us that he was still there. I thought he might be hinting that he wished to leave, but when I looked in his direction, he was sitting next to my laptop, scrolling down. Instead, the blond asked me if I wrote the story, and I immediately knew that things were about to get hot and heavy. Under the pretense of getting some water, I moved my phone, texting my husband about what I hoped was about to go down.

		I admitted I was the author. He asked if I wrote it from experience or fantasy because, as he put it, “it was smoking hot, but do those situations ever occur?”

		I smiled, my eyes now glued to the bulge in his shorts, and said, in my most sensual voice, “Do you guys want to find out?”

		What happened next was the part I find most amusing when I am with someone new to the hotwife world. Mark and Steven’s faces froze in the awkward expression one makes when they aren’t sure if they won the lottery or are being pranked.

		I took Mark’s hand and led him along until I was standing in front of Steven. He sat in the chair, his hands in his lap, waiting to see if I would make the next move.

		I bent forward, put my hand on his chest, and kissed Steven. For a moment, it was just my lips softly brushing his. I waited until his tongue sought mine before breaking contact. Then I turned, stood on my tiptoes, and gave Mark the same treatment. Both men’s responses were different, and neither of them kissed like Sam. The differences were the reason I became a hotwife.

		I turned back towards Steven, placing Mark’s hands on my breasts. He caressed me while Steven stared at my body. I let Mark explore my bosom for a minute, then moved his hands to the straps of my suit. He took my lead, sliding the straps over my shoulders and freeing my breasts. He left it bunched at my waist as he grabbed both of my melons and massaged them. My soft whimper was the only sound in the room as I slid the suit down my legs until I could step out of it. Then I placed my left leg on the arm of Steven’s chair and asked him if he was hungry.

		He moved toward my treat slowly, his eyes locked on mine, as if waiting for me to stop him.

		I told him not to be shy, running a finger through my wet slit. Then his tongue was on me. Slowly, then more urgently, he licked me while Mark tugged and twisted my nipples and squeezed my tits.

		I egged them on, telling them how good they were making me feel and that they were quick learners.

		Steven surprised me, lifting my legs in his arms to get a better angle, his hands supporting my bottom. Mark supported my shoulders against his body, suspending me nearly vertical as Steven ate my dripping pussy. It wasn’t long before the stimulation of both my most sensitive body parts took me over the edge. My body shook violently, and I screamed profanities as I came.

		When I calmed down, I dropped to my knees and tugged Mark’s bathing suit to his ankles. Steven rose and removed his swim trunks, leaving two rock-hard, glistening cocks bouncing stiffly in front of my face.

		I grabbed them both, alternating sucking each delicious rod while jerking the other. They were so hard, two different lengths and girths. I pleasured them until they were groaning, then guided Mark to the bed, towing Steven along behind. I pushed Mark onto his back and bent down, taking his cock back into my mouth. This allowed me to swallow all of him until my lips touched the base. I motioned Steven towards me. He slid his fat cock into my core with a slosh. Pleasure exploded. My mind fogged until my consciousness merged with my passion. My tits bounced and swayed as Steven railed me while I did my best to focus on Mark’s cock. He held my hair in a ponytail as Steven fucked me. When Steven announced he was going to climax, I turned around, sitting on Mark’s cock while Steven completed the strokes that set him over the edge. His cream squirted over my face and chest until I summoned the focus to pull him into my mouth, where I sucked out every last drop.

		When Steven stepped away, Mark stood, driving his cock deep inside my core, turned us toward the bed, and positioned me so my torso lay on the bed while my legs were planted on the floor. He pounded me until we both climaxed, his fingers digging into my hips.

		The beauty of a threesome is that when one person is recovering, the other is ready to go again. This time, Steven took me slowly, lying behind me and holding my right leg in the air as he slid in and out of my slick hole. I came several more times before they had to get back to their friends. They left me the frisbee, though, my first memento.

