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		In This Month’s Issue

		

		Issue #2 — Sept 2025

		

		Hey there, lovely reader,

		Welcome back to the second issue of Hotwife Digest, your go-to bi-monthly glimpse into the smart, sexy, emotionally charged world of hotwife and cuckold erotica.

		If you're returning, you already know these stories are about way more than just steamy scenes. They dive deep into trust, tension, vulnerability, and raw pleasure, the messy, beautiful stuff that makes hotwife erotica truly electric. And if this is your first time with us, consider yourself warmly invited to a world where desires and emotions collide in the horniest ways imaginable.

		ACHE (that's Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica) is a tight-knit group of indie writers dedicated to crafting bold, character-driven tales that celebrate ethical non-monogamy in all its thrilling chaos. From hotwife and cuckold to hotpast, ENM, and every delicious nuance in between, our mission is simple: bring you stories that are not just scorching but honest, heartfelt, consent-aware, and relationship-savvy.

		In this issue, you'll find fresh original fiction from your favourite ACHE authors, some stories connected to our wider universe, plus surprises and sparks to keep you flipping pages. And of course, the ever-popular Dear Hotwife Digest letters section is back, with your confessions, questions, and fantasies taking centre stage.

		Stay in the loop by following us on Medium for regular stories and essays, exploring our authors' Patreons, and if Hotwife Digest sets your pulse racing, share it with someone who'll appreciate the treat.

		So, pour yourself something strong, dim the lights, and settle in for another round of sexy, smutty storytelling.

		Let's get started.

		— The ACHE Collective

		September, 2025
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		My Wife’s Workout

		

		Paul Garland

		

		When Simon notices a spark between his wife Rachel and her personal trainer Jameson, he’s torn between jealousy and fascination. Unable to look away, Simon allows Rachel and Jameson’s chemistry to unfold, on one condition: he gets to watch. As boundaries are tested and desire takes centre stage, everyone learns just how far they're willing to go.

		

		The first time I noticed the spark between Rachel and Jameson was during her third training session. I was working from home that day, my laptop positioned at the kitchen table where I could glimpse into our converted garage through the window. What caught my attention wasn't their workout routine; it was the way she laughed at something he said, her hand lingering on his forearm as she steadied herself after a particularly challenging set of burpees.

		Jameson was everything I wasn't. He was sculpted, all lean muscle and confidence, his blue eyes bright with mischief as he grinned at Rachel. Sunlightened streaks of blonde rippled through his thick brown hair, a detail that somehow made him look even more handsome, like he'd just walked off the beach after a modelling shoot. In his mid-twenties, he was a decade or so younger than me and maybe four or five years younger than my wife.

		Rachel seemed more alive around him, glowing with an energy I hadn’t seen in years. She was average height, voluptuous from a good, married life, her generous bust pressing beneath new workout tops. Her long, dark brown hair, slightly damp with sweat, was swept into a high ponytail, drawing attention to her graceful neck and pale skin that tanned easily in the summer. Her green eyes sparkled when she talked to him, the same eyes that rarely did the same when we spent time together lately.

		When we hired Jameson a couple of weeks ago, I'd been focused on the usual aspects: his rates, his available schedule and his recommendations. I hadn't considered how his looks and his presence might affect Rachel. But now, watching her with him, she was… more enthused, more energised. We’d had to go out and buy her workout clothes before the first session, but after that first time, she’d gone out and bought more on her own, tops that hugged her curves a little more tightly than the set I’d chosen.

		She'd started doing her hair before their sessions, blow-drying it, paying more attention to her ponytail positioning, claiming it was just to keep it out of her face. Her obvious attraction to Jameson provoked some jealousy in me, which was natural, but I kept it from showing. The workouts were good for her, and so was Jameson’s company.

		Sometime later, I was kneeling by the bedside table, shoving aside a paperback and the damned cordless phone in search of my reading glasses. No sign of them. A sigh, a feeling of frustration at not being able to read my daily news, until I found them cockeyed and half-hidden in the dent of my pillow, right where I’d been reading until I dozed off last night.

		As I tucked them into my shirt pocket, Rachel stepped in from the bathroom, her body trailing a soft swirl of steam behind her. Droplets glimmered along her skin, still flushed and dewy, carrying that just-showered glow I always found irresistible. She was magnificent, even if I said so myself, average height, yes, but every line of her was lush. Her full thighs were gloriously bare, hips curving out from her waist. Her breasts were large and heavy, the kind of generous you can cup with both hands, still defiant against gravity with perfectly pink, suckable nipples. Even after all these years, I craved her shape, the way she moved.

		Rachel propped one foot up on the mattress edge to towel her calf, torso turning so I could see the tidy landing strip of dark hair between her thighs, a little secret she’d always kept precisely groomed, a wink of mischief she claimed was “for me, not you.” It never failed to make me hard.

		She dragged the towel up her legs, swept it between her breasts, then caught my gaze through the mirror, her green eyes flicking to meet mine, lips curving in a private smile. There was a new ease in her movements, a confidence. She looked… radiant.

		“How was your workout?” I asked, voice feigning nonchalance as she began blotting the beads of moisture from her neck.

		“Good,” Rachel said, breath catching just a little. Not just exertion, I thought. “Jameson is really pushing me. I can feel myself getting stronger and fitter already.”

		I watched the towel slip down her body, admiring the way her tits swung as she moved, the swell of hips, how her stance — spine straight, chin a little higher — told me that what she was saying was true. “He seems like a good trainer. I’m glad it’s working for you.”

		She paused, looking at me in the mirror, then over her shoulder. Her eyes lingered a half-beat on me. “Simon…can I ask you something?”

		I finished tidying up the space next to the bed, placing my current paperback on the bedside cabinet and picked up my phone to look at the news. "Of course."

		She hesitated a moment, wrapping the towel around herself, not quite meeting my eyes. "Have you ever noticed anything about Jameson? Like the way he looks at me?"

		I set my phone back down, my interest piqued, giving her all my attention. "What do you mean?"

		Rachel glanced at the window, then let out a soft huff, almost a laugh. "It's obvious, Simon. He... stares sometimes. At me. At my chest, my ass... even at the shape of… you know, between my legs when I'm doing stretches." She shrugged, cheeks pink but with the ghost of a grin. "Sometimes it's like he's forgotten I'm married, the way he ogles me."

		A surge of something, jealousy, a prickle of possessiveness, but also curiosity, grew in my stomach. "Does it bother you?" My voice was careful, casual.

		She hesitated, fiddling with a loose corner of the towel. "I don't know. I mean... it's not creepy or anything. He tries to be subtle, but I can feel him staring. Like he's mentally undressing me."

		"And?" The pulse in my neck throbbed for some reason. "Does it make you uncomfortable?"

		Rachel bit her lip, not quite meeting my eyes. "Not really," she said, after a moment of silence. "If anything... it's flattering. Someone like him, you know? He's young, he's gorgeous. And he's interested in me, at least to look at." There was a small, almost self-deprecating laugh, then another, an embarrassed, girlish sound I hadn't heard in ages.

		"Flattered?" I nudged. "Or is there more to it?"

		She looked at me sidelong. "What do you mean?"

		"Does it turn you on?" I said, letting the words hang. “Do you fancy him?”

		Rachel's cheeks went darker. She looked away, then shook her head. Too quickly. "Simon, please… Really?"

		"Does knowing he wants you get you hot under the collar?" I shrugged. “If it was the other way around and a hot young woman was ogling me, I know I’d be more than flattered.”

		“You’re not having a personal trainer now,” Rachel giggled, her cheeks still pink.

		“But seriously,” I leaned forward, lowering my voice. "Doesn’t it turn you on? Even a little? It’s okay if it does. It’s natural, I guess."

		She didn't answer at first, just twisted the towel, biting her lip. When she did, her voice was tiny. "Maybe a little. It's... exciting, I suppose."

		"I bet he’s jerked off, thinking about you," I teased with a chuckle. For some reason, my cock was stirring at her admission, even though I was still fighting the flames of jealousy in my gut.

		She rolled her eyes and sniffed, a smile fighting its way past her embarrassment. "You're insufferable, you know that?" But she looked pleased, her expression coy but her eyes alive again with that energy that I was enjoying seeing in her.

		She stood abruptly, brushing past me, towel held tight as if she expected me to try to rip it off, and disappeared into the walk-in wardrobe.

		The conversation ended there, but the charged current lingered between us through our evening routine. We didn’t speak about Jameson at dinner, or afterwards, but I could tell that our conversation, her admission, was on her mind as much as it was on mine.

		Later, when we got into bed and the lights were out, Rachel turned toward me, and without saying anything, her mouth found mine, hungry, her hands everywhere, pulling at my boxers, sliding over me. She pushed herself up, settling her knees on either side of my hips, her breasts hanging heavy, nipples hard. She grabbed my hands and pressed them to her chest, grinding her pussy against my cock until she felt it stiffening, then, without waiting for me to get fully hard, she slid down onto it.

		She rode me urgently, her dark hair falling around her face. I grabbed her waist, just holding her there, letting her be in charge. Her skin was warm and still smelled fresh from the shower earlier. I took her nipple in my mouth, sucked hard; she gasped, hips twitching.

		I watched her face, her lips pursed, eyes glazed with arousal. She kept fucking me until sweat ran between her tits. She moved faster, grinding, both of us caught up in the sex now. I saw her biting her lip, pushing down harder, sharp little noises each time I hit that certain spot inside her. She didn’t seem to care if I was keeping up; she was just chasing her orgasm, her hand reaching down, fingers finding her clit.

		“Fuck, Rachel,” I muttered, hips jerking up to meet her. I felt her other hand digging her nails into my chest as she leaned forward, riding me rough, her tits swinging, her breath short. Her pussy made wet noises now as she slid up and down me while working her swollen bud.

		She came hard, gripping me and shuddering, her whole body stiff and then loose all at once. She fell forward, burying her face in my neck, muffling her cry. I felt her squeeze around me, pushing me over the edge too, and I finished with a grunt, hands clutching her ass, pulling her onto me fully as I exploded inside her.

		She lay there for a long moment, out of breath, all loose now but juddering the occasional afterquake. I held her against me, enjoying those tiny tremors running through her, both of us sweaty and spent, sheets tangled and twisted under us. We didn’t talk. I knew exactly what had been running through her mind. Jameson. It was obvious. She hadn’t been this horny in forever, rarely ever this eager to be on top and just fuck like that. Even if she wouldn’t say it aloud, that thought was fuelling everything: her need, her fire, the way she’d taken control and ridden me like she was possessed. She slid from me, curling her body against mine and drifted off to sleep, her breathing steady, her face peaceful now in the low light coming through the gap in the curtains.

		Over the next few weeks, I found myself timing my work breaks to coincide with Rachel's training sessions. From my position at the kitchen table, I could see into the garage gym we'd set up. What I witnessed was a slow-burn seduction happening right in front of me.

		Jameson had begun incorporating exercises that required more physical contact. Partner stretches where his hands lingered on her thighs. Resistance training where he positioned himself behind her, his body against hers as he guided her movements. Rachel, for her part, had started wearing outfits that left little to the imagination, sports bras that showcased her cleavage, yoga pants that hugged every curve.

		

		"S omething almost happened between Jameson and I today," she confessed one evening as we lay in bed.

		My heart raced. "Almost?"

		"We were doing cooldown stretches. He was helping me with a hip flexor stretch, and we ended up very close. He looked at me like... like he wanted to kiss me. I gave him such a look. You should have seen."

		"But he didn't?" I didn’t tell her that I had seen it happen, that I’d been half-hoping that he’d try it, just to see how she reacted.

		"Of course not. I pulled back. If he had, I’d have slapped him."

		I pulled her closer in bed. "Would you? The way you two seem to get on, the chemistry you seem to have, I do wonder if you’re leading him on."

		“Leading him on? I’m certainly not.” She was quiet for a long moment. “You think we have chemistry?”

		“It’s obvious.” I shrugged. “He clearly fancies you and wants you. And I think you feel the same. If you weren’t married, I think you’d be having sex by now.”

		Rachel swallowed hard. Her breathing was shallow. “Are you angry with me?”

		I turned to stare at her. “No. Don’t think that. I’m just… intrigued. It’s been fun, watching the pair of you. I’m enjoying how much Jameson’s presence has… changed you. You’re happier, more enthusiastic about everything. I think his attention is a large part of that. Maybe all of it.”

		“And you’re okay with that?”

		“I’m more than okay with it,” I answered, deciding to be honest about everything. Rachel was my wife. She deserved to know how I felt, what I’d come to realise over the last few weeks. “I told you. I’m enjoying seeing you together.”

		Now it was Rachel’s turn to stare. “So, you don’t mind… the way he is… with me?”

		“The way you are,” I nodded. “Both of you. Together. It made me jealous at first, but lately…”

		“Go on.” Rachel’s eyes were wide as she waited for me to answer.

		“Lately, it’s kind of a turn on.” I took a deep breath and told her what had been on my mind, hoping I didn’t get a negative response. “I suppose what I’m trying to say is… Part of me wishes he had tried something on with you today.”

		No negative reaction came. Rachel nodded, letting the words sink in. “If he’d kissed me… Would you be okay with that?"

		"I think so. If it’s what you wanted, too. In fact, I’d be okay with you doing more than kissing.”

		Rachel’s eyebrows climbed so high that they disappeared under her dark bangs.

		“But I have conditions," I continued, knowing I was trying to run before I could walk, but it was too late to stop now. I might as well get it all off my chest.

		"What conditions?"

		"If you did something with him, I wouldn't want to be involved directly. I don't want him to know that I know, or that I'm... okay with it. I don't want him to see me as some kind of cuckold husband who gets off on watching his wife with other men."

		Rachel propped herself up on her elbow. "But you do get off on it. That’s what you’re telling me, right? You want this. You want me to have sex with him."

		She’d said it. She’s said the word. It hung in the air between us.

		Sex.

		"Yes.” I let out a deep breath I didn’t realise I’d been holding in. “But I don't want him to know that. If something happens between you two, I want it to feel… real. Like something you're choosing to do from your own desires, not because your husband wants it, or is orchestrating it."

		Rachel seemed to be taking this all in her stride, which surprised me. "So how would you...watch?"

		I'd already thought about this. "The garage has that window that faces the side yard. You could close the garage door, so he thinks it’s private… but I could see everything. Without being seen."

		Rachel's breathing had grown heavier as we talked. "Wow. You really do want this. You've thought it through."

		"Haven't you?"

		She nodded, the admission suddenly coming out in a rush. "Every day. Every time he touches me during training, I imagine what it would feel like if he went further. If he touched me where he shouldn’t. If he… tried something."

		"Then don't stop him next time."

		The following Tuesday, I worked from the garden shed I'd converted into a small outdoor office space years earlier. I rarely worked in there, but this was the view I’d talked about. Through the gaps in the wooden slats, I had a perfect view of the garage gym's side window, just a few feet away.

		I watched Jameson arrive, noting the way Rachel greeted him more warmly than usual, her hug lasting a beat longer than necessary. She was wearing a new outfit: a sports bra that was barely decent and matching shorts that rode high on her thighs.

		Their warm-up seemed normal, but I could sense the electricity between them even from my hidden vantage point. When they moved to strength training, Jameson positioned himself closer than needed, as had become normal, his hands more deliberate in their placement.

		Then came the moment I'd been both anticipating and dreading. During a partner stretching exercise, they found themselves face-to-face. Rachel's legs were spread wide as Jameson helped her stretch her inner thighs. The position was inherently intimate, and I could see the moment when professionalism gave way to desire.

		This time, when he leaned closer, Rachel didn't pull away.

		Their first kiss was tentative, testing. Then Rachel's arms came up around his neck, and the kiss deepened. I watched, heart pounding, as my wife kissed another man with a passion that took my breath away.

		Jameson's hands found her waist, then slid up to cup her breasts through the thin fabric of her sports bra. Rachel arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips that I could almost hear through the glass.

		But what followed was disappointing. Jameson tried to push the sports bra up, to expose my wife’s breasts, his hands wanting to explore her body, and Rachel responded eagerly, looking down and watching her large breasts fall free, but then suddenly pulled back, creating distance between them. Her dark pink nipples were erect in the cool air as she pulled the top back down, neither of them saying a word.

		Then they returned to their workout, the tension visibly thick enough to cut, nothing else happening after that.

		This pattern continued for two more sessions. I would position myself in the shed, watching as they grew bolder with each encounter. Kissing led to more touching through the thin fabric of Rachel’s sportswear, which led to Rachel removing her sports bra willingly while Jameson worshipped her breasts with his mouth. I watched, entranced as another man sucked my wife’s nipples for the first time. The second time it happened, on the third session, I jerked off, cumming shockingly quickly, spraying the wooden wall with my cum. But each time, just as things seemed ready to progress, that last time with Jameson sliding his hand into her panties, Rachel called a halt, and the afternoon turned back to a workout and nothing more.

		"I can't keep doing this to him," she confessed after the third session of starts and stops. "He's getting frustrated, and honestly, so am I."

		"Then don't stop next time."

		"I keep getting too nervous,” she sighed. “And what if he wants to know why I keep hesitating? What if he asks about you?"

		"Tell him you're married but that your husband travels for work. Tell him you're lonely, horny, frustrated.”

		“You really want me to say that?”

		I nodded, and Rachel took a deep breath. “If you’re sure.”

		“I am.”

		The next session began like the others, but I could sense something different in Rachel that day. She seemed more determined, more resolved to give in to her temptations. When Jameson began their now-familiar dance of seduction, as had become normal, she didn't pull away. I shifted in my hiding spot, back pressed to the rough shed wall, my breath shallow. Through the garage window, lit up like a stage, I watched Rachel. My Rachel.

		She kissed him like she had forgotten the world outside those four walls, her hands in his hair, his big palms gripping firm handfuls of her arse and pulling her into him. The sight rocked me. It was surreal, like I had stumbled into some other man’s nightmare, and yet my cock was already growing hard just from watching.

		This was my wife with another man. A younger man. My gorgeous, curvy wife, mine for more than a decade, letting him touch her, kiss her like she belonged to him. The fact that it was Jameson, the trainer I’d invited into our lives, sent a sharp blade of jealousy through my gut. But it twisted together with something else, something hot, dark, addictive.

