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		Welcome to Issue #6 of Hotwife Digest

		 

		Brought to you by the ACHE Collective

		 

		Welcome back, and if this is your first time picking up Hotwife Digest — hello, and you're in for a treat. If you’re a returning reader, welcome back!

		This month we have five stories that cover a lot of ground.

		Alex Lee follows a couple into the ancient canyons of Petra, where a charismatic Bedouin trader makes a promise — and, as it turns out, keeps it.

		Delores Swallows gives us Marc, home early from a work trip, frozen on the landing outside his bedroom door, listening to his wife on the phone and realizing that the break she took from the lifestyle is well and truly over.

		GK Grayson takes us to a sun-soaked anniversary resort, where a husband slips a string bikini into his wife's suitcase hoping she might loosen up a little — with absolutely no idea how far she's about to take that permission.

		Hardison Parker brings us inside H.A.R.D., the private members club that Alyssa helped build, on a night when a stranger with electric presence walks in and changes the atmosphere entirely.

		And Thomas Roberts, opens with Dan and Mia, a couple who have been quietly reading each other's secret fantasies for years without knowing it — and what happens when they finally say it out loud.

		Five writers. Five couples. Five very different stories.

		We hope you enjoy them all.

		 

		The Editorial Team, ACHE Hotwife Digest
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		The Camel He Promised

		 

		Alex Lee

		 

		A chance encounter in Little Petra turns playful when a charismatic Bedouin offers camels in exchange for a night with Evie. What begins as teasing curiosity follows the couple into Petra at Night, where flickering lights, music, and rising tension blur the line between fantasy and reality. As her husband watches, Evie is drawn deeper into a moment neither of them planned—but both have imagined. In the shadow of the Treasury, desire is tested, boundaries shift, and some promises are paid in full.

		 

		Evie and I stood before one of several alcoves lining the canyon, many turned into makeshift rooms by local traders—floors covered in rugs, fire pits set, cutlery laid out. We looked out over the canyon below, catching our breath after the climb up the carved steps cut into the rock.

		We were glad our guide had swapped another castle visit for Little Petra. The canyon was amazing—out of this world. Evie and I, much younger than the rest of our group, perhaps the only couple in our early thirties, had gone further in than the others. We’d taken so many photos and selfies, climbed so many formations and stairways, that we’d reached a point where, despite still being amazed, we felt it was time to head back.

		“Shall we head back?” I asked.

		“Yeah,” Evie said.

		I’d just placed my hand at the small of her back to guide her down the steps when my gaze caught a man in the alcove, sitting cross-legged in front of a fire pit set into the rock.

		It was strange. The other traders along the canyon had pestered us to buy their goods—bronze camels and other little trinkets—but this one wasn’t offering anything. He had a stall beside him with souvenirs, yet made no move to sell. He was just sitting there, watching us—or, more precisely, watching Evie.

		I didn’t blame him—my wife was pretty, and she looked particularly sexy, dressed in a crop top, a short skirt, and sandals.

		She had that easy, natural beauty—fair, smooth skin, a pretty face framed by soft blonde waves falling to her shoulders. Her body held a perfect balance of softness and shape—slender legs, a firm curve at her hips, and a gentle fullness at her chest that showed through the light fabric. She never tried to draw attention, but men noticed her all the same.

		The other traders had been glancing at her too, but this one wasn’t just looking—he wasn’t taking his eyes off her.

		And that wasn’t the only peculiarity. His appearance was even more distinctive.

		He looked uncannily like Jack Sparrow. He was Bedouin, yet the resemblance was striking—the same kind of facial features, the darker complexion. He even wore makeup like Jack, along with loose trousers and a pirate hat, clearly playing up the resemblance to draw attention.

		Catching him staring at my wife, I smiled.

		Evie noticed it too. She hooked her arm through mine and, blushing lightly, shot him a polite smile.

		Only then did he smile back and gesture towards his stand. Just that—no words, just the gesture.

		“Shall we buy a souvenir?” Evie asked, glancing at the stand.

		“Erm, yeah, perhaps we should,” I said. I cleared my throat and turned to the man. “How much is a camel?” I pointed vaguely at the row of bronze camels lined up on his stand.

		He shrugged, a slightly mischievous smile on his lips. “Depends on how you want to pay.”

		I raised my eyebrows. “Can I pay in dollars?”

		“Yes,” he said, his grin widening. “Dollars. Dinars. A wife.”

		I was taken aback. So was Evie. But the way he said it—and the way he looked at me, then at her—along with his disarming smile, made us both laugh.

		“I guess the wife’s the preferred currency, right?” I said, still laughing.

		“You got that right,” he said smoothly, his smile lingering.

		“So a camel for a wife?”

		“It’s two for a wife. But for yours—it’s five.”

		“Let me think about it.” I laughed again.

		“David!” Evie squeaked, letting go of my arm and playfully slapping my bum. “You’d trade me that cheap? How could you?”

		“Ten for you, darling,” the man cut in.

		She looked at him, her lips still curved in a smile.

		He wasn’t hiding it. His gaze travelled down her body, then back up to her face.

		“Real camels,” he said.

		They held each other’s gaze.

		He wasn’t smiling now. Just looking at her.

		Her smile faded. Her hand brushed mine, then curled her fingers around it. He’d made it unmistakable. He was more than hitting on her. But it wasn’t only that—she’d seen what I’d seen. He was handsome, with presence and charm—masculine, confident, with an easy humour in the way he carried himself.

		“Right,” she finally said, turning to me, her cheeks flushed. “I think we should get going.” She squeezed my hand and turned towards the stairs.

		Holding hands, we made our way down the steps.

		Only when we reached the canyon floor did she let go of my hand.

		“He was hitting on you,” I murmured, my cock still hard at the thought of what had just happened—watching a stranger so openly lust after my wife in front of me.

		“No kidding,” she said.

		“How old do you think he was?”

		She glanced towards the alcove, then back at me. “Would you have sold me?”

		I raised my eyebrows, my lips curving into a faint smile. “For ten camels?”

		She smiled too. “Yeah. For ten camels.”

		“Only if it was for a night.”

		She giggled. “For a night? Not more?”

		There was amusement in her voice, her smile soft and teasing—yet there was a trace of something else. Something that felt like she’d imagined it too. As I had.

		My cock twitched at the thought. I shrugged. “Well, maybe two nights.”

		She giggled again. “I’d rather it were for three.”

		“Three?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Oh, I see. I don’t blame you.” I shook my head, amused—but my cock was more than amused, pressing against my shorts. “The guy was packing.”

		“Packing?” She raised her eyebrows.

		“Yeah. Didn’t you see his bulge?”

		She shook her head. “I didn’t.”

		“But you noticed he was handsome?”

		“That? I did.” She slapped my bum, turning to look ahead, as if to move on—when we heard him call out, “Why don’t you come back for tea?”

		We both turned to look back at the alcove. He stood at the lip of the rock.

		He waved us over. “Come—I’ve got Bedouin tea. It’s not customary to let you leave without tasting it.”

		Evie and I exchanged a glance.

		I looked at my watch. It was 5:30 pm. We still had thirty minutes before we were due back on the coach. Perhaps we could spare five minutes for a quick tea.

		I shrugged. “Why not?”

		“OK,” she murmured, and we headed back up the carved steps.

		We reached the alcove, and our host offered me his hand. “Jack.”

		“Sparrow?” I chuckled, taking it.

		He laughed too, his grip firm, assessing. “You got the vibe, didn’t you?” He gestured to his face with his other hand. “No—my name’s Yaqoub—but call me Jack. That’s what the tourists call me.”

		“David—call me Dave.”

		“Good to meet you, Dave.”

		He let go of my hand and turned to Evie. He didn’t offer her his hand. Instead, he placed his hand over his heart and gave a small nod, his smile soft.

		Evie smiled back and held out her hand. “Evie.”

		He took her hand. “Such a beautiful name.”

		“Thanks.” She dipped her knees slightly in that feminine way of hers.

		He held her hand a moment too long before letting go, then gestured towards the cushions beside the low-burning fire. A teapot rested on an iron stand over the embers.

		We lowered ourselves onto the cushions, cross-legged, the three of us facing each other. Evie’s short skirt rode up, and her thong came into view.

		Jack’s eyes lingered on that small triangle between her slender thighs, the outline of her pussy visible beneath the thin fabric.

		Evie caught his glance and, blushing, tugged her skirt down. It still left plenty of leg for him to take in—but at least her thong was out of sight.

		He took the teapot and poured tea into three cups, then set one in front of each of us and placed the pot back over the fire.

		We raised our cups, blowing gently before taking a sip—hot, strong, and sweet.

		We set the cups aside. Evie and I both looked at Jack. He smiled.

		Silence settled, awkward for a moment. What could we say to each other? Evie and I had only just met him. He hadn’t even tried to sell us anything—but had offered camels for my wife. Of course it was awkward. And yet, there was something about him that made me feel comfortable enough to break the silence—and push the moment a little further.

		“About your offer, Jack,” I said. “My wife thought three nights with you would be fairer.”

		“David!” Evie’s head snapped towards me, her eyes wide.

		I chuckled. “What?”

		Jack laughed. “I know what I’d be doing with Evie those three nights—but what would you be doing with all those camels?”

		She turned to him and laughed, her cheeks flushed. “That’s a good one, Jack. Thanks for putting my husband in his place.”

		Then Jack raised his hand for a high five. Evie met it—something I hadn’t expected.

		We reached for our cups again and sipped.

		“So, how old are you?” Evie asked, setting her cup aside and looking up at Jack.

		“Twenty-six,” he said. “And you?”

		She smiled. “Jack, you can’t ask a woman her age.”

		“Oh, sorry.”

		“That’s fine. I’m thirty-three. And my cheeky husband here”—she glanced at me, then back at him—“he’s thirty-six.”

		“Kids?” he asked.

		“Two.”

		“Are they with you?”

		“No. We left them with my mum at home.”

		“And home is?”

		“London.”

		“I see.” Jack took another sip, then set his cup aside and looked at me. “You have a beautiful wife, Dave.”

		“Thanks.” I set my cup down. “And you? Do you have a wife?”

		He smiled. “Would I have asked to trade camels for your wife if I had one?”

		“So—no wife?”

		He shook his head. “No. I’d love to have one, but I’ve got no money.”

		“You have to buy a wife in this country?”

		“Of course not. But you need income to support a wife.”

		“Or camels.”

		“Or camels.” He laughed.

		“Real camels—not those ones, right?” I gestured towards the bronze camels on the stand.

		He glanced at the stand, then back at me. “No. Those ones—I’d have to sell thousands to afford a wife.”

		“Maybe we should buy one, Dave,” Evie said. “To help Jack.”

		“Yeah,” I said. “Which one?”

		She looked at the stand, then pointed to one of the shinier camels, slightly bigger than the rest. “How much would that be, Jack?”

		He glanced at the camel, then back at her, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. “A boob.”

		She blinked. “A boob?”

		“Yeah. Just a brief touch.”

		Her eyes widened in disbelief, her gaze dropping to his hand as he reached for her chest. And then—just as his fingertips brushed her nipple through the thin fabric of her crop top—he burst into laughter, pulling his hand back. “Joking, joking.”

		Evie and I joined him, laughing.

		“That will be ten dollars,” he said, pointing to the camel as the laughter faded.

		“Alright.” I reached into my pocket, pulled out a ten-dollar note, and handed it to him.

		“Thanks.” He took the note and stood, slipping it into his pocket.

		He wrapped the camel in paper, then placed it into a small plastic bag.

		I glanced at my watch. “Oh, shit. We’ve got to go.” I stood, and Evie rose with me.

		“So, how long are you staying in Petra?” he asked, handing me the bag.

		“Just until tomorrow,” I said. “We’re leaving early afternoon.”

		“Oh, that’s too short. Are you going to Petra tonight, then?”

		I shook my head. “No. We’ve got a group dinner at 7 pm at the hotel, and that’s it.”

		“That’s a shame. Petra at Night is not to be missed.”

		“What’s that?”

		“It’s a light show, every evening, 8:30 pm to 10:30 pm. It starts with a candlelit walk through the canyon, then a display in front of the Treasury—colored lights, traditional Bedouin music.” He smiled. “It’s beautiful.”

		“Oh, I’d love to see that.” Evie dipped her knees in disappointment. “How come they didn’t include it?”

		“You could go after your dinner. It’s a ten-minute taxi ride from the town to the canyon.”

		“We’ll definitely do that,” I said, turning towards the steps, my hand sliding to the small of Evie’s back to guide her.

		“Actually—” Jack called after us.

		We turned.

		He cocked his head, a teasing smile on his lips, his gaze settling on Evie. “Come with me—I’ve got VIP tickets for you.”

		Evie raised her eyebrows. “VIP tickets?”

		“That’s right. The best view from a platform in an alcove, up above the Treasury and the square.”

		“But how?” I asked.

		“I live there,” he said.

		“You live there?”

		“Yep. I’m Bedouin—still entitled to my own cave within the site. Shall we meet at 8:30 at the entrance?”

		Evie and I exchanged a glance, then nodded.

		“See you then.” He waved, and we headed down the steps, careful not to slip.

		We reached the canyon and hurried back. We were the last to return to the coach, sweaty and slightly out of breath. The rest of the group had already boarded and were waiting for us. No one said anything, but we noticed the glances.

		We settled into our seats, and the coach pulled away.

		At one point, I felt Evie’s hand touch mine. I opened my palm, and her fingers slipped into it.

		We travelled holding hands, processing in silence what had just happened in Little Petra—and wondering what Petra might have in store for us.
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		As we waited in the hotel lobby for our passports to be scanned, Evie and I noticed some of our group buying tickets at reception for the Petra at Night show.

		Evie looked at me. “Love, shouldn’t we just buy our tickets here?”

		“What about Jack?” I asked.

		“I’m not sure it’s a good idea to meet him.”

		“You mean?”

		“I mean… we don’t know him.”

		“So?”

		“Is it safe—just like that—to go with him?” She cocked her head slightly.

		I hesitated. “I see what you mean, but… love, it’s pretty safe in Jordan.”

		“Still—what if he robs us? Or kidnaps us?”

		I held her gaze. “There’s more to it than that, isn’t there?”

		She said nothing.

		“You thought of it too, didn’t you?”

		She swallowed, then nodded.

		“He wants you. No doubt.”

		She nodded again.

		“So what?” I shrugged. “Go along with his jokes, but push back?”

		She bit her lip.

		“You’re not sure you’d push back.”

		“Of course I would,” she said, a faint edge in her voice. “You know me. I’m not that kind of girl.”

		“He’s handsome.”

		“Dave…” Her voice faltered slightly. “I’ve met plenty of handsome men.”

		“Yeah, but he’s different. I saw it in your eyes—you find him very attractive.”

		She waved a hand in frustration. “We’re not going to the show.”

		I glanced towards reception, where the receptionist was handing tickets to an elderly couple from our group, then looked back at Evie.

		“You’re right, love,” I said. “Let’s buy the tickets here. If he’s there—which he might not be—we’ll just say no, thanks—and that’s it. Come on.” I placed my hand on her elbow and nudged her gently towards reception. “Let’s get those tickets.”

		We bought the tickets, collected our passports, and went up to our room. We showered, then got changed for dinner and the show.

		Evie chose her soft ruffle-hem short cami dress, slipped into her strappy leather sandals and picked up her cashmere pashmina. With the evening ahead, it made sense. May temperatures stay warm, but the cover helped—softening her low neckline and bare shoulders, shielding her from the night air and the looks from the local Bedouins.

		I dressed in trekking trousers, a T-shirt and a light jacket, and slipped into my trainers.

		Dinner passed easily. We ate well, lingered over a drink with the others, chatted, and at 8:15 pm we asked reception to call us a taxi.

		Fifteen minutes later, right on 8:30 pm, we stood at the entrance to Petra’s Siq. Jack was nowhere to be seen.

		I leaned towards Evie. “You see? All that worrying for nothing.”

		She nodded. “Yeah… that’s good.”

		Though I wasn’t entirely sure—I caught a trace of disappointment in her voice.

		We passed through the gates and followed the crowd into the candlelit Siq.

		Evie looked stunning in her short dress—simple, almost dangerously so. Little more than two panels of burgundy fabric held by thin straps over her shoulders. As she stepped past the lanterns, the light caught the fabric, briefly tracing the shape of her legs beneath.

		I slipped an arm around her waist and leaned close, my lips brushing her ear. “You look sexy.”

		She giggled. “Thanks.”

		“Maybe a bit too sexy for this place.”

		She glanced around. A few of the staff were already looking her way.

		“You’re right,” she murmured. She pulled the pashmina tighter around her shoulders and drew it across her neckline.

		My hand slipped from her waist to her bum, brushing it lightly.

		“Dave,” she whispered, tense, catching my hand and pushing it away.

		“What?” I chuckled.

		“You know—people watching.”

		I laughed, amused, but she was right.

		And then we heard him, close behind us.

		“There you are.”

		We both stopped and turned. Jack was right there.

		“I was looking for you at the gates,” he said.

		I saw Evie tense as he placed a hand on her hip.

		“Oh,” she said, smiling—nervous, but polite. “We were just⁠—”

		“Probably came in through the other gate,” Jack cut in, gesturing vaguely behind him. He stepped in beside her, his hand sliding from her hip to her waist, gently guiding her forward down the canyon.

		I followed them.

		“You enjoying it?” he asked.

		“Yeah,” she said. “These lanterns—I’ve never imagined it like this.”

		“It’s unique, isn’t it?” He drew her closer, their hips brushing.

		I was taken aback. I hadn’t expected him to be so direct—slipping an arm around my wife just like that, speaking to her as if they were already familiar, his body close to hers.

		But what surprised me more was Evie. She didn’t pull away—she let him keep his arm around her waist as they walked side by side.

		“So you said you live here?” she asked.

		“Yeah,” he said. “I’m Bedouin. They keep trying to move us out of the site, but we still hold on.” He glanced at her. “I’ll show you my place. It’s cosy. You’ll like it.”