		 

		Sincerely,

		Railed at the Riviera

		

	
		 

		Husbands Who Like to Watch

		

	
		 

		Outdoor Pursuits

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I need to tell you what happened when we were hiking the Appalachian Trail. After saying we were going to do it for literally years, we finally jumped in, both taking three weeks off work to get our bucket list item done.

		And it seemed from the very start that it was worth all the trouble.

		There were the views, of course, all that wonderful fresh air. The beauty of the Great Outdoors. There were also the people — there weren’t many around, but the ones we bumped into all seemed so friendly, often hanging out to share a quick meal if we were going in opposite directions, or accompanying us to swap stories if we were all going the same way.

		There was even enough overlap between the people we saw that we could gossip about other people we’d seen en route, like we were some kind of soap opera community.

		Yet what completely surprised me most of all was just how horny we got—even after just a few days out on the Trail.

		Sally and I were definitely no strangers to hiking and backpacking, and we’d done our fair share of all kinds of outdoor pursuits, from whitewater rafting to zip lining and cycling. We were familiar with the high that exercise could bring and the Zen-like bliss of breathing in such fresh air for long periods.

		We’d never really done much more than the occasional two-day hike, so while we felt prepared physically and capable in setting up a camp for overnights, we were surprised by how frisky we started feeling, even in that first week away from home.

		I thought I was just responding to all the proximity I had with Sally. Seeing her flushed from exercise, a little damp from perspiration, and the fact that the hot weather meant that most of the time she was wearing little but tight Lycra shorts and a sports bra, exposing plenty of flesh — well, I was getting hard just hiking along behind her.

		As a married couple, we had gotten to the stage where sex was usually once or twice a week. But suddenly, every night we were both in the mood. And during the day, I seemed to be finding any excuse to brush against her, to touch her, to offer a little affectionate kiss.

		She liked how into her I was, I guess. She encouraged it. She got quite flirty with it, too. And then a few days into our hike, we found this secluded little pool in the river, and the heat seemed to give us no choice but to strip off for a cool dip. When I watched her peeling off her shorts, I was hard as a rock — and couldn’t shake off my erection.

		She was highly amused at my reluctance to shed my underwear, and after forcing it off me, practically pounced on my stiff cock.

		Anyway.

		I could tell you plenty of tales about the times we kept teasing each other to the point we had to rush off the trail to tear each other’s clothes off. I swear, our progress was about twice as slow as we had planned for. And it was a vicious circle: if we didn’t find a stream or a river for a while in order to wash off, we would smell the sex on each other while we hiked — and that only led to more sex.

		But we had to be careful, because as I’ve said, there were occasional sightings of other people along the Trail, and some people we encountered multiple times or even regularly. I guess the possibility of getting caught only added to the fun. But then there was Derek.

		Derek was one of our regular companions. He was a little older than we were and preferred a somewhat slower pace along the Trail so that he could examine flowers and plants along the way, since he was a botanist. His slow pace and our regular stops for raunch meant we kept running into him.

		He was a complete charmer, of course. The more we saw him, the more he decided we liked him, and the more flirty he got with Sally. Strangely, I liked it when he was flirting with my wife. Maybe it was all that fresh air, but it was exciting to see her respond to another man clearly expressing interest in her.

		Sally was amused at first and jokingly teased me, saying I would be jealous and so on. But the number of times we had to stop on the way because I needed to shove my face between her thighs, or she needed to bend over so I could take her hard from behind — our conversations about Derek kind of bled into our intimate time together.

		And suddenly we were talking about what would happen if Sally had to spend a few days hiking with Derek, and I wasn’t there. If she’d get just as horny. If Derek’s flirting would lead to something naughty.

		We had plenty of time to talk, you see. It transpired that I was not at all jealous about the thought of Sally doing naughty things with Derek. Quite the opposite, in fact: it obviously got me going to think of her falling to temptation.

		The next time we happened to be walking along with Derek, I pretended to have a fall, ending up with what I said was a really nasty sprain.

		Oh, man. We came up with a plan for me to stop at the next small town for a few days to rest and try to regain my strength. The plan was for Sally to continue onward with Derek, at his slower pace, and then I would catch up when I felt a little rested.