		He stripped her top over her head, baring her breasts. I saw him suck her nipples like they were his to take, felt my fists tighten with a need to storm in there and stop it. And yet I stayed put, hidden in the shed, my pulse hammering, drinking in every insane second. My wife moaned for him, her head tipped back, her tits rising into his mouth. That sound, knowing it was for someone else, was a punch and a pull at the same time.

		He undressed her entirely, baring the pale curves of her entire body, and that neat dark landing strip between her thighs. I couldn’t drag my eyes away from the body I’d touched a thousand times now being admired by someone else for the first time. She reached for him, pulled his cock free, and the way she looked at it, wrapped her hand slowly around him, taking a moment to note that it was longer and thicker than mine, stabbed at my pride and yet made my balls ache at the same time.

		When she dropped to her knees and took him into her mouth, my knees almost buckled and I actually had to brace myself with a hand on the shed wall. My wife’s lips wrapped around another man’s cock, cheeks hollowing, eyes looking up at him exactly like they had for me in the past. Only this wasn’t for me now. The wet sound of her sucking him carried clearly through the open garage window. Every slurp drilled the point home: my wife was going down on another man, and she was good at it.

		He lifted her and bent her over the weight bench, and I saw her brace herself for him. I watched as he lined up his now fully-erect, throbbing hard cock with my wife’s cunt, and then, just as I wondered once again if I should dash inside and stop them, he pushed in, slow and sure, disappearing inside her until her hips met his.

		Her gasp rang in my ears, clear even through the pane. It was brutal to see: her body jolting forward, sliding up the bench with each hard thrust, his hands locked possessively on her hips while the sound of their bodies smacking together filled the shed. My wife was being fucked by another man, and it was obscene. It was wrong. But it was so intoxicating, it left me breathless.

		I caught the change in her voice when she climaxed the first time, a shudder running through her, thighs quivering violently. But Jameson didn’t slow. He owned the moment, pounding her like I never could, his younger, athletic body relentless against her softer flesh. I hated him for it, but I couldn’t look away.

		He turned her over, lowering her to the floor, then fucked her in missionary, kissing her like lovers do. My wife kissed him back. My wife, who’d kissed me goodbye an hour ago as I left ‘for work’, was there now, lips open against another man’s, tongues entwined, moaning into his mouth as he drove into her again and again, stretching her pussy out like I never could. A second orgasm wracked her body, her nails scoring his back. I could see every tremor, every clench in her leg muscles as she came beneath him, giving herself to him in a way I hadn’t seen her do with me in years.

		Then he folded her legs up over his shoulders and slammed into her, deep and punishing, causing her to cry out almost as if it hurt. Perhaps it did, but she didn’t stop him, letting him fuck her like that, raw and deep, until her legs were flailing in pleasure, her hands reaching out for something to hold onto. Her third orgasm ripped out of her in a raw, loud cry that shot straight to my cock as he enjoyed her cunt, pounding her senseless. It was undeniable: my wife was lying there, shaking, being thoroughly fucked, treated like a slut by another man while I hid and watched.

		I felt dizzy. The shock, the jealousy, the sheer erotic punch of the fact that it was Rachel hit me hard. This wasn’t just any woman I was watching get fucked like a pornstar. It was my wife, the woman who wore the two rings I’d given her, the woman who shared my bed every night, who shared my life, now taking every inch of another man’s cock in our own garage. And she was loving it.

		Jameson’s voice grew rough, his movements jerky. He yanked free of her, stroking himself in quick, urgent pulls until he groaned and shot several thick ropes of cum across my wife’s large tits and stomach. Rachel lay there panting, flushed, still twitching with aftershocks, until he milked the last few drips of his semen onto her, some landing in the fine hair of her landing strip.

		My heart thudded against my ribs. The whole shed smelled faintly of cut grass and sawdust, but in my head, all I could smell was sex—theirs. The mixed scent of cum, sweat and pussy. And then the reality crashed over me again: I had just watched my wife fuck another man for the first time. And I’d never been this hard in my life.

		I pulled out my hard cock, my hand wrapping tightly around it, the ache unbearable after watching her take him like that. I stroked myself in quick, tense pulls, eyes locked on her sprawled, glistening body inside. Then Rachel shifted on the mat, propping herself up on an elbow. She glanced toward the garage window, toward me, knowing I was watching, and for a split second, her lips curved into the smallest, most knowing smile, and that was it. My whole body jolted. I came hard, grunting under my breath, cum splattering the shed wall in front of me while my free hand braced against it. My pulse hammered in my ears as I kept stroking through it, watching my wife lying there, still smeared with another man’s cum, not knowing she’d just made me lose control without touching me at all.

		Afterwards, as they lay entwined on the gym mats, I heard fragments of their conversation through the open garage window. Rachel explained about her marriage, about missing her husband when he worked away, about needing something more. Something… just for herself. Jameson was understanding and decent, promising discretion and expressing his desire to continue their sessions.

		That evening, Rachel and I made love with a new intensity. She told me everything, how Jameson felt inside her, how different sex was with him, how alive she'd felt in his arms, how hard he’d made her orgasm. Rather than feeling threatened, I found myself incredibly aroused by her descriptions.

		"Will you fuck him again?" I asked as we lay in the afterglow.

		"Do you want me to?"

		"Yes," I said without hesitation. "And I want to keep watching."

		Rachel smiled, snuggling closer to me. "I was hoping you'd say that."

		Our arrangement continued for months. Twice a week, Jameson would come for "training sessions" that had evolved into something else entirely. I would position myself in the garden shed, watching as my wife explored her sexuality with a freedom and passion that our marriage, for all its love and stability, had never quite achieved.

		The dynamic worked because it fulfilled needs for all of us that we hadn't even known we had. Rachel got to experience the thrill of sex with a younger, stronger, and more well-hung man. Jameson got to be with a woman who appreciated him without the complications of a traditional relationship. And I got to witness my wife's pleasure while maintaining the emotional security of our marriage.

		Sometimes, late at night, Rachel would describe her latest encounter while we made love, her words painting vivid pictures of her afternoon with Jameson. These moments were some of the most intimate we'd ever shared, bound together by a secret that was ours alone.

		I never told her what I did in my hiding place inside the shed, that I’d wank off, sometimes two or three times, shooting my load each time, only to recover quickly because of the sheer eroticism of the moment. But she knew. She had to. Some things were better left unspoken.

		What we'd discovered was that love and desire didn't always exist in the same space, and that was okay. Our love remains strong, perhaps even stronger for having this outlet. And my desire, for her, for the situation, for the complex emotions it stirs, had never been more intense.

		And then we got a new postman, and when Rachel met him, it all started again.

		This was going to be fun.

		

		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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		Just This Once, Max

		

		Alex Lee

		

		Max hasn’t been himself since the divorce—mentally stuck, physically unresponsive, and frustrated beyond belief. When his neighbours, Kelly and John, offer to help, they never expect the solution to be so intimate. What begins as a gesture of compassion soon turns into a raw, unfiltered moment of shared pleasure, as John watches his wife take another man—just this once. But some things, once awakened, can’t be undone.

		

		Kelly and I had never done anything like this before. As far as I knew, she hadn’t slept with another man since we got married eight years ago. But last month, that changed—and with someone we least expected—Max.

		We’d been good friends with Max and his wife Gina for over three years. Similar age, young kids, shared routines, neighbours in adjacent terraced houses—it all felt natural.

		But everything shifted six months ago, when Gina left Max. It was sudden—no arguments, no shouting, no early signs. Just one evening, Max knocked on our door, distraught and drunk. When we invited him in, he told us Gina had gone, taking the kids with her.

		We didn’t press for details. We suspected his drinking was behind it—he’d been hitting the bottle harder over the past year, and it had already cost him one job. Still, we assumed the separation was just a phase. That Gina would calm down and come back. But we were wrong—two days later, Max told us she’d filed for divorce.

		That time, we did ask what had gone wrong.

		And his answer floored us: he was impotent. He said it had been going on for over a year. That was the real reason Gina had walked—and the reason he’d started drinking in the first place. To cope with the shame.

		Max was going through the worst time of his life—his words, not mine. No job, no wife, no kids, no confidence. Just a man sinking into depression and loneliness.

		Kelly and I felt for him—enough that we gave him a spare key and told him to come by whenever he needed to. No pressure. Just someone to talk to. Some place to be.

		And Max took us up on it. He became a regular presence in our home—popping in, grabbing a beer, watching telly with us or playing with the kids.

		As long as he was sober, we welcomed him. He’d often stay a little later after the kids had gone to bed, and when he did, the thing that really bothered him would always come up—his impotence.

		He was ready to move on, he said. But what was the point if he couldn’t be with a woman?

		Whenever it came up, we tried to comfort him, especially Kelly. She’d sit beside him on the sofa, and in this gentle, almost maternal way, rub his thigh and reassure him: “It’ll come back when you meet the right woman.”

		Max always smiled, but it was tinged with sadness. “Thanks, Kelly… but I don’t think it will.”

		And yes, there was a spark in his eye when he looked at her. A glimmer of longing, desire—lust, even.

		But to be fair, that wasn’t new. Even before the breakup, it was obvious Max fancied Kelly. He wasn’t shy about it. But he was never pushy—just quietly admiring.

		And Kelly was… well, stunning. Even after two kids—at thirty-one—she turned heads without trying.

		At five foot seven, she had the kind of figure that stopped conversations—an hourglass shape with a narrow waist, shapely hips, and long, toned legs. Her firm, natural C-cup breasts sat high on her chest, and her bum had that perfect roundness that made jeans or a sundress look unfairly good.

		With smooth, fair skin and wavy blonde hair that fell past her shoulders, she had the kind of glow that didn’t fade with time. Her green eyes sparkled when she laughed, and her smile could melt even the most stubborn mood.

		Max wasn’t wrong to admire her.

		Still, it didn’t go further than that. Not with Gina still around. We’d always felt safe with him.

		Now, yes—he was lonely. But the man couldn’t even get it up. Right? He was harmless, as far as we were concerned.

		So when he said things like, “Kelly, if I could, I’d take you right now,” I’d just laugh it off—and Kelly would giggle, maybe thank him for the compliment, and it would pass.

		And then came that Saturday.

		Max had told us he’d be gone for the weekend—didn’t say why, but Kelly and I suspected he was going on a date. He’d mentioned flirting with someone on a dating site.

		So with him gone, for the first time in a while, it was just the four of us in the house, and the day passed quickly—chores in the morning, lunch, followed by an afternoon in the park, soaking up the summer heat.

		Then we dropped the kids off at Kelly’s sister’s for a sleepover and stayed for a quick dinner. When we got home—around ten—we headed straight to bed. No kids around, no Max, and no early start the next morning. It was finally our chance to have sex.
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		We were naked, kissing—one of my hands kneading Kelly’s breast, the other reaching down between her legs, fingertips brushing the soft landing strip just above her neatly shaved pussy. She was already gasping into my mouth when we heard the front door open and close.

		We pulled away from each other. Our eyes met, our breaths still ragged.

		“Max’s back already?” Kelly whispered.

		We heard movement in the corridor, and a moment later—hurried footsteps pounded up the stairs.

		“Oh, shit! He’s coming up here!” Kelly sat up against the headboard, pulling the light duvet over her chest.

		I sat up too, yanking my side of the duvet to cover my still-hard cock.

		Max burst in.

		He looked rattled—panting, bare-chested, just in shorts. It was a hot July night, but still—why was he like that? Something about him felt off. Drunk, maybe? He was barefoot too—he never bothered with slippers at ours.

		“Sorry to bother you,” he said, and I was surprised by his voice. He sounded sober.

		“Max, please,” Kelly murmured, offering a polite smile while clutching the duvet at her chest.

		“Sorry.” He smiled back, apologetic—but didn’t leave.

		“What’s wrong?” I asked, discreetly rubbing my erection under the covers.

		“I tried… with someone,” he said. “She lives across the street. At her place. It didn’t work. Nothing happened. My cock—just…nothing.”

		Kelly’s voice softened. “Oh, you poor thing. Come here. Sit down.” With one hand still holding the duvet to her chest, she patted the mattress beside her and shifted closer to me, making room for Max.

		He crossed the room and eased down beside her on the bed, half-turned to face her—one leg on the floor, the other tucked under him.

		“It’s in your head, Max,” Kelly said gently. “It’s all up here.” She tapped her temple with her free hand.

		He nodded. “I know. That’s what the doctor said. I saw one just the other day. He reckons it’s mental.”

		She reached out and rubbed his knee. “That means it can be fixed.”

		He nodded again. “Yes. He said I just need to prove to myself I can still do it.”

		“You can do it,” she assured him, eyes locked on his, her hand moving absently up his thigh in a comforting, quietly nurturing gesture.

		As she rubbed his leg, leaning in closer to him, the duvet slipped slightly on one side, and her breast came into view. She didn’t seem to notice.

		Max did. His eyes dropped at once, locking on her exposed flesh. He swallowed hard.

		“You just need to relax,” Kelly continued, leaning in further. With that, the duvet slid down to her stomach—her hand sliding with it, still pressing against the fabric, giving her a false sense of security. But her chest was now fully exposed—unintentionally, but unmistakably. Her beautiful, well-rounded breasts were on display, right there in front of Max. And me.

		My cock twitched under the duvet at the sight of her tits laid bare for another man.

		“Can you do that next time? Try to relax?” Kelly prompted.

		Max looked up at her face, blushing. “I do try to relax,” he mumbled. “It starts to go up, but then I remember what happened last time—and it just goes down again.”

		“Because you’re focused on the failure,” I said.

		“Exactly.” Kelly nodded, picking up on my point. “You need to focus on the positives.”

		“Positives?” Max echoed vaguely, his eyes drifting back to Kelly’s chest.

		“Yes. Focusing on what went well.” Her voice was soft, soothing. Her attention was fully on him—one hand rubbing his thigh, the other pressing the duvet unconsciously against her stomach. She still didn’t seem to realise she was fully exposed. She was just trying to help.

		“Think back, Max,” she said. “When you were with this woman—what was her name? Did you make her laugh? Did you share a kiss? Something nice?”

		“Sonia,” Max said. “Her name’s Sonia.” His eyes flicked to Kelly’s face, but only for a moment—then dropped back to her breasts. “I showed her a move.”

		“Oh?” Kelly tilted her head, smiling slightly. “A move?”

		He sighed. “Yeah… It always worked on Gina—but didn’t work on Sonia.”

		Then, without warning, he reached out and cupped Kelly’s breasts.

		Kelly’s eyes dropped to her chest.

		Letting go of the duvet and his thigh, she caught his hands and gently pushed them away. Then she pulled the duvet back over herself, her cheeks flushed crimson, eyes rising to meet his.

		He held her gaze and gave a small, shy smile. “If you let me, I’ll show you what the move is. It’s a special touch… on the nipples. Sends tingles right down your spine—the nipples harden. Supposed to, anyway.”

		Kelly shook her head, her eyes fixed on him, her voice barely above a whisper. “No, thanks.”

		Max looked away, swallowing hard, flustered. He glanced at me, then back at her. “Sorry,” he murmured. “Didn’t mean to push it. I just… hoped for a bit of positive reinforcement.”

		“Positive reinforcement?” Kelly echoed, eyebrows lifting as she clutched the duvet tighter against her chest.

		“Yeah. Just to prove to myself that some of my moves still work. Not that it fixes anything down there, but… still. To help me feel better about myself, I guess.”

		“Like a confidence boost?” I said, my cock twitching at the thought—because let’s be honest, he was quietly asking my wife to let him feel her breasts again.

		He looked at me. “Exactly. Just to rebuild a bit of self-belief.” Then he turned back to Kelly.

		Their eyes met and held.

		Kelly didn’t look away—just bit her lip.

		She’s thinking about it. Jesus. She’s actually thinking about it.

		My cock throbbed under the duvet. She hesitated, then turned to me.

		And I—I nodded.

		She looked back at Max. Their eyes locked again.

		Her teeth lingered on her lip for another beat. Then she gave the faintest nod, her voice barely above a whisper. “Okay. Just this once. And quick.”

		She let go of the duvet, and it slipped down her front, baring her breasts completely.

		Max’s smile softened. “Just look me in the eyes while I do it.”

		He reached out and cupped her breasts.

		Kelly trembled—but didn’t stop him. Just sat there, eyes locked on his.

		I gripped my cock beneath the duvet, trying to contain the sudden, dizzying need to come at the sight of my wife’s tits in another man’s hands.

		Max began kneading her breasts, slowly at first, then deeper. She bit her lip again, still staring at him, her cheeks pink.

		He circled slowly, hands exploring her curves. Then, without warning, he pressed both thumbs to her nipples, pushing firmly in.

		Kelly gasped, grabbing his hands and pulling them away.

		Her nipples sprang up—fully erect. Her whole body quivered.

		Her eyes flicked down to her chest.

		“Goosebumps?” Max asked gently.

		She looked back up and nodded. “Yes.”

		“Down the spine?”

		“Yes. Everywhere.”

		Max’s mouth curved into a happy, confident smile. “Thank you, Kelly. You really helped.”

		“I’m glad I did,” she said, then pulled the duvet back up over her chest.

		“Big time,” Max added, nodding at his lap.

		I glanced down—he was hard.

		Kelly followed my gaze and gasped. “Oh God… you’ve got an erection!” She looked back up at him.

		He chuckled. “You’ve got magic powers, Kelly.”

		Flustered, she whispered, “I guess I do.”

		She turned to me, cheeks colouring—as if finally realising how intimate the moment had been, now that she was looking at her husband.

		“It’s not magic,” I said, half-joking. “He just wants to fuck you, Kelly.”

		“John!” she snapped, her blush deepening into crimson.

		I gave a small shrug, grinning. “I’m just saying it.”

		She squinted at me, trying to read my expression, unsure if I was serious—or just being daft, but I held my sheepish grin. 

		After a moment, she stuck out her tongue. “I guess it’s because I’m pretty, John. That’s why!”

		I shrugged again. “Exactly what I’m saying. Pretty and sexy.”

		She shook her head, but a tiny smile crept to the corners of her lips. Then she looked over at Max, her smile growing. “I’m pretty and sexy, ain’t I?”