		“Looking forward to it,” she giggled.

		And then his hand slipped from her waist to her bum.

		She trembled but didn’t push his hand away, only whispered, “Jack.”

		“Ah, yeah.” He pulled his hand back. “Sorry. An accident.”

		She gave a small laugh, shaking her head—amused, a little embarrassed.

		I stepped to her other side, my cock hard as a rock. “Was it?” I said, my hand settling at the small of her back.

		Her head flicked towards me.

		I smiled. “Was it an accident?”

		She didn’t answer—just smiled back and turned to look ahead.

		The three of us walked side by side like that for a few minutes, until the canyon narrowed and, with the crowd pressing in, we fell into line—Jack in front, Evie behind him, and me trailing after her.

		When the rocks opened out again, we drifted back into step, Evie between us. She hooked her arm through mine.

		I leaned slightly forward, looking past her at Jack. “So, Jack, how many camels have you saved so far for a wife?” I gave him a cheeky smile.

		He glanced at me, then smiled. “Two.”

		“Only two?”

		“Yeah.”

		“That’s not much, mate,” I chuckled. “Two won’t buy you even a night.”

		“Dave, really?” Evie scolded, tugging at my arm.

		Jack laughed it off. “You’re right.”

		“No camel, no sex,” I went on, amused.

		Evie shook her head, smiling despite herself.

		Jack sighed. “Very true, Dave. I’ll die a virgin.”

		The weight of it landed hard. The banter vanished.

		We picked our way over the sand and rocks in the dimmer stretch of the canyon.

		I fixed my gaze on his face. Evie turned to look at him as well.

		Was he serious? His expression had gone still—no smile, just that distant look into the dark.

		I cleared my throat. “So… you’re not joking?”

		He shook his head.

		“Like—never?”

		“Dave,” Evie whispered, glancing at me, then back at Jack.

		He shook his head again. “Never. Never been with a woman. Never will be.”

		Silence settled, heavy and charged.

		After a moment, Evie said softly, “I’m sorry.” She brushed his elbow.

		He glanced at her, a faint, sad smile touching his lips. “That’s OK, Evie. Thanks. Anyway.” He looked ahead again.

		I cleared my throat. “No establishments, you know… for paid love?”

		Evie tugged at my arm but said nothing.

		Jack sighed. “No such thing in this country.”

		“Officially, maybe,” I said. “But unofficially?”

		He glanced at me. “Well… unofficially, you could. Possibly. A short one.”

		“Like a quickie.”

		“Dave, please,” Evie whispered.

		“In theory,” Jack said. “I’ve never tried it. I’ve heard it’s expensive. If you find someone willing. Not our local women, though—never.”

		“But Western women?”

		“Yeah. Some tourists. Possibly.”

		“So maybe… just the tip?”

		“Now, Dave!” Evie pulled at my arm, turning to look at me, her eyebrows raised in disapproval.

		“Sorry,” I murmured.

		“Yeah… just the tip, for a fee,” Jack said as if ignoring her reaction.

		Evie shook her head and turned her gaze forward again.

		Silence settled for a moment, and then—I still don’t know how I found the courage, perhaps my hard cock speaking—I said, “How much for my wife?”

		Evie jolted, her head snapping towards me, eyebrows raised, eyes wide. “Dave!”

		“A golden camel,” came Jack’s answer.

		“I can’t believe—” She broke off mid-sentence. “You two are impossible.” She pulled her arm from mine and hurried ahead, embarrassed and irritated.

		Jack and I exchanged a glance and—yes—he smiled. A small, conspiratorial smile.

		That was the moment I knew he’d figured me out. He’d understood my secret fantasy—one I’d never spoken about, never shared with Evie or anyone else. But he’d guessed from the moment he met us, and now I’d confirmed it for him.

		We hurried after her and caught up.

		I brushed her hand.

		“Honestly...” she murmured, not looking at me.

		I took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t return the squeeze either. Only after a moment did her fingers tighten softly around mine.

		“Be careful what you wish for,” she whispered, still not looking at me.

		Silence settled again. For the rest of the walk through the canyon, Evie and I held hands, both of us deep in thought. Jack walked on her other side, also quiet, only occasionally placing a hand at the small of her back to guide her through the tighter, more crowded stretches.

		When we emerged from the final narrowing of the Siq, our breath caught.

		We stopped, taking in the sight.

		The Treasury didn’t loom out of the darkness so much as glow from beneath. Thousands of candles in paper bags flickered across the sand, casting long, dancing shadows up the ancient columns. Rows of rugs laid out across the square were already crowded with tourists—a low murmur of voices and dark silhouettes.

		“Over there.” I pointed towards a few rugs still free.

		“I wouldn’t,” Jack said quietly.

		Evie and I looked at him.

		“Why?” I asked.

		He nodded towards two stray dogs moving between the rugs.

		Evie raised her eyebrows. “You mean they might attack?”

		He shook his head. “No.” He leaned closer and whispered, “Fleas.”

		“Oh.” Her eyes flicked back to the dogs.

		“Come with me,” he said, taking her hand. “The view’s much better from my place anyway.”

		We cut through the rows of rugs, weaving between the seated crowds as the flickering candlelight caught the thin fabric of Evie’s dress, tracing the curve of her bare thighs with each step.

		She was hot—sexy, irresistible. I didn’t bother hiding the tent in my trousers. I couldn’t—even if I wanted to. It would’ve been too obvious.

		So I kept walking just behind her as Jack led her on, guiding her by the hand.

		We left the square of the Treasury and moved into a side canyon, then deeper between the rocks until it grew quite dark. Jack stopped in front of a narrow crack in one of the towering rock faces.

		“It’s here,” he whispered.

		We squeezed inside, just a few steps in. Then he let go of Evie’s hand and turned to the rock face.

		In the faint, flickering light from the square behind us, I noticed the tiny steps carved into the stone.

		“Wait for me to get up,” he murmured, setting his foot on the first step.

		He climbed, steady and sure, working his way up a couple of metres until he reached a natural ledge. Then he turned, dropped to one knee, and leaned over, extending his hand to Evie.

		“Come on—grab my hand,” he whispered.

		She reached up and took his hand. With his steady grip, she climbed carefully until he pulled her up beside him.

		He helped me too, and I joined them on the ledge.

		He took the lead, Evie and me following. Up there, the track was easier, rising gently and curving around the rock until we reached an alcove—deeper and larger than the one in Little Petra where we’d met him.

		We paused at the edge.

		The view from the cliff was surreal. Overlooking the square and facing the Treasury, the alcove formed a perfect viewing point, some thirty metres above the ground. Below us, the crowd had settled, the show just beginning. Projectors washed the façade of the Treasury in shifting colours as the music drifted up through the night air.

		“Wow,” Evie breathed, her eyes fixed on the scene.

		“Amazing,” I said, just as quietly.

		“This is my home.” Jack gestured around the alcove, not hiding his pride. “Take a seat.”

		He took Evie’s hand and helped her settle onto the rugs and cushions laid out across the front of the alcove, forming a wide, low bed. He lowered himself beside her. I sat on her other side.
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		We watched in silence as the lights played across the stone and the music swelled. A low, cinematic hum began to vibrate through the canyon. The Treasury’s façade transformed—first bathed in a deep, spectral blue that made the ancient carvings look as though they were underwater, then shifted into a burning amber. The recorded orchestration pulsed through the square, a blend of deep drums and sweeping strings, before fading into a heavy, expectant silence.

		The flickering sea of candles seemed to dim as a lone Bedouin stepped into the centre of the square, his silhouette cast tall against the Treasury’s columns. First came the haunting, breathy pull of the ney flute, echoing off the sandstone walls, followed by the rhythmic, metallic pluck of the oud, which seemed to pulse through the very rock we sat upon.

		The Bedouin began to sing. For the first few minutes, the flute and oud seemed to push and pull against his hoarse voice, but gradually his voice began to dominate—perhaps too much.

		Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jack place a hand on Evie’s thigh. She trembled but didn’t push his hand away, just kept watching the show below us.

		The Bedouin’s song grew louder by the minute.

		My attention remained split—following the performance below, and tracing Jack’s hand as it slowly slid up my wife’s thigh.

		The growl below rose to a new height just as Jack’s hand slipped under Evie’s dress, along the inside of her thigh. That was too much—she caught his wrist and gently pushed his hand away, her gaze still fixed on the stage.

		Jack leaned in closer, undeterred.

		“Bedouin music,” he whispered, his voice low enough to be lost in the echoing notes. “Do you like it?”

		Evie glanced at him, her smile polite, the shifting blue light of the Treasury catching the curve of her throat. “It’s… interesting.”

		Jack nodded, returning her smile. “I know. It’s specific.”

		They held each other’s gaze for a moment.

		The song reached a frantic, guttural peak below, masking the sound of her sharp intake of breath as he turned to face her and took hold of her pashmina.

		“You’ve got such smooth skin, Evie,” he whispered, gently drawing the pashmina down over her shoulders.

		She stared at him, her chest rising and falling.

		He let go of the pashmina and slipped his hand into her cleavage.

		She held his gaze, her hand finding mine.

		My cock twitched, hard. Her eyes dropped to his hand as it slid deeper beneath the thin fabric of her dress. She gasped—he cupped her breast.

		She didn’t grab his hand, didn’t push it away, didn’t pull back. She only tightened her grip on mine and looked back up at him, their eyes meeting again.

		He withdrew his hand from beneath her dress and whispered, “The best way to listen to Bedouin music is to lie on your back and stare at the stars.”

		He placed his hand on her chest and gently pressed, urging her to lie back.

		She resisted—took his hand and eased it away. Her voice was barely audible over the voice of the Bedouin singer. “Jack… I can’t do it like that.”

		He raised his eyebrows.

		She bit her lip, still holding his gaze, her fingers digging deeper into my palm, her chest rising and falling faster. Then she murmured, “I can’t… be looking at you.”

		She flicked her head towards me.

		Our eyes met.

		I saw the desire there—her bottom lip parting slightly, a flush rising in her cheeks. She was aroused. Very much so.

		I felt the pressure build in my balls, a tightening that made me think I might come in my briefs. Still, I nodded.

		She swallowed hard, then let go of my hand and turned back to Jack. “I think I’d make more sense of the Bedouin music if I listened to it face down.”

		She rose to her knees, shifted backwards into the alcove, and lay face down, resting her cheek on the cushion she’d been sitting on, looking at me.

		I shifted back quickly and lay beside her, face down, my cheek on my cushion, our eyes locking.

		She reached for my hand and our fingers interlocked.

		Jack came up onto his knees and moved down to her feet.

		I lifted my head slightly and looked back at him over my shoulder.

		He reached for another cushion, leaned over Evie and, sliding an arm beneath her hips, gently lifted her arse. He slipped the cushion underneath. Still holding her up, he bunched her dress to her waist, exposing her thong. Then he let her settle onto the cushion and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her thong.

		She trembled, yet lifted her hips, helping him ease the thong over them, baring her arse and pussy.

		She lowered herself back down onto the cushion.

		Lifting her ankles one by one, Jack freed the thong completely and tucked it into his pocket. Then he took hold of her ankles again and spread her legs. He straightened, hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his trousers and pushed them down to his knees, along with his briefs. His fully erect, thick cock sprang free.

		I’d seen enough. I lowered my head back onto the cushion, my cheek pressed into it, my eyes finding Evie’s again. Her teeth caught her lip.

		There was a soft shuffle—Jack’s silhouette looming as he positioned himself above her, braced on his hands either side.

		She tightened her grip on my hand.

		Then came the thrust—sudden, powerful—her body jolting forward.

		“Ahh!” she gasped, her eyes wide, her breathing turning heavy.

		“You OK, love?” I whispered.

		“He’s… huge,” she breathed.

		Another thrust drove into her, her body shifting again.

		“Oh God,” she moaned softly, her hand tightening around mine.

		Jack began moving, settling into a steady rhythm, fucking her with deep, measured strokes.

		It didn’t last long—seconds, perhaps—and her breath caught. Her fingernails dug into my palm, her eyes fluttering shut as she shuddered through her orgasm.

		The feel of her pussy clenching around his cock was enough to push Jack over the edge. He drove deep, grunted under his breath, then dropped onto his elbows, holding himself there. I lifted my gaze just in time to see his eyes close, his breath hot against the back of my wife’s neck as he came, spilling himself deep inside her.

		I couldn’t hold back any longer. My cock pulsed, releasing spurts of cum into my briefs. I lowered my gaze again, watching Evie’s face twitch in pleasure, her teeth pressed into her lip as she stifled her moans.

		Only the haunting, breathy pull of the ney flute filled the air, the Bedouin’s voice now low.

		The three of us trembled together for a few more seconds before our orgasms ebbed. Evie’s eyes fluttered open, as did Jack’s.

		He pushed himself up onto his hands, then back to his knees, his cock slipping out of my wife’s pussy, slick with his cum and her juices. He grabbed his trousers and briefs and pulled them back up. Then he reached for Evie’s dress and drew it down, covering her arse, smoothing the fabric over her thighs. He lay down beside her, face down, and curved an arm around her waist.

		She lifted her head, tucking her chin into the cushion, her gaze drifting back to the scene below. I did the same.

		Tucked away in the shadows of the alcove, the three of us watched—Evie and I holding hands, Jack’s arm wrapped around her—until the final, haunting note of the oud faded into the canyon walls and the performer stepped off the stage.

		The heavy silence broke into sudden applause. The recorded music swelled once more—a rhythmic, driving beat this time—and the Treasury was bathed in a final, brilliant gold.

		Below us, the sea of tourists began to stir, rising from their rugs and lifting their phones to capture the illuminated stone. The burst of noise and movement made our secluded alcove feel even more private—a shadowed gallery looking down on a world that had forgotten we were there.

		People began funnelling back from the square towards the Siq.

		That was it. The show was over.

		I rolled onto my back and sat up, spreading my legs slightly, trying to ignore the dampness in my briefs.

		Evie came up onto her knees. She glanced at me, our eyes meeting for a brief moment—something flickering in hers, unreadable. Her gaze dropped to her chest. Her teeth caught her lip. A second passed, then she drew a sharp breath and reached for her pashmina. She adjusted it around her shoulders, smoothed down the front of her dress, and sat back on her heels, her gaze drifting back to the square below, one hand absently rubbing her clavicle, the other resting on her thigh.

		Jack pushed himself up and sat back on his heels, turning towards her. “You OK?” he asked, his hand settling on her shoulder.

		She glanced at him and nodded. “Yeah.” Then she looked back towards the square, thoughtful, distant for a moment—before she suddenly rose onto her knees and shuffled further back into the alcove, making sure she was fully out of sight from the square below.

		She took hold of the hem of her dress and lifted it slightly at the front. Then she parted her legs and looked down between her thighs.

		“A tissue?” Jack asked, already reaching into a small box beside him.

		She looked up at him, one hand holding her dress up.

		He pulled out a handful of tissues and offered them to her.

		She took them.

		“Can I have some too?” I asked.

		“Sure.” Jack took a few more and passed them to me.

		Holding her dress up with one hand, Evie spread her legs a little wider, glanced down, and wiped her pussy. Then she bunched the tissues, wiped again, and glanced up at Jack, holding the tissues out to him.

		He took them and tossed them into the fire pit, where a few embers still glowed faintly.

		She glanced around. “Where’s my thong?” she murmured.

		Jack cleared his throat. “About that.”

		She looked at him.

		He gave her a small smile. “May I keep it?” He tapped the pocket of his trousers where he’d tucked her thong earlier.

		She held his gaze for a moment, then let her dress fall back into place and got to her feet.

		She turned to me, her voice calm but subdued. “Shall we go now?”

		“Give me a sec,” I said, and got on with the inglorious task—coming up onto my knees, pulling down my trousers and briefs, and wiping away as much of the mess inside as I could. I bunched the tissues and tossed them into the fire pit. I pulled my trousers and briefs back up, then stood and reached for Evie’s hand. She slipped it into mine, and we headed towards the edge of the alcove.

		“Hold on,” Jack called after us.

		We paused, turning to look at him.

		He stood, walked to the corner of the alcove, opened a small chest and pulled out a small, gleaming camel.

		He came back to us and extended the camel towards me. “It’s 22-carat gold. Ten grams.”

		I raised my eyebrows.

		He shrugged, smiling. “I said a golden camel, didn’t I?”

		I held his gaze—jealousy, arousal, and humiliation all fighting in my chest. But stronger than all of it was a growing sense of indignation at the way he was treating my wife.

		Evie tugged at my hand. “Let’s go, Dave.”

		We turned, about to leave, when Jack said, “It’s a cultural thing.”

		We paused again, turning back to look at him.

		He stepped closer, extending the camel towards me once more. “Bedouins always pay what we say we will.”

		I stared at the camel for a moment, then looked up at him. “You know what? I respect that. But it’s a cultural thing for us too—you pay the person who earned it.” I nodded towards Evie. “Give it to my wife.”

		He nodded, his hand shifting towards her.

		She hesitated for a moment, staring at the camel, then took it. “Thanks.” She turned, tugging at my hand, and I followed.

		“Let me help you with the steps,” Jack said, already hurrying ahead of us.

		We walked in silence until we reached the carved steps in the rock face. He climbed down first, then offered his hand to Evie and helped her down, before doing the same for me.

		We followed him out of the crack and back into the side canyon.

		“Thanks, Jack—we’ll take it from here,” I called after him.

		He stopped and turned to us. “I’ll walk you to the gates.”

		He was about to turn again when I raised my hand. “No, we’ll walk back ourselves.”

		“You sure?”

		“Yes.”

		He gestured towards the square in front of the Treasury. “It’ll be busy heading back⁠—”

		“Jack,” Evie cut him off. “I want to be with my husband right now.”

		He looked at her.

		She tilted her head slightly, her hand finding mine and squeezing gently. “Please.”

		“I see.” He glanced at me, then back at her. “In that case… what time does your tour start tomorrow?”