		God. I couldn’t believe we were doing this. But Sally and I talked it through over and over before we enacted the plan. We were both clear about what we wanted. The thought of Sally fooling around with Derek turned me on so much that it would be good for us as a married couple to try something new. And so on.

		But while I was completely open to the erotic possibilities of my beloved wife spending a few days of alone time with a charming older man, I was not prepared for the crazy tension I felt when she actually walked away from me, leaving me at a small Bed ’n’ Breakfast in a sweet little Appalachian town.

		I waited behind; my heart never stopped racing. I felt this strange pressure in my chest — what if it happened? What if it didn’t? Would she really go through with it?

		I so wanted her to fuck him. It became an obsession with me. She couldn’t text me updates because there was absolutely no cell reception around there. Our plan was that if I didn’t arrive by the time they reached a certain town further along the route, she would have sufficient phone reception there in order to call me and figure out what we should do next.

		Anyway. Of course, I didn’t really have a sprained ankle. I waited a couple of days, and then I tore after them up the Trail. When I reached them, I actually followed them from a distance — trying to get glimpses of what might be happening.

		And sure enough, the two of them seemed to be acting very differently from how they had been when I was around. They were much closer — intimate touches were going on.

		I watched them stop to bathe, and had to stifle a gasp when they both merrily stripped down to their birthday suits in front of each other. And in the water, I watched them come together and kiss.

		Oh goodness. I have never been so hard. I stayed back, watching as Sally lay on a rock and Derek went down on her. Then, he was sitting on the rock, lying back, and she straddled him.

		I watched through binoculars as my wife took another man’s hard cock inside her. I held my breath and watched her slowly ride him, rising and falling on his impressive pole.

		I was not expecting to be quite so taken by the sight of my wife in sexual ecstasy with another man. It was so beautiful. She was so aroused, so passionate. They had no condoms, but I knew she was on birth control. Yet the shock of seeing another man come inside my wife was just unbelievable.

		I spent another two days tracking the pair of them, watching as their sexual escapades became more and more frequent, and more and more animalistic.

		When I finally decided to officially join them again, I timed my ‘arrival’ for a moment where the two of them were right in the middle of a no-holds-barred romp in a somewhat secluded little valley.

		Derek was a little shocked at being discovered fucking my wife like that. He was all blushes and excuses. But I told him it was okay. That I was happy the two of them had been getting along while I was recuperating.

		Then I sat and watched him finish fucking my wife, before he slipped into the river while I had my turn.

		 

		Hiker on the Happy Trail, Boston

		

	
		 

		Game, Set and Match

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		I’m Charles, 41, a solicitor from Surrey, married to Victoria, 37. Men check her out all the time. I don’t know why she’s with me, but I’m not complaining. Vicky is tall, with long legs, chestnut-coloured hair, and a body that drives me nuts. Her breasts are small but firm, and her ass is pretty much the same. I’ve always known how lucky I am. What I didn’t know was how much luckier I was going to get, twelve years into our marriage.

		Up until last summer, our marriage was what you’d call conventional. Always passionate, yes, but nothing kinky or risky. That changed at Wimbledon.

		It was one of those perfect summer afternoons. Centre Court was warm but not uncomfortable, the sun high in the sky but occasionally clouding over, with a light breeze that kept everyone cool in their fashionable clothes. Fashionable enough to show that the crowd was predominantly of the rich variety, well-dressed and well-groomed. Victoria wore a pale blue dress, simple and elegant, but short enough to show off her legs. I’d already caught more than a few men looking.

		At the interval between matches, we explored the club and found a quieter spot in one of the hospitality areas. We found a table and ordered strawberries and cream and a glass of champagne, the classic British Wimbledon experience. She fed me a large red strawberry, her fingers brushing my lips, a little smear of cream left behind that she kissed away. It was an easy gesture, but it caught his attention.

		And that was when we noticed him.