		“Yes, you are,” Max said, returning the smile.

		Their eyes lingered on each other for a beat—until his smile faltered. A shadow passed across his face. He sighed.

		“What is it?” Kelly asked gently.

		“I can’t keep it,” he said, his voice low. “The moment I pause—it goes soft. Look.” He gestured towards his lap.

		Kelly and I glanced down—his erection had vanished.

		And then I said it: “Maybe you shouldn’t have paused.”

		Kelly’s head snapped towards me.

		“John, are you listening to yourself?” she whispered, her eyebrows climbing.

		I shrugged. “I’m just saying it. Maybe it’s the way to fix him.”

		“Fix him?” she echoed, eyes widening.

		My cock twitched—I was already too far gone not to say it. “Yeah. Maybe once he’s fucked you, he’ll be fixed. Irreversibly.”

		She stared at me, shaking her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe you’re saying that.”

		I hesitated, almost ready to walk it back—but then Max spoke up.

		“John might be right, Kelly,” he said.

		She turned to him.

		He gave her a shy smile. “Maybe that’s what I need. To get fixed.”

		Kelly clutched the duvet to her chest, staring at him.

		He pushed on. “I’ve always fancied you.” He paused, choosing his words carefully. Then, still holding her gaze, he said, “So it makes sense. If I did it with you—it might work. You’re best placed to help me. Look.”

		He nodded down at his crotch. “Just thinking about it…”

		Kelly and I both looked.

		Max was hard again.

		“But I should go, I guess,” he muttered, standing up. “Forever impotent.”

		“Don’t think like that,” Kelly said softly, her eyes following the prominent tent in his shorts, which left little doubt about the strength of his erection—and the size of his cock.

		“That’s how it is,” he said with a sigh, then turned and started walking towards the door, his steps slow and heavy.

		Kelly looked at me⁠—

		And my heart skipped a beat.

		It was in her eyes—longing and restraint, compassion and doubt, surrender and resistance, loyalty and desire—all at the same time, all fusing into a question.

		My cock throbbed violently. I squeezed its base tight, suppressing the surge of cum trying to find its way from my balls into my shaft.

		I swallowed hard, then whispered, “Say something, Kelly.”

		“Say what, John?” she whispered back, her voice thick with confusion and arousal, laced with a flicker of frustration—frustration with me. For not making the decision for her. For nudging her to this point… then leaving it to her. She wanted clarity. She wanted me to say it.

		But I wasn’t ready. So I looked at Max, who’d just reached the door, and called his name. “Max.”

		He paused and turned to face me.

		I glanced briefly at his crotch—his erection was still there, not fading. Maybe he would be fine after all. But I had to ask—for his sake, for mine… and for Kelly’s.

		I looked up at him. “Will you lose your confidence if you walk away now?”

		He didn’t respond. Just turned back towards the door.

		“Oh, God,” Kelly breathed, her gaze following him as he reached for the handle.

		Then she called, “Max.”

		He froze, hand on the handle. Slowly, he turned his head and looked at her. His eyes met hers.

		She bit her lip, then looked at me again, searching my face.

		Then back to Max.

		Her hands clutched the duvet tighter against her chest. Her body was still, her face unreadable.

		But something was shifting.

		A moment passed. Then another.

		Her lips parted—but no words came out.

		Max waited.

		And I…

		I didn’t dare say a thing.
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		Kelly finally took a breath, then said it: “Just the tip.”

		Her voice was barely above a whisper, but Max caught it. He let go of the door handle, turned to face us, took a step forward… then another… then stopped.

		“Just the tip?” he asked, his voice low and hoarse.

		She gave a small nod. “Would that be enough?”

		He nodded—quickly, eagerly—but stayed where he was.

		“Good,” she said—quiet, steady. Her gaze dropped to the foot of the bed.

		For a moment, she stayed still—only her teeth bothering her bottom lip. Then, in one smooth motion, she pulled the duvet down, baring us both.

		My hard cock sprang up, exposed, my hand still wrapped around the shaft. But at that stage, I wasn’t bothered about being seen. And who’d looked at me anyway?

		Max’s gaze was on Kelly—enthralled but still unsure.

		Kelly was looking down between her legs, slightly parted, her gaze on her landing strip—her neatly shaved pussy peeking out just beneath. She was staring at herself—as if she was asking herself: Was she really about to give her pussy to another man? Just a little. Just the tip. But still…

		She took a deep breath, finally making a decision, and slid down the bed.

		She shifted onto her side, facing me, and her hand found my shoulder. “Now hold me. Tight,” she whispered.

		I slid down too, lying on my side to face her. Her arm stayed hooked around my shoulder as we settled together.

		“From behind,” she said, glancing at Max over me.

		And that was all he needed.

		He moved fast—almost ran to the bed, then pulled down his shorts and briefs in one smooth motion, revealing his cock—fully erect and massive.

		Kelly had followed his movements, now watching him over her shoulder.

		Her eyes widened at the sight of his cock. “God... you’re huge,” she whispered, then drew a sharp breath before adding, “You go slow, okay?”

		Max nodded, silent but eager.

		His gaze ran over Kelly’s naked body, lingering on the curve of her round bum. I saw his cock twitch—he hadn’t lost a second of hardness.

		Kelly looked back at me and tugged at my shoulder, pulling herself closer, making room for Max behind her.

		Max stepped out of the crumpled fabric and climbed onto the bed, right behind Kelly. He lay beside her on his side, propping himself up on one elbow, his chest brushing her back.

		She gasped when his cock nudged her arse but stayed still as he settled into position.

		“I’m ready,” he said, his voice low. I caught a glimpse of his cock, pointing just below her arse—right where her pussy was.

		She looked at him over her shoulder and said, her voice firm, “Just the tip. No movement. You stay still. Okay?”

		He nodded. “Yes. Of course.”

		She looked back at me.

		Our eyes met.

		I slid my arm around her waist, drawing her in, and she pressed herself into me—her breasts flattening against my chest as we embraced tightly.

		“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered.

		I said nothing. Just lightly pressed my hand against the small of her back, my arm curved around her.

		And then, Max’s hand came from behind her—between her chest and mine—his knuckles nudging against me as his fingers found her upper breast and cupped it, squeezing gently.

		My cock pulsed again. 

		I was eager. I wanted to witness how another man was going to push his cock into my wife’s pussy—just the tip, granted, but still…it was going to be another cock entering my wife for the first time since we’d married.

		Holding each other, our eyes locked—Max’s hand between us, squeezing Kelly’s breast—we waited.

		Just a second or two.

		It was his turn to make the move.

		And then… he made it.

		Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his hips shift forward.

		Kelly responded—bending her knees gently, pushing her bum back ever so slightly—opening herself for him.

		Another pause. Our eyes still locked.

		I could feel her chest heaving against mine, her breath quick, her pupils dilated with expectation.

		Max’s knuckles rubbed against my skin as he kept fondling her breast—her chest rising and falling, pushing his hand with each breath.

		The moment was coming.

		My cock twitched violently. I couldn’t do much—knew I’d probably come just from witnessing this—but I didn’t want to ruin it by reaching down to squeeze myself.

		I just held Kelly’s waist tighter.

		She lifted her upper leg and laid it across mine. Then she pushed her arse further out. Her back arched more.

		And then I saw it.

		The movement.

		Max shifted forward again⁠—

		Then Kelly gasped. “Oh God.”

		Her whole body trembled.

		He held.

		And I knew.

		From her gasp—sharp and unfiltered. From her eyes—wide, dilated, barely focused. From her breath—hot and urgent on my neck. From her body—shuddering against mine.

		She’d been penetrated. Another man’s cock was inside my wife.

		My cock throbbed, cum already rising in my balls.

		I clenched my arse. It helped. A bit.

		Only her breathing, mine, and Max’s filled the room.

		A few moments passed, then Kelly murmured—loud enough for Max to hear her, “Just stay still, okay? As we agreed.”

		“Of course,” came his answer, his voice hoarse.

		But then, despite what we’d agreed—in fact, the exact opposite—he thrust.

		Her breath hitched. “Max…”

		He thrust once more.

		A moan escaped her lips. “Ohh!”

		He thrust again. And then again.

		She breathed, “Max, we said just⁠—”

		But she couldn’t finish. Max was now thrusting properly.

		Back and forth. Back and forth.

		Her body began to rock in unison with his strokes.

		She raised her head, her eyes wide and urgent as she looked over her shoulder. “Max, what are you doing? We said—just the tip!”

		He mumbled, breathless, still moving. “It… it slipped in. All the way. I thought we might as well…”

		“Oh God,” she whispered, then turned back to me, eyes wild with disbelief. “Honey, he’s gonna fuck me.”

		I smiled. “He’s already fucking you, honey.”
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		Max let go of Kelly’s breast and slid his hand to her hip. Steadying her, he shifted the pace of his thrusts—deep, powerful strokes.

		She started to moan—soft at first—“Oh God… oh God… oh God…”—then louder: “Oh… oh… oh…”

		I felt her nails dig into my shoulder as she clung to me, eyes locked on mine, jaw slack, moans tumbling from her lips in rhythm with his strokes.

		She tried to hold my gaze—but she couldn’t. It was too much.

		She pulled herself even closer, her breasts flattening hard against my chest, her face pressing into the side of my neck.

		Max started to grunt. “Urgh… urgh… urgh…”

		“Oh… oh… oh…” Kelly’s muffled moans kept coming, urgent and broken.

		The sounds alone overwhelmed the room.

		A minute—two—passed.

		And Max—he was pounding into her now. Faster. Harder.

		Her moans turned to gasps. Her thighs began to tremble.

		Kelly couldn’t hold it any longer.

		Her breathing hitched. Her nails dug deeper into my shoulder. She lifted her head and arched her neck back, her chest crushing against mine. Her eyes fluttered shut as she gasped a breathy, “Oh God…”

		And then—her whole body shuddered—waves of orgasmic pleasure rippling through her.

		Max let out a deeper, rougher grunt—louder than before, sharp and broken.

		I looked at him over Kelly’s shoulder and immediately recognised he was right at the edge—his face twitching uncontrollably, mouth slack, eyes wide and unfocused.

		Whether it was the sound of Kelly’s voice or the way her pussy clenched and rippled around his cock—he’d just hit his own point of no return.

		With one final, brutal thrust, he slammed himself forward, squashing Kelly’s body into mine.

		Another guttural grunt burst from his chest, then he shut his eyes and stilled.

		He was coming—hard, deep into my wife’s pussy.

		And then, it hit me. Suddenly, I remembered⁠—

		“Max, pull out!” I shouted. “She’s not on the pill!”

		Kelly couldn’t say a word—her orgasm had taken her. So it was down to me. I had to protect her—my wife, her pussy… her womb.

		“Max!” I shouted again, louder, more urgent. “Pull out you, idiot. You’ll get her pregnant!”

		Only now did he open his eyes. But they were dazed, his face twisted in pleasure. He was out of it, completely. He barely managed to say, “I’ll buy her the pill…”

		“Oh shit.” I groaned.

		And then I started to come. I pressed my cock against Kelly’s belly.

		Spurt after spurt of cum shot out—coating her stomach and mine.

		All three of us trembled in orgasm.

		It probably lasted less than thirty seconds—but it felt like a full minute.

		I was the first to settle—pulling back slightly, half-ashamed I’d come just from watching, but completely satisfied.

		Max was next.

		His face stopped twitching, his eyes refocused, and he steadied his grip on Kelly’s hip. Then he pulled back slightly and began to thrust again—slow, deep strokes, milking the last waves of pleasure from her.

		A few seconds later, Kelly finally softened. Her body stilled. Her eyes fluttered open.

		Our gazes met.
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		“J ohn… what have we done?” she whispered, her breath still hitching.

		“We’ve only helped our friend,” I said softly, offering a shy smile.

		“Oh yeah… thanks,” came Max’s voice—hoarse, from behind Kelly. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his hand slide over her hip, caressing it gently as he continued, “Thank you, Kelly. Seriously. I’m fixed now.”

		Then he pulled back.

		I caught a glimpse of his cock sliding out of Kelly’s pussy—glistening with her juices and his cum. It was still hard.

		Yes. He was fixed.

		Fixed—inside my wife.

		I let out a deep breath, trying to process what had just happened.

		What had we done, indeed?

		I’d tried to make it sound simple—telling Kelly we’d only helped a friend. But deep down, I knew it was more than that.

		We’d helped each other. Me—living through my hotwife fantasy. Her—trying another man’s cock. A big one. Fully hard, fully alive.

		There’d never been anything wrong with Max. Not really. He’d just needed my wife. And now, we all knew it.

		Max rolled onto his back, his cock still sticking out, glistening. “That was great,” he said. “Thank you, Kelly.”

		Kelly swallowed, her eyes still searching mine. She took a long breath and whispered, “You’re welcome.”

		After a moment, she slid her leg off mine and rolled onto her back.

		I rolled onto mine too.

		And the three of us lay there, staring up at the ceiling—sated, silent. Happy. Satisfied. But also comprehending. Processing. Trying to make sense of what we’d just done—and what might come next.

		

		Want to know what happened the next morning? Read Kelly’s Confession ⁠—

		

		Alex Lee writes emotionally intimate, slow-burn hotwife erotica set in real-world locations. You can explore his full collection of stories , or browse his blog for bonus content, behind-the-scenes posts, and exclusive extras—always grounded in authentic, character-driven heat.
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		The Bikers Take A Hotwife

		

		Sunny A Morgan

		

		It’s Lili and Theo’s tenth anniversary, and they don’t celebrate with dinner and diamonds like boring couples. This duo likes to bring in another man to make the night special.

		

		We could have done what everyone else does and gone somewhere fancy for our anniversary, but my darling Theo is not like other husbands. He took me to a well-known dive bar because we were looking for something very special. Theo gets off watching me fuck other men. He loves to see them fawning all over me, almost as much as he loves holding the power to decide whether they fuck me or not. 

		That is our arrangement. I only fuck men who Theo approves. He loves having a hot, slutty wife. And what I love more than anything else in the world is how he reclaims me after I have been with other men. He always punishes me when the men are finished with me. My dominant husband spanks my ass as I tell him every sordid detail. He keeps me on the brink of orgasm for hours before he allows me to come. He holds the power over my body, and I wouldn’t want it any other way. 

		Outside of the bar, Theo helped me off his bike and gave me a passionate kiss before leading me inside. “Happy anniversary, Lili. Let the fun begin.” 

		Inside, the music was loud and the bar was packed. There were more men than women, which suited me just fine. The bar’s small tables were full, and the poolroom was crowded but the bar at the back had a couple of open stools. I noticed heads turn our way as we walked to the bar and sat. 

		“What can I get ya?” The tattooed, muscled bartender lowered his gaze to my ample cleavage as he asked the question. 

		I smirked. “Whiskey, neat.” 

		Theo added, “Whatever you have on tap.”

		“I’m going to watch a pool game or two,” I said after he paid the bartender. 

		“Good idea, beautiful. I’ll keep an eye out.” My husband lifted his glass in salute. 

		I snatched one of the stools lining the wall of the poolroom, sitting between two of the hottest men I’d seen in a long time. One of them particularly caught my eye. He was beautiful, with broad shoulders, big hands, and an ass that had me dying to see it bare. I leaned forward, giving him a good view of my breasts. When he noticed, I smiled. 

		“Hi, I’m Lili.” 

		“Zeke. Your boyfriend lets you talk to strange men?” he asked. 

		I chuckled. “My husband encourages it,” I replied. 

		Zeke moved closer. “Does he?” 

		“Mmmhm.” 

		“He can’t get it up?” 

		I laughed a little too loudly. “He has no problem fucking me senseless, if that’s what you’re implying, but we both enjoy a little variety in our sex life. We have an arrangement that works for us.” 

		He arched an eyebrow. “What’s your arrangement exactly?” 

		“I fuck other men. He either watches or I tell him about it later.” 

		“Are you fucking serious?” 

		I opened my legs a little, tugged at the hem of his T-shirt, and pulled him closer. “Everyone has their kinks.” 

		“And you want my cock tonight?” Zeke smirked.

		I slid my hand over his bulge. He was already getting hard. His cock twitched under my touch. “I do.” 

		“Any dick will do?” He almost sounded offended. Poor dear wanted to feel special.

		“At the moment, yours is the only one I want,” I purred.

		He glanced over his shoulder at his buddy. “What about my friend?” 

		“Bring him along, too.” 

		It had been a while since I’d fucked two men at once, and I’d never done it without my husband there.

		Zeke grinned and looked at his friend and nodded. His friend was just as sexy as Zeke, and when his gaze travelled along the length of my body, my pussy clenched with need.

		“Cole, meet Lili. The pretty little lady wants us to fuck her,” Zeke said.

		“Well, we can’t let pretty Lili down,” Cole said. He leaned in and kissed me. The kiss surprised me, but it was a welcome surprise. 

		“Have you two shared a woman before?” I asked when Cole ended the kiss. 

		“A time or two,” Zeke smirked. 

		“You ready to be our fuck doll?” Cole whispered in my ear. 

		Oh, fuck, I thought, realizing that maybe I was in over my head. 

		“Let your husband know you’re leaving,” Cole said as he slapped my ass. 

		I quickly walked back to Theo. “Honey, he has a friend.” 

		“You’re comfortable with two?” 

		“I am, but I’ve never been with two men without you being there. Are you okay with that?” I hoped he would be okay with my leaving with the sexy bikers.

		Theo looked over my shoulder at the two men waiting for me at the exit. “Whatever makes you happy. But make sure you share your location.”

		I stretched up onto my tiptoes and kissed him. “Thank you, honey.” 

		Zeke’s apartment was only a short ride from the bar, and I clung to his back on his rumbling hog. He wasted no time getting down to business. As soon as the door closed, he pinned me against the wall. My body surged with heat. His hard body pressed into mine, his thick thigh pushing between my legs. 

		“Have you ever had two dicks inside you at once? One in your slutty little pussy and one rammed up your tight, little ass?” 

		Fuck, my body was on fire. I’d had two men at once before, but they took turns with my mouth and pussy. Only Theo had ever been in my ass. 

		“No, not at the same time. And only my husband has fucked my ass,” I confessed. 

		“You want my cock in your ass?” Zeke asked, guiding my hips to ride his thick thigh. 