		“Nine.”

		“Good. I’ll meet you at the gates.”

		“No need.”

		“I’ll show you the Monastery⁠—”

		“We’ve got a guide,” Evie cut him off again.

		“Right. Well… what about tea at my place, before you leave?” He stepped closer and reached for her hip, but she caught his hand and gently pushed it away.

		She smiled—a cautious but soft smile, the first since she’d lain face down on that rock. “Jack, no. We’re parting ways now.”

		“Why?”

		Her smile widened, amusement returning to her face. “Don’t you have to be in Little Petra selling camels?”

		“Oh, that?” He waved a hand dismissively, chuckling. “It’s my wife’s turn there tomorrow.”

		Evie’s eyebrows shot up. “Your wife?”

		I stared at him, confused.

		“Oh, yeah, I mean…” He glanced towards the square, then looked back at us. He held our gaze for a moment—a knowing, mischievous smile spreading across his face—before he shrugged. “It’s a thing I do with tourists… with gorgeous wives.”

		He reached for Evie’s hip again.

		She caught his hand and held it in the air, staring at him.

		His smile turned sheepish.

		She shook her head, her lips curving into a small smile. “I knew it.”

		He pulled his hand free. “How did you know?”

		“By the way you fuck,” she said simply, then turned to me and slipped her arm through mine. “Let’s go.”

		We hurried towards the Treasury.
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		Back in the Groove

		 

		Delores Swallows

		 

		Marc arrives home earlier than expected and overhears his wife’s half of a phone conversation. She’s talking to what is evidently another man, and the sordidness of what she’s saying can only mean one thing: she’s ready to resume hotwife activities after her self-imposed break. He couldn’t be more thrilled…

		 

		As someone who spent his entire week working from home, Marc always enjoyed his company’s quarterly briefings. He liked the camaraderie with colleagues he usually only interacted with via emails and video calls. This week’s meeting had been no exception and, along with the regular group of reprobates, he’d spent a very enjoyable Thursday evening carousing in the bars within walking distance of their hotel.

		Friday morning’s hangover was somewhat alleviated when he saw the two least relevant topics up for discussion had been scheduled to take place during the final session on Friday afternoon. The temptation to leave straight after lunch and catch an earlier train back to London was too great to ignore, and that’s exactly what he’d done. After three hours on the intercity train, Marc took a tube from Euston to Notting Hill and completed the short walk to their house.

		As he went inside, he was surprised to see his wife’s briefcase on the tiled floor beside the small hall table. It was only four-thirty and he knew she rarely left the office before five, even on a Friday.

		“Cheryl?” He checked the living room, saw it was empty, then continued through to the kitchen. She wasn’t there, either. Returning to the hall, he slipped off his jacket and hung it on the rack, then walked upstairs.

		He heard her voice before he’d reached the landing. She was talking quietly to someone, but Marc couldn’t hear who she was talking to. Rather than going straight into the bedroom, he stopped just outside the half-open door. She let out a quiet laugh, and yet still he couldn’t hear anyone else’s voice. Marc realized Cheryl was alone in their bedroom, and what he could hear was her side of a phone call.

		Now he felt guilty for not texting to let her know he’d left Newcastle early. It would have been the polite thing to do but he’d wanted to surprise her by having a cooked dinner ready when she arrived home. Instead, he was invading her privacy. The tone of her voice alone was enough to tell him she was having an intimate conversation.

		“Oh, have you?” she said, laughing gently. “And what am I supposed to do about that?”

		The familiar thrum of excitement wormed its way through his guts and down to his loins. There was no jealousy. Cheryl had spent over a year living as a hotwife, and not only had she loved every adventure, it’d been the best year of Marc’s life. He’d reveled in the thrill of watching her have sex with a series of lovers. And then, after he’d arranged her ultimate fantasy of being tag-teamed by several men, she’d decided to take a break. He accepted and respected her decision. Marc had never brought up the subject of her returning to the lifestyle. He knew it was a decision she’d have to make, and the only disappointment he felt on overhearing her phone call was that she hadn’t told him beforehand that she was ready to resume their kinky antics.

		Cheryl let out a flirtatious murmur. “Well, maybe you need to address that situation.”

		What situation does he need to address? Marc knew he should make his presence known. Nothing good could come from listening to his wife’s private conversation. Their relationship was built on trust and honesty, and everything about him standing outside the bedroom door eavesdropping was wrong. He was about to creep back downstairs and shout her name louder when her next words stopped him in his tracks.

		“I’m just out of the shower, so all I have on is my fluffy robe.” She laughed. “No, it’s fastened with a tie cord.”

		Marc closed his eyes. He wanted to do the right thing, but right now a little voice inside his head was advising him to delay it for a minute to see what happened next.

		Cheryl gave another laugh. “Is that right?”

		Although she grew up in a small town north of Glasgow, Cheryl had spent the last fifteen years living and working in London so her Scottish brogue had somewhat diminished. It often resurfaced after a few drinks or when she spoke to old friends and family, but the way she pronounced certain phrases still made it obvious where she was from. ‘Is that right?’ was one of those phrases, and Marc smiled to himself on hearing it.

		“Oh, you have a dirty mind.”

		Marc was still conflicted about snooping, but he couldn’t tear himself away.

		“Not at all. I have a dirty mind, too.” After a brief pause, she gave a throaty chuckle. “Very dirty.”

		Marc racked his brains, trying to think who she could be talking to. He was sure she hadn’t mentioned any new clients she’d felt drawn to, and there were no additions to the legal staff at her office that he knew of.

		“Oh, his mind’s even dirtier. If I told you some of the things he’s made me do, your hair would curl.”

		Marc frowned. Is she referring to me, or another man I don’t know about?

		“Ooh, all sorts of things. He once made me dress up to the nines but wouldn’t let me wear panties, then took me to a crowded pub full of football fans.”

		Marc smiled, relieved that it was indeed him she was talking about.

		“After making me stand facing the wall in one of the empty back rooms,” she continued, “he brought a random stranger in and told him to fuck me.”

		Memories of that night still made Marc hard.

		“Yes, and I never even saw his face.” She let out a long sigh. “Well, I suppose hearing that would have that effect.”

		What effect is it having on him?

		“No, I don’t mind. Just don’t make a mess on your desk. And maybe you should lock your office door.”

		Marc was struggling to breathe. Whoever Cheryl was talking to was jerking off at work.

		Cheryl sighed. “Okay, I’ve untied it.”

		Is she going to play with herself at the same time?

		“Well I’d prefer a cock, but my fingers will do the job.”

		She hadn’t said ‘your’ cock, so maybe she hadn’t actually slept with him yet.

		“No, it’ll be hours. He’s up north with work.”

		Oh no he isn’t!

		“Of course I do, but I’m not going to use it now.”

		He must have asked about her vibrator.

		Cheryl laughed. “Maybe the buzz would interfere with my Bluetooth earbuds.”

		She’s wearing earbuds! That explained why she hadn’t heard him call her name, and also why Marc couldn’t hear a thing the man was saying.

		“What sort of things would you like to talk about?” she asked.

		Her voice had subtly changed. It had become a little quieter; richer in tone. Huskier. She’s playing with herself.

		“Ooh, okay. What would you want me to wear?”

		Marc wasn’t sure if they were arranging a date or talking about a fantasy. What’s more, he didn’t know which he’d prefer.

		“I have several that I wear for work, both skirt and trousers.” She laughed. “Okay, skirt it is.”

		Suits. Marc knew she owned about ten.

		She paused for a moment. “A pretty extensive range.”

		Is he asking about her lingerie?

		“Okay, so I’m dressed in a grey pin-striped skirt suit, red silk blouse and black underwear. My legs are bare and my shoes have a four-inch stiletto heel. Where do I go?”

		Marc closed his eyes and visualised her dressed as she’d described. It was pretty close to what she’d worn for the night in the pub with the football fans.

		“And what will you be wearing when I get to Euston?” She giggled. “No, there is nothing sexy about a mankini or a gorilla suit. Okay, that will be fine.” She listened for a while. “Well that would be a first for me, but wouldn’t taking the Underground be seedier?”

		He wants to fuck her on a train?

		“You know, crowded carriages and hot sweaty bodies crammed together. Men pretending not to notice they’re pressing their hard-on against my arse, then me turning my head to look into their eyes to let them know I’m enjoying it.”

		The thickening of his cock reinforced Marc’s guilt. He knew he shouldn’t be listening to their conversation, and yet there he was, gripping his hard-on and willing her to talk dirty.

		“No chance. They can dry-hump me and come in their pants, but I have no interest in fucking any of them.”

		Marc held his breath.

		“That was different. I did that for my husband. I’m on a train so you can fuck me, not so you can watch other people fuck me.”

		A weird sense of pride filled Marc. Even though Cheryl would let the guy fuck her, she’d just reminded him of his place. He wondered if the man on the other end of the phone would see it as a reprimand.

		“If we went to the buffet carriage, you could crawl under the table and pleasure me with your mouth. I’d smile politely at everyone who walked past and suppress my moans when you make me come.”

		Marc gripped his cock through his jeans, his breathing now shallow.

		“Of course I would,” she said. “Maybe you’d have to hide your face behind a newspaper when I take you all the way and you flood my throat.” She purred in a sexy way. “Oh yes, I swallow.”

		Marc closed his eyes and let out a long, quiet breath.

		“You’d better. I don’t want a one-shot wonder.” She laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll get you hard again.”

		Is she still talking about the fantasy, or has the guy admitted he’s just made himself come? Marc squeezed his cock again, and a pearl of precum oozed out to dampen the cotton of his boxers.

		“I like them all. I come hardest when my clit is getting friction from a man’s body, so either me on top or him on top works fine. And there’s something animalistic about being fucked from behind, which I like the depravity of.” She laughed again. “Oh yes. Size definitely matters.”

		Marc remembered their night in Brighton when Cheryl had sex with a couple called Trudi and Max. Trudi was tiny, almost elfin, and Max was a broad, multi-tattooed body-builder with the biggest cock Marc had ever seen. He could still remember Cheryl’s wide-eyed expression of shock and pain when Max first penetrated her.

		“No, a big cock isn’t everything,” Cheryl said. “For me, it’s the situation that’s the sexiest part. I like your idea. I’ve never been fucked on a train, but obviously I couldn’t risk getting arrested. Can you imagine the headlines in the papers?” She gave a throaty laugh. “Yeah. ‘Solicitor Struck Off for Train Sex’ in the broadsheets, and ‘Have It Away Day’ in the tabloids.”

		Marc smiled at her suggestions.

		“No, just pleasantly tingly. Why? Are you?”

		He frowned, wondering what she’d been asked.

		“How close?”

		The guy’s getting ready to come.

		“I could be there in less than a minute.”

		At first Marc thought she was offering to go to the man’s office, then he realised she was referring to how close she was to her own orgasm.

		“Really? I can do that if you like.” She let out a long sigh. “Okay, well I like the idea of a train. But it’d have to be an empty carriage. Or maybe we could be at the rear and there could be a few people at the other end, facing the front. Let’s say a woman reading a Mills & Boon, and a young guy wearing headphones listening to hip-hop. We’re both fully dressed and move to the part between carriages where the doors are. I lean against the glass panel and hoist my skirt up. You release your cock from your suit trousers, pull my thong aside and enter me.”

		Marc could hear the quiet rustle of her hand against her body. She was masturbating faster. Unable to resist the temptation any longer, he peeked around the door. Cheryl was lying on the bed with her eyes closed, earbuds in each ear and her phone resting on the mattress next to her. Her robe was open and her fingers were busy between her legs.

		“You fuck me hard, then reach around and rub my clit with your hand. I come, and you have to clamp your other hand over my mouth to stifle my screams. When I know you’re close, I push you out and turn around because I want to see your eyes when you come. I guide you back inside. You resume your thrusts, and when I feel your cock pulse I hold your hips still and look into your eyes.”

		Marc watched his wife rub herself faster still. He could tell from her voice that she was close.

		“We’re both standing still and staring into each other’s eyes. I tighten and release my inner muscles and milk all the cum from your balls as you flood my⁠—”

		Cheryl arched off the bed and let out a loud grunt as she came. She pleasured herself harder, stabbing her fingers in and out. Marc could hear her juices squelching. After a while she lowered herself back to the bed and slowed her hand, but she kept it between her legs.

		“Well, mine was good. How was yours?” She laughed. “You really should have closed your laptop first. It’ll be a bitch to get the keyboard clean.”

		To Marc’s surprise, Cheryl slid her robe wider still and used her other hand to tweak one of her own nipples while still gently stroking her pussy.

		“I think it’s obvious we’d both like that.” She was silent for a moment, then said, “No, I won’t do anything until I’ve discussed it with my husband.”

		Did he just ask her to meet him now?”

		“It’s a matter of respect. But don’t worry, I’m sure he’ll have no objections.”

		Marc ducked back behind the door and held his breath.

		Cheryl gave a quiet sigh. “I find that hard to believe, but if you think you can wait, that’s fine with me.” She laughed. “Yes, I’ll tell him this weekend. Okay, phone me on Monday. Bye.”

		Marc waited behind the door and counted to twenty, then risked another peep around the door. Cheryl was still playing with her pussy and pulling her nipple. She was going to make herself come again, and while Marc would have happily watched her do that, he decided to make his presence known. He walked into the bedroom.

		Cheryl must have felt the vibrations of his footsteps because she opened her eyes and stared at him with a shocked expression. She quickly moved her hands away, sighed, then gave a shrug. “You’ve caught me in flagrante delicto.”

		He smiled and shook his head. “Masturbation isn’t a crime.” Holding her gaze, he unbuckled his belt and opened his jeans. His erection sprung out.

		She stared at it, then frowned. “How long have you been home?” She could probably see the entire tip was wet and glistening.

		“Quite a while.”

		Her mouth opened but no words came out. He could see her mind playing catch-up. “Did you hear my conversation?”

		“Some of it.” He smiled. “Who were you talking to?”

		“A man called Sam. Did you hear the bit where I said I need to discuss something with you?”

		Marc took his t-shirt off and pushed his trousers down to his knees. “Yeah, I heard that bit.”

		Finally, Cheryl smiled. “And are we going to have the discussion now?”

		He knelt on the bed and pushed her legs wider. “We can if you like.” Holding his cock in his hand, he leaned over her and slid in between her drenched folds. He let out a sigh as his aching cock was enveloped in her wet twat.

		Cheryl’s brow furrowed, then she looked up into his eyes. “I was thinking of resuming my hotwife status.”

		“Sounds like a good idea.”

		“You wouldn’t mind?” She clenched down on his cock.

		Marc moved slowly in and out, enjoying the sensation of his cock being gripped by her greedy cunt. “Not at all.”

		“Good, because Sam has just said he’s not going to come again until he’s with me.”

		Marc smiled. “That should give you a mouthful in the buffet carriage.”

		Her eyes widened. “You heard that?”

		“Oh yeah.” He pushed deep. “I love your dirty mind.”

		She ran her hand down his back. “How dirty can I be?”

		“The dirtier the better.” He leaned down and kissed her mouth. “I’ve just seen you masturbate while getting a man off with your dirty talk. How much dirtier can you get?”

		“I could dress up in a suit and let you fuck me standing up like in my story.”

		“I think you should do that with Sam.”

		“Would you sit on the train and watch us?”

		“If you want me to.” Marc closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “This isn’t going to last long.”

		“That’s fine. Now I know I have your permission, I might go out afterwards and find someone to fuck.”

		The familiar tremor of angst slithered down his spine. “Sam?”

		“No, he can wait. Tonight will be some random guy I pick up in a bar.” She placed her hands on his hips and started to pump her hips below him. “Is that okay with you?”

		Marc was on the brink of his orgasm. “Only if you tell me all about it when you get home.”

		Before she could answer, he grunted and exploded inside her. Cheryl moaned and rocked herself beneath him, getting her own release moments later. They writhed and clung to each other for over a minute, then eventually stilled.

		Marc rolled off and ran his hand down her body. “Have you missed it?”

		“A little.” She narrowed her eyes. “Have you?”

		“Hmm. More than a little.” He smiled. “Where did you meet Sam?”

		“We’re both working for the same client. He’s a solicitor at another firm.”

		“No conflict of interest?”

		“No, he’s handling a completely different case.”

		Marc nodded. “Were you serious about going out tonight?”

		She held his gaze for a moment, then shrugged. “It’s a nice idea.”

		Marc grinned. “It’s a wonderful idea. Go and have a shower. I’ll put some clothes out for you to wear.”
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		By the time Cheryl returned from the bathroom, Marc had taken a black dress and a pair of black suede shoes from her wardrobe. He’d also found a black bra and a matching thong in her drawers, which he’d laid on the bed.

		“I’ll go for a shower while you do your makeup,” he announced.

		“You’re taking a shower?” she asked.

		He nodded. “I’m going to sit in the bar and watch you get picked up. Then I’ll come back here while you go to your hotel.”

		“Hotel?”

		“I booked you a room in the same place you fucked the Romanian guy.”

		“In Waterloo?”

		He nodded.

		“Are you’re not going to join me in the room again afterwards?”

		“No, because you might want to keep this guy for the whole night.” He smiled. “But I’ll want all the dirty details in the morning.”

		It was almost an hour later when they caught the Underground at Notting Hill.

		“Do you wish the carriage was more crowded?” he whispered as they sat together. She looked at him with a puzzled expression. “With all those sweaty men pushing their hard-ons against your arse,” he said.

		She laughed. “I can’t believe I actually said that.”

		“You were helping a horny guy get off.”

		“Hmm.” She gave an embarrassed frown. “If I’d known you were home, I’d have ridden your cock while talking to him.”

		“Really?” He liked that idea a lot. “We should definitely do that sometime.”

		Cheryl laughed. “Okay.”

		An alternative occurred. “I also like the idea of you phoning me when some guy is fucking you.”

		Cheryl looked at him. Her big, beautiful brown eyes twinkled. “It feels good to be talking like this again.”