		He was in his late twenties, athletic-looking and handsome. He wore a white shirt, sleeves rolled up just enough to show his toned forearms. He wasn’t subtle about looking at Victoria, and she didn’t exactly shut it down. Their eyes met, and they held each other's gaze. Instead of feeling protective, I felt something else entirely. I was turned on and intrigued by the immediate chemistry that seemed to be there, just two people admiring each other.

		He came over, introduced himself as Archie, a tennis coach, and we ended up talking. It started innocently, talking about the tennis, of course, the pleasant summer weather, and the strawberries, but it didn’t stay there. When he complained that the air-conditioning in the foyer we were standing in wasn’t very good, and then mentioned he had access to a quieter marquee, with a trainers-only bar, I heard myself suggesting we head there for a drink.

		He pointed out that we’d be the only ones there, and the smile he directed at Victoria made it obvious what he was offering. My wife’s hand tightened on my thigh under the table. A question. I answered it the same way, just a small squeeze back.

		The trainers’ marquee was completely empty, as he’d said it would be. The lights weren’t even switched on, so it was dim and cool inside. Archie disappeared for a moment, returning with a freshly opened bottle of champagne, pouring us both a glass. Now the conversation shifted. Archie complimented Victoria openly, said she’d got a body to die for, and she took it gracefully, blushing, but not deflecting. That was new. Usually, she’d run a mile.

		Then, without any warning, he kissed her.

		There wasn’t a buildup, no drawn-out hesitation. One second, they were talking, the next, his mouth was on hers. And she kissed him back. I sat there, watching my wife kiss another man properly for the first time. Not a polite peck, or even something affectionate and sweet. It was a real kiss. As I watched, her hand moved to his chest, then lower, feeling the taut muscles of his abdomen. She leaned into him.

		When they broke, she looked at me, flushed and breathing faster than I’d seen for a long time.

		I didn’t stop them or question it. And that was the moment they crossed the line.

		Archie stood and helped her up from her chair, and things moved quickly after that. Her dress came down, pooling at her feet, leaving her in a white lace bra and panty set and her high heels. I’d seen her wear the underwear before, but no one else ever had. Until now.

		He touched her waist and waited for her to say okay. Vicky nodded, took his hand and moved it to her breast. She didn’t show any signs of nervousness. She was confident and direct about what she wanted. When he unclipped the bra and let it fall to the floor, her body responded instantly, her nipples peaking hard, her breath catching. When he pushed her panties down, and she stepped out of them, showing her small, trimmed bush, I could see how wet she already was.

		They moved to a nearby sofa. Without needing to be asked, she lay back, legs parting without hesitation, still holding my gaze for a second, waiting for me to nod again, before giving herself over completely to him.

		He went down on her first. There was no awkwardness. He didn’t rush, he just gave her slow, deliberate strokes of his tongue that had her arching within seconds. I’d never heard her like that before, louder and less controlled than she ever was with me. She came quickly, gripping his hair, her whole body tightening and then releasing.

		And that was just the start.

		When he stood and undressed, it was obvious he was bigger than me. Not just slightly, but noticeably bigger. Victoria saw it too. There was a flicker in her expression, pleasant surprise, then something more. Eagerness.

		He positioned himself between her legs and pressed into her slowly. She watched me as he entered her, like she wanted me to see it, to enjoy it as much as her. And I did. The sound she made when he filled her wasn’t subtle. It was deep and raw, and the vulgar words he muttered were Victoria completely unfiltered.

		He didn’t rush. At first.

		Then he picked up the pace.

		He built up a rhythm, the sound of skin against skin filling the empty marquee. Her body moved with his, meeting each thrust, taking every thick inch of him. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper. She asked for more, not shyly, not politely. She wanted it harder, faster, rougher, and he obliged.

		I sat just a few feet away, watching every second. I didn’t feel jealousy or a need to stop them, I just enjoyed the sight, watching them fuck like animals.

		She came again, this time on his cock, harder than the first time, her back arching off the sofa.

		By the time he finished, it was obvious she was completely fucked and totally satisfied. He stayed inside her when he came, and she held him there, taking everything. After he’d finished filling her up, he stepped away, his long cock dripping cum. Vicky lay back, breathing hard, skin flushed, completely satisfied.