		“Yes,” I breathed. “God, yes.” 

		Cole laughed. “Sweet Lili is a little slut.” 

		Zeke pushed away from me, and I couldn’t help but groan at the loss of him. “Strip and prove you’re enough of a slut for both our dicks.” 

		I quickly shed my clothes and stood in the middle of the small living room, naked. Cole sat on the couch, and Zeke went to the kitchen. 

		“Get my dick out,” Cole demanded. 

		I got on my knees and fumbled with his belt and zipper. He lifted his hips to allow me to pull his jeans down. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his cock sprang free. It bounced in front of my mouth. 

		“Go on, taste it, but only a taste because this big dick is going into your pussy. I’m going to spill my seed inside your slutty cunt,” he hissed.

		My tongue and lips traveled the full length of his cock. I loved sucking dick, and I knew I was great at it. But my mouth wasn’t what Cole wanted. 

		He grabbed my hair and yanked me away from his cock. “Straddle me. Reverse cowgirl, pretty Lili.” 

		I was positioned perfectly, with my legs on either side of Cole’s thighs, and Zeke walked from the kitchen to stand in front of me. Zeke had stripped naked. Jesus, his cock was huge. He slowly stroked its length as Cole lowered me onto his cock. Fuck, he was stretching me. He was so thick that it was almost painful. 

		“Fuck.” I hissed as Cole rammed it up inside of me. 

		“Damn, baby, you’re tight. Last thing I expected,” Cole grunted.

		“You’re so big,” I cried. 

		“Does it hurt?” 

		“Yes, but it’s so good.” 

		Zeke laughed. “Look at her grinding on your dick. She’s fucking desperate for it, man.” 

		Cole yanked my hair, forcing me to arch my back. “We’re not going easy on you tonight. We’re going to fuck you hard. I hope you’re on the pill because I’m not pulling out until your cunt is full of my cum.” 

		It was foolish to let these men fuck me without protection, but I wanted to feel their cum inside of me. I needed them to fill me until I was overflowing with their seed. Thank God, I actually was on the pill.

		He thrust up into me over and again, viciously fucking my cunt. It hurt, and I cried out, but he didn’t care. Cole continued to pound it into me like a battering ram. Zeke moved onto the sofa and turned me to face him. He took my mouth with a searing kiss. His tongue fucked into my mouth like Cole’s dick fucked my pussy.

		Cole was getting close, his grunts getting louder, his cock twitching inside my body. Zeke moved down to my breasts and sucked my right nipple while he squeezed and plucked my left. My orgasm tore through me without warning. I convulsed and clenched around Cole’s cock. I howled. Cole’s hands dug into my hips as he thrust up into me, and I felt him fall over the edge. Thick, hot ropes of cum sprayed inside of me.

		Cole passed my limp body to Zeke. I was ready for more when I felt Zeke’s hard cock against my ass. I was dazed from my shattering orgasm, but the feeling of his heavy, hard cock against my back hole woke me up fast. 

		“Her pussy sure is sweet,” Cole commented as he moved off the couch. 

		I thought about both taking me at once, and I shivered in response. Zeke chuckled. He slapped my clit. “Desperate little slut, aren’t you?” 

		I whimpered in response, and felt Cole’s cum dripping from my pussy. It just made me desperate for more. Zeke played with my clit, his fingers lightly circling the swollen nub before pinching it hard, making me scream. He continued to tease me; he knew I wanted his cock, but what I wanted didn’t matter. These two were in charge. 

		I gasped and moved in time with his hand. He continued working his fingers over my clit and down my pussy lips. He traced my cum-soaked cunt and shoved two fingers inside of me. Cole joined Zeke and added two more fingers inside me. Two fingers were always a tight fit even after I’d been fucked, but their four fingers were painful. But I didn’t care because the pleasure outweighed the pain. 

		“Shhh, pretty Lili. Just relax,” Cole said. 

		Fingers curled inside of me, pressing on my G-spot as Zeke’s thumb pressed my clit. Before I could comprehend what was happening, I was coming again. They continued to finger-fuck my pussy as my orgasm hit its peak. I sagged against Zeke, convulsing while they had me rising to yet another climax.

		They shifted my body, and I was speared on Zeke’s dick. He thrust up into me so hard and fast. He maneuvered my body to a better angle that allowed him to ram me even harder. I matched every thrust, tightening and massaging his cock, desperately wanting him to fill me with cum, too. 

		“I need more,” I begged. “Fuck my ass.” 

		“Come on my dick and we’ll see about giving you more,” Zeke growled.

		Cole somehow squeezed under me, sucked my tit, and rubbed my clit as Zeke pounded into me. I began trembling, and another orgasm broke free. I could barely breathe. 

		“Still want us both?” Zeke asked, his hand sliding over my damp skin while Cole moved again and kissed along my back.

		“I want you both,” I panted. 

		Cole carefully lifted me off Zeke’s cock and carried me into the bedroom. He laid me on the bed, and Zeke walked in, his cock jutting from his hips, still rock hard. 

		Zeke joined me on the bed. “You’re going to need to trust us.” 

		Cole positioned me on top of his friend.

		“You’re in for a treat,” Zeke promised. 

		Zeke’s voice was gentle, but the way he pierced me with his cock was anything but. He fucked into my pussy, and I moved just enough so that his cock rubbed my clit with each thrust. 

		I jumped when I felt cool liquid drip on my ass. Cole worked the lube into my asshole with a finger. He timed his finger-fucking with Zeke’s thrusts, and the fire rapidly built inside me. Cole added another finger, spreading them wide, stretching my ass. Another orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling. 

		“You ready, pretty Lili?” Zeke asked. 

		“Yes, God, yes,” I cried. 

		“Get her phone,” he said. 

		“What?” I stuttered.

		Cole rummaged through my purse and grabbed my phone. “Unlock it,” he commanded, holding the phone out to me. “Call your husband.”

		“Don’t speak, just let him hear his slutty wife getting fucked by two men,” Zeke grunted. 

		I unlocked the phone with my fingerprint and scrolled until Theo’s name popped up. Cole grabbed the phone back and pressed Theo’s number.

		“Make sure he hears you, sweet Lili,” Cole laughed, putting the phone on speaker as he tossed it on the bed.

		Another orgasm pulsed through me as Theo answered, and Cole drove his dick into my ass. The thick head pushed past my ring without warning. 

		I screamed in pain and pleasure.

		“Lili?” Theo asked again. 

		Cole pounded my ass brutally, and Zeke matched his thrusts in my pussy, keeping me in place. They found a rhythm, each moving in and out of my ass and pussy in a ferocious dance. 

		“Shit,” Cole cursed in my ear. “Fuck, baby. You like my cock in your ass?” 

		“Yes.” The word came out as a moan. He and Zeke filled me completely. I thought I might burst. 

		“Say it again, pretty Lili,” Zeke said. “Tell Cole how much you like his cock in your ass.” 

		Theo groaned on the other end of the line, and I knew he was jerking off listening to us. 

		“I love it. I love his cock in my ass,” I moaned.

		Cole cursed and drove into me faster, harder. His cock swelled, stretching me further. It hurt, but fuck, the ecstasy from both men inside me washed all the pain away. Cole was close, I could tell, his chest heavy on my back as his hips pounded against my body. Slapping skin and grunts filled the room. Zeke drove up into me in one hard thrust, and Cole followed him. My orgasm raged through me as my body spasmed and waves pulsed through my veins.

		Cole hissed in my ear and grabbed my hips, ramming his cock into me one last time, his seed filling my ass. Ropes and ropes of hot cum filled my ass before Cole pulled out of me. 

		Zeke rolled us so that he was on top of me. My legs coiled around his waist, and my hips lifted to meet him. He slammed down into me, hitting my G-spot with each thrust. 

		He moved his hand between us and found my clit. “You’re just a cock whore, aren’t you, pretty Lili?” 

		“Yes,” I breathed.

		“Your husband should have joined us. A cock whore like you needs all her holes filled,” Zeke said just as he slammed into me one more time. I felt his cum spray inside of me, pushing me into another orgasm. 

		Zeke collapsed on the bed, and Cole picked up the phone. “You can pick her up in the morning. We’re not done.” He said before tossing my phone onto the chair in the corner. 

		“Take a nap, pretty Lili. We have a long night ahead of us,” Zeke said, pulling me back into his body. 

		I was completely satisfied and exhausted. I couldn’t imagine another round like we just had, but I wanted to try. 
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		The next morning, I was sore and exhausted. The guys had a hot shower waiting for me when I woke, so I didn’t look as bad as I thought I would when Theo arrived to take me home. I watched my husband enter the tiny apartment with confidence. The guys introduced themselves, and they all shook hands. It was weird but also reassuring. 

		I wondered what it would be like if Theo joined us. He had never wanted to take part in these excursions. He would sometimes watch, but most of the time, he left me to do what I wanted and picked me up afterward. I couldn’t help my imagination from running away with me. I wanted my husband to join us.

		“Maybe we could do this again with Theo,” I suggested. I glanced over at my husband; his eyes narrowed at me. It was a warning. I shouldn’t have suggested it without talking to him first. Theo held all the power when it came to our sex lives.

		Cole nodded. “I think we could work with that.” 

		“What do ya think, man?” Zeke asked Theo.

		Excitement ran through me at the possibility of all three of them taking me at once. 

		“Whatever Lili wants,” Theo smirked. 

		We said our goodbyes, and Theo helped me onto his motorcycle when we got outside. We rode for a few miles until we were outside the city. He pulled down a dirt road and stopped. 

		He killed the engine, and waited for me to get off before he did. “Jeans down and bend over the bike,” he demanded. His calm tone from Zeke’s apartment was gone. 

		I knew better than to argue. Bending over his motorcycle seat, I fumbled with my jeans and panties. I heard his belt pull from his jeans. Fuck. 

		“You let them take your ass without my permission,” he snarled. 

		The swoosh of the leather filled my ears before the sting of his belt struck my ass. 

		“Fuck!” I cried out.

		“Your body is mine. You follow my fucking rules when you play the slut,” he hissed as another lash from his belt hit my skin. “Who do you belong to?”

		“You, only you,” I cried as he continued to spank my ass with his belt three more times. 

		There was hardly a pause before he slammed his cock into my pussy. He thrust into me several times before he pulled out and pushed into my ass. 

		“Fuck!” I screamed. 

		It hurt, but I needed that from Theo. He knew what I needed. He always did. I needed him to claim me again and take me roughly. I needed the sting of his belt to remind me who owns my body, my heart, and my soul.

		He didn’t slow down. He took my body in the most primal way possible. I slipped a hand between my thighs and pressed my clit. I circled my swollen nub and squeezed my ass around his cock as my pussy convulsed, needing to be filled. Inserting two fingers into my sex, I fucked my pussy while Theo fucked my ass. 

		My husband pounded into me repeatedly, slapping my ass cheeks in time with his thrusts. “Don’t you dare think about coming.” 

		He grunted as my ass tightened around his cock and my pussy fluttered and convulsed. I needed to come. I was so close. He slammed in one last time and came in my ass as he howled like a wolf. 

		Theo collapsed against my back, breathing heavily. “You’re amazing, but you’re still not going to come anytime soon today.” He groaned and kissed my neck. “I love you.”

		“I love you too,” I whispered back. 

		I wanted to curl up in my husband’s arms and sleep, but that would have to wait. I had to settle for clinging to him as he drove us home. 

		“Let’s get you home, babe,” Theo said as he helped me straighten my jeans. 

		“Were you serious about joining Cole, Zeke, and me?” I couldn’t help asking as I climbed onto the bike. 

		“Guess you’ll find out.” He chuckled and started the engine.

		I pressed my cheek against his back, wrapped my arms around his waist, and breathed in his familiar scent. He smelled like home. 
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		Every Hotel Has A Cuck Chair

		

		Hardison Parker

		

		Martin is the best husband. He always plans the hottest hotwife adventures for Jessie. Whether that means a sexy surprise in Vegas or gifting her to his company’s holiday gift exchange, he keeps Jessie’s kinks satisfied, taking pleasure from hearing the details later. Tonight, Jessie turns the tables on Martin, allowing him to watch in person.

		

		The idea came to me last week while we were preparing for our upcoming cruise. A habit I got into due to my constant travel for book signings. If I pack a week in advance, I know what things I am missing instead of waiting until the last minute and forgetting something. That morning, I began planning when I got a bit distracted.

		“What are you watching, hon?” Martin stood in the doorway, his arms folded over his chest, doing his best imitation of a husband who caught his wife cheating. 

		“It’s not like you haven’t seen me watch porn before.” I barely spared him a glance. My latest search had revealed a series of videos that had me soaking the chair. I hadn’t intended to spend any significant time watching sex videos today, but I opened the browser while I was on the phone with my mother and immediately silenced the moans and groans from the video.

		“What’s that noise in the background?” My mother could be extremely nosy.

		“Nothing, Mom, just something Martin has on the TV.” I found myself lying to her a lot lately. Just little white lies but lies all the same.

		“Well, turn it down, I can hardly hear you, and it sounds like someone is getting murdered.”

		It took all my willpower to stifle a laugh.

		I barely remember the rest of the conversation because I became engrossed in the images playing out on the large rectangular monitor. The video was titled, ‘Husband Watches as his Hotwife gets Spit-Roasted.’ It delivered on the title. A man was tied to a chair while his presumed wife was on all fours on the bed. Behind her stood a handsome man, still wearing his suit jacket and tie. His pants were bunched on the floor at his ankles. Gripping the woman’s hips, he pounded deep into her pussy in the exaggerated manner porn videos do. They must have been voicing over her screams because there was no way she could vocalize with the giant cock stuffed into her mouth by another man who appeared to be a room service waiter. 

		The video ended while I was still trapped by the endless drone of my mother’s voice as she regaled me with tales of her retired neighbor’s failed attempt to grow azaleas. As soon as I hung up the phone, I scanned the ‘You might also like’ section and found several similar videos. The next one was -‘Making use of the Cuck Chair.’ Maybe I am not as hip as I thought I was because I had never heard of such a thing, but after watching the video, I searched the term and brought up a whole smorgasbord of videos with the husband watching from that single chair that seems to be in every hotel room. 

		I told Martin what I found. He stood behind me as he often does and watched the next video with me. By the time it ended, I could feel his erection pressing into my back through one of the slats in the chair. 

		“Ooh, what’s this?” I cooed, forgetting the video for a moment and turning to face my husband. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and gently tugged at his erection.

		“Well, the video is very sexy and so is the woman sitting in front of it.”

		I raised an eyebrow as I shifted my tugging into slow strokes I knew would make him crazy with desire.

		“So, is this a fantasy of yours?” I asked, making sure my breath rolled over his shaft. My mouth was only millimeters away from devouring the twitching head.

		“Well, I can’t say it was until just now, but yeah, those videos are hot. Especially the tied-up ones.

		Not all the videos had the guy tied to the chair; many were just watching. Martin and I both knew that if he wasn’t restrained, he would get too excited and want to participate.

		“Yeah, those are the ones I enjoy the most, too.” With a deep breath, I guided Martin down my throat, taking all 5 inches in one try. He moaned, placing his hands on my head as I bobbed and sucked, gripped and jerked until he filled my mouth with his seed. Feeling very aroused, I took the lead, standing and kissing him as I pushed on his chest until he backed up to the bed. As he fell onto the comforter, I straddled him, inching slowly forward until my pussy was positioned over his face.

		“Isn’t my pussy pretty, Martin?” 

		“You know it is, Jessie.” His eyes fixated on my finger as I traced my folds with the tip, spreading them so he could see the river of arousal that flowed between. Something came over me and I began to describe the fantasy that had taken root in my mind. As I did, I lowered my hips until I felt his tongue begin lapping at my nectar.

		“How would it feel, Martin, to be unable to move as two strangers take turns using my holes. Or better yet, maybe they aren’t strangers. Maybe it's your boss, Rick, and Bob from accounting.”

		Martin knew how much I enjoyed sex with Rick. He was one of the few repeat bulls. I even took a trip with him to the secret office retreat where I was one of two girls at the center of attention.

		Martin’s answer was increased passion and loud groans. I didn’t have to look to know he was hard and ready, but I did lean back so I could grab his shaft, still slick from his orgasm, and stroke him as he licked. 

		Not one to squirt, I was surprised by how much fluid coated Martin’s face when I came. My story had done the trick. Martin was a beast after that, railing me from behind until we both had our second orgasms of the night.
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		Three days later, we were at a hotel. Remember the old movies where clerks escorted you to your room? Well, that didn’t happen as we entered the local Ritz. We didn’t even need to meet a clerk, checking in on our phone and using the app to unlock our room door. 

		“If I am going to be in a cuck chair, I want it to at least be comfortable.” Martin felt a need to explain why we were staying at an expensive resort 15 miles from our house instead of a closer and cheaper option. I can’t say our room disappointed. The grey and white plush carpet was a nice complement to the birch wood furnishings. The blue walls even had a curtain between the bed and a small meeting area, which contained a table and chairs for work or dining. 

		“How are those bonds, Martin? Not too tight, I hope.” I released the end of the hemp rope that now bound Martin to the chair. 

		Funny how a silly nickname on the internet can spur an idea, but when I heard every hotel room has a ‘cuck chair,” I couldn’t resist putting it to its implied use.

		“So, honey, when does Rick get here?” Martin looked too smug for someone naked and strapped to a chair.

		

		“O h, didn’t I tell you? I decided to go with some people you don’t know, for that extra effect.”

		Martin didn’t look upset, but he protested, “What? I’m usually the planner. Where did you find them? Are they safe?”

		“Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that, Martin, let's just say I came by last night and did some scouting.”

		Martin tried to shrug, but it was more of a shudder due to his binds. Even in the chair sans clothes, he looked handsome. His cock stood at attention, purplish and throbbing. He appeared as excited about what was about to happen as I was. I took one last check in the mirror. My outfit consisted of a sheer, sky-blue babydoll nightie with the smallest black thong I own and no bra. My currently blonde hair was already short thanks to losing a bet to my friend, and recently turned Hotwife, Nia.