		He smiled. “We’re getting back into the groove, and in a few hours’ time, another man will be getting back into your⁠—”

		She slapped his arm, looking around the carriage. It wasn’t crowded, but it wasn’t empty either. “There’s no need to spell it out.”

		They had to change trains at Bond Street, which meant a short wait for the next train on the Jubilee Line. Marc felt the familiar surge of arousal every time one of the men on the platform surreptitiously checked Cheryl out. Once they emerged on the street from Waterloo station, it was just a short walk to the hotel. After checking in, Cheryl went up to drop her bag off while Marc went into the bar and ordered a couple of drinks.

		Cheryl joined him five minutes later. “Different room than last time, but it’s nice.”

		“Is there a mirror on the ceiling?”

		“Unfortunately not.” She picked up the drink he’d bought her and took a sip. “Any suggestions as to where we should go?”

		Marc shrugged. “I assumed you’d want to go to the same hunting ground as last time.”

		“Don’t make me out to be a predator.”

		Marc scoffed. “You’re a solicitor. You see everyone as prey.”

		“How was your meeting, by the way?” She leaned close and frowned. “And why did you come home early?”

		“Good meeting, but the final two sessions were boring so I decided to leave early and watch my wife jilling off.”

		She laughed and shook her head. “Well, after the initial shock, I suppose I’m glad you did.”

		They drank and people watched, like they used to do. Marc’s stomach fluttered every time he saw Cheryl look at a man. He hadn’t realized just how much he’d missed the anticipation.

		Once their drinks were finished, Marc led her out through the hotel reception and into the warm spring evening. As they approached the bar they’d been in a little over two years ago, Marc slowed down.

		“I’ll wander a bit further along,” he said. “I’ll come back in five minutes.”

		Cheryl gave his hand a squeeze before letting it go. She walked into the bar and he continued down the street. The pavement was quite busy with revelers, some who’d stayed for a drink after work to finish their day, and others who were just starting their evening. Marc liked this time of night. When he got to the corner with Mepham Road, there was a busker under the bridge. Marc watched him perform a couple of Oasis songs, dropped a fiver in his guitar case and walked back to where he’d left Cheryl. He stepped through the door and, without glancing around, headed straight to the bar and ordered himself a beer. Once he had his drink, Marc stepped back and found a place to stand near a pillar. He looked around the bar, which was quite busy.

		It was a couple of minutes before he finally spotted Cheryl. She was standing at the opposite end of the bar surrounded by a group of people in suits. They’d probably called for a drink after work. There were a couple of other women and at least half a dozen men in the group, their ages ranging from mid-thirties to mid-fifties. The woman standing next to Cheryl seemed to be holding court, so he assumed that she was the boss. She looked about fifty and was particularly tall, probably six foot. Her hair was pinned up, and she wore a trouser suit and flat shoes. One of the men peeled off and went to buy another round of drinks. The tall woman said something to Cheryl which made her laugh.

		Marc got himself another beer and, after a short conversation with a fellow drinker, returned to his spot by the pillar. The group were all listening to something Cheryl was saying, and when she’d finished they all laughed and nodded. After another ten minutes or so, the tall woman and one of the men left. Cheryl went to the bar and bought a round of drinks for those that remained. Never once did she look in his direction, so Marc didn’t know if she knew where he was standing. More time passed, and then the entire group placed their empty glasses on the bar and made their way to the exit. Only then did Cheryl look around and smile in his direction.

		Marc quickly finished his drink and followed them out. He caught sight of them on the pavement about twenty yards away. He followed them, keeping the same distance between them until they went into another bar further up the road. He continued past the door and looked inside. It was more crowded than the previous place, so he decided to allow a few minutes for them to get served and find a place to stand before he went in. He continued walking down the way he’d walked before. The busker had packed up and gone. Smells from the places selling food made his stomach rumble, reminding him he hadn’t eaten since lunch in Newcastle. After waiting another few minutes, he headed back to the place Cheryl and her new-found friends were drinking.

		He saw them as soon as he opened the door, and Cheryl gave him a little smile as he walked past their group. It took about five minutes to get served, and by the time he’d found somewhere to stand, Cheryl’s group had moved to a high table surrounded by stools. He watched them from a discreet distance, trying to read her body language as she spoke to different men in the group to see if he could tell which she was focusing her attention on. They had two more rounds of drinks, then the only other woman and two of the men said their goodbyes and walked out.

		That left Cheryl alone with three men. Marc’s heart kicked up a notch. He knew she’d taken more at the same time before, but he couldn’t believe she’d entertain the idea of doing it again now. The cocktail of emotions swirling through his mind was like an old friend returning. It was definitely something he’d missed, though he’d struggle to explain to anyone exactly why he’d missed these tortuous feelings.

		Cheryl bought another round of drinks, and Marc glanced at his watch. It was getting on for ten, and he didn’t want to drink much more on an empty stomach. In the end he settled for a soft drink. At ten-thirty, the group of four got up and exited the bar. Marc abandoned what was left of his drink and followed again. They were walking back towards Cheryl’s hotel, and Marc’s stomach cramped a little. When they reached the bar they’d been in earlier, they stopped on the pavement. One of the men said something and Cheryl laughed, then gave him a warm smile. The guy headed off towards Waterloo Underground station, and Cheryl and the two men went back into the bar. Marc was torn but decided to head back home rather than delay until the trains stopped running and he’d need a taxi. He walked past and saw Cheryl standing between the two men in the queue at the bar.

		Marc bought himself a kebab near the station and ate it on a bench on the platform. It hadn’t been a good decision or a particularly good kebab. He’d probably get indigestion to add to all the other aches his body would feel during the next few hours.

		He checked his phone as soon as he got on the train, and again every five minutes until he reached home. He visited the bathroom then went straight to bed. Even though his mind was in a state of high alert, he was exhausted. He’d had two late nights in a row; one drinking with colleagues in Newcastle and one watching his wife on the prowl in London. He checked his phone a final time – still nothing from Cheryl – and then turned off the light and fell almost immediately into a deep sleep.
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		There was light seeping in around the curtains when he woke up. He picked up his phone, which said it was 06:50. There were two messages from Cheryl. They’d arrived at 03:47 and 03:49.

		He sat up in bed and clicked on the first:

		Well, I’m definitely back in the groove. Hope you’re not angry. Cxx

		Marc frowned. Did she take both men back to her room? He clicked on the second message and his breath caught in his throat. It was a photo.

		There were four used condoms set out in a line on the hotel bathroom counter. Cheryl must have taken them from the bin for the purpose of the photo. He swallowed, then hit reply:

		So you took both men?

		He waited, then realised he needed to pee. By the time he got back to bed, Cheryl had replied:

		Yes. Was that greedy?

		He smiled, his cock already thickening.

		Probably, but you could pretend you were just being polite because you couldn’t choose between them. xx

		He’d added kisses to show he wasn’t angry or disappointed. Then he had another thought.

		Shall we meet for breakfast?

		He chewed his lip as he waited for her reply, then jumped when his phone rang in his hand.

		He accepted the call. “Hiya.”

		“Hi. I thought it’d be quicker to talk than text. Do you want to come to the hotel for breakfast?”

		“Wouldn’t you prefer to meet somewhere else?”

		“It’d probably be best, just in case any of the serving staff saw me in the hotel bar with two amorous men at midnight.”

		He laughed. “Okay. Why don’t you check out of the hotel and find somewhere nice, then text me the address. Shall we say nine-thirty?”

		“Okay. Do you want me to wear my dress and heels?”

		“No, of course not.” Marc had made that mistake before. He’d acted like a spoilt child when she’d gone out dressed like a supermodel and come home in jeans and a t-shirt. But as she’d pointed out at the time, the trip there was at night and in a taxi, and the trip home was in the morning on the tube. “Wear whatever’s comfortable.”

		“Thank you.”

		“Did you enjoy last night?” he asked.

		She gave a quiet chuckle. “Oh yes. I had a great time.”

		“Will you tell me part of it over breakfast?”

		“Maybe, but I promise to tell you everything when we get home.”

		After they’d hung up, Marc lay in bed and thought about his wife being used in a hotel room by two men. His cock was rigid, but he was determined not to relieve himself. In the end he forced himself to get up. He took a shower, dressed in jeans and a jumper and left home. He called for a coffee in Notting Hill, then caught the tube to Bond Street. He was early and it was another warm day, so rather than catching another train he decided to walk to Waterloo. He ambled through St James’s Park and crossed the river via Westminster Bridge. When he reached York Road he texted Cheryl to ask if she’d found anywhere for them to have breakfast, and then his phone rang.

		“Are you here already?” she asked as soon as he accepted the call.

		“Yeah, just a couple of minutes away from your hotel.”

		“Okay, I’m just checking out. I’ll meet you outside in a minute.”

		Marc felt the now familiar mix of emotions. Since he’d watched his wife walk into the bar less than twelve hours earlier, she’d had sex with two men. And he’d seen photographic evidence that suggested each man had fucked her twice. The twisted thrill he got from this knowledge was probably beyond what most people would understand.

		Cheryl stepped out onto the pavement and his heart skipped a beat. She wore black trousers, a pale grey sweatshirt and ankle boots. Her long dark hair was pinned up in a loose, messy bun and her face was clear of makeup. When she saw Marc she gave a nervous smile. As soon as he was close enough he wrapped her in his arms and kissed her. She smelled of lavender shampoo and her skin was soft and clear.

		“Hi,” he said.

		She blinked, her eyes shining. “Hi yourself.”

		Without another word, Marc took her holdall and slung it over her shoulder, then held her hand and led her back the way he’d come. He’d passed a nice café a hundred yards away.

		Cheryl squeezed his hand. “How was your night?” she asked.

		“It was like reliving my past. How was yours?”

		She smiled. “Probably the same.”

		“Did it feel good?” he asked. “To be doing it again?”

		He saw her chew her lower lip. She gave a smile and a shrug. “I had a good time, but I won’t be able to feel good about it until I know how you feel.”

		This was a surprise. They’d almost reached the café, so he stopped and turned to face her. “I feel great. I was hard all night thinking about what you were doing.”

		“You were?”

		He nodded.

		“You didn’t feel the need to relieve yourself?”

		“Oh I felt the need, but I resisted.”

		She glanced at the café door then looked back into his eyes. “We can go home and relieve you now if you like.”

		“Thanks, but I’m happy to wait. I want to look into your eyes as you tell me what happened. I want to visualize it without being able to touch you. And I want to hold your hand all the way back to our house knowing that as soon as we get through the door, I’m going to fuck your brains out on the stairs.”

		Cheryl held his gaze for a moment, then nodded towards the café. “Come on, I’ll buy you breakfast and tell you a story.”

		Five minutes later, they’d ordered breakfast and were sipping chilled orange juice. Marc stroked her hand.

		“So, tell me about the people you met.”

		“They all work at a property consultancy. From what I could make out, they find suitable accommodation for visiting bigwigs. Sort of a high-end rental service but involving company directors or visiting diplomats.”

		“Cool. And what was your excuse for being out on your own?”

		She smiled. “I was in London on business, just visiting from the Glasgow office.”

		“Ah, so you emphasized your accent.”

		“Och aye.”

		He laughed. “And when did you know you were going to take them both?”

		Cheryl seemed to think about it, then shrugged. “I suppose when neither showed any intention of going home. The others had left, these two didn’t. When they walked me back to the hotel, I suggested a nightcap in the bar. We all sat together on a small couch and got kind of cosy.” She shrugged. “So I suggested we all go up to my room.”

		“Did they like that idea?”

		She laughed and nodded. “Oh, they loved the idea.”

		“And what happened once you got there? Did they undress you?”

		Cheryl licked her lips, then leaned over the table to whisper. “No. They removed their jackets and I removed my panties. I sucked them both to get them hard, then handed out condoms. Then I hoisted my dress up and lay on the bed.”

		“With your dress on?”

		She nodded. “And my shoes.”

		“What did they do?”

		“What do you think? They took turns.”

		Marc’s cock strained against the denim of his jeans. “One then the other?”

		“They swapped places every few minutes. Each man went in about five times before the first session finished.”

		Marc stared into her eyes, visualising her being railed by one guy and then the other. If they’d gone in five times each, Cheryl would have been fucked for about half an hour. “How many times did you come before they’d both finished?”

		“Three.”

		He swallowed the lump in his throat. “What happened then?”

		“They each went to the bathroom. When they returned, everyone’s clothes were removed and we all got into the bed.” She pursed her lips then gave a smile. There was a lot of stroking and nipple sucking, then they were ready to go again. I got on all fours and put a condom on the first one. While he fucked me from behind, I sucked the other.”

		“Did he come in your mouth?”

		She shook her head. “I made sure I didn’t take him that far. After a while I fitted him with a condom so he could take his friend’s place once he’d finished.”

		“What about you? Did you come again?”

		She smiled and nodded. “Yes, but only once.”

		Marc thought about them all lying naked in the bed together afterwards. “And what happened then?”

		“They got dressed and left. I took a bath.”

		“They didn’t want to stay all night?”

		“That wasn’t on offer.” She smiled. “And after my bath, I fished out their condoms and sent you a photo to make you all horny for when I got home.”

		He laughed. “And it worked.”

		“Good. Come on, let’s go home.” Without waiting for his answer, Cheryl stood up and went to pay the bill.

		Marc waited for her by the door, and then they walked hand in hand to the Underground station. A train arrived just as they reached the platform, and they got on it. It was sparsely filled, and they dropped into the first seat they came to at the back of a carriage.

		“So,” Cheryl whispered, “I seem to remember you promising to fuck my brains out on the stairs when we get home.”

		He smiled. “Yeah, I remember that, too.”

		“I have a better idea.”

		“Oh?”

		Cheryl placed her bag on Marc’s lap then slid her hand between the bag and his jeans. She gave his cock a squeeze. “I’m going to rub your cock until you come in your pants.”

		He frowned. “No you’re not.”

		She smiled and started to move her hand, jacking his cock. “Yes I am.”

		“It’s Sam who wants to fuck you on a train.”

		“Hmm.” She looked into his eyes, a half-smile on her face. “Should I let him?”

		“Yes, if it’s what you want.”

		“Is it what you want?” She rubbed him faster. “Would you be happy if I took up my old dirty ways?”

		He let out a sigh. “Very.”

		“We’re not getting off this train until you’ve come.”

		“We need to change at the station after next.”

		She shook her head. “We’ll stay on the train all the way to the end of the line if we have to. But I reckon I’ll have you creaming your jeans before we reach St John’s Wood.”

		Marc frowned. “But I want to fuck you.”

		“You will, and I really like the idea of you doing me on the stairs.” She squeezed his erection a little tighter as she rubbed his cock. “But I don’t mind waiting until this afternoon for that.”

		The train pulled into Bond Street station. Several people got off, others got on. Marc and Cheryl stayed in their seat, the bag still hiding what she was doing to him. The train pulled out of the station.

		“I loved them taking turns at me,” she whispered. “It reminded me of Kelvin and Ed.”

		Marc held her gaze, remembering the night the two black bulls had fucked her in an Airbnb in Nottingham. He’d jacked off while the three of them took a shower.

		“Their cocks weren’t as big, but they made me feel good. And because they kept changing places, I got to come over and over before they did.”

		“Were you vocal?”

		She smiled. “I was a lot more vocal than you’re allowed to be here.” She could obviously tell how close he was from his breathing and his expression.

		Marc sighed. “I wish we’d gone home.”

		Cheryl kept stroking his cock. “No you don’t.”

		He tried to hold her gaze but at the moment he erupted into his shorts, he squeezed his eyes closed.

		She kept rubbing and leaned in to kiss his ear. “I told you I’d make you come before we got to St John’s Wood. Right, we need to get off and wait for the next train back to Bond Street.”

		“I can’t believe you just did that.”

		She smiled. “Maybe if you watch me with Sam, we can both go home with cum in our pants.”
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		Surprise on the Beach

		 

		GK Grayson

		 

		We went to the resort for our tenth anniversary. The clothes spilling from her suitcase made me wonder if we were going to a school board meeting! I countered with a string bikini that left her with very little coverage. She reluctantly agreed to wear the skimpy swimsuit to the beach that day. What I didn’t know was that my wife took this as permission to do some exploring on her own. Our marriage would never be the same.

		 

		Our vacation was supposed to be a celebration of our tenth anniversary. And it was, just not in the way I expected.

		The resort we chose wasn’t exactly a ‘lifestyle’ resort, even if most of the visitors were adults and clothing, while not optional, definitely tended to the risqué side. People were there to take a break from the normal restrictions of life. At least, that’s what I hoped would happen, and why I had suggested it to my wife for our celebration.

		Macy and I arrived late. We barely had time to find our cabana and grab a bite to eat before exhaustion from all the travel took us to bed early. We were too tired to make love, falling asleep as soon as our heads hit the plush pillows.

		When we awoke the next morning, the view out of our room was spectacular. Clear sky, blue water as far as you could see, and a warm sun on the horizon, promising even more. I could hear people and activity as I scanned the path from our cabana into the resort complex. The place was everything they promised in the brochure, that’s for sure.

		My wife looked at me while I stood naked, looking out at the beach from our cabana. It really was beautiful here.

		“Ready to have some fun?” she asked, hopping out of bed. “Let’s spend time at the beach today, relaxing. We can try other things tomorrow.” I agreed. As she spoke, she pulled up her suitcase, beginning the process of moving in. I could only shake my head in disgust at what she was unpacking. The same old shit she always wore.

		My wife… my very attractive wife… I love her with all my heart, but she’s too conservative by half. Despite her trim figure, ample chest, and beautiful face, she simply refuses to even consider being… what’s the best word?… racy, wanton, loose. Any of those will do.

		And I don’t mean running around on me. She won’t do it in our own bedroom, either. For God’s sake, she won’t even get on top when we make love! When we do it, she seems as eager for it to be over as she is for the pleasure. Wanting her to show a little enthusiasm wasn’t too much to ask, was it?