		She reached for me.

		I moved without thinking, kneeling between her legs. She was still wet, still open, still full of his seed. I tasted her, and it was different. His cum was stronger, musky and salty and unfamiliar in a way that made it impossible to stop licking her. She reacted immediately, orgasming more softly this time but still responsive, still connected to me even after everything. Archie slipped away while I fucked her and came inside her, too, but left his business card on the bar. We found it as we made our way out.

		That night, back at the hotel, we had sex again. Usually, we’d do it conservatively in bed, beneath the sheets, but this time we didn’t even turn the lights off. We fucked on all fours, then again in the shower.

		Since then, it’s got even better. She’s seen Archie again, twice. I’ve watched both times. It’s not just the sex. It’s what it does to her, afterwards. She’s more confident, happier, and more willing to have fun in all areas of life, not just the bedroom. And for me, I love watching her, and it’s made me realise how lucky I am to have someone so hot that a man as handsome as Archie wants her on a regular basis.

		What started with strawberries and cream on a summer afternoon has turned into something neither of us expected: a new lease of life. As the tennis umpire shouted out, "New balls please!”

		 

		Thanks for reading,

		Charles

		

	
		 

		A Voyeur’s Surprise

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		Last summer we had our family holiday in Spain. Cathy and I are both in our mid-thirties, and we have two young children of five and two. We stayed in a complex with several apartment blocks sited around a central hotel. There were numerous pools, tennis courts and a private beach. Our accommodation was in one of the two-storey apartment blocks, and during the first couple of days and evenings in the hotel bar, we met and chatted with another British family from the opposite block. The couple, Chris and Gina, looked about our age but their daughter was much older than our kids. She was probably in her mid-teens, and Gina later admitted she’d had her when she was eighteen.

		Their daughter made friends with a couple of sisters from another family, so she spent a lot of time with them at the beach. That meant Chris and Gina spent their days relaxing by the pool, reading their books and sipping cold drinks. Meanwhile, me and Cathy had to entertain our kids, getting in and out of the pool, playing games, taking them to the playground, and all the time adding sunscreen and making sure they kept their hats on. We took it in turns to take the kids back for a siesta each afternoon, and that was the only time me or Cathy got the chance to relax by the pool.

		One evening Chris and Gina came over and sat with us in the hotel bar while all the kids were running around the dancefloor and burning off excess energy. We got on well, and shared too many jugs of sangria. By the time we got back to our apartment, the kids were shattered and were both fast asleep within minutes. Cathy’s eyes sparkled, she was a little drunk, and she told me that if I played my cards right, I might get lucky. I glanced down at her sun-kissed body in the summer dress, then dragged her to bed and ravaged her.

		The next day followed the usual routine. After lunch, it was my turn to take the kids for their afternoon nap, so I left Cathy sunning herself by the pool. Once the kids were asleep in their bedroom, I sat in the lounge area with a cold beer and my novel. The kids usually slept for about an hour, and that was the longest I ever got to read.

		After about fifteen minutes I got up to get myself another beer from the fridge. As I passed the window I saw movement in Chris and Gina’s apartment. It was obviously their bedroom because I could see the lower half of the bed, with Gina’s legs and feet on it. The windows were fitted with blinds, and theirs were set so the slats were angled upwards. People walking past wouldn’t be able to see in, but from my upper-floor window I had a perfect view. I assumed she’d decided to have a siesta too, but then Chris walked into view and ran his hand up her leg.

		I know I should have gone back to my book, but I didn’t. I stepped back and to the side so I couldn’t be seen, and I kept watching. Gina was very attractive, and the thought of her taking her husband back for a bit of afternoon delight while their daughter was at the beach was a sexy one.

		Chris knelt on the bed and Gina spread her legs. He pulled her down the bed, and her pussy came into view. Her pubes were dark, which made me wonder if she dyed her blonde hair. I never saw any higher than her hips. Then Chris knelt down and started to eat her out. My cock swelled in my shorts and I smiled to myself. I’d have happily swapped places with him, because Gina was very well put together. I kept telling myself I shouldn’t be doing this, and that I should respect their privacy and go back to my novel. But I kept watching.