		Rap, rap, rap. At least one of my guests had arrived. I peered through the peephole and identified the man as Roy. Roy was a sandy blond, six feet five at least, with a broad chest. I met him outside the hotel nightclub where he was checking IDs at the door. Waiting until the line had dwindled, I approached, flirting with him until I knew enough to trust him. A former policeman and veteran of two skirmishes, Roy couldn’t hide his rising excitement as I told him my plan. He accepted immediately. I made him promise to send me a photo of his cock later, so I knew what to expect. He didn’t disappoint me. The photo showed a very thick cock that I knew would stretch me wide.

		As I began closing the door, I saw Mitch running down the hall. Mitch was outwardly the opposite of Roy. Lanky, barely six feet tall, jet-black hair, and with the sexiest hazel eyes I’ve ever seen. He wasn’t as buff as Roy but instead had a runner’s build. I met him at the hotel bar, but I recognized him immediately as a fellow erotica writer. We had met previously at a book signing when our tables were next to each other. He was in town for another book workshop. Since my friends and family didn’t know my pen name, I always skipped the local ones. He remembered me, too, and we caught up over a drink or two. When I told him my plan, he exclaimed, “Well, this is going to make a good scene in my next book!”

		The photo he sent of his cock showed it was thinner than Roy’s but a good inch or two longer. He would hit my deep spots with no problem.

		“Well, the gang’s all here.” Martin perked up at my announcement. I offered the men a drink, then waited for them to make their move. When they both nervously made small talk, I sighed. I guessed I would have to move things along. 

		“Is someone going to help me out of this nightie, or what? Usually, Martin does it, but you can see he is a little tied up.”

		Suddenly, the two men were by my side. I lifted my arms over my head, and they each grabbed a side and lifted it over my shoulders. I shuddered as Roy let Mitch finish the job as he began kissing my breasts. I was pleased he didn’t dive right for the nipple, instead taking his time to enjoy my goose-bumped flesh. Mitch didn’t waste any time, though, kneeling before me and sliding my panties to my ankles. His mouth found my clit at the same time Roy’s found my nipple. It was overwhelmingly pleasurable. I hadn’t played in a long time and had nearly forgotten how good two mouths can feel. 

		

		While they kissed and sucked my body, I watched Martin. His cock was leaking at the tip. I knew if he hadn’t been restrained, he would be stroking it. The look of lust in his eyes was enough to clear all doubt from my mind that he was enjoying this. I began to relax, falling back onto the bed, taking the guys with me. Mitch placed my legs over his shoulders and began darting his tongue through my folds. For a while, I enjoyed the two mouths and four hands covering most of my body with caresses and licks. However, I soon needed more. I needed their cocks. For starters, I wanted to suck Roy’s thick meat stick that currently pressed loosely against my hip. I found the strength to reach it, guiding Roy gently forward. As a nice touch, he kissed a trail from my breasts to my lips before straddling my head and rubbing his cock over my lips. I didn’t want him to tease me; I wanted him in my mouth, but my arms were trapped, and all I was able to do was try to push him, but my arms barely reached his back.

		“Does someone want a snack?” Roy had loosened up and was finally getting into the show. 

		“Yes, please. I need to taste you.”

		Roy allowed an inch of his cock to pass my lips. It was only a sample, but it was enough for now. I eagerly swirled my tongue around the massive head. Slowly, he slid his cock deeper, and I realized he was going slow not to tease me but because he didn’t want to stretch the limits of my mouth.

		I was having difficulty concentrating. Mitch was as adept at licking me as he was writing stories about it. To my surprise, I shuddered in climax when Roy’s cock finally hit the back of my throat. The boys weren’t done with me yet. Mitch grabbed my legs and Roy my arms, swinging me around until my head was partially hanging off one side of the king bed. Then they switched. Roy positioned himself squarely between my thighs and began soaking the tip of his thick cock in the flowing river between my folds. Mitch placed his cock against my lips until they parted. His long cock made me gag at first, but soon he built a rhythm. My moans were steady as the men fucked my holes in what seemed like an attempt to get their cocks to meet in the middle of my body.

		Roy’s strong hands surrounded my hips, lifting me off the bed to meet his thrusts. Mitch’s upwardly curved penis was perfect for this position. He used my breasts for leverage, tugging my nipples sharply as he approached his orgasm. Martin was moaning loudly. It must have been torture for him. He began talking rapidly, telling them to “Use my wife.” And “Fuck her harder.” 

		This was a new dynamic to my hotwife adventures, and I found it incredibly arousing. Roy was thicker than most. Fat cocks always bring me off quickly as they press against all my spots. My whole body quivered as my climax neared. I clenched down upon Roy’s cock and willed him to fill my pussy with cream. I heard him cry out, and then his cock left me. Moments later, the first spray of cum landed on my neck and chin. Three or four pumps later, my skin was covered with little pearls from my navel to my head. My muffled scream of pleasure soon filled the room as Mitch pulled out and painted my body with his cum. That was the final straw. A flood of cum poured from my pussy as ripples of orgasm deliciously quaked through my torso.

		Martin screamed, and for the first time in my life, I witnessed a man climax without any touching. 
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		Ithought that would be the end of things. However, Roy and Mitch carried me to the hotel shower where they left me for a moment, the warm water rejuvenating me as it cascaded over my cum-covered chest. When they returned, Martin accompanied them, free from his bonds. He leaned against the sink. I couldn’t believe he was still hard after coming. 

		Roy and Mitch entered the shower, sandwiching me between them. Lips and fingers explored my body as they warmed me up for the main event. With Mitch behind me, Roy rubbed his cock through my folds. I realized what they were up to. Placing my right leg on the small stool built into the shower, I gave Roy the angle he needed to enter my pussy. It was easier this time. Once he was inside, Mitch parted my cheeks and rubbed his slick cock against my anus. Martin must have given him some of our lube because he popped inside with only minor difficulty.

		Once we were connected, Roy linked his strong arms under my thighs, lifting me into the air. Instinctively, my legs wrapped around his waist, driving him deep into my core. Mitch was now able to thrust. Every time he pushed, it drove Roy deeper, and every time Mitch pulled back, Roy’s cock nearly came loose. The men developed an incredible rhythm. All I could do was wrap my limbs around Roy and let them pound me. Whimpers and moans harmonized in the tiny stall. 

		I cannot recall how long they railed me. Having recently orgasmed, they had incredible stamina. In contrast, my prior climaxes only made me hypersensitive. I came, screaming, kissing any part of Roy’s face I could find. My body shook, but it didn’t stop there. Each time I felt my climax subside, Roy or Mitch hit a spot deep inside me that set me off again. 

		Mitch was the next to blow, filling my ass with so much cum that it poured onto the ceramic tile floor.

		Now that Mitch released me, Roy slammed me against the shower wall, thrusting urgently, like an animal in heat. With my latest climax under control, I was able to egg him on.

		“Fuck me with that fat cock, Roy. God, you fill me so well.” 

		I knew he was close, so I tried to push him away, planning to get on my knees and finish him off in my mouth. He kept pumping, like a man on a mission. I pushed again, telling him to finish in my mouth. This time, he understood and released his grip on my back, allowing me to slide down. There wasn’t time to work that monster back into my mouth. As soon as I wrapped my hand partially around his rod, he exploded, coating my face and tongue with his thick seed. 

		Martin was stroking himself, nearing another climax, but I stopped him.

		“Don’t you dare, Martin, I have plans for you.”

		After a proper shower, the boys dressed, thanked me for inviting them, and left. 

		“Well, Martin, what did you think about your first live show?” While talking, I took his cock in my hand and led him back to the cuck chair.

		“It was hotter than I ever dreamed. Who would have thought I could come just from watching?” I made sure he was seated and began retying his ropes.

		“I have only read about that happening,” I replied. The air was thick with the intoxicating aroma of sex.

		When Martin was secure, I straddled his lap, nestling the length of his cock between my folds.

		“Did you like watching Roy’s thick cock please my needy little pussy?” Martin was at my mercy.

		“Oh fuck, yes.”

		I ground my hips on his shaft.

		“And did you like watching Mitch fill my ass with his cum?”

		Martin’s reply was muffled as I shoved my breast against it. He began sucking on my turgid nipple the way he knows I like. My arousal was back but I was content to enjoy a slow, passionate pace.

		“How does it feel to have three people’s cum dripping onto your cock?” It wasn’t quite true. Roy hadn’t come in my pussy, but surely some had leaked out before he showered me with it.

		Martin was only able to whimper as he sucked my tit. My slick pussy glided over his shaft, spreading cream. As his cock pressed against my clit, I quickened my pace, determined to make him climax without penetration. I wanted my clit to be drowning in his cream. It didn’t take long. His need was great, as I wouldn’t let him climax from the shower show. Hot, thick gobs coated my clit and thighs as he came.

		“Good boy.” I took advantage of how close the chair was to the wall and climbed into a kneeling position, my legs on the upholstered arms, my hands bracing against the blue paint.

		“Lick me, Martin. Don’t stop until I come.”

		Martin did as he was told, and better than any stranger could. After all, he had years of experience getting me off. 

		After, we cuddled in bed, discussing the experience like we always do after one of my adventures. I drifted off to sleep, content knowing Martin was able to enjoy the experience in a new, more involved way.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		“C ome on, Martin, we are going to be late. We don’t want to keep Nia and Kyle waiting.”

		The last two days were hectic. After returning from our mini staycation, Martin has been back and forth at least ten times to the store to buy sunscreen, nail files, toilet paper for traveling, and more. In the meantime, Nia and I have been shopping for new bathing suits and planning some surprises for our husbands for allowing us to experience hotwife adventures. She was amazed when I told her about Roy and Mitch, maybe even a bit jealous. She went home, ostensibly to share my story with her husband.

		“Martin, I mean it, now.” Something was off. Martin is usually the one waiting for me, not the other way around. He’s spent the last half-hour on the phone. He claims it was business, but he wouldn’t have talked so quietly with a co-worker. He was planning something, but there wasn’t enough time to coax it out of him. Maybe on the car ride, I could seduce him into confessing. For now, I kissed him, watched him drag our overpacked suitcases to the car, and settled in for the 30-minute ride to the port terminal where our cruise awaits.

		

		Want to know what happened on Jessie and Nia’s cruise?

		

		Read Hotwife Cruise: Nia and Jessie – Best friends and neighbors, Nia and Jessie, think they are going on a normal cruise with their husbands until they get to the dock to find out their husbands are staying behind while the girls attend a naughty party cruise designed to please any hotwife.

		

		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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		A Change to the Rules

		

		Delores Swallows

		

		When Tina announces a guy from work had asked her out, Patrick finds the idea strangely appealing. He encourages his wife to accept, and the success of that evening leads them into a whole new lifestyle. They discuss their boundaries, set some rules and enjoy a lot of kinky fun. When one bull suggests a change to their rules, neither Tina nor Patrick can believe the difference it makes...

		

		“A man at work asked me out today,” Tina announced, smiling.

		“Oh?” Patrick was more surprised than offended. “Doesn’t he know you’re married?”

		“Yeah, but he doesn’t see that as a problem.” She laughed at his shocked expression. “I don’t think his intentions were honourable.”

		“What d’you mean?”

		She smirked. “He isn’t looking for a girlfriend.”

		“So what’s…? You mean he just wants sex?”

		 “Yeah.”

		“What did you say?”

		“What do you think? I said thanks, but no thanks.”

		Patrick was annoyed but not surprised. Tina was a vivacious blonde with a great figure and a pretty face. When they got into bed later, he was still thinking about what she’d said.

		As Tina snuggled into his chest, he stroked her hair. “Who’s the guy and what’s he like?”

		“He’s called Joe, and he’s nice. Friendly without being creepy, always making jokes and having a laugh.” She shrugged. “I was surprised when he suggested meeting up, but guys ask women out all the time.”

		“Have others asked you out since we’ve been married?”

		She nodded. 

		Patrick wondered why she’d only told him about Joe. He ran his hand down her back and cupped her bum. “Is he good-looking?”

		She laughed. “He’s not worth risking a marriage over.”

		Patrick squeezed her bum tighter. “That’s not what I asked.”

		“He has a nice smile and a fit body.”

		He pulled her close and kissed her. She returned the kiss, pushing her panties down with her hand. He was already hard, and she was wet. She moaned when he entered her, and they settled into a steady rhythm.

		The idea of other men hitting on his wife pushed buttons Patrick didn’t realise he had. He reached his hand up her t-shirt and cupped her breast. 

		“Are you pretending I’m Joe?”

		She frowned and shook her head.

		“I am.” Patrick pumped his hips. “I’m pretending it’s him fucking.” He pinched her hard nipples. “And I’m imagining him groping these tits.”

		Tina’s eyes fluttered as the clench of her orgasm gripped him. Patrick jackhammered his hips and exploded inside her. They groaned and scratched each other as they rode out their pleasure, then they stilled.

		Eventually, Tina broke the silence. “Why did you say those things?”

		Patrick was still shocked by his outburst. “I don’t know.” 

		“Did you mean them?”

		He was too embarrassed to look at her, so just nodded.

		She stroked his chest. “I don’t believe you.”

		Patrick was ashamed of his admission. “I’m sorry.”

		She kissed his chest. “Don’t be. It’s flattering.” 

		While Tina slept beside him, Patrick lay awake for over an hour thinking about their conversation and the images that had filled his head while they’d had sex. The thought of his wife with another man turned him on more than he could ever have guessed. His cock was hard again. When he ran his hand down Tina’s warm body, she let out a quiet moan. 

		He slid his hand lower and felt the sticky mess of their lovemaking between her thighs. She opened her legs and moaned again. He rolled her onto her back and entered her before she was fully awake. 

		Tina let out a gasp of surprise and slipped her arms around his waist. “What are you doing?”

		“I’m taking my turn now Joe’s finished.”

		“Hmm.” She dragged her nails across his back. “Well, I hope you make me feel as good as he did.”

		Patrick’s heart crashed in his chest. “He felt good?”

		“Oh yeah.” 

		They moved slowly, their bodies sliding together.

		“How good?” he asked, wanting to hear more of her fantasy.

		“Good. His hard body pressing down, crushing my tits. His hard cock pounding my pussy, making me scream.”

		“He made you scream?”

		She put her mouth to his ear. “I screamed when I came, and I screamed again when his cock unloaded inside me.”

		Patrick ejaculated immediately. Tina sensed it and ground herself against him, reaching her own climax before his spasms finished. They held each other so tight, he felt her heart beating against his chest. 
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		The following evening as they were watching TV, Tina muted the sound and turned to him. “Can we talk about what happened last night?”

		Anxiety coiled in Patrick’s guts. “Yeah.”

		“The things you said while we were…” She frowned. “What you said about me being with Joe. Did you mean them?”

		He couldn’t meet her eyes. “Yes.”

		“Why?”

		“I don’t know. When you said he’d propositioned you, I was angry. The more I thought about it, the more I…” He shrugged.

		“The more you what?”

		“The more I liked it. The thought of it turns me on.” He finally dared to look into her eyes. “And from the way you reacted, it seemed to turn you on as well.”

		Her eyes widened, then she shrugged. “I suppose it did.”

		“What bit turned you on the most?”

		“When you took your turn after Joe.”

		Patrick was getting another erection. “I liked when you said you’d come on his cock.”

		They held eye contact for a moment then immediately started pawing each other. He sat back on the couch and pushed his jeans to his thighs. She hitched up her skirt, pulled her panties aside and impaled herself. 

		He groaned. “Who are you fucking now?”

		She bounced harder. “Does it matter?”

		“No, so long as you fuck me when you get home.”

		“You’ll get your turn, so long as you don’t mind waiting.”

		He teased her nipples through her top. I’ll wait.”

		Nothing more was said. Patrick grunted as he flooded her. Tina came with him. They eventually stopped moving and she opened her eyes. Her expression was serious.

		“What are we going to do?” she asked.

		“I think you should take Joe up on his offer.”

		She chewed her lip and frowned. “Why?”

		“It’s obvious the idea turns us both on.”

		“What if you feel differently afterwards?” She looked concerned.

		“We’ll just put it behind us and move on. It’s a joint decision, so nobody gets blamed.” 

		“Okay.”

		Patrick suspected Tina liked the idea more than she was admitting. He considered the possibility of her giving herself to another man, and a shiver ran through him. “But we should set some rules.”

		“What sort of rules?”

		“One, he wears a condom.”

		She nodded. 

		“Two, we’re completely honest with each other afterwards.”

		“Of course.”

		“I mean everything. You tell me what he does to you, what you do to him, how you felt while you were with him. I don’t want you holding things back because you think they’ll upset me.”

		“Okay, but you have to be honest with me, too. I want to know how you felt while I was with him, and I also need to know how you feel afterwards. Don’t pretend to like it if you regret it.”

		Patrick agreed.

		Tina arranged to see Joe on Saturday evening. Patrick was on tenterhooks for the entire day, and when she emerged from the bath to get ready, he sat on the bed and watched as she dried her hair, applied her makeup and put on lacy black lingerie and a sexy little black dress. A pair of black stiletto shoes and a couple of squirts of perfume completed her outfit.

		She smiled at him. “How do I look?”

		“Fabulous.” He swallowed the lump in his throat. “How do you feel?”

		“Tingly.” She frowned. “Nervous but excited.”

		He nodded. “Me too.”

		She stepped close and looked up into his eyes. “Are you sure about this?”

		“No, but if we bottle out now, we’ll always wonder what might have been.”

		“And if it’s a disaster?”

		“We put it behind us. No harm, no foul.”

		She held his gaze, then nodded.

		Watching her leave to meet another man was one of the hardest things Patrick had endured. His heart crashed in his chest and his stomach was knotted with angst, but lower down a fire raged. He watched the clock, his mind a cocktail of every emotion he’d ever felt.

		It was well after midnight when he heard her key in the door. He stood up and held his breath. 

		Tina walked into the room and didn’t need to say a word. He knew she’d gone through with it. Her hair was tousled, her cheeks were pink, and her makeup was smudged. He stepped close and kissed her passionately. She returned the kiss, moaning into his mouth as she raked her nails down his stomach. He threw her onto the couch, dropped to his knees and opened his jeans. His cock was hard and slick with precum. Tina glanced at it, slipped off her panties and lay back.