		Okay, you’re right. I need to settle down. My wife has many admirable qualities. I just wish she would add ‘loosens up a little while on vacation’ to her positives list. I had planned this trip hoping to get her to accept something on at least a moderate edge. You know, get drunk together, make love on the beach, maybe even smoke a joint while watching the sunset. Any of those would do.

		But no, the clothes she unpacked showed where her mind remained. They’re so conservative, she makes her mother look racy. This trip, she had agreed to at least show a little skin. I guess my idea of ‘a little skin’ and hers appear to be slightly different. This clueless woman happily showed me the modest shorts and loose blouses that any 80-year-old would be comfortable in. None even showed cleavage.

		I was really pissed when I saw what she brought with her. We had quite a row over it, with me eventually threatening to call the entire trip off and go home. She seemed shocked at my vehemence. Why spend all that money on ‘resort clothes,’ I yelled, if all she brought were things she could wear to a parent-teacher conference? I stormed out of the room and sat in the coffee shop for the next hour, trying to figure out what to do.

		Okay, I know I was overreacting. But like so many things in marriage, this was a continuation of an argument we had been having for years. We weren’t really fighting about this particular choice.

		In the end, I came to the only conclusion I could: acceptance. This is just the way she was. We all have our quirks, and married life is a series of compromises. In many ways, this was a continuation of an argument we had been having since we were married. She has to accept some of mine, right? The truth was, I loved her. Had ever since we’d met in our 20s. We’d been together a long time. I wasn’t perfect either.

		I returned to the room and apologized.

		Besides, I had my little secret. He-he. After making my apology and we sat down to eat the pastries I brought back to the room as a peace offering, I gave my wife my actual surprise. A string bikini that revealed every square inch you could without being kicked off the resort. The bra triangle barely covered her nipples, much less the breasts, and the Brazilian thong had a backside that covered even less. Her stare of shock when I pulled it out of my suitcase made it worth every dollar of the outrageous price I paid.

		She looked at me with a quizzical expression that said so much without words, holding it up to herself, her face turning bright pink. I felt a little guilty. I didn’t want her to feel forced to wear it because of our fight that morning.

		Finally, she asked. “Does this have some underlying meaning you want to discuss?” After ten years, I could tell. She wasn’t hurt or upset, just curious. “Is there some hidden fantasy you want to share with me?” she giggled.

		I assured her there wasn’t, just thought she would look good in it. That wasn’t entirely true, of course. I wanted her to be seen and to attract the attention of guys around the resort. I hoped this would break her out of this unyielding focus on modesty that drove me crazy.

		This string bikini became my entry in the ‘add a little skin’ sweepstakes I had hoped she would join. If I had known where this would take us after that, maybe I would have left things the way they were.

		The first shock of the day came moments later when she actually put it on, returning from the bathroom, spinning in front of me. Her boobs flopped everywhere, much to my delight. I chased her around the room, pretending to tear it off, with her squealing at both her exposure and my reaction to it.

		That woman is gorgeous! And the way her tits swayed so freely under that limited covering… win, win, right?

		I pulled her into my arms. “Thanks for doing this, babe,” I said, stroking her hair. “I know it’s a bit of a stretch for you, but no one we know will see you. While we’re here, I’d really like you to relax a little, not be so uptight. When we get home, you can return your sphincter to its proper, extra-tight setting. For now…”

		She poked me in the ribs at that joke, nodding that she would. Somehow I sensed she understood more than I was saying. How did women do that?

		I quickly changed into my swimsuit, and we were heading to the beach. Macy pulled a white coverlet from her drawer to provide at least some modesty as we walked to the beach.

		Along the way, our conversation was openly sexual, perhaps for the first time in our many years together. Macy kept returning to the same topic: what this outfit really meant? I reiterated that I had nothing specific in mind, just wanted her to loosen up. Have some fun. Let’s do something we might regret later, but cherish the memory of having done it, I told her. How far she wanted this to go was up to her. I guess she took that as permission. Her eyes simply sparkled.

		The second shock came with the position she chose for our day at the beach: right next to the volleyball courts. We lay down to soak up the sun for a bit. That didn’t last long. She tapped me on my arm. I opened my eyes to see her joining the latest game, wiggling her ass at me as she walked over. The sight of my wife, in that string piece of nothing, walking into the sand, onto an all-male team no less, left me riveted with possibilities.

		To say she joined in the game didn’t mean she stood around waiting for the ball to come to her. Macy played volleyball in high school. She knew the game well. My wife was throwing herself around the court, diving for balls, and leaping up for spikes. All with large breasts and a top that frequently left her nipples exposed to the other players. She didn’t seem to care, simply moving the small covering back into position when the action stopped.

		The members of her team had no trouble noticing her regular wardrobe malfunctions. They shamelessly flirted with her at every opportunity. Several times, I suspected they were pushing balls in whatever way they could to force her to dive or stretch to cause another garment slip. Every time she went into the sand, they were fighting over who got to help her up.

		Their hands would flow over her body at every opportunity. Instead of showing her outrage at what they were doing, my previously conservative wife would giggle, make the latest adjustment, and teasingly push their hands away… though not really. It was clear she was enjoying all the male attention.

		The third shock for me wasn’t her exposure, or even her open flirting. It was my reaction that was not what she expected, apparently. She kept looking over at me with a confused expression. When I said nothing, she continued, growing more brazen with every serve. Soon, she was touching the men back. Several times, when they helped her off the sand, she would trace her hand along the asses of the men supposedly helping. Her eyes would lock on me every time she raised the stakes.

		One of the team members, a tall and very fit guy with a shock of long blond hair, seemed to latch onto my wife, quickly claiming his territory. And Macy seemed to favor him as the games went on. The other team members got the message, leaving her alone. This brought another grin in my direction. When I didn’t react, she accepted her new ‘partner’ wherever this was going.

		Their touching and ‘helping’ each other grew ever more blatant as the games progressed. With each caress and whisper between them, Macy would smile at me.

		Here’s the thing. I was struggling with both her open display and my reaction to it. All their flirting had left me feeling an odd mix of arousal and jealousy that I had never experienced before. The arousal would push my shaft until it was hard as a rock, requiring me to cover my lap with a towel so Macy couldn’t see what was happening. Then an open touch, or a sparkling look between them, would take me off that erotic edge as jealousy seeped into my emotions. Fear of losing my life partner and family would quickly push me to the edge of despair.

		Being constantly tormented by these cycles left me almost breathless with anticipation of what they would do next. Arousal was clearly winning. And she could tell. With each game, she pressed closer to this man, becoming more brazen with their mutual touching. During one break in the action, I could see her whispering to him, pointing in my direction. He smiled, waving at me. I returned with my own.

		Worries about where this was going filled my every thought. Okay, when we had the earlier discussion, I wanted her to relax a little more, but this direction far exceeded even my wildest fantasies. Increasingly intimate touching told me of the final destination for those two. I wondered if she would go off with him, returning later. Or if she would let me watch, or join in?

		The shock of it had me reeling! What was I thinking? Join in? Could I watch this woman I have loved for so many years making it with some stranger at the resort? She had already blown past ‘loosening up a little.’ We were now entering fresh erotic territory that, to my knowledge, neither of us had ever traveled. I wondered if I would even see her for the rest of the trip. Insecurities bloomed, gripping my chest.

		I wasn’t a small guy, just under six feet, and had a reasonable, maybe even above-average tool. But this guy! He had to be superior in all the ways I wasn’t. I shuddered, thinking of where I would even fit in this new world she was creating.

		Along the way, she needed to take a break, sitting down next to me again. Her hand touched my thigh. That caress was so erotic I thought I might come right there. But her thought was only of what she had witnessed.

		“Why didn’t you try to stop me? You seemed to like what I was doing,” she giggled.

		Telling her about the arousal/jealousy cycles that had been buffeting me seemed inappropriate at that point. So I lied. “Just happy to see you enjoying yourself. Been a long time since I’ve seen you smile like that.”

		She nodded her acceptance of my statement. Though, as she often did, there were layers of understanding in that nod, as if something had clicked in her mind. She found nuance in my words that I didn’t even grasp, welcoming this new direction.

		Macy leaned closer, pretending to reach for a bottle of water. While she did it, she pressed her chest against my arm, giggling as her breasts pillowed along my side. Her hand ‘accidentally’ grazed my stiff shaft under the towel, causing her to giggle more. I visibly vibrated at her touch, unable to offer any response.

		“You like me doing this,” she stated flatly. It was a statement of fact, not speculation. Her hand slipped beneath the towel and wrapped around my shaft, feeling its throbbing agreement to her words. All I could do was look at the guy, whose eyes never left us. He had to know what she was doing.

		By the time she was sitting upright again, looking me in the eye, it was as if an entirely new woman had invaded my wife’s body. She told me about her new partner—his name was Derek, apparently—with a flushed expression that had me so stiff I hurt inside my swimsuit. She noticed, smiling with a wry grin that I had never seen on my wife before.

		“Was this what you meant by loosening up?”

		“Kind of…” I smiled, uncertain how to answer. “You want him, don’t you?”

		Before I could say anything more, her thoughts moved to the future. “Are you really okay with where this is going?” she asked. Her hand had never left my shaft. She caressed it slowly as she spoke. “Once we go down this path, I won’t want to stop. You know that.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“This thing we’re doing here… you know where it’s going. Is this what you want… for me to… be with him?”

		“What do you want?” I asked, regretting the soft tremor in my tone.

		“Stop answering every question with a question. You wanted me to relax, to take a risk. That’s what I’ve been doing. You’ve been witness to every moment. You must know where my preferences are by now.”

		I nodded. “That’s been clear for a while.”

		“And? What do you want? I’m not willing to risk our family just to have a silly fling, whether you’re watching or not.” Her tone had become insistent, almost accusatory. “Before we go any further, I want your explicit permission to flirt back. And a promise that, no matter what I do, you will not accuse me of cheating afterwards… or think less of me.”

		I couldn’t even reply, only nod I understood what she needed. She had my permission. Inside, my cock throbbed, knowing what she meant by ‘flirting.’

		Then came the real surprise of the day. She stood up, with a smile of pure lust and acceptance, openly straightening her top to bring every eyeball on the court to her chest. What she said changed our relationship forever.

		Looking down at me, in a whisper that only I could hear, she said, “If something comes up, are you good with letting things go where they will? Or should we stop now?”

		I smiled up at her. “Your friend definitely has a large package under his suit.”

		That’s when she either made our entire trip or ruined it. I keep going back and forth on that one.

		“I’d like to find out just how big. You want me to, don’t you?” she asked, nearly breathless. I choked on her response. It wasn’t until much later that I realized she didn’t wait for me to answer. She had already decided. She leaned down to whisper in my ear. “Go somewhere else for a bit. I’m going to ask Derek if he would like to be entertained… more directly.”

		She must have seen the mixed emotions that swept across my face. Inside, I was crestfallen. Did this mean she was going away with him? What would that mean? Spending the rest of the day with him, or disappearing for the entire week?

		Instead, she pointed toward the sand dunes nearby, kneeling down to kiss me deeply. “Don’t go too far. I know you’ve always wanted to watch.” Then she turned to rejoin the play without waiting for my response.

		What could I say to that? My wife clearly wanted to fuck the guy. That much had become obvious. But how did she know I wanted to watch? Had she seen my search history, or looked through my Kindle app? I had a lot of books about wife watching and even being cuckolded. It really got me going. That comment implied she knew!

		I immediately got up, mouthing to her I needed to use the restroom. She returned a knowing smile, walking over to her friend, whispering in his ear. After I had done my business, I snuck around the building to find a place where I could see both the court and the dunes. She and the guy were gone, no longer on the court.

		Panicking a little, I ran toward the dunes, not wanting to miss what was happening. I frantically searched from dune to dune, wondering if she had changed her mind and ran off with him. Despair filled me.

		Then I heard it. A faint giggling and a moan coming from a secluded part of the dunes. I peeked over the crest of a nearby sand mound. Derek had brought a couple of beach towels for them to lie on. They were kissing passionately, their hands roaming each other; my wife’s hand wrapped around his shaft, milking it with glee through his suit.

		Her friend pulled back, gently lifting the bikini top off my wife, burying his face in her luscious melons. And let me tell you, they are spectacular. Full and still firm, even after two kids. It was as if my tongue was tracing them while I watched Derek enjoy himself. Even from the next dune, I could see her nipples poking out like small pebbles.

		Macy started a little, catching my movement. She whispered to her new partner. He sat up, waving for me to come down. We learned later that our new friend had done this before; didn’t mind an audience.

		I slid down the dune, landing right next to Macy’s head. The shock of seeing my wife topless next to this guy sent my raging manhood into full extension. She noticed, reaching her hands up to grab my rod and scrotum through the swimsuit. Our eyes locked as she looked up at me. ‘Are you sure?’ those eyes were asking me.

		I smiled, moving her head to return the focus to her new partner, though I didn’t move her hands. Those felt too good to change!

		Derek helped Macy wriggle out of the thong, yanking his suit the rest of the way off to reveal a very handsome tool that was now fully extended and eager to be touched. Macy looked back up at me, her mouth open in shock at the size of the thing.

		I nodded my approval for Derek to proceed, positioning my legs on either side of her head. This braced her in that position. My hands stroked her breasts right in front of him.

		She squirmed her hands underneath my legs, as if she wanted to be pinned in place, unable to stop whatever was happening. A sudden insight made me smile. My wife needed her arms trapped like this. If I held them down, that meant I wanted her to give the rest of her body to Derek. I got the message.

		This position also thrust her chest forward. My wife had very sensitive nipples. I pulled them toward Derek, inviting him to take over. He did, suckling one, then the other, using his enormous hands to grip them roughly. Macy trembled at the surging sensations.

		She closed her eyes, spreading her legs slightly, allowing open access. A mewling sound rose from her throat. It must be a rush to be so open with her desires after a lifetime of keeping everything bottled up.

		“Let yourself go, my love. I want to watch you do that,” I said while stroking her face. I said it loud enough for Derek to hear. “Be as loose as you want to be.”

		I could feel the moment my message sank in. Her body visibly relaxed when Derek’s hand moved to the newly freed space between her legs. She whimpered softly. Her arms pressed against my legs again, seeming to require assurance of my being there and of my acceptance. I pressed down, offering both.

		Derek finally spoke for the first time. “She’s a hot one, your bride; wants me to take her.”

		“That she does,” I agreed. Macy was panting, squirming on the man’s fingers now firmly inside. “I think she wants you to fuck her, don’t you think?”

		My wife gasped at the words, shocking me with a simple agreement. “Please… please… I am so ready.”

		Derek didn’t need further encouragement. He shifted his hips underneath hers, gathered some moisture on her labia, and slowly pushed himself inside.

		Macy’s arms pushed harder against my legs, groaning as she felt the full stretch of our new friend’s enormous member. “So big…” she whimpered as he penetrated her. “Oh god, so big…”

		But those were not groans of pain. I knew the difference. She was panting, pushing against him, wanting more.

		I had never watched someone take Macy like this, but my eyes could not help noticing her eager participation. The way her hips flexed to meet every thrust. How her labia came out when he pulled back, seeming to protest the withdrawal. Her building arousal flowed through her body.

		Abruptly, my thoughts went somewhere unexpected. To condoms. It had never occurred to me to bring them until just now. This guy, met only a few hours ago, was fucking my wife bareback! She was only 35 and in good health. The prospect of coming home with a new arrival was not what either of us would want, I was sure.

		I shuddered, knowing it was too late. She had warned me earlier that, once started, she would not want to stop. And judging by the sounds coming out of my bride, I didn’t want her to.

		Derek certainly knew how to deliver what she needed. He rutted into her like a bull, his fingers digging into her flesh, pulling her onto him. His forward angle scraped across her clit with each thrust. He was giving her the fucking of her life.

		But that’s not what caught my attention. It was her response. Remember my saying my wife only allowed the missionary position and even then, she barely seemed involved, leaving me feeling like she was eager for it to be over? Not this time. Her legs wrapped around him, using her thighs to force him deeper.

		I couldn’t believe the animalistic sounds coming out of her mouth. Her arms pushed against my legs repeatedly, not just for the feeling of my support, but for leverage.

		“Fuck me,” Derek barked softly. “Take that cock.” My wife shuddered in response, continuing those unintelligible sounds. I could see her hips respond, absorbing every entry as if his taking her had become the very core of her existence.

		A tinge of insecurity found me at that moment, knowing I had never heard those sounds from her while we made love. That uncertainty gripped my heart as a bleak future wove its way to the surface. Would she ever be willing to return to our normal love life after this?

		Yet, the more she pushed back, her mewls becoming more frantic, a surge of joy took over. She had lived her whole life as a good girl. I had been after her to ‘loosen up’ and be spontaneous. Now that she was… with my full approval… How could I be hurt? This guy was bringing her more pleasure than I ever could. Happiness filled me. I pressed down harder on her arms.

		There was nothing tender or romantic about what Derek was doing. This was a brutal fucking that she couldn’t help responding to. A jackhammering that methodically took my wife apart. I sensed her orgasm building.

		Words came out of me. “Yes, my love. Fuck him. Give it everything you have. I want you to come for him, come so hard it shakes your bones.”

		Those words released something in her. Whatever last resistance remained gave way to a rush of pure pleasure. I could see the intense heat rush through her body as her back arched. I placed my hand over her mouth as a scream of release exploded out of her. My legs clamped down on her arms, forcing her body to absorb the continued thrusting, extending the blast.

		Derek just smiled as she thrashed under him. I nodded my approval.

		As soon as she could breathe again, opening her eyes, Derek looked at me, not her. “Time to let her have some fun, don’t you think?” he said, signaling for me to release her arms.

		Without coming out of her, he gripped her torso, lifting her off the blanket. He spun around, dropping to the blanket, leaving her on top. Before she could protest, he was pushing himself into her again. This time from below. Her breasts flopped with each thrust. This time, she didn’t resist being so exposed on top. She couldn’t help herself, moaning with each thrust.