		Gina was thrusting her hips and pulling his head against her pussy. Then she placed her feet flat on the mattress and arched off the bed. He’d made her come. My cock was rock hard, and I squeezed it through my shorts.

		Gina reached forward and stroked Chris’s face, then ran her hand down his body. He knelt up and pulled his t-shirt off, then started to unfasten his shorts. I knew I should really stop watching, but I’d never seen anyone have sex before. The temptation to see them do it was too great. The voyeuristic thrill I felt shocked me. Chris wrestled his shorts off, and it was no surprise that he had a hard-on.

		But then Gina walked into view wearing just her bikini bottoms, her firm boobs in full view. My mind tumbled over itself. I could still see the legs on the bed, and it took me a moment to realise Chris had just performed oral sex on a woman while his wife had watched.

		Gina leaned over the bed and sucked Chris’s cock for a few moments. Then she looked up at the other woman, smiled and guided her husband’s cock into the woman’s pussy. When Chris started thrusting his hips, Gina sat on the bed and watched them.

		Transfixed by the thought of their open relationship, I slid my hand down my shorts and watched as Chris fucked their visitor. He banged into her so hard that her legs bounced off the mattress under the force.

		Gina walked towards the head of the bed and out of sight. My dirty mind filled in the blanks of what I couldn’t see. Were the two women kissing? Or maybe Gina was squatting over the other woman’s face and getting her own pussy serviced…

		Chris suddenly held still, and the woman below him writhed and wiggled. He was coming inside her, and she was milking his cock with her movements. It was too much for me, and I pumped my dick hard and fast, shooting my load just after Chris had.

		I closed my eyes and took deep breaths, immediately ashamed of my behaviour. I wasn’t sure what was worse, the watching or the jacking off. I went to the bathroom and cleaned myself up, then into our own bedroom to change my shorts. By the time I got back to the window, the bedroom of the apartment opposite was empty.

		Just as I picked up my beer, Chris and Gina’s apartment door opened and Cathy stepped out wearing a baggy t-shirt over her bikini. I couldn’t breathe. Cathy glanced around, then headed back towards the pool.

		My wife had just been unfaithful. Not only that, I’d jacked off while I watched it happen.

		The kids eventually woke and I was in a numb haze. I took them down to the pool. Cathy joined us for a swim. She looked relaxed and happy. I didn’t say anything about what I’d seen. Chris and Gina didn’t return to the pool, and they weren’t in the hotel restaurant or bar that evening. We saw them again next day at the pool. I found it hard to be angry at them – partly because of the guilt I felt about watching their intimacy.

		It’s been a year since it happened. I have no idea if Cathy has cheated on me before or since. She still hasn’t owned up to what she did, but I’ve thought about that day many times. When I’m alone, I run the whole thing through my mind. Watching it at the time gave me a huge thrill.

		But reliving it now and knowing the other woman was Cathy makes it so much hotter, which is kind of embarrassing. I don’t want to be a guy who enjoys watching his wife getting pleasure from another man.

		Then I remember the way she arched off the bed when she came on his tongue, and the way she writhed and wiggled when she knew Chris was coming inside her, and my cock gets so hard I have to jack off.

		If she ever does own up to her actions, I won’t tell her I saw them. And I certainly won’t admit that I jacked off while watching. Voyeurism is a private thing.

		It’s getting closer to summer again, and I’m not sure what to wish for on the next holiday.

		 

		Mike G, Harrogate

		

	
		 

		Fêted Lovers

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		Nothing captures a perfect English summer afternoon quite like a traditional village fête. The warm summer air carried the scent of freshly cut grass, candyfloss, and barbecue smoke, while colourful bunting fluttered between the stalls and a brass band played in the background. This particular fête, in our picturesque village just outside Nottingham, began as the picture of wholesomeness. You’ll have to read to the end of my letter to see how it ended up.