		Her outer lips were puffy, glistening with her juices. He could smell the lubricant from the condom. His wife had taken another man’s cock inside, and it thrilled him more than he could ever have imagined. He dragged the tip of his throbbing cock through her swollen folds, then pushed into her molten heat.

		She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, rocking her hips. They fucked hard and fast. He groped her breasts roughly through her dress as she rolled her hips. Patrick worried he wouldn’t last long. 

		She evidently read his expression. “Don’t try to hold back,” she whispered. “Just fuck me and come when you’re ready.”

		Relieved, he did exactly that. He slammed into her and let out a long groan as he emptied his balls. She clenched around him and rocked her hips, milking him dry. Opening his eyes, he let out a long, sated sigh. 

		Tina smiled at him. “Better now?”

		He laughed and nodded, then withdrew and helped her to her feet. “So, how was your evening?”

		“Let’s talk in bed.”

		When they were naked and facing each other between the cool sheets, Tina began. “First off, how do you feel now you know I had sex with him?”

		“I just showed you.” He grinned. “I was incredibly turned on.”

		She nodded. “How was your evening?”

		“Nerve-wracking.”

		She narrowed her eyes. “No jealousy or anguish?”

		“Yeah, but they’re part of it. It’s a painful thrill.” He smiled. “So, what happened?”

		“We stayed in his flat rather than risk being seen by people we might know. I said you thought I was out with female colleagues, so asked him to show discretion when we were at work.”

		“Good plan.”

		“We sat on his couch with drinks, talking.”

		“What did you talk about?”

		She smiled. “Mainly about him fancying me for a while but being afraid to say anything.”

		“Did you tell him you were glad he’d finally made a move?”

		“No.”

		“Was there kissing on the couch?”

		She smiled. “A little, yes.”

		“Who kissed who first?”

		She shrugged. “I don’t remember. But they were pretty chaste kisses, just little pecks between whispered words of flattery. He remembered the clothes I’d worn to work, telling me which tops showed off my boobs, which trousers showed off my bum, and which skirts and shoes made my legs look sexy.”

		“Attentive guy.”

		“Hmm.”

		Patrick raised his eyebrows. “And then?”

		“Then he kissed me, and this time it wasn’t a chaste peck.”

		“No?”

		She smiled. “This one was open mouthed and probing tongues. His hands explored my body.”

		“Did your hands explore his?”

		She nodded.

		“And?”

		“We moved through to the bedroom.” She took a steadying breath. “Pretty soon we were both standing there in just our underwear. We kissed some more, a bit gentler this time, and caressed each other. He played with my nipples through my bra, and I stroked his cock through his boxers.”

		“Was he hard?”

		She nodded. “He laid me on the bed and went down on me, kissing me first through my panties before pulling them aside to lick me and suck my clit.” She frowned. “I came on his tongue. Then we swapped places. I removed his boxers and sucked him for a while, then took a condom from my bag and rolled it down his shaft.”

		“Did he complain about the condom?”

		She laughed. “I was about to shag him. He didn’t complain.” 

		“So you went on top?”

		She nodded. “I straddled him and lowered myself down onto him.”

		“How did it feel?”

		“Big.”

		“Bigger than me?”

		She shrugged. “Maybe.”

		“Did you stay on top?”

		“No. I rode him until I came again, then he rolled me over and got on top.” She frowned. “He fucked me like that for a long time, and I came again. Then he fucked me doggy-style. He came like that, with my face on the pillow and my arse in the air.”

		“Did you come when he did?”

		She shook her head. “I removed my bra, and we cuddled in bed.”

		“Did he play with your tits?”

		“Played with them and sucked my nipples.”

		Patrick traced his finger around her erect nipple. “The dirty dog.”

		She laughed. “There was more kissing, and soon he was hard again. I passed him another condom, and once he’d got it on he went back inside me.”

		“More positions?”

		“Not really. He put my legs over his shoulders and fucked me like that for a while, then he pinned my hands above my head and fucked me hard. I really liked that, and we came together.”

		Patrick’s throat was tight. “So he fucked you twice and made you come four times.”

		“Yes.” She glanced down at his erection. “And now I’m hoping you’re going to fuck me for a second time and make me come again.”

		“Is that what you want?”

		She gently kissed his lips. “It’s what we both want.” 

		He rolled on top and entered her, making her moan. This time, he lasted much longer. Tina came first, holding his face and looking into his eyes. She continued to watch him as he increased the force of his thrusts and then held still. He felt her come again as he flooded her.

		They lay in the afterglow, each alone with their own thoughts. 

		Patrick brushed a lock of her hair back and looked into her eyes. “So, was tonight a success?”

		“You tell me?”

		“I asked first.”

		She smiled. “I’ve been fucked four times and had six orgasms. I don’t think I’ve ever had a better night.”

		He laughed and nodded. “Would you want to repeat it?”

		“That depends on how you feel about tonight.”

		“I loved it.”

		“Really?”

		He nodded. “I was wired all night, thinking about what you were doing. When you got home and I knew you’d been fucked, I just…” He blew his cheeks out. “I had to have you, there and then.”

		“You were really hard, and you came almost immediately.”

		“I know.” Patrick chewed his lip, then shrugged. “Is it something you’d do again?”

		Tina grinned. “Yes please.”
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		Patrick encouraged Tina to wear more revealing clothes whenever they went out together. He’d watch, enthralled, as the other men in the pub or restaurant kept stealing glances at her, then he’d ravish her when they got home. Tina loved the attention.

		Lying in the afterglow of their lovemaking exactly a week after her date with Joe, Patrick stroked her back. “I’ve been thinking.”

		She rolled over and smiled at him. “You’ve been doing a lot more than thinking.”

		He laughed. “Yeah. Well, that’s your fault for turning me on. I’ve been thinking that maybe it’s time for you to maybe go out on your own.”

		She raised her eyebrows. “Go out on my own?”

		“Hmm.”

		“And then what?”

		“And then come back with a story to tell.”

		“Funnily enough, I’ve been thinking about that as well.”

		“Are you going to see Joe again?”

		She shook her head. “Been there, done that.”

		“Have you got your eye on somebody else at work?”

		“No.” She shook her head like that was a stupid question. “And I don’t like the idea of picking up random men, either.”

		“So how do you intend⁠—?”

		“I think we should sign up to a wife-sharing site.”

		Patrick stared at her, embarrassed that he hadn’t thought of that. “I like that idea.”

		“Good, because I’ve already done it.” She hopped out of bed and went downstairs, returning moments later with her laptop. 

		They sat side by side as Tina opened up her profile page and showed him what she’d added so far. There were several photos of her in sexy clothes, though none of them showed her face. There were also two pictures of her topless.

		“Who took those?” he asked.

		“I set the timer on the camera, though given that I’m only doing this to find men to have sex with, me letting someone take a photo of my boobs shouldn’t really upset you.”

		“True.” He read through the information she’d uploaded and nodded his approval. “Looks good to me.”

		“Want me to publish so others can see it?”

		A shiver ran through him, and he nodded.

		Tina hit publish, then let out a breath. “I’ll start browsing the profiles of potential bulls if I get no traffic in the next week or so.”

		When Tina opened up her profile the following evening, she gasped. “I’ve got nine messages.”

		He scurried across the room and dropped onto the couch next to her. She clicked on the first one. It was from a guy called Tom who said he found her photos super-hot and would love a playdate. She clicked onto the next message, which said pretty much the same thing but in a more forthright way. So did the third and fourth messages.

		“It doesn’t look like I’ll need to browse the profiles yet,” she said.

		“Have you found one you like?”

		She shrugged. “I thought I’d just work my way through these.”

		Patrick laughed, but a little part of him hoped she did it. 

		When he let out a sigh, she frowned. “Don’t tell me you’re hard already.”

		He shrugged, and she laughed and dragged him to bed.

		Tina replied to one of her prospective bulls and arranged to date for the following weekend. Then she booked a hotel room in Halifax, a town about sixty miles from their home.
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		Patrick was on tenterhooks all week, and by the time Saturday afternoon arrived, he could hardly think straight. They’d chosen a large hotel, hoping it’d give them anonymity. Once checked in, they went for a quick walk around the closest streets and found a suitable bar for Patrick to go to while Tina entertained her bull in their room. The plan was that she’d text him when he could come back to their room and reclaim her.

		Back in their room, Patrick sat on the bed and watched his wife get ready for another man. After pinning up her hair, she did her makeup, selected a pair of dangle earrings and matching necklace, then put on a black lace teddy. She rolled on a pair of sheer black hold-up stockings and took a dark red fitted dress from the wardrobe. She slipped it on and turned her back. “Would you fasten the zip?”

		He did as asked, and she stepped into a pair of patent leather heels and turned around. 

		Patrick thought she looked amazing. The dress hugged her curves like a second skin. Checking his watch, he knew it was time for him to make himself scarce. He slipped on his jacket, kissed her cheek and left. 

		Once he found the bar they’d seen earlier, he ordered a drink and found a quiet corner. He kept checking his watch and also his phone to see if Tina had sent a text. The fact she hadn’t suggested that the bull had arrived. How long would they stay in the hotel bar? Was there a certain etiquette that had to be followed, or would the guy suggest they go straight to the room?

		The wait was far more stressful than when she’d seen Joe. For one thing, Patrick had been alone in the safe environment of his own home. The bar was unfamiliar, and he was surrounded by strangers. What would they think if they knew what his wife was doing while he sipped Belgian beer? The other factor that made him more anxious was that Joe was just a regular guy who fancied her. Tonight’s guy was a bull. A man who was adept at satisfying women. A skilled swordsman.

		

		He drank more than he usually did, partly because of his nervousness, but mainly because there was nothing else to do. He couldn’t concentrate on reading anything on his phone, so he just stared straight ahead and guzzled his beer. The later it got, the more he worried that the bar would close before the bull ran out of stamina. Patrick would have to walk the streets of an unfamiliar town waiting for the man to finish fucking his wife.

		As it was, the bar was still buzzing with customers when her text finally arrived. Patrick stared at her words.

		‘He’s gone. Come back and reclaim me.’

		Leaving what remained of his beer, he pushed through the crowd and out onto the street. He was giddy with anticipation as he strode through the hotel reception area and pressed the button for the lift. By the time he got to their room he was shaking. He used his access card and walked in. The lighting was dimmed, and Tina stood by the bed wearing the black teddy, stockings and shoes. Her nipples were clearly visible through the lace of her teddy, and her long shapely legs were enhanced by the high heels and pale skin above the stocking-tops.

		Patrick’s cock strained against his trousers. She didn’t say a word as she climbed onto the bed and spread her legs. The buttons at the crotch of the teddy were already undone, and he stared at her gaping sex. He knelt between her feet and opened his trousers, then looked into her eyes. When he took a breath to ask about her evening, she placed a finger to his lips and shook her head.

		“We’ll talk later,” she said. “First, I want you to reclaim me.”

		Patrick’s cock slid easily into her stretched-out pussy, and he fucked her with the same intensity as he had after her night with Joe. This time, probably because of the amount of beer he’d drunk, he managed to last much longer. Tina came just before he did. She held him close and whispered his name as he emptied inside her. All the tension of the previous few hours drained from him.

		They both quickly undressed and slipped beneath the covers, then Tina told him about her night with a real bull. She said he’d been very attentive and polite. He’d stroked her body and performed oral sex on her for a long time, bringing her to orgasm twice before he donned his condom and entered her. He’d fucked her three times, and Tina admitted she’d lost count of the number or orgasms she’d had by the time he finally left.

		“Was he better than Joe?” Patrick asked.

		She nodded. “Better. Bigger. I think we should stick to bulls from now on.”
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		Over the next couple of months, Tina saw three more bulls in different hotels. They visited Birmingham, Derby and Southport. Each time, Patrick went to a bar while Tina entertained in the hotel room, and each time he reclaimed her with unbridled passion. During the time between her playdates, their sex life was wonderful.

		They were in a hotel in Lytham St Annes, and Tina was applying her makeup as she got ready for a playdate with her fifth bull. 

		She looked at him via the mirror. “Why don’t you stay in the room while he’s here?”

		Patrick blinked, excitement coursing through him. “You mean watch you have sex with him?”

		She nodded. “You get such a kick out of hearing about it, I thought you might prefer to see it with your own eyes.”

		“You wouldn’t mind?” He’d never suggested it because it seemed like an invasion of privacy.

		“Of course not. I tell you everything that happens anyway, but if watching gives you an extra kick, I’m happy to do it.” She shrugged. “The bulls say their other hotwives’ husbands often watch.”

		His throat was dry. “Okay.”

		She smiled and continued getting ready. 

		That night was the most fulfilling experience of Patrick’s life. He watched in awe from a darkened corner as his beautiful wife gave herself to another man. He saw the way her body reacted to being pleasured by a man with a cock much bigger than his own. He heard her moans when the bull made her come. and he watched, spellbound, as the bull withdrew, peeled off his condom and sprayed his load all over her heaving chest.

		After the bull had left, Patrick fucked her with an urgency he couldn’t contain. Like the bull had earlier, he withdrew and shot his own cum onto her boobs, then he went back inside and managed to come again. They showered, returned to bed and had sex yet again. Afterwards, they agreed that Patrick should watch every playdate she had.
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		Tina was seeing a different bull every two or three weeks, so paying for a hotel room each time was becoming quite an expense. They decided to entertain bulls in their own house, and Patrick soon discovered that watching his wife getting all dressed up in their own bedroom, then seeing bulls take off her clothes and fuck her on the marital bed gave him an extra thrill. 

		Then one Saturday evening in June, things took a change for the better. The doorbell rang, and Tina smiled as she went to let her bull in. When she returned, Patrick’s jaw dropped. The bull was a huge black man whose shoulders brushed both sides of the doorjamb when he came into the living room. He looked about forty, was at least six-four, and probably twice Tina’s weight.

		“This is Drey,” she announced.

		Patrick shook his hand, then went to fix drinks. When he returned, Tina and Drey were sitting on the couch. Patrick took the armchair and watched them. The chemistry between them was undeniable, and neither could keep their eyes off the other. By the time they all headed upstairs, Tina seemed far more excited than usual. 

		As Patrick took his usual chair, Tina and Drey stood by the bed and kissed. Even in her four-inch heels, Drey had to bend a long way down for their lips to meet. Patrick watched as they slowly explored each other’s body, and after a few minutes, clothes started to be removed. Drey was incredibly muscular, and when he pushed his white shorts down, Patrick stared in awe at his enormous cock. It was bigger than anything he’d ever seen, even by bull-standards. He feared for his wife’s wellbeing.

		Tina certainly didn’t seem intimidated. She dropped to her knees, wrapped her small hands around the base and planted kisses along the shaft. She struggled to get the fat domed head into her mouth, so instead used her tongue to lick all around the crown. Then she got onto the bed and passed Drey a condom.

		Drey stared down at her body with hungry eyes as he rolled it on. It didn’t reach all the way down his huge shaft. Patrick held his breath as the bull positioned the tip at Tina’s opening. When he pushed in, Patrick stared in wonder as the huge cock sank into his wife’s body.

		Drey exhibited a lot of patience, taking it slow. Tina writhed and screamed through two orgasms within the first five minutes, but Patrick could see the bull hadn’t got all of his cock inside her. Drey still hadn’t managed to get his full length buried by the time he came. When he pulled out, Patrick was shocked to see the amount of cum in the teat of the condom. It hung down like a dead fish.

		Twenty minutes later, Drey was ready to go again. This time the bull did manage to sink his full length. Tina wailed and howled like Patrick had never heard her before, and he had no idea how many times she came. When Drey withdrew after his second orgasm, there was a similar volume of cum in the new condom. Patrick couldn’t tear his eyes away from it, but Drey wasn’t finished. After a short rest, he fucked her for a third time. He also fucked her from behind, which offered Patrick a perfect view of his wife taking the guy’s full length. For the finale, Drey laid her on her back, lifted her legs onto his shoulders, and railed her until he came. Even the third condom had a copious amount of cum in it. The guy was a sex machine.

		As Drey was getting dressed, he asked for another playdate. Tina immediately agreed to see him the following week. After he’d left, Patrick fucked her as hard as he could, but she didn’t make any of the noises she had with Drey. He came before she’d had a chance to, but she assured him it wasn’t a problem.

		The following week, as the three of them sat having drinks before going upstairs, Drey suggested a change to the rules.

		“I think we’d all get a lot more out of this playdate if I went in bare,” he said.

		Tina and Patrick exchanged a look.

		“I can assure you that I am clear of any infections,” the bull said. “I have regular check-ups, and I only go bareback with women I know I can trust.”

		Patrick’s mind flashed back to the previous week. Memories of the flooded condom made him tingle.

		Drey looked at Tina. “For us, the difference is obvious. I’d love to feel your wet pussy clinging to my cock without the rubber dulling the sensation, and I know you’d get a lot more out of feeling it skin on skin.” He turned to Patrick. “And you’d get more out of it, knowing I’m firing spunk deeper inside her than she’s ever had it before.”

		Patrick didn’t trust himself to speak. His heart crashed in his chest and his throat constricted. Tina was on the pill, and if Drey could guarantee he was STD-free, then could he really have a problem with it? He looked at Tina, whose eyes were wide. He wondered if she was as excited about it as he was.

		“What do you think?” she whispered.

		Patrick shrugged. “Are you happy to take him bare?”

		She nodded enthusiastically.

		Drey smiled broadly. “It’s settled then.” 

		The three of them went up to the bedroom. Patrick perched on the edge of his chair and watched Tina and Drey kiss and undress each other. Once she was completely naked, she lay on the bed, bent her legs and let them fall open. Drey grinned, his unsheathed cock sticking out in front of him. He turned to Patrick, then passed him a condom.

		“Here you go,” he said. “Put that on, then you can jerk off while I fill your wife’s pussy with cum.”

		Patrick was too shocked to reply but held his hand out anyway.

		Drey joined Tina on the bed, dragged the tip of his cock through her drenched folds, then pushed in. She opened up around him, and he sank his full length inside her. She groaned, and they were soon fucking with a slow, steady rhythm. Patrick could see the dark shaft of Drey’s cock glistening with her juices on every outstroke.  

		Tina had come at least twice before Patrick heard her whisper how much better it felt without a rubber. “It’s so much hotter, you’re setting my pussy on fire.”