		In this position, Macy could not avoid my eyes. Her questioning gaze left me even more excited than I had ever been before. My wife… my more-conservative-by-half wife… was fucking a strange man right in front of me. And on top, no less!

		Who’d have thought purchasing that string bikini would release so much hidden passion? I smiled back, stroking a face flushed with the effort of keeping her hips moving while her hands sat on Derek’s chest. The remnants of that incredible orgasm were written all over her flushed chest.

		And inside, I realized I wanted her to give herself to him. “Now’s your chance, babe. Let go of all your silly inhibitions. Use that cock. Milk every bit of pleasure out of it.”

		Her expression changed abruptly, the look of wonderment at what she had just done turning to something else, something darker.

		Somehow I knew. This was the actual moment that our life together changed forever.

		Her hips flexed against him, this time driven by her own desire. Her eyes moved to his as she dropped lower, kissing him passionately, her breasts pillowing across his chest. The brutal part of the program was over. This was the Macy I knew. Loving, tender, open.

		I scrambled up the dune, needing to get away from this… whatever it had become. My emotional turmoil threatened to ruin everything. But nothing else could break through. The woman who used to be exclusively with me for so many reasons… wasn’t any longer. I knew that to my very bones.

		I might as well have left altogether for all the attention she paid me after that. They were together now, feeling the closeness that only this level of intimacy can bring. Every moan, touch, and kiss left me fighting back tears.

		Yet, I couldn’t stay away as I heard her come again, peeking around the top of the dune. Derek hugged her close as she writhed on top of him. He whispered things in her ear that were not meant for me. Only for her. My shivering wouldn’t stop. What had I done?

		The next fifteen minutes were a scene of abject horror for me. A view that filled me with a growing belief that she would never be satisfied with me again. Derek was a machine, fucking my wife with dedicated abandon. He was methodically pulling her into his world. Would she have anything left for me when he finished with her?

		Then something distracted me from the upheaval tearing me apart. My shaft kept poking against my swimsuit, solid and demanding attention. I pulled it out, stroking it as I continued to watch from above, fighting to remain silent despite the groan that threatened to escape my throat. Thankfully, they didn’t notice.

		What was the matter with me? No matter how many erotic stories I had read, it still felt weird that watching my wife give herself to another had left me breathless with arousal.

		Another flash of insight shook me where I sat stroking myself. About my wife and her new friend. I suddenly understood. It wasn’t a new dick that she had been craving all these years without knowing it. It was his dominance. She wanted the kind of man that wouldn’t allow her to rest. The kind that used her for his pleasure more than her own. I could see it in the way their bodies moved together, in how easily she adapted her needs to his. He was forcing his will upon her, and she loved him for it.

		My cock throbbed even harder, demanding more attention. That was it! The piece that I was missing. I may be a lot of excellent things in this marriage: husband, father, lover, and provider. But a dominant male? Not a chance. My style was more collaborative and tender. Just what my wife wanted from her life partner.

		That was the insight that came. She didn’t want to move in with this guy. My wife just wanted him to fuck her silly, to give her a heavy dose of ecstasy that I couldn’t give her. That truth blossomed inside me, settling into my core. She saw this not as my replacement but as a gift from her loving husband.

		I scrambled back to their side of the dunes, getting a closer look. My stroking became more forceful as the power of that message soaked into my desire. I wanted this for her as much as she wanted it. This had truly become my gift to her.

		At that moment, she looked up from her latest release, her eyes seeming to worship mine. She smiled when she saw me openly stroking myself. Her hooking finger came up. ‘Come to me,’ that finger said as she pushed herself up to a sitting position.

		I scrambled back down the dune. She grabbed my shaft in her fist, pulling it toward her mouth. What the fuck? My wife wanted to give me a blowjob while another man was fucking her? I groaned loudly as the warmth of her mouth slid up and down my stiffness.

		This had suddenly become the hottest thing we had ever done together. Macy pushed her head back and forth on my shaft as Derek stepped up his pace. It wouldn’t take long for me, as aroused as all the visuals had left me. She kept up her sucking, losing the touch only occasionally as Derek pounded upward. He was obviously ready for his reward.

		Derek thrust up with one last hard push, then groaned as he gave my wife rope after rope of his seed. She came hard on that release, shaking on top of him. I pulled back, whipping my rod right in front of her. She looked up, sensing what I had planned.

		“Do it,” she giggled. “Come on my face.”

		I could only chuckle as I delivered my load everywhere. I had built up some supply! The seed went on her face, chin, and chest. We were all laughing as I tried to get it in as many places as I could.

		Who was this woman? She had never allowed me to do that before!

		A female voice came wafting over the dunes. “Derek! Where are you? Thought you were going to play volleyball.” She was clearly not upset, knowing he would be here.

		Our new friend didn’t hesitate, calling for her to come his way. Before Macy could even get off him, a beautiful woman came around the side. She laughed at the sight of me standing over my wife, cock still in hand. Macy was sitting on her friend, and my white cream smothered her face.

		“Having some fun, I see,” she chuckled.

		“So much,” he responded. There was no embarrassment or uneasiness in his voice. He was happy for her to see him this way.

		Before he could say more, she pulled her bikini bottoms off, gently pushing me out of the way so she could position her sex above his face, facing my wife. The shine I saw there caught me completely by surprise.

		“Those guys left quite a mess this morning. Someone’s gotta clean this up,” she said. Derek’s hands went up to her hips, pulling the woman onto his tongue as he lapped away at the mess smeared everywhere. I cringed at the thought of it. Guys? Several guys had come inside her, and he was licking it out? Ouch…

		The woman shuddered as the cleaning took a more direct turn, his tongue focusing on her clit with long swipes along her labia. Her shuddering climax moments later seemed the perfect ending to our time together.

		We all stood up, making introductions. Derek picked up the towels, keeping one and giving me the other. We cleaned off our respective partners while we talked. This woman was his wife, Anita. Derek explained that she had met some guys while they went dancing last night. He had arranged for them to come to their room the next morning while he went to play beach volleyball. Meeting Macy was just a bonus. Apparently, they were in what they called ‘the lifestyle,’ open about sharing their sexual talents with others.

		“It looked like you were having a fun session, babe,” Anita said, cuddling against his still-naked body. She looked directly at us. “Maybe your friends would like to grab some lunch together and then come back to our cabana. This tall drink of water could definitely provide some distraction while you continued to explore his lovely wife.”

		Macy and I exchanged comically shocked looks, wondering what we had gotten ourselves into. With my nodding acquiescence, Macy said, “We’d love to.”

		And that, my friends, is how Macy and I entered ‘the lifestyle,’ a place where we continued to play when we returned home. It turns out my wife wasn’t as conservative as I thought. I’m so glad we went on this vacation and that I had encouraged her to wear the string bikini. It definitely broke her out of any ‘unyielding focus on modesty.’ I just hope I don’t come to regret it later.
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		A Day at the Hotwife Club

		 

		Hardison Parker

		 

		Our Hotwife Alyssa, initiates a new member into the hottest private club, H.A.R.D.

		 

		“Ma’am, may I see your H.A.R.D. card, please? Alyssa Havenworth. Havenworth, Havenworth. There you are.” The bouncer gave my bottom a light slap and pushed me toward the door.

		H.A.R.D. stood for Hotwives Are Railed Daily. It started as a joke by my husband, dancing for his friends in the living room, but soon it became so popular amongst our neighborhood that we bought a larger house in a more secluded neighborhood and sold memberships. Now, nearly a year later, H.A.R.D was an upscale club connecting Alpha men and Hotwives. There was even a viewing room for husbands who like to watch.

		I didn’t recognize the bouncer, but that wasn’t unusual. I only came out once a month. It was part of our deal. He gets boys' night; I get girls' night. Only now, we have it together.

		The club wasn’t fancy, but its flaws were hidden by dark lighting and loud jazz playing over several strategically placed speakers. I was ushered into a changing room that was once intended to be a study. It was a nice design touch as it gave us women more space to change from our discreet arrival clothing to something with a little more flair. For some, it meant wearing skimpy lingerie; for others, it meant wearing short skirts and sheer blouses. We weren’t strippers or sex workers, but for some, dressing up was part of the kink.

		Tonight, I dressed elegantly. A long, form-fitting black dress with a slit to the top of my hip. I chose not to wear panties; they would only get in the way. The top of the dress was cut low, the neckline diving between my breasts, barely covering my thick nipples. I was every bit the seductress sitting at the end of the bar in all the noir movies. I even wore my brightest red lipstick and a matching rose in my hair, which was pulled tight against my head by the braided ponytail.

		“Hello, Alyssa.” Just as I finished putting on my eyeliner, Sara entered the room wearing a large overcoat.

		“Sara,” I said warmly as I gave her a big hug. This tall redhead was a neighbor of mine. George’s wife. When she found out about the night I let her husband finger me to orgasm in front of his boys’ night friends, I expected her to be angry. Instead, she made me recap the whole evening. By the end, I could tell she was aroused, by the crimson glow in her cheeks. In fact, it was her asking to be the husbands’ next “host” that helped birth the H.A.R.D club.

		“So do you think Big Dick will like my outfit?” Sara pulled the sides of her overcoat apart, exposing her nearly naked body. She wore only fishnet thigh-highs, a barely there latex thong, and a bra that consisted of latex straps with cutouts over the nipples.

		“Wow, fantastic!. Was he out there?” Big Dick was the nickname we gave Richard Shanahan, my husband’s boss. He had the thickest cock any of us wives had ever seen and was skilled in its use. Sara had become his favorite, though he often found time to share his gift with more than one of us.

		“Oh God, yes. Looking fine in his Armani suit. He had someone new with him. A handsome blond. Other than the hair color, he could be Dick’s doppelganger.”

		I raised an eyebrow. I was always interested in breaking someone into the club, and if his cock was anything like Dick’s, he might draw all of my attention. My already damp pussy tingled at the thought.

		“Well, no doubt Big Dick won’t be able to keep his hands off you tonight. You look hot.”

		“I have to. I’m competing with you. Damn girl, that dress is amazing. I don’t know how you do it. You are way shorter than I am, but that slit makes it look like you have legs for days.”

		I smiled, stifling a laugh. I may be only 5’4, but she was right, this outfit and the heels I wore made it look like I was statuesque.

		“Stop it. There is no competing. You get Dick. I get the rest of the room.”

		We both laughed, then Sara darted into the bathroom, and I finished my makeup. A few other wives showed up, some I recognized, some not so much. By the time we were ready for the H.A.R.D parade, there were six girls in addition to Sara and me.

		“You girls ready?” It was my husband’s voice outside the door. “We have a large crowd tonight. Don’t forget your masks.”

		The masks were a club rule. Everyone, the men and we women, wore masks to give them a modicum of privacy. What you did behind closed doors was up to you, but in the public areas, masks were a must. We added the rule after someone tried to blackmail my husband by revealing my involvement in a particularly wild gang bang. Of course, Miles knew all about it, but we decided it was too risky now that bosses and wealthy neighbors were participating. So masks became the rule, and, at least for me, they added a sense of excitement to the parties. Sure, there were people we recognized, like Dick, but it served the purpose of making it more difficult to identify each other out of the club.

		I reached into the makeup dresser and pulled out a feathered black mask with purple streaks and slipped it over my face. It gave me the splash of color I needed to liven my outfit without diminishing the seductive allure of the dress. Sara emerged from the bathroom wearing a superheroine mask that made her look absolutely dangerous.

		“Let’s go make these boys whimper,” she said, expressing her dominant side.

		With that, I opened the door and stepped into the transformed living room that was now filled with about thirty men.

		I closed my eyes, inhaled deeply, and then strutted to the front of the room onto the small stage where the DJ would play. I didn’t check to see if the other women followed. I knew they would. But once I entered the room filled with men whose only desire was to pleasure themselves with my body, they became my focus.

		The men applauded and whistled until my husband quieted down the crowd.

		“Men of H.A.R.D., may I present to you tonight’s pussy patrol. Before they mingle, let me remind you of the three most important club rules.

		“First, consent is required for all acts. If someone says no or stop, that is immediate cessation of activities, no questions asked. Failure to do so is grounds for expulsion from the club and could escalate to legal matters. Understood?”

		A rousing yes arose from the crowd. I can’t recall when the verbal chorus of assents became a recurring thing, but it was reassuring.

		“Second, discretion is required. Even with masks, you might recognize someone. However, exposing to anyone outside our membership of the existence of the club, other than as a potential new member, is prohibited. So is divulging anyone else’s participation in the club, or discussing events that occur tonight, outside of the club. Just because someone joins you in the evening fun does not give you the right to expect they will continue things in public. We all have lives, jobs, families, and we like to keep them in the dark. It may be cliché, but what happens here stays here. Do you understand?”

		Another roar of concurrence.

		“Finally, and most importantly, use protection. Condoms of all shapes, sizes, and thicknesses are provided in the private rooms. Though you provided tests with your membership application, it is still required. Got it?”

		“Yes, sir!” The crowd was in rare form. I took a moment to survey the room, recognizing Big Dick by his well-tailored suit. Just as Sara described, a similarly dressed man with blond hair stood by his side. My clit throbbed as our eyes met. Had Sara told him to look for me? Or Richard? No matter, our paths would cross soon enough.

		“That’s it, ladies, go on, have a drink, mingle, and if you see someone you fancy, you know what to do.”

		I smiled. I sure did.
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		I didn’t head for Mr. Shanahan’s guest right away. I wanted to warm up to the room and let everyone thirst for me. It wasn’t that I had a delusion that I was the most beautiful of the hotwives. Sara had me beat in that department. But I wasn’t quite 30, kept myself fit, and knew the dress accentuated my legs and hid my flaws perfectly. I was feeling sexy, confident, and dripping with excitement.

		Sara took the more direct route, making a beeline toward the object of her lust. Before I even reached the bar to get a drink, she was sitting on Big Dick’s lap, his hand resting on her thigh. He was never shy about touching, even in the main room, and I knew it wouldn’t be long until his fingers slid over the latex patch. A small twang of jealousy passed through me, then faded. I wasn’t interested in him tonight.

		“Ariel, good to see you here tonight.” I nearly ignored the nickname I used at the club, not fully vibing yet. The moniker helped protect my identity, enhancing my arousal and making me feel a bit naughty.

		I allowed the man to hug me, his hand resting on the curve of my hip. I kissed his cheek lightly, lingering long enough to give him promise of a later encounter, then pulled away. “Welcome, George. Hope you are enjoying the evening. I’m going to mingle a bit, but I will look for you later.” It was a lie, of course. George was nice enough, but too eager. He also had a hair trigger orgasm, barely lasting 2 minutes in my mouth and needing too long a recovery period to be any use to me.

		He frowned slightly, then stepped back, allowing me to pass. I turned around to make sure he wasn’t too upset, then smiled. He was already deeply flirting with Candy, one of the more patient of the wives. She would handle him fine.

		“You’re under arrest, ma’am.”

		A deep baritone rang out, stopping me in my tracks. I looked up into the deepest blue eyes I had ever seen.

		“For what?” My voice cracked. Nerves. My heart was pounding in my chest.

		“For breaking that poor guy’s heart, and well, quite frankly, showing that much leg should be illegal. You’re turning everyone in the club into a drooling mess.”

		I relaxed. Even though I knew from the beginning he wasn’t a police officer, his confident and authoritative tone almost convinced me otherwise.

		“What are you going to do, arrest me?” I moved in close. I hadn’t expected to be this close to Mr. Shanahan’s guest so quickly, but here he was, towering over my petite frame.

		“I just might.”

		I offered him my hands, pressing my wrists together. “Good thing you don’t have any handcuffs.”

		He surrounded my wrists with his right hand, somehow able to connect his thumb and forefinger with sufficient force to make me doubt I could break his hold.

		“What makes you think I didn’t bring a pair?” He flashed a devilish smile. “Not that I would need them.”

		I melted at his touch. He was smooth, and his presence was electric. I regained enough composure to flirt.

		“What are you going to do with me, then?”

		“Come with me.”

		He took me by surprise. I had expected return flirting, but he jumped directly to the next level, leaving no room for me to protest had I wanted to. For a brief moment, I thought about resisting. However, I gave in to the throbbing in my core. Somehow, I knew if I refused his command, any chance of something happening would be over, and I very desperately wanted something to happen.

		My body was way ahead of me. I let him guide me. To the room, it merely appeared he was holding my hand, nothing unusual. He led me up the staircase to the loft that overlooked the room below. With a swift shift of his weight, he spun me around and placed my hands on the railing.

		“Don’t let go, no matter what I do, or I’ll stop.” His voice was a whisper in my right ear, his warm breath teasing my sensitive lobe. He released his grip, hovering over my hands until I securely grabbed the rail.

		My eyes fluttered closed. I reached out with my mind to sense what he had in mind, but felt nothing but his presence behind me. What he did next would determine whether I stayed or left. Most guys would have slapped my ass or slid a hand under my dress, but this man, whose name I still didn’t know, was not most men.

		“Remember, don’t let go.” As he breathed the last word, his hand settled on my hip, gently exploring the curve of my waist all the way to my side, just behind my breasts. He was careful not to make direct contact, but even the warmth of his hand was enough to make me shiver.

		“Such a beautiful woman.” He whispered, then pressed his lips against the back of my neck. I shivered, causing my bottom to press against his pants. He didn’t pull away.

		“So sensitive.” He brushed my cheek, pulling a strand of hair that had broken loose from my pony to the side, then kissing me again, his teeth nibbling at my flesh. It was that moment that we both knew I was his. Each kiss elicited sensations that were impossible to resist. His refusal to touch any of the obvious spots only inflamed my desire.

		I whimpered. How could I not? After what seemed like an eternity, he allowed his hand to brush the side of my left breast. My core tightened, begging me to urge him inside.

		“What’s the matter? Am I making you wet?”

		He knew the answer, even without touching me there. But it was a final test. One designed to gauge whether I would let him do anything he wanted, or if I needed to be in control.