		Gemma, my wife, looked every inch the posh country totty that she is. Everyone calls her duchess, because she’s well-spoken and would never be caught dead in anything but her best clothes. She even gets dressed up to go to the corner shop for a pint of milk. Gemma is curvy, but with a healthy figure, with wavy brunette hair and brown eyes that you just can’t help but stare into. On the day of the village fête, she wore a light floral sundress that clung to her full breasts and wide hips. The hem sat just above her knees, and the thin material swayed teasingly with every step. She had skipped a bra today, something she knew I loved in warm weather. Her expensive sunglasses and perfectly applied makeup completed the image of ‘Duchess Gemma’ for the fête.

		We’d only been wandering the stalls for half an hour when Jack caught her attention. He was a tall, broad-shouldered local in his mid-thirties who ran a local building firm but was also running the coconut shy today. Tanned from his outdoor work, well-built from carrying hods of bricks around and exuding quiet confidence, he kept finding reasons to speak with Gemma each time we passed his stall. His eyes lingered openly on her cleavage and the curve of her arse through the dress.

		The flirting grew steadily more charged as the afternoon progressed. Jack offered us both pints from the beer tent, and Gemma and I accepted with obvious pleasure.

		I noticed how Gemma deliberately positioned herself so that Jack could enjoy the view down the front of her sundress, subtly arching her back to give him a clear look at her full, braless breasts.

		Then she caught me by surprise by making a bet on the hook-a-duck. If Gemma managed to hook more ducks than Jack in sixty seconds, he would award her a bottle of champagne. If he won, she would give him a private prize of his choosing. The stakes were left deliberately vague, yet the implication was perfectly clear. Gemma’s cheeks flushed with excitement as the challenge was accepted.

		Jack won comfortably, catching my wife totally off guard. The moment he lifted the winning duck out of the tub of water, I saw her pale slightly, realising what she’d got herself into the moment he placed a confident hand on the small of Gemma’s back and led her away from the main field, saying he needed somewhere quieter for the prize he intended to claim.

		He turned to me and told me I could come if I wanted, but I might be uncomfortable watching him bang my wife. There was no need to ask me for permission. He didn’t need to. I could tell Gemma was up for it by the way she licked her lips and eyed his biceps as he looped his arm through hers.

		I followed at a discreet distance, my heart pounding in my chest. They slipped behind the large beer tent where the grass sloped gently down toward a quiet hedgerow, partially hidden from the main fête but still close enough to hear the laughter, announcements, and brass band.

		Jack wasted no time. He pulled Gemma against him and kissed her deeply, his large hands roaming over her curvy body. He squeezed her heavy breasts through the thin dress before sliding the straps down her shoulders, exposing her full tits with their large dark nipples to the warm afternoon air. Gemma responded eagerly, pressing her voluptuous figure against him.

		Then he turned her around and bent her forward over a sturdy wooden table used for storing barrels. Flipping her sundress up over her waist, he tugged her black cotton knickers down her thighs and then pulled her ass cheeks apart, admiring the view. Gemma’s smooth, shaved pussy was already visibly wet. Jack freed his cock from his jeans. He was already hard and a good inch longer than I was. Gemma made a light whimpering sound as he rubbed it along her slit before pushing inside her with one slow, deep thrust.

		Gemma arched her back, mouth open in silent pleasure as he began fucking her with strong, deliberate strokes. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her with every impact. Jack gripped her wide hips firmly, pulling her back onto him as the distant sounds of the village fête continued — children laughing, the tombola wheel spinning, and the brass band playing on.

		Watching my elegant, posh wife being taken so roughly behind the beer tent was intensely arousing. Jack fucked her harder, one hand reaching around to rub her clit. Gemma’s legs trembled as she came, her body shuddering against the table. Moments later, Jack tensed and emptied himself deep inside her, filling her with several thick pulses of cum. Again, he never asked if he could. He just used her ‘duchess’ pussy for his pleasure, then shot his load deep in her married cunt, where only I had ever come before.