		Drey chuckled. “Well, luckily for you, I’m ready to douse that fire with my hose.” He banged her harder then held still.

		Tina gasped and dug her fingers into his shoulders. The two of them were looking into each other’s eyes, and Patrick knew Drey was coming inside her. Flooding her pussy. He remembered how much cum had been in the condom the last time, and he wondered if Tina could feel it spurting out.

		Drey resumed his thrusts, and Tina whimpered and writhed beneath him. She came again, crying out and panting like a dog. When he finally pulled out, she turned her head to look at her husband and smiled. Patrick held her gaze for a moment, then trailed his eyes down her body. Tina clenched her muscles, and a stream of white goo ran from her gaping hole. She clenched again, and more seeped out.

		After allowing Drey a short rest, Tina slithered down his body and started sucking his dick. After just a few minutes, he was ready to go again. He seemed surprised that Patrick hadn’t jacked off into the condom. 

		He slid back inside Tina and began to fuck her slowly. It didn’t take long before Tina was screaming in ecstasy, as yet another orgasm surged through her. Drey fucked her like this for a long time, then withdrew and flipped her over.

		He looked over at Patrick. “Get your dick out and rubber up,” he said, positioning Tina on all fours and facing her husband. “This time, she’ll be looking into your eyes when I shoot my load.”

		Patrick’s cock was straining against his jeans, so he released it and rolled on the condom. As the bull slid back inside her, Patrick watched his wife’s face, which was beaded in sweat with strands of blonde hair stuck to it. 

		Drey fucked her hard, and her expressions suggested she was feeling a little pain but a lot of pleasure. Patrick gripped his sheathed cock and pumped his hand in time with the bull’s thrusts. Tina’s tits and hair swung with the thrusts, and her eyes fluttered. When Drey pushed deep and held still, her eyes and mouth opened wide. She looked shocked, and Patrick was sure she could feel Drey’s cock spitting its load inside her. Patrick flooded the condom and let out a gasp. Tina smiled at him.

		Patrick excused himself and went to dispose of the condom in the bathroom bin. By the time he returned, the bull was dressed and Tina had on her robe. 

		After Drey had left, Patrick and Tina lay on the damp sheets and talked about what had happened. She admitted that changing the condom rule had made the sex with Drey even better.

		“How did you feel about it?” she asked.

		He was a little embarrassed to admit his feelings. “I got a huge buzz knowing he was coming inside you. I can’t explain why.”

		“I was thinking that maybe I could see Drey on a regular basis.”

		He shrugged. “That’s fine with me.”

		“And if I make all the other bulls wear condoms, can I take Drey bare every time?”

		Patrick nodded. Evidently, Tina was as happy as he was about the change to the rules.
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		Welcome back to the Letters page, a.k.a. the part of the magazine you pretend to skim but actually read twice.

		So here we are, Issue #2, and our inbox is absolutely bursting with stories that make me question everything I thought I knew about suburban marriages. Some of these letters? Definitely happened. Others? Pure fantasy fuel written by someone with way too vivid an imagination and access to a thesaurus. Most of them? Probably started as truth and got a little... embellished in the retelling.

		And you know what? I'm totally here for it.

		Think of this as your monthly guilty pleasure. Part advice column, part confession booth, part "holy shit, did they really just tell us that?" Whether you're a curious couple sneaking peeks at lifestyle websites, a seasoned hotwife with your own collection of hotel key cards, or just someone who enjoys a good story with their coffee, you've come to the right place.

		Fair warning: some of these might make you spit out your drink. Others might have you booking a weekend getaway. All of them will leave you wondering if your neighbours are having way more fun than you thought.

		So grab whatever helps you relax, turn the page, and dive in. And hey, if you've got your own story brewing (whether it happened last weekend or just in your head), drop us a line. We promise we won't judge. Much.

		Happy reading,

		— The ACHE Collective

		

	
		

		Do Dreams Come True?

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Afew weeks ago, I had a dream that involved catching a couple having sex at a party. In the dream, I was a single guy who’d gone to the party on my own. There were familiar faces there, people I knew from different parts of my life. We were all standing around on the patio, drinking and shooting the breeze when I realised I needed to pee. I went into the house in search of the bathroom. There were a few people fixing themselves fresh drinks in the kitchen as I passed through, but otherwise the house seemed empty. I went upstairs and opened the first door I came to. 

		It wasn’t the bathroom but a bedroom, and it wasn’t empty. On the bed was a pile of coats, presumably those of the other party guests, and directly opposite the door was a couple having sex. The woman had her back against the wall and the guy had his trousers around his knees. Rather than halting his thrusts, he just told me this room was taken. I stood rooted to the spot, because the woman staring at me over his shoulder was my wife, Andrea.

		The man ignored my presence and just kept going. With each of his thrusts, she winced and let out a short gasp. Then her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth dropped open and she let out a long moan as she came. I could see her rocking her body against his. Suddenly, she opened her eyes and looked at me. The guy banged harder, working up to his own finale, but she didn’t seem to be paying him any attention. Her eyes were locked on mine. When the man came, his arse cheeks clenched and released with each spasm.

		That’s when I woke up. I lay in the dark with my heart racing as Andrea slept peacefully beside me. I was shocked to find that dreaming about my wife having sex with another man had given me an erection. Part of me wanted to wake her up and fuck her like the man in my dream had, but I closed my eyes and tried to calm my breathing. It was a long time before I eventually fell back to sleep.

		The dream played on my mind the following day, mainly because it now seemed so far-fetched. The people at the party couldn’t possibly know each other because some were old friends from university, and others from work or my rugby club. Most had never met each other.

		A couple of days later I decided to tell Andrea. She was intrigued and asked a whole host of questions. I told her who I remembered from the patio. Then her questions zeroed in on the action in the bedroom. 

		Who was the man I was with? I said I didn’t recognise him, though I’d only seen his face in profile when he turned his head to tell me the room was taken. 

		What was I wearing? I couldn’t see anything except a dark dress pushed up around her waist, her bare legs and a pair of high heels.

		Why didn’t you stop me? I wasn’t sure. Even though I’d recognised her, she hadn’t been my wife in the dream.

		So why did you stay and watch us? I shrugged and told her it was because she was staring at me, and I couldn’t make myself move.

		Did I speak to you? Other than the guy telling me the room was taken, nobody spoke. The only sounds had been her gasps with each thrust, and her moans when she came.

		And that was the end of the dream? I revealed that after her climax, she’d opened her eyes and looked at me while her lover finished.

		Did he come inside me? I nodded, saying that as he had, her gaze had been fixed on me as if to say, ‘I’m taking his cum’.

		I hesitated a few seconds and then admitted that after I’d woken up, I had an erection. She seemed to find that part particularly interesting. I changed the subject and nothing more was said until we were in bed that night. She complained that her dreams were never as much fun as mine and asked if I’d dream up another fuck-buddy for her. I laughed and promised to try. We had great sex that night. She was far wetter than usual, and she came almost as soon as I entered her, and again when I finished.

		A few days later as we were sitting in our living room, she slid off her chair and crawled over to kneel by my feet. With a glint in her eyes, she began unbuckling my jeans and said she was thinking about my dream. My cock was already hard by the time she wrapped her fingers around it. She pumped her hand, and then things got freaky. She told me to imagine it was like in my dream, and that another man was fucking her while she wanked me off. 

		I was too shocked to answer, but then she started to jerk her body as if being slammed from behind. And with each jerk, she feigned pleasure and let out a little gasp. Her expression was exactly like it’d been in the dream, and the idea of another man fucking her filled my head. Andrea fluttered her eyes and pretended to climax, and I shot my load. She pumped her hand faster, draining me as I groaned and shuddered. Then she passed me some tissues and smiled, saying since I obviously liked the idea as much as she did, we should play out that little scenario again. 

		Last night she suggested we revisit our fantasy. She promised to suck me off next time, but rather than us both having to pretend there’s another man there, she’ll invite one around. Apparently, there’s a guy at her gym who would be up for it. All I have to do is say the word, and she can arrange it.

		So, what do I do?

		The sex we’ve had since I told her about my dream has been off the scale, and the time she pretended someone else was fucking her while she wanked me off was the hottest thing I can remember. The idea of doing it for real gives me shivers, but would involving another man in our private game ruin things between us? 

		Should it remain just a fantasy, or do dreams come true?

		Trevor, Sunderland, UK.

		

	
		

		Age Doesn’t Mean The End Of Sex

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Ienjoyed the letters in the last edition of your magazine, and thought the remarkable evolution of my marriage over the past few months deserved to be told. Perhaps my experience might help other couples facing similar challenges, as others have suggested in their letters.

		At 58, I'm blessed to be married to Joanna, my stunning 38-year-old wife. When we met eight years ago, our 20-year age gap seemed inconsequential. I was a recently divorced professor, and she was a vibrant post-graduate student in my department (after the semester ended, of course). The chemistry was immediate and powerful. For years, our sex life was extraordinary. I prided myself on keeping pace with her appetite and energy.

		However, time is unforgiving. Around my 56th birthday, I began noticing changes. Despite maintaining good health and fitness, my stamina waned. Erectile issues became more frequent, and recovery periods stretched from minutes to hours to sometimes days. Medications helped somewhat, especially Viagra, but the stark reality remained—I could no longer satisfy Joanna the way she deserved without assistance.

		I watched my beautiful wife's frustration grow, though she tried valiantly to hide it. The sparkle in her eyes dimmed. Our lovemaking became less frequent, more going through the motions. One night, after another disappointing encounter, I lay awake contemplating our future. The thought of Joanna settling for an increasingly limited sex life for the next twenty years was unbearable. She deserved better.

		After weeks of research and soul-searching, I created a profile on a discreet lifestyle website. I was careful. No identifying photos, just an honest description of our situation and what we (or rather, she) might be looking for. The responses flooded in. I vetted them carefully, selecting only the most respectful, articulate candidates who understood our unique circumstances.

		When I finally broached the subject with Joanna, her initial reaction was exactly as I'd expected: shock, followed by adamant refusal.

		"I married you, Richard, not some rotating cast of men," she insisted. "We'll work through this together."

		"Just look at the messages," I urged, showing her my tablet. "No commitment. Just see what's out there."

		Reluctantly, she began scrolling through the profiles I'd curated. I watched her expression shift from sceptical to curious as she viewed photos of fit men in their thirties and early forties. Her breathing changed subtly when she read their thoughtful, explicit messages describing what they'd like to do with her.

		"These men actually want to... with me? While you watch?" she asked, her voice betraying a hint of excitement beneath the disbelief.

		"They're practically begging for the chance," I confirmed. "And yes, I'd be there. This would be something we explore together."

		Over the next week, Joanna returned to the tablet repeatedly, reviewing profiles and messages. We had long, honest conversations about desires, boundaries, and fears. Gradually, her resistance melted into cautious interest.

		"If we did this," she said one evening, "It would be just physical. No strings. Nothing emotional."

		"Absolutely," I agreed. "And we stop the moment either of us feels uncomfortable."

		We selected Jason, a 34-year-old personal trainer with a respectful way about him and an impressive physique. After several video chats to establish comfort and chemistry, we invited him to meet for drinks. The connection between him and Joanna was immediate and electric. Under the table, her hand squeezed my thigh, our prearranged signal that she approved.

		Two nights later, Jason arrived at our home. Joanna had spent hours preparing—a new lingerie set, her favourite perfume, hair and makeup impeccable. Her nervousness manifested in constant small adjustments to the room, rearranging pillows, adjusting lighting. I poured drinks for everyone, my own hands slightly unsteady with anticipation.

		"We can still call this off," I whispered to her as Jason excused himself to the bathroom.

		"No," she said firmly, eyes bright with excitement. "I want this. I want you to watch. If you don’t enjoy it, we can stop at any time."

		When Jason returned, the atmosphere shifted. He approached Joanna with confident grace, taking her glass and setting it aside before drawing her into a deep kiss. I settled into the armchair we'd positioned in the corner, my heart pounding as I watched another man's hands begin to explore my wife's body.

		What followed was nothing short of revelatory. Jason undressed Joanna with deliberate slowness, his hard, muscular body contrasting with her soft, full curves. When he finally removed his boxer briefs, Joanna's eyes widened. He was magnificently endowed, with a seven-inch cock that was circumcised, neat and tidy, thick and veiny. And in that moment, any lingering doubts I had about this arrangement vanished. This was exactly what she needed.

		Their lovemaking was raw and intense. Jason possessed the stamina of youth combined with the skill and attentiveness of a mature man. He took Joanna in ways I physically couldn't anymore, lifting her effortlessly, maintaining vigorous rhythms, fucking her so hard that he had her crying out in pleasure. From my vantage point, I witnessed my wife's ecstasy that I hadn't seen in years.

		"Oh god, Richard, he's so strong," she gasped at one point, making eye contact with me while Jason took her from behind. “I think he’s going to break my pussy.”

		Jason brought Joanna to climax four times before he needed to come. He made her kneel down and shot his load all over my wife’s pretty face. Afterwards, he cleaned up and left respectfully, understanding our need for private reconnection. Joanna collapsed beside me on the bed, her body glistening with exertion, a look of satisfied wonder on her cum-glazed face.

		"Thank you," she whispered, curling against me. "I didn't know how much I needed that."

		In the weeks since, we've invited Jason back twice and introduced two other young men, Bradley and Mitch, into our arrangement. The transformation in Joanna has been remarkable, she's more vibrant, more affectionate, more alive. 

		I've discovered something unexpected about myself as well. Watching Joanna's pleasure has become my primary source of sexual fulfilment. The vicarious joy of seeing her experience heights of ecstasy is more satisfying than any physical sensation I could achieve myself. There's a profound contentment in knowing I've found a way to ensure my wife's needs are met without either of us compromising our commitment to each other.

		For other older husbands married to younger wives, I offer this perspective: true love sometimes means acknowledging your limitations and finding creative solutions. What might seem threatening to your masculinity — watching another man please your wife — can actually be the most powerful expression of security and love.

		Joanna and I have discussed boundaries for the future. She's free to enjoy these physical relationships as long as I'm present and emotional attachments are avoided. She's accepted that my role is now primarily as voyeur and facilitator rather than active participant, and remarkably, this has enhanced rather than diminished her attraction to me.

		"You've given me permission to have everything," she told me recently. "How could I not love you more for that?"

		As we enter this new chapter of our marriage, I feel not diminished but expanded. Age may have limited certain physical capabilities, but it has granted me the wisdom to prioritise my wife's happiness above outdated notions of possession and performance. In doing so, I've discovered a deeper, more mature form of intimacy than I ever thought possible.

		Yours sincerely,

		Wiser With Age, Bristol

		

	
		

		Hubby Loses Me In A Poker Game And We All Win

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		I’m 35 years old, and until today, I have never experienced anything remotely letter-worthy. Let me set the scene. First, although my age is slowly catching up to me, I am proud of my relatively fit body thanks to a rigorous gym and Pilates regimen, and a healthy diet. My currently red hair has grown to reach my lower back. My husband, Walter, is wonderful in all ways. My best friend, my love, and, although he doesn’t take many risks, he is an excellent lover.

		Every summer, my husband’s friends hold a Christmas in July party. It’s usually an excuse for them to run off to some cabin for a weekend of drinking, poker, and most likely hookers. At least that is what I believed. Walter promised me he never touched any of the girls who showed up, although I often fantasize about the possibilities.

		Anyway, the big weekend was only a day away when Walter cornered me in the laundry room. The short version of the conversation went something like this:

		“Honey, I was wondering…” His pause indicated he was concerned about how I would react.

		“Yes, honey.” I admit, my attention was focused on moving the clothes from the washer to the dryer and less on whatever favor he was going to ask me. However, I wasn’t prepared for what he said next.

		“What would you say if I invited you to join me on the trip…?” Again, he trailed off. His query was mysterious, and I turned to meet his gaze, surprised to find his eyes filled with a mixture of fear and arousal.

		“What are you really asking, Walter?” I couldn’t pull away from his stare. I felt the familiar tingle of arousal rise in my body.

		“Well, I suppose. Oh fuck, I’ll just say it. Vanessa, I want you to be the hooker this weekend.”

		I had to pick my jaw off the ground. Walter wasn’t known to be so direct. Nor had we ever discussed sharing me with other men, though I would be a liar if I said that it wasn’t one of my favorite fantasies.

		“Wait, let me get this straight, Walter. You want me to go on a trip with you to a cabin in the woods with 5 men and have sex with them?”

		His eyes flickered with disappointment. It was obvious he expected rejection.

		“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have asked. It was…” He never finished the sentence. In the few seconds since he voiced his naughty proposal, my pussy had flooded. Thousands of images of me having wild sex with his friends flickered in my mind. I had never fantasized about screwing his friends before, but now it was all I could think about. I didn’t know how to tell Walter how excited it made me without sounding too eager, so I did the only thing I could think of and gave him the best blow job of his life. When I finished wiping his sticky cum from my lips, I managed a hoarse, “I’d love to go, but are you sure?”

		Walter spent the rest of the night reassuring me into several orgasms.

		The weekend started with a long drive to the cabin. I asked Walter what to wear, and he only said whatever makes me feel sexy, but also something that I don’t care if it gets ripped or stained. I tried to contain my enthusiasm, but I swear, every word he said only stirred the honey pot. It didn’t help that Walter was sporting an erection the whole ride. I offered to take care of it, but he insisted I save my aching need for the boys. We were the first to arrive. I always pictured Walter and his friends staying in a rustic log cabin barely big enough for a couple, let alone 5 guys. I was pleasantly surprised to find a modern interior with six bedrooms, a full kitchen, and several televisions. Soft French cream carpeting blanketed the floors, and the wood-paneled walls framed the panoramic glass looking out over the resort behind us. There was a large wraparound deck and a plunge pool in the back.

		“Make yourself comfortable. The guys will be here shortly. We won’t start playing poker until after dinner.” Walter’s instructions seemed very measured, but he softened, turned toward me, took my face in both hands, and continued, “Are you certain you want to do this? You don’t have to. Nothing will change between us if you back out.”

		“Are you sure you are ok with it?” I rubbed his crotch, amazed to find him rock hard. Walter’s passionate French kiss gave me my answer. It had been a while since I felt his desire this strong. I might have fucked him had the rest of the boys not burst through the front door.