		“Touch me, and you’ll find out.” It was a weak attempt to keep him guessing, but it was all I could muster. His palm had made its way to my under boob, and he was squeezing it softly. My C cups were surrounded by his hands. He must be an athlete.

		“All in good time.” I heard a sneer in his voice and panicked, suddenly afraid I had said the wrong thing.

		“But for now, I need to hear you say it.”

		“Fuck. Yes, I’m wet. You’ve been teasing me forever.” He didn’t let me finish. With a quick flick, he grabbed my swollen nipple between his fingers and tugged, twisting as I reached my limit.

		This time, my squeal was loud enough to echo throughout the house. Several people looked toward the noise, spotting me on the rail. With a surge of panic, I realized I had played right into his plan. He now had an audience. There was only a moment to react. To brace myself for the next phase. I bit my lower lip, preparing myself for the fingers that slid under my dress and found my wetness with ease.

		“There, was that so difficult? My, you are wet.” His fingers slid easily between my folds, spreading my juices over my clit. A coppery taste washed over my tongue as I cut my lip on my teeth in an effort to keep from giving the satisfaction of a scream.

		“This is how things are going to go. I am going to make you come with my fingers. No holding back. I want to hear your pleasure. Then, without being asked, you are going to turn around, drop to your knees, and suck me until I fill your mouth with my cream. When you have swallowed every drop, I am going to lick that dripping slit until you come again. Only then will you get the thing we both know you want the most. Oh, and in case you are wondering, my cock is thicker and longer than my brother Richard's.”

		I couldn’t stifle my gasp. Richard stretched me more than anyone had. I was barely able to fit him in my mouth, let alone my pussy. The combination of pain and pleasure had me coming for several minutes just upon entry. Thinking about something bigger, forcing its way into my core, only fueled my desire.

		“Yes, please.”

		His fingers entered me. With one hand squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples, the other drove first two, then three fingers into my core, sliding in easily. He worked me slowly at first, sliding deep inside with each delicious stroke. Each movement brought me closer to climax. I wanted to bite my lip so my cries didn’t draw more attention, but he had forbidden it. My moans echoed as he brought me to the edge, then slowed down until I plateaued. It was as if he knew my body better than I did.

		“You like that?” His thrusts came quicker now, no longer giving me time to climb off the edge. I could barely breathe, my heart was pounding as I neared my first orgasm.

		Suddenly, he stopped, his hands sliding from my pussy and pressing over my slit. I shook. Too close to the edge to maintain control, too far to get myself over the edge. My thighs quivered. My stomach rippled.

		“Please,” I begged for relief, not caring what the people below saw.

		“Please, what?”

		“Please let me come.”

		“Very well. Count each stroke. Don’t come until the tenth.”

		I didn’t know what would happen if I came early, so I did my best to resist the pleasure his renewed thrusts induced.

		“One.” My voice was hoarse and low.

		“Louder.”

		“Two.” I could barely contain my excitement. His other hand left my breast and found my clit.

		“Louder, let them hear you.”

		“Three. Four, Five.” By now, anyone not in the playrooms was focusing on me.

		“Six.” I wondered if they could hear the squish of my juicy pussy every time his fingers pushed inside me.

		“Seven.” I wasn’t sure I could hold out to ten as he was now rubbing furious circles over my clit while his fingers plunged in a vain attempt to keep my cum from flooding onto the people below.

		“Eight. Fuck. Nine. MMMMph, Ten.”

		As if on command, my orgasm ripped through me. A keening wail filled the atrium. Had I not held the railing in a death grip, I might have collapsed to the floor. The stranger kept his fingers in my core until I stopped convulsing. Without waiting, I spun and dropped to my knees, only peripherally registering the raucous applause from below. I wanted to follow his rules. I wanted to see how big he really was. Most of all, I wanted to return the pleasure he had just given me.

		“Good girl,” he said as I wondered why those two little words made me want to fulfill his every desire.

		I said nothing, unable to summon words. Instead, I traced the outline of his erection until my fingers found his zipper and tugged. He wasn’t kidding about his size. I struggled just to free it from his pants. I tried wrapping my fingers around it, but I barely made it 1/3 around. There was no way this was going to fit in my mouth, at least not without some pain.

		He must have sensed my hesitation.

		“Just go slow. Work on the tip.” I nodded, then looked at the glistening drop of precum at the tip and decided that was a good place to start.

		I think we both underestimated the elasticity of my lips. With a little spit, a lot of patience, and some jaw popping, I was able to work the tip into my mouth.  I was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath.  As soon as I felt capable, I dared to take him deeper, centimeter by centimeter. I spread my saliva and his precum over his shaft, stimulating the parts my mouth might never reach.   His cock was heavy with thick purple ridges.  He was hard as a rock, and by the way he twitched as I swallowed him, I gathered he wouldn’t last long once I developed a rhythm.

		“Suck him, Ariel!” I couldn’t tell who was egging me on, but it didn’t matter to my pussy, which throbbed with each comment from below.

		My lover for the night placed his hands on my head, gathering my ponytail in his grip.  He used it to let me know when to slow down, tugging sharply to let me know he was close.

		This went on for at least 10 minutes, during which I managed to swallow about ⅓ of his monster.  Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed we had some brave onlookers on our floor, just a few feet away.  Energized by the crowd, I worked him expertly with my hands and tongue until he announced he was going to climax.  Greedily, I opened my throat and took him deeper until I nearly gagged.  Then, without further warning, his warm cream splashed down my throat.  It is one of my favorite sensations.  I nearly came, knowing I gave him pleasure.

		He held my head until his cock stopped twitching, then helped me off his now half-flaccid tool.

		“Come with me.” He led me to the couch that sat near the railing and placed me on the middle cushion.

		As promised, he knelt before me, gently guiding my legs until my knees touched my chest.

		“Hold them tight, don’t let go.”

		I nodded, fascinated at how easily he commanded me. Knowing everyone’s eyes were locked on my bare pussy, glistening with a new river of arousal, I let out a soft mewl as I wrapped my arms under my knees.

		He started with a finger, spreading my juices carefully, seeing what parts were sore from the fingering and what parts could take direct contact.

		He didn’t kiss my sex right away, instead nuzzling my inner thighs as he prepared me. By the time he flicked his tongue through my folds, I was begging him to eat my pussy. The crowd was, too, their voices filling my ears with encouragement.

		“Eat that tight cunt.”

		“You’re going to need to get her nice and slippery for that cock, JJ.”

		My lover now had a name. Or at least initials.

		JJ darted his tongue between my nether lips, diving into my sticky honey pot.

		I did what any needy slut would do and let loose a primal scream. I wasn’t sure he could match the skill of his fingers, but his tongue danced lively over my folds and clit, finding a pattern that drove me wild, then adjusting his pace when it became too much. His fingers darted in and out of my pussy, not with the hard thrusts from earlier, but more focused, finding and pressing my G-spot in a come-hither motion.

		I don’t remember most of the details. I was thrashing around, doing my best to keep my legs from flailing about while trying my best to prolong the amazing pleasure building in my core. When he fingered me, it felt good, but the orgasm ranked on par with my own masturbation technique. This, however, was different. It started below my hips, but soon every inch of me was screaming to be touched. Wave after wave of pre-climax quakes spread to my head and toes. Still, I fought the urge to let my orgasm loose. Partly because the small but defiant part of me wanted to prove him wrong and partly because the pleasure was so intense, I wanted it to last forever. Or at least as long as I could hold out.

		The problem was, the more I resisted, the more intense his feast became. His left hand pressed across my legs, holding them in place in case my strength failed. I might have held out longer, but JJ had a few unexpected tricks. I lost all resistance when he pulled his fingers from my sopping cunt, thrust his thumb into my pussy in their place, and his finger pressed into my ass. The unexpected contact felt as if one hundred years of bottled-up pleasure had been released inside me.

		“Oh fuck fuck fuuuuuck,” I screamed. I writhed. For the first time, I squirted, soaking his face with ambrosia. A lesser man might have pulled away in disgust. Others might have thought I couldn’t handle more. JJ kept lapping away, even when I tried to push him away. As one orgasm subsided, his continued attention gave way to a second, more internal climax. Then everything went dark.

		I woke in a bed. It took a moment to get my bearings. As the room came into focus, I recognized the VIP bedroom, reserved for the founders of the club and their special guests. I found my husband sitting in a chair at the far end of the room and JJ standing next to the bed, an electrolyte drink in hand, fully clothed.

		I started to speak, but he pointed the bottle at my lips, a straw sticking from the top.

		“Drink.”

		My excitement had faded while I slept, but now began to return; however, my jaw hurt, and my pussy was sore from his fingers and tongue. Tentatively, I took a sip, then gulped down about a third of the red liquid. My body needed more than just a cock, it needed recovery.

		JJ seemed to relate as he reclaimed the drink bottle and set it on the table. Then he helped me lie back down.

		“Are you going to fuck me now?” My weariness was evident in the voice, laced with an undertone of arousal. I wanted him, but I also wanted more sleep. More recovery.

		“No, Ariel.” He used my nickname as if it were a secret between us. “I want you at your best when I split you in two. Your husband has graciously invited me to a more private encounter on Friday, that is, if you would like to see me again.”

		It was a rhetorical question, and we both knew it. I could no more refuse another round with JJ than I could his tongue that had brought me to such a powerful climax. I believe it was more for show in front of my hubby than it was for my benefit.

		“Of course, and I swear, I will be ready.”

		“Oh, I know you will, babe. I’m counting on it.”

		Damn. Now I wanted it to be Friday. How does he do that to me?

		JJ turned, stepped toward the door, then stopped. “Oh, and Ariel,” he paused for emphasis, “Don’t wear anything you don’t want ruined.”

		With that, he crossed the threshold. I listened until his footsteps were out of earshot, then reached toward the man who made this all possible. “Are you sure you’re ok with this, honey?”

		He nodded. “You know I am.”

		“Thank you.” My whisper faded as I returned to sleep.
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		My New Hotwife

		 

		Thomas Roberts

		 

		Dan and his wife Mia discover that they have the same fantasy. Dan dreams of watching his wife with another man, and Mia dreams of being watched. Their fantasies move closer to reality with the help of ebooks and online clips. It all comes to a head when Dan finally watches his wife with one of his friends.

		 

		I watched Mia carry the grocery bags into our kitchen from the attached garage. I was on the telephone as my wife lugged in one bag at a time, beads of sweat glistening on her forehead, and the effort staining her blouse. Most interestingly of all, her sweat was leaving wet patches under her loose breasts.

		She gave me a weak grin as she set the last bag on the kitchen counter, and I smiled back at her while making noncommittal noises into my mobile phone.

		Mia mouthed, “Bradley?” and I nodded my head. Brad was a member of my team who required twice as much time and three times as much patience as any of the other 49 people. My wife was a good sport, accepting the time my work took, even when it left me too exhausted to be the husband she wanted me to be.

		Still, we had what I’d have described as a great marriage, except for our lack of children. We’d diligently tried to get Mia pregnant until the doctors explained that we weren’t likely to succeed. In one doctor’s tactless words, “Your wife is barren.”

		Mia took the news hard and struggled to adjust to the disappointment. She was a healthy woman; that was obvious, but something she couldn’t control made her dream of becoming a mother, or at least of becoming pregnant, impossible. For a time, she sank into a depression until the day I found her standing naked in front of a mirror, inspecting herself. When I walked into the room she turned to me, “What do I need boobs for? Or a pussy? I feel like a woman. Why can’t I give you children?”

		I held her as she sobbed in my arms for what seemed like hours. I assured her that I loved her with all my heart and that I had another perfectly good use for her womanly bits. Eventually, we laughed at what those uses could be until Mia said, “I could even have an affair without fear of becoming pregnant, or maybe I could even have a gang bang. Why not? It’s the perfect time.”

		Her words caused my cock to react. It grew hard so fast that my cock, still encased in my dress pants and loose boxers, pushed against my wife’s exposed pussy. Mia looked puzzled before moving sideways to rub herself against my hard bulge.

		“Maybe you want me to have an affair, is that it?” Mia said, looking up at me with huge eyes. “Do you dream of your wife with another man’s big, hard cock inside of her?” Her good-natured taunts only made my cock throb against her.

		When Mia unfastened my pants, my erection sprang free. Then, looking up at me, her blue eyes sparkling, she wrapped her lips around it. I’m sure I’d never been so turned on as she dragged her wet tongue over the nerve bundle below the mushroom-shaped head of my cock. Groaning, I warned her that if she continued what she was doing, I’d come.

		Mia pulled my hard-on out of her mouth with a pop and inspected it while caressing the head with her wet thumb. “What turned you on so fast, Dan? Was it the thought of sharing your wife with another man?”

		Without pausing to give me a chance to respond, she continued. “I’ve read about husbands who get off watching as another man fucks their wives.”

		When Mia became aroused, one of the first inhibitions to go was the words she would normally self-censor, words such as fuck or cunt.

		“Tell me the truth, Dan. Have you ever thought about watching me with someone else? Maybe at a sex party or something?” Mia licked the pre-cum that was forming on my throbbing dick. My wife liked the taste of cum, probably in the same way I liked the taste of her pussy.

		She groaned at the taste, and my cock jerked in her mouth. Mia smiled up at me before she took my prick and balls in her hands.

		“If you tell me the truth,” she said sweetly. “I’ll tell you a secret of mine, one you don’t know, and then I’ll make you come in my mouth.” My wife was offering me a deal impossible to pass up.

		“Okay,” I began. “I have wondered what it would be like to watch you with another man. You know, a man who knew what he was doing and had a cock to match.” Mia stroked my cock and watched me intently as I finished. We’d always been open with each other, but I’d never gone this far before. “Now, tell me your secret.”

		Mia gave the head of my erection a lingering kiss. “Are you trying to get rid of me, or anything I should be worried about?”

		“I love you more than ever. I never want to lose you.”

		Mia considered me for several long moments before nodding as she made up her mind to be open with me. “My secret is that I have been attracted to other men, and I’ve wondered what they’d be like in bed.” She looked up at me quickly before saying, “Not as your replacement, but as a meaningless hook-up.”

		I ran my fingers through my wife’s blonde hair and smiled at her anxious expression. “I love you, Mia. Sometimes, like right now, I can’t believe how lucky I am that you agreed to marry me.”

		My wife’s full lips spread in a broad smile before she put my cock back in her mouth, and this time she didn’t stop.

		“You have some really cute friends.” Mia had just finished preparing for bed. I glanced at her and did a comic-looking double-take, seeing her in a new transparent nightgown.

		“And you have seriously beautiful boobs,” I answered.

		“Do you like these things?” Mia answered, using both hands to hold her breasts up. “I’ve had them forever, and you can’t imagine how good it still feels to play with them sometimes. I read somewhere,” she continued, “about all the nerve-endings women have in their nipples.”

		After a moment, Mia continued, “Do you think any of your buddies would like to play with my titties?”

		“I’m sure they all would.” I wondered where this conversation would go as my cock lengthened beneath the covers.

		Mia sat on the bed next to me, pressing her thighs together while still pinching and tugging on her nipples, which made her breathe faster. “I think it would be fun to let one of your cute friends play with my boobies.”

		My wife could be a real flirt. It wasn’t unusual for her to wear revealing clothing and have nearly obscene conversations with other men. But I’ve never suspected that she might take things further.

		Mia’s a beautiful woman. In addition to blonde hair, Mia is blessed with full lips, high cheekbones, and large sky-blue eyes. In addition to her incredible looks and long, shapely legs, my wife keeps a year-round light tan and rarely needs makeup. Then there are her full breasts with nipples pointing up, as if offering themselves to be sucked, together with her well-rounded ass to complete the perfect picture.

		Mia cuddled next to me, and I fondled her nearest boob, noticing that the nipple seemed firmer than usual. My wife has sensitive breasts and loves to have her nipples handled firmly.

		My wife moaned deep in her throat as I tugged and pinched her nipple. She threw her leg over me so she could rub her pussy against my hip. It felt wet when her labia spread, and I pulled her up to sit on my face so I could get my tongue on her aroused clit.
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		Mia says she loves it when I go down on her. I wasn’t the first, but I was much better than any others. Naturally, the compliment made me feel good and happy that I satisfied my wife. It also helped me picture a moaning Mia with her legs spread wide as another man ate her pussy.

		When I went down on her, my wife’s excitement would build, and I’d slip a finger in her vagina to try finding her G-Spot. Mia didn’t know if the G-spot even existed, but if it did, we never found it.

		My wife was generally smarter than I was. She had a great education from one of our best universities, while I barely scraped by in a small community college. Mia had a better job as a senior vice president in a large international company. I managed a team of workers at a local fabricator.

		Mia told me I was good-looking and that we made an attractive couple. I guessed she flirted outrageously to satisfy herself that she was still appealing. Her flirting bothered me when we were first together, and my insecurity led to our first big fight.

		“If I wanted to cheat on you, I’d just do it; no way I’d let you catch me flirting with the guy first, so just cool it.” But I couldn’t ignore it. I’d imagine her sneaking off for a hook-up, and I needed a way to handle my jealousy as well as my arousal. When I spotted my wife talking to some guy and all but promising him a piece of ass, I’d try to make her jealous by letting her see me talking to another woman. It didn’t work; Mia barely noticed, and when she did, she wouldn’t care.

		Mia knew I liked internet porn. I loved looking at beautiful women in little or nothing, and I could not get enough of the videos. I’d watch dozens at a sitting while jerking my cock without allowing myself to come. By the time Mia came home, I’d be so insanely horny I’d want to immediately fuck her.

		Once, when Mia got home early, I met her with my hard-on visible. My erection was a turn-on for her, and she turned her ass toward me to fuck her.

		I also bought ebooks online. My ebooks and videos were always about hotwives and cuckolds. I loved reading stories about wives cheating on their husbands, and I only wanted videos showing the same thing. Nothing could get me harder faster.

		Also, I had a thing for interracial videos. The black handyman fucks the uptight white housewife, and she loves it. The ebooks and videos made our married sex even better.