		They remained joined for a long moment before he slowly withdrew. A thick trickle of his cum ran down the inside of Gemma’s thigh as she straightened her dress. She looked flushed and thoroughly satisfied, her hair slightly messy and her nipples still visibly hard against the fabric.

		I slipped away before them, returned to the hook-a-duck stall where we’d been previously. I watched as they walked out together, talking casually as though he hadn’t just fucked my wife’s brains out. He waved goodbye, returning to the coconut shy, while Gemma walked to the cake stall in a daze. I joined her there a few minutes later. She looked radiant, glowing with that unmistakable just-fucked glow. A faint sheen of sweat glistened on her cleavage, and she walked with the careful gait of a woman whose knickers were soaked and whose pussy was still leaking another man’s warm seed.

		I asked her if she’d enjoyed being fucked by a muscled ‘bit of rough’ and she said she’d seen me watching, and it had turned her on even more than just being stuffed full of big, hard dick. I said I’d loved every minute, and her cheeks reddened with pleasure, and probably relief.

		We stayed at the fête for another hour, playing games and chatting with locals as if nothing had happened. Throughout it all, I remained acutely aware of the warm load still deep inside my wife and the wicked little smile that kept playing across her lips.

		On the drive home, Gemma rested her manicured hand on my thigh and quietly recounted every detail now that we were alone. How big and thick Jack had felt, how forcefully he had taken her, and how thrilling it had been to be fucked so close to the entire village. That evening, we barely made it through the front door before I got my turn with her, fucking her on the kitchen table, not even bothered that my cock was pushing another man’s cum deeper into my wife’s pussy.

		The village fête had been an unexpected triumph. What was meant to be a pleasant, innocent summer afternoon had unlocked something deliciously filthy between us.

		And now we can’t wait to explore further. Who should we fuck next? Duchess Gemma has her eyes on the gardener, like Lady Chatterley.

		 

		Yours sincerely,

		Cucked Dave and Duchess Gemma
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		Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #7

		 

		Coming July 2026

		 

		We’re already hard at work on the next issue of Hotwife Digest, and let’s just say — it’s going to be filthier than ever.

		Expect more scorching stories from your favorite ACHE authors — tales of temptation, teasing, watching, sharing, swapping, and the kinds of fantasies that leave you needing a moment (or several) to recover. Whether it’s husbands setting things up, wives taking the lead, or strangers who know just how to play the game… Issue #7 will deliver.

		While you wait, don’t forget: there’s even more to enjoy over at the ACHE Medium publication, where our authors are posting fresh, free content all the time. You can find us here:

		 

		
			ACHE on Medium
		

		 

		And if you liked what you read in this issue? Tell your friends. Tell your group chat. Tell your husband (especially if he thinks he doesn’t like this stuff — he probably will).

		See you in July.

		

	
		 

		About The ACHE Editors
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		About Paul

		 

		Paul Garland is the author of almost 80 hotwife and cuckold themed erotica books, publishing several times a year. His titles include one-off sexy stories and longer, more involved series and collaborations. An editor of ACHE, he submits chapters every week to the acclaimed group’s Medium publication and his Patreon. You can learn more about Paul and his books at www.paulgarland.net.
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		About GK

		 

		GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He enjoys writing about women who own their sexuality and couples who explore new sensual experiences because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions. For more of GK Grayson’s work, visit his website at Oakview Publishing.

		.
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		About Hardison

		 

		Hardison Parker writes story-driven erotica exploring Hotwife, Freeuse, and light BDSM themes. You can check out all of Hardison’s books on his website or wherever ebooks, audiobooks and paperbacks are sold.
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		About Max

		 

		Max Sebastian has written more than 20 novels in two decades, specializing in the thrilling erotic adventures of open-minded couples seeking to challenge the conventions of monogamy. Max is originally from London, in the UK, but now lives with his family in the United States. Link: maxsebastian.com.
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		About Delores

		 

		Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen. 

		His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work. 

		Check out his Linktree to see all his books on his website, get his email address for contacting him, or sign up to his Patreon account to interact on his current works and so much more.
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