		Things were slow at first. The guys seemed a little shy while we all unpacked and Ronnie, Walter’s friend from work, barbecued some steaks. I wore a short sundress that barely covered my bosom and my bottom. The few clothed areas were see-through, as it was meant to be worn with a bra and panties.

		It took the poker game to get things started. That’s when I realized the boys were not expecting me to be involved. Maybe they were expecting a hooker, but they did not think I was their entertainment. I whispered to Walter, and he took things from there.

		“Guys, I forgot to get cash on my way,” he lied, “Can we do collateral?”

		Mitch, a beefy man who went to college with us, spoke up. “Not your smart watch again? That’s barely enough for an ante!”

		Walter laughed. “No, I was thinking more like an hour with my wife.”

		The room went silent as the boys looked at Walter in shock, then at me, then back at Walter to make sure he wasn’t bluffing.

		“What do you mean by an hour with your wife? Isn’t that why we come here in the first place? To get away from our wives?” Greg chimed in.

		“No, you come here to get away from your wife. If you win the pot, you get to spend an hour doing whatever you want with my wife. She can’t say no, right, honey?”

		I smiled, leaned over, and kissed him hard. “Yes, love!” I knew the boys were getting an eyeful of my rounded bottom as my dress hiked up past the safe-for-work zone.

		“So, you are ok if we…”

		I hadn’t realized his friends were so timid.

		“You’ve got to win a hand to find out, Steve.” Walter laid down a straight to the nine.

		Steve looked right at me as he laid down a straight flush.“Come to daddy,” he said, giving me a wide grin and beckoning me to sit on his lap.

		“Holy shit, Walter, she’s dripping wet!” Steve wasted no time running his fingers under my dress. My eyes rolled back as he spread my folds. The anticipation had edged me all day, and my pussy was very needy. With his left hand, he slid two fingers into my core while he unzipped his shorts. I didn’t see his cock for more than a second as it disappeared under my dress, but I felt its thickness as it struggled for a moment at the entryway to paradise before sliding inside.

		Oh my god, another man’s cock is in me and it feels so filling!

		I wriggled until his balls touched my clit. All eyes were on Steve and me as I gyrated slowly, savoring the new sensations.

		I wanted nothing more than to have Steve bend me over the table and rail me, but he was content to lift my dress over my head and toss it to the floor. Then he spun me slightly so he could grasp my swollen nipple in his mouth while he fingered my clit.

		I couldn’t help myself, and I started moaning, begging him to take me.

		“Take me now,” I heard myself yell, “or I will find someone else who will!”

		The guys all raised their hands to offer their services. Steve took the not-so-subtle hint and stood, forcing his cock deeper inside me, then laid me on my back, holding my legs in his strong arms as he thrust hard and fast. I could see by the way he was concentrating that he was close to climax.

		“Go ahead, Steve, cover my pussy with your cream.”

		Steve pulled out and shot his load all over my labia and clit. My body shook as I began to orgasm. The game was pretty much over by then as I barely had time to recover from the aftershocks before Greg flipped me over and rammed his long cock into my pussy. My cries of pleasure opened my mouth wide just in time to be filled by Mitch.

		I dare say I had more sex that weekend than I had during the rest of the summer. At one point, I was squatting on someone’s cock while my mouth and both hands were filled. I slept the ride home, sated, sore, and still dripping wet. As I fell asleep, I knew I would wake up ready to explore this new dimension to Walter's and my lifestyle. 

		Ante'd in Iowa

		

	
		

		Trailside Rite of Passage

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		It was our first trek, and my husband Dan and I were finally off together exploring nature. We’d left the kids with my mum and packed light—only small backpacks and hotels booked for the week. No tent, no sleeping bags—just as our friends had advised.

		Excited, on day one, we headed to the woods.

		But we started late. We only hit the trail at 5 pm—big mistake. By 9, it was pitch-black, and we still hadn’t reached our hotel. Then a storm rolled in, and by 11, we were drenched… and lost. No chance of making it to the hotel. The light from our phones was draining the batteries. Panic crept in.

		Then, just off the trail, we saw it—a flicker of orange firelight in a small grove. We rushed towards it, desperate. Beneath an open shelter, a small fire burned steadily, its glow catching on clothes—shirts, trousers, underwear—hung on sticks to dry. Beside the flames, a figure lay half-tucked into a large sleeping bag.

		Whoever it was had clearly been caught in the storm, too. Dan and I paused, unsure whether to step closer. Then the figure stirred, lifted his head, and raised an arm from the bag, waving us over.

		“Come,” he called in a deep American Midwestern accent. “You’ll freeze out there.”

		Dan and I stepped under the shelter, just far enough for the rain to stop pounding on our shoulders.

		The man in the sleeping bag shifted onto his side, propping himself up on an elbow. Now we could see him better—long beard, late forties, maybe early fifties, naked hairy chest, a kind of weathered rocker look.

		He gave us a small nod and a smile. “I’m Merv.”

		Dan offered a wave. “Dan.”

		I followed suit, shyly. “Sophie. Good to meet you, Merv.”

		Merv gestured towards the fire. “Take off your clothes, spread them to dry, throw a few logs on, then jump in.” He nodded at the unzipped side of his bag.

		“Jump in?” I asked, eyebrows rising. “You don’t mean… naked?”

		He smiled. “Can’t let you in soaking wet, love. My sleeping bag—my rules.”

		“Are you… naked in there?”

		“Oh yeah. Why not? Come on. It’s a double sleeping bag. Room for three if you squeeze.”

		I bit my lip. “I’m not sure I can…”

		“I see. Tell you what.” He reached for a tightly rolled yoga mat beside the sleeping bag and shoved it in front of him. “Here. A barrier. You won’t touch a thing.”

		Dan and I exchanged a glance. Did we even have a choice? The cold, the wetness clinging to our skin—we were shivering. Merv was right. We had to dry off or freeze.

		Dan dropped his backpack and stripped off his shirt at once.

		I sighed, placed my backpack on the ground, pulled off my boots and wet socks, and set them by the fire.

		Then, gripping the hem of my light sports T-shirt, I looked back at Merv. “Just… don’t peek, OK?”

		He raised his hands in mock surrender. “Tell you what—I’ll do one better.” He cupped both hands over his eyes in a dramatic flourish.

		I peeled off my T-shirt, then my trekking trousers—wet, clinging, miserable—and laid them out by the fire.

		I stood in just a thong and bra, hesitating. They clung to me, soaked through. And Merv had said: naked. But…

		I looked at Dan. He was already stark naked, hanging his clothes over the fire, calm as anything.

		Another breath—and I took off my bra and placed it on the last free stick.

		I looked at my bare chest. Firm C-cups, a flat stomach—I’d always kept myself slim and fit. A pretty face, too. No wonder Merv had given me that look when we first appeared.

		I looked at him.

		Still covering his eyes. Alright then… I’ll do it.

		I slid my thong down and tossed it to Dan, who caught it with a smile and added it to the pile.

		Covering my breasts with one arm, the other hand between my legs, I stepped towards the sleeping bag.

		Dan tossed a few logs on the fire and hurried in after me. We stood awkwardly.

		“Go on,” Merv murmured, still not looking but sensing our movements. “Get in before you freeze.”

		Dan moved first—climbing into the far side of the sleeping bag, leaving me between him and Merv.

		I looked at Dan. He shrugged. I knew. He wouldn’t lie next to a naked stranger—not even with the rolled mat between them.

		So what now? You’re OK with your wife doing it instead?

		I didn’t say it. I just slipped in, curled on my side to face Dan. He mirrored me. Behind me, Merv’s body loomed. The rolled mat pressed uncomfortably against my back.

		Dan wrapped an arm around me, pulling me in. Still too tight. Merv gave a low grunt. I tried pressing closer to Dan. Our faces were nearly touching, yet the padding dug into my spine.

		We lay like that for a few minutes. Then Merv spoke, his deep voice low.

		“This thing’s too rough. Shall we take it out?”

		I didn’t answer… just nodded.

		He shifted, pulled out the rolled mat, and tossed it aside. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

		He pressed closer. His body was hot against mine; his skin grazed the backs of my legs, and the coarse hair of his chest brushed my back. And then I felt it—his cock, warm and unyielding against my arse cheek. He was hard. Big. I could feel every inch of him.

		Then his arm slid around my front, hand closing around my breast.

		I froze. My eyes met Dan’s, the firelight catching just enough to show his face. He didn’t look shocked or angry—just gave me a soft smile.

		When in Rome…

		We stayed like that. Still. Two, three minutes.

		Then Merv’s cock shifted lower, slid between my thighs… and nudged against my pussy.

		Oh shit.

		My eyes went wide.

		Dan understood. But he didn’t stop him. He just leaned in and kissed my cheek.

		And then it happened. One long, steady push—and Merv’s cock parted me. My pussy lips spread around him.

		He couldn’t go fully in—not in that tight side-by-side position—but he went deep. Far deeper than I’d expected. I’d never felt so full, my body trembling with it.

		“That’s better,” he whispered behind me. “We’ll stay still.”

		But we didn’t.

		His hand kneaded my breast, gently, deliberately. And as my chest heaved, I realised my pussy was pulsing around his cock.

		I began to move—my hips rocking back, slowly.

		That was the sign.

		Merv started thrusting. Small at first. Then deeper. Somehow, impossibly, deeper each time—his cock stretching me, filling me.

		He fucked me. Just like that. Quiet. Steady. Insistent.

		I didn’t make a sound—kept my lips pressed shut, staring at Dan, who still held me round the waist.

		Then came the gasp I couldn’t hold back. My whole body shook. My orgasm—quiet, but deeper than ever before.

		Behind me, Merv groaned. His cock pulsed deep inside me—I felt the warmth as he came.

		And Dan?

		Dan pressed his cock against my belly. I felt it twitch, then spill—his cum spreading across my skin.

		Eventually, my orgasm passed, leaving me breathless and raw.

		“Oh God,” I whispered. “What have we done?”

		Merv’s voice came from behind me—calm, tender. “Nothing. Just the rite of passage into Merv’s sleeping bag.”

		Then he stilled.

		None of us spoke. A minute passed. Merv didn’t pull out. He just stayed there—still inside me. Still hard.

		Then he let go of my breast, leaned close to my ear, and whispered, “We’ll stay like this, Sophie. Saves space.”

		I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to.

		It took a while before his cock softened and slipped out.

		Stillness. Quiet. Just the fire crackling.

		And I must’ve dozed off.

		I woke to movement. The first light was seeping in—the air cool, the sky pale.

		Merv eased himself from the bag, then stood up, his cock hanging soft. He didn’t speak—just smiled faintly when our eyes met.

		I nudged Dan. He stirred and looked at me.

		We both knew it was time.

		We slipped out of the bag, still naked. No point in modesty now.

		Merv’s eyes passed over my body. Another faint smile. No words.

		He dressed quietly.

		Dan and I did the same—silent, confused, yet at peace.

		Merv rolled up his sleeping bag, strapped it to his pack, and nodded. “Good meeting you, Sophie. Dan.”

		And just like that, he headed off down the trail.

		We never saw him again.

		But we did finish the hike.

		Changed. Forever.

		I suppose that’s how it happens, isn’t it?

		That’s how I became a hotwife.

		Sophie

		

	
		

		Shore Fling

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		When my husband, Jake, gave me permission to sleep with other men, I never thought it’d actually happen. I didn’t ask for permission, nor did I want it. He said I deserve it because I hadn’t had many partners when we met. He thinks I missed out, though I didn’t feel that way. But this was about something else. Jake gets off on fantasies of other men having me.

		I’ll admit it’s been fun playing the dirty girl and indulging those fantasies in our bedroom, but I’d been clear it wouldn’t happen in real life. Still, he maintains I have the green light. I never thought it’d matter until our family vacation to the Shore this summer. 

		One of my favorite things during our annual vacations to the Shore is to get up early, ride my bike to the beach, and watch the sunrise over the ocean. The first morning at the Shore, I put my beach chair on my back and rode the six blocks to the beach. I sat and let the sound of the surf and the salty air engulf me while the sun rose. I removed my cover-up and waded into the grayish-green water. My breath caught with the chill, but it didn’t stop me from going deeper.

		I noticed Tyler watching me come out of the water. I didn’t know his name yet. He sat on a towel beside a surfboard and watched as I swept my dripping hair back, a motion that unintentionally thrust my breasts forward. He smiled at that.

		I discounted his interest at first. I didn’t believe this handsome, shaggy-blond guy in his 20s was checking out my 46-year-old mom bod. I’ve kept in good shape, but three children and decades of gravity have taken their toll. I wear a two-piece without shame, but it’s a modest one. I don’t expect that kind of attention from a broad-shouldered guy who looks like Tyler. Even in his wetsuit, I could tell he was built. 

		I shyly returned his smile but looked away, unsure what to do with the tingling it stirred inside. I felt him watching while I towelled off. I didn’t linger on the beach because I didn’t know what I’d do if he spoke to me.

		I didn’t tell Jake about Tyler. I knew it would get him going, so I kept it as my little secret. My young admirer was on my mind when I returned to the beach with my family later. I was attuned to whatever attention came my way. I noticed glances from men my age. Their looks were flattering, but didn’t give the same charge I got from Tyler. 

		Even though I was exhausted from a day on the beach and an evening walking the boardwalk with the kids, I pounced on Jake that night. We had to be quiet because our rented Shore condo was small, but I needed relief. He asked what had gotten into me, but I kept my secret.

		I buzzed with anticipation on the ride to the beach the next morning. The disappointment when I didn’t see Tyler was palpable, and I felt silly. Then I spotted him surfing, and it was my turn to watch. Seeing his grace and control riding the board was a bigger turn-on than him ogling me. That wetsuit hugged his body, and god was he fit! My mind filled with thoughts of what that body could do to me. I’d never had such dirty thoughts and blamed Jake for putting ideas in my head. I squeezed my thighs together and had to take a dip to cool off. 

		Tyler paddled over and introduced himself. His smile was dazzling. He was even more charming than he was handsome. I fumbled over my name, and everything I said felt silly. We sat together on the beach and flirted. He suggested I needed a wetsuit too. That’s when I realized how obvious the chilly water had left my nipples. Brazenly, I didn’t cover them. I declined his offer of coffee, saying, “Maybe tomorrow.” He seemed pleased I planned to see him again.

		That night, I bought a new bikini on the boardwalk. The floral-print number was respectable, but it wasn’t a tankini, which I’d worn for years. The way the top offered up my breasts—my tits—made me feel ridiculous. 

		I mentioned Tyler to Jake. My shameless flirting had left me guilty—and hornier than I’d been in years. When I was done with Jake, he suggested I accept Tyler’s coffee offer. We both knew what he meant. I said he was crazy. I toyed with my rings and told him I could never…

		Tyler sat on his board in the water when I arrived at the beach. I felt like I was posing for him when I removed my cover-up. The way he watched me walk toward the surf made me wet before the water touched me. 

		He insisted on a surf lesson. It was an excuse to put his hands on me. He worked on boards at a local surf shop, and his hands were rough and strong. I wanted to feel them all over me. The lesson left me laughing and giggling like a girl, but my heart wasn’t pounding because of the adrenaline rush of surfing. When I asked him about that coffee, he told me his apartment was close by. 

		Tyler’s tiny apartment was over a garage. We didn’t stop in the spartan kitchen for coffee, but my cover-up was left on the floor. I tore at his wetsuit while he pushed me through the bedroom door. The cramped space left no room to move. My bikini top was tossed back through the door before he pushed me onto his bed. I watched him shimmy out of his wetsuit and trunks. 

		He was thick and veiny. Being shaved down there made him look even bigger. Tyler grinned when he caught me staring. That smile said, You’ve never seen one this big. I had, but it’d been a while. He leered at me, topless on his bed, and it grew larger. I wanted him to get on the bed and take me. 

		I wrapped my fingers around him when he was over me. He kissed me, and in my desperation, I chased his tongue back into his mouth. I whimpered when he moved down my body. I didn’t need foreplay. I was so wet, he could have just slid it in. But then he was all over my tits, and I was in heaven. 

		I fought a sudden shyness when he peeled my bikini bottom down. Did he expect me to be shaved? He made me come in a matter of seconds with his tongue, then he made me come again. I was so easy for him. 

		I was trembling when he put my legs over his shoulders and stretched me open. Tyler’s tongue had me dripping, but I wasn’t prepared to be stretched like that. He started slow and smiled at the way his cock made my eyes roll back.

		Tyler kept saying he wanted to see me come on his cock. The dirty talk was perfect for how slutty I felt. I begged him to fuck me hard with that big cock and make me come. Jake wouldn’t have recognized the slut in Tyler’s bed. 

		Tyler pressed my legs against my chest and hammered me. I came so loudly, the neighbors must’ve heard. I loved the feeling of his heavy balls slapping my ass. 

		I was still coming when he turned me over and drove in from behind. It felt so good I didn’t even worry about what he thought of my 46-year-old ass. I said he could do anything he wanted when he pulled my hair. I was coming so hard, I forgot to tell him to pull out when he finished. I swear he pumped a gallon of cum inside me. 

		Before Round Two, I sent Jake a text to say I was grabbing coffee. He’d know what that meant. Back on Tyler’s bed, I thanked him for all those orgasms with my mouth before getting on top to show him what I could do. 

		I was too sore to ride my bike when Tyler sent me home to Jake full of his cum. That young surfer wrecked me. How did Jake feel when he finally got his wish? Well, that night we had to sneak out and use our minivan because neither of us could keep quiet. 

		I met Tyler every morning for the rest of the week, and he did things to me—made me feel things—I didn’t even know were possible. My crush was deep, and I was heartbroken to leave him behind. It was probably best it’d been a vacation fling, though, because I couldn’t have stayed away from him. 

		Jake is encouraging me to find another playmate, but I’m scared I’ll lose control. A big, hard, young dick is just too addictive!
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		Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #3

		

		— The ACHE Collective

		

		Coming November 2025

		

		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 favourite 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 #2 will deliver.

		Dear Hotwife Digest will be back with more juicy letters — and who knows, one of them might be yours.

		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:

		https://medium.com/authors-of-cuckold-and-hotwife-erotica

		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 November.
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