		Mia and I had our own e-readers, but the same books were available on each. I didn’t know my wife was reading the same stories I was, and it didn't take long before Mia was watching the videos I’d saved on our computer.

		Mia would wait until I finished a book before opening it, to keep her reading secret. We would lie, reading next to each other before turning off the light, and I’d be unaware that my wife was reading the hotwife book I’d just finished.

		Then, the inevitable happened. One night, Mia put aside her book and turned to me, her blue eyes bright, to say, “I just finished your new Ben Boswell book about the married woman, and I’m so wet and throbby I can’t sleep without a good fuck from my husband.”

		I made a joke, asking when her husband would be home, before climbing between her legs to slide my hard-on into her dripping pussy.

		“What part made you so horny?” I gasped in her ear.

		“When her husband is watching her through a window. She’s naked, and a man tells her to come with him.” Mia panted as she talked. “So she put down her magazine and followed the guy, even though she knew he would fuck her.”

		Mia held my hips still and humped up at me as fast as she could. “He watched his wife obey a stranger and let him fuck her …fuck her …Oh, my god, and her husband could only watch and listen.”

		My wife held me tight as she howled through her orgasm. When it had passed, she continued to grind against me, but much slower. “Would that turn you on, babe? Would you get hard if a stranger ordered me to come with him so he could fuck me?”

		“Yes,” I didn’t need to think about it. “But, it would scare me, too.”

		“It scares me, but it also makes my pussy hum—it feels so good.” Mia ground into my still hard prick, and we fell asleep.

		It was almost morning when I woke up as I came into my wife’s mouth. “I was dreaming of—you know, what we talked about, and I needed you.” Mia had a hard time getting everything out because I was kissing her, cum and all, with as much passion as I’d ever felt.

		Out of the blue, during our leisurely Sunday breakfast, Mia asked, “Do you ever masturbate thinking about me with another man?”

		At the unexpected question, I asked, “Where did that come from?”

		“I’m turned on by the thought of you imagining a strange guy fucking me. Then you become so excited you have to wack off.”

		It only took me a moment to see the trap I was in. If I answered “No,” I might ruin the fantasy turning us both on by ending it altogether. So, I answered, “Yes, I have. Now let me ask, do you masturbate?”

		Mia looked at me and blinked her large blue eyes, “Yes, of course.”

		“What do you think about when you’re playing with yourself?” I was becoming excited waiting for her answer.

		“I think about two things,” Mia answered, as she began collecting our plates and silverware. I put my hand out to stop her.

		“Okay, I think about how good my clit feels when it’s so wet and slippery, and I fantasize about being fucked. At first, it’s you inside me, then when I’m about to come, it's some guy I’ve never seen before, a guy with a huge cock, who is slamming into me.” Mia sat back in her chair and gave me a challenging look as she continued, “Also, he’s often black.”
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		That afternoon, on a whim, we drove to a high-end shopping mall, one of the few malls still operating in our area. As we wandered from store to store, we talked about nothing in particular until we found ourselves in the rear of a small boutique featuring women’s specialty clothing. As we strolled through the store, Mia checked out the prices.

		One saleslady was on duty, and she had no customers. This single clerk stayed behind the register, looking bored.

		Near the rear of the boutique, the clothing became quite risqué. There was even a display of nude clothing, including entirely see-through dresses.

		While holding out a nude dress, I said, “I’d love to see you in this.”

		“Why? You see me naked almost every day. The only reason to wear that dress is so other men can see my body.” Mia took the dress and held it, still on a hanger, in front of her. “Is this what you want, Dan? Do you want other men to see your wife like this?” Mia smiled as if she were making a joke. But the smile didn’t reach her eyes.

		“Do you know,” she continued, still holding the dress, “that I can visit what you’ve saved from the internet? I’ve watched all your video clips.”

		In my head, I heard warning bells as I tried to remember what clips I’d saved. “I-Did-Not-Know-That,” I answered, slowly enunciating each word. My voice quivered when I asked, “What did you think of them?”

		Mia stopped looking down at the see-through dress and turned to me, serious now. “I thought some were wonderful. I might have played with myself as I watched.”

		“You masturbated to my saved clips?” I responded in surprise. My mental picture was of my wife sitting in front of our computer, stroking her pussy with her eyes fixed on the screen, and her mouth hanging half open.

		“I noticed they all had the same theme. A woman, always somebody’s wife, was seduced by another man. In some, the woman was fucked by a lot of men, and she’d come hard, usually screaming. Like in your ebooks.”

		Mia turned and walked a few more feet before continuing with her back to me. “Is that what you want us to do?”

		My wife walked a few more steps, still holding the dress, before turning back to me. “I might try on this dress.” She’d changed the subject without warning, by then adding, “But if you want, I might be willing to try it.”

		Her eyes were bright as she took the dress to the lone salesperson. I stood by the dressing rooms, my mind whirling. Is this what I really wanted? How about the things that could go wrong? My cock was hard, and I was glad I’d worn loose pants.

		After Mia returned, I took a seat with a view down the short hallway. All the cubicles were empty, and my wife selected the last one on the left.

		A few moments later, the clerk walked by me carrying the dress and, without looking at me, entered the dressing room area to knock on the door to Mia’s cubicle. I heard Mia’s voice, and the door opened enough for the young lady to enter.

		Shortly after, the saleslady told my wife how great she looked in the dress. I couldn’t detect a false note in her voice when she wished she had boobs like Mia’s. A minute later, the door cracked open again, and my wife asked me to come to the dressing room. She wanted my opinion.

		Mia was wearing only the see-through dress and high-heeled shoes. Her nipples, breasts, and cleanly shaven pussy were clearly visible. The sight of my wife’s naked body, outside our home, took my breath away and caused my erection to throb. My voice caught in my throat until I was finally able to say, “Mia, you look incredible. Does wearing the dress turn you on?”

		Mia answered with a soft, “Yes.”

		I heard the young clerk’s audible breathing next to me; her eyes glued to Mia. Then the bell attached to the front door rang. The girl seemed momentarily confused before she rubbed her palms down the front of her skirt and hurried out to greet the new customers. Mia and I kept looking at each other even as we heard voices from the store. A woman was asking about outfits for a tropical wedding.

		The spell broke when Mia said, “We should leave. I’ll give you this dress so you can pay, and I’ll meet you outside.”

		Mia handed me the transparent dress, and I followed her out of the dressing room. In the shop, our clerk was showing options to three women, but she stepped away to ring up my purchase. Carrying a bag, I met Mia pacing in front of the store.

		“Are you okay?” I asked.

		“No, I’m not,” she said, turning to me and putting her arms around my neck, causing people to walk around us. A couple stopped to watch as my wife said, “I need you inside me.”

		In our car, Mia caressed the bulge in my pants. “If I were going on a date with someone else and you had a choice of watching us or hearing about our date when I got home, which would you choose?”

		Despite my surprise, I had an immediate answer. “I’d rather watch him fuck you, but waiting at home, knowing what you were doing would be almost as good.”

		“How about,” Mia continued. “If I came home someday and told you I’d been fucked by one of your buddies? Babe, your cock is so hard!”

		I had trouble concentrating on the road as my wife fished my erection out of my pants. Mia licked her palm before stroking me, and the pleasure caused my balls to pull up tight against my body. Smiling, she continued. “I’d tell you everything, except which friend it was. But, I’d tell you how big his cock was and if he made me come.”

		My heart was beating rapidly. Had my wife already been fucked by one of my friends? For a moment, I thought she had been, then I saw the shit-eating grin on her face, and felt confused.

		“Did you fuck one of my friends?” I asked.

		Mia sat up and tucked my pounding erection back in my pants. “I don’t know if you could take it.” Then, pitching her voice as low as possible, “You can’t handle the truth,” followed by a round of giggles.
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		Our house party had been planned months before. Invited were my friends along with their wives, as well as friends we had in common, and a few neighbors. Mia decided not to invite her girlfriends.

		We had an immense amount of alcohol available, and my friend Drew provided different kinds of pills along with a baggie of white powder. Before long, we were all either loose or high, and some of the wives might have been both.

		Drew was a large black man in terrific shape, and before the party had been going for long, he was alone in the hot tub with Mia. I was in our upstairs bedroom, retrieving something without turning on the light, when I spotted them through the open window. They were sitting close together, their hips touching, and engaged in an intense conversation.

		Drew was snorting white powder off a mirror while Mia talked so fast she tripped over her words—a sure sign she was high.

		“So, is it true?” Mia asked. “Come on, it’s just us. You can tell me.”

		“You want to know if all black guys have big cocks?”

		“Yes,” Mia pushed to get even closer to him. “Come on, it makes me wet to think about.” Another sign my wife was high.

		“What about your husband?”

		“He’s not black.”

		“No… no, I mean would your husband be okay with you asking about the size of my cock?”

		“We have a secret. Daniel wants to watch another guy fuck me.”

		Drew drew back in surprise, “You’re shitting me.”.

		“I shit you not. So, come on, let me see. Are you ashamed of it? Is your dick actually tiny?”

		At that moment, Emma, one of the other wives, stumbled out of the house, stripped off her clothes, and climbed into the hot tub. The movements of Emma’s breasts captured my attention until I saw her shaved pussy.

		Emma scuttled close to the other side of Drew and asked what they’d been talking about. “Mia wants to see my cock to judge how large it is,” Drew answered, “and Daniel wants to watch another guy fuck her.”

		“Oh, wonderful. I want to see your cock, too.”

		“Does your husband want to watch you being fucked?” Drew asked. His hands were invisible under the water, and he was squirming around between the two wives.

		“He already has, and he came without touching himself,” Emma replied, a hand on Drew’s leg.

		Drew looked at my wife, “Well, here it is.” After which, he stood up in the water and lowered his trunks. Even looking straight down at his body, I could easily see his huge prick. Mia sat without moving; her eyes and mouth were wide open. I heard a feminine moan, but I couldn’t tell who had made it.

		Because of my drinking, I had a difficult time keeping my balance as I made my way down to the back deck. When I walked out the door, Mia saw me and snapped out of her trance.

		“Hi, honey!” My wife tried to sound pleased to see me. The white powder-dusted mirror was on the tiled shelf behind their heads, and some powder was on her nose. I briefly wondered how much had been there to begin with.

		I had my swimsuit on under my pants, so a heartbeat later, I was climbing into the bubbling water. Emma tried to wrap her naked body around me and grab my crotch at the same time. I looked over at my wife and saw disappointment on her face. Drew must have seen it, too, as he moved closer to her, and I tried to escape from Emma.

		Emma might never have let go if her husband hadn’t come out to the deck. Dick was a big guy with a hard, gym-built body, and Emma immediately deserted me to climb out of the hot tub and throw herself into her husband's arms. It was my chance to get next to my wife.

		Mia kissed me, her mouth open wide and wet. Her eyes were dilated so much that it was impossible to tell their color.

		“How are you doing, babe?” I asked her.

		“I’m so fucking horny I could do the splits and slide across the deck.”

		I smiled and ran my hand up her leg to the thin material covering her pussy. “What flipped your switch?” I asked.

		Mia turned to Drew and, with an arm around his neck, said, “Stand up for me, stud.”

		I was astonished by the close-up sight of his black cock as it cleared the surface of the bubbling water. I couldn’t tell if the monster was hard, only that the man’s cock was probably ten inches long, with hard-looking veins running the entire length, and it was as big around as my wrist.

		My wife ran her hands up Drew’s thighs, her eyes fixed on that enormous cock until she touched his balls, which more than filled my wife’s petite hand. Mia lifted Drew’s cock to her mouth, and I grew painfully erect.

		Mia managed to get the tip of it in her mouth while using both hands to jack the shaft. Drew’s cock was so large that both her hands fit only partially around it, without touching each other on the shaft. I pulled my suit down to release my hard-on and pushed the crotch of Mia’s suit aside. Her pussy was astonishingly wet.

		After she pumped his cock toward her mouth, Drew moved to the other side of the hot tub and climbed onto the deck. He gave Mia a meaningful look, wrapped a towel around himself, and made his way through the door into the house.

		My wife didn’t look at me as she adjusted her bathing suit over her pussy, picked up the mirror, and followed Drew through the door. I moved so I could watch her start up the stairs. It took some time for me to peel off my trunks and pull on my pants before I could follow them to the second floor.

		The hall lights were on, and I heard sounds coming from our dark bedroom. I crept down the hall, and at the bedroom door I saw a now naked Mia lying with her butt aligned with the end of the bed. The noise I’d heard had been her heavy breathing and groans.

		The chair she’d been using before the party was where she’d left her clothing, and it was just inside the door, facing the foot of the bed. Moving quietly and breathing hard in anticipation, I slipped into the chair to see what would happen.

		Drew stood between her spread legs, his massive cock bouncing with each beat of his heart. As my wife stared at it, without blinking, Drew put his hands under her knees and raised her spread legs almost to her shoulders, opening her pussy wide at the very end of the bed.

		Mia turned her head to stare down the length of her body to watch carefully as Drew ran the swollen head of his cock along her slit. I could no longer resist the urge to pull down my pants and stroke my hard-on.

		My wife’s eyes remained trained on the junction of her pussy and Drew’s cock as he parted her lower lips and began to push inside her. A low moan escaped her mouth as more of his cock disappeared inside her, until he hit some limit and the skin at the bottom of his dick began to wrinkle. Mia was groaning louder and pushing herself at him, trying to get more of his dick inside.

		I felt a combination of intense lust combined with painful jealousy. The sight, along with my wife’s loud moans, was driving me toward orgasm. Another man was giving Mia so much pleasure, more than I thought I would ever be able to give her.

		Drew pulled his wet cock nearly out of my wife’s pussy before shoving himself inside her again. This time, he didn’t stop until his balls slapped against her ass, and Mia let out a loud squeal of intense pleasure. As Drew fucked her, their lips and tongues met in a long, passionate kiss.

		Drew’s body went stiff, and Mia’s eyes rolled up in her head until only white showed, as they both exploded in orgasm. When Drew finally pulled out of my wife’s pussy, his cock was followed by a river of white cum, and I came with cum splashing on my chest.

		As Drew collapsed on Mia’s body and they continued to kiss, I cleaned myself on my wife’s discarded clothing and made my way back to the hot tub.

		I was definitely asleep in the water when my wife woke me, saying everybody had gone home. The house was a mess, but Mia was smiling as we made it up to our messy bed.

		Later, I woke up, and Mia wasn’t in bed with me. With a pounding head, I rolled out of bed and stumbled to the bathroom to take aspirin and relieve myself. I was much more awake when I saw that a light was on in the office. I made no noise on the hall carpet as I went to turn off the light. When I opened the door, I saw my naked wife in front of the computer wearing earphones and watching a movie.

		She couldn’t hear me as I walked up behind her and recognized what she was watching as one of the movies I’d saved, an amazingly sexy hotwife movie. When I looked back down at Mia, she had her legs spread wide and her feet pressing against the desk. Her hand was between her thighs, stroking her pussy.

		On the screen, a husband watched another man mount his wife from the rear and fuck her. What made this clip different from so many others was the excitement on the woman’s face as she watched her husband beat off.

		My eyes swung to Mia when I heard, “Oh, yes. I want him.”

		My wife bit her free hand to stifle a scream as she came. The movie was still running when I put my hands on her shoulders and caressed her. Mia first jumped in surprise, then her face turned bright red when she saw it was me.

		I stopped her from turning off the movie and disconnected her headphones so we could hear what was happening. I pulled up a chair, and we kissed as I put my hand on her soggy pussy.

		“This is one of my favorites. I’m glad you liked it, too.” My wife’s eyes were big in the light from the screen. “I think we should do it again.”

		“Do you really want to watch some guy fuck me again?” Mia pulled my wet finger to her mouth and sucked it clean of her flavor. It was the single most erotic thing I could have imagined seeing. My cock became even harder and more sensitive.

		I could only choke out, “More than anything.”

		Mia swallowed hard before saying, “I know you saw me tonight, with Drew.”

		My wife put my finger in her pussy again before continuing, “Honey, please don’t hate me, but his cock is a lot bigger than yours.”

		I gently turned her head to mine so I could kiss her and taste the salty flavor on her lips.
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		The following morning I played golf, and when I returned, Drew was on our sofa, paging through a magazine. He seemed completely relaxed, as if he belonged there.

		“Hey, Drew,” I said, trying not to sound surprised. “What’s happening?”

		“I stopped by to see you, but you weren’t here, so Mia and I had coffee and talked.” He answered as if Mia and he hadn’t been alone only hours after he’d told her how he wanted to take her to bed.

		“Where is my wife?” I emphasized the word ‘my.’

		“Mia’s upstairs. She told me she’d only be a minute and to make myself at home.” Drew put down the magazine and reached for his battered briefcase as though he had something to show me.

		I just nodded and walked upstairs to our bedroom. I opened the bedroom door without knocking because, hell, it was my bedroom, too.

		Mia looked up in surprise, her hand flew to her mouth, and the panties she had been removing fell to the floor at her feet. Her bra was already off, her workout clothes were scattered on the floor, and the light dress she planned to wear was draped over the back of the chair.

		“Oh, honey. I didn’t expect you home so soon.”

		“Do you want me to leave for a while?” I asked, taking her in my arms. Her body was burning hot, and she was trembling. “How much time do you think you’ll need?”

		“We’ve just been talking…” Mia started, but I was already exploring her wet pussy. She pushed herself into my hand and moaned, “I can’t stop thinking about last night.”

		“What are you remembering?” I asked while sinking to my knees and licking her engorged clitoris.

		“He has a really thick penis.”

		“Don’t you mean ‘he has a big cock that would feel good inside me?’” I suggested.

		“It might be too big for me.”

		After tasting my wife’s pussy for a few minutes, I stood and hugged her with my heart beating so hard I thought she’d hear it. “I’m going out for a while,” I managed to say, though my throat was nearly closed. “Tell Drew I had to get something at the store, and it will take me some time. I’ll be back in two hours.”

		“I won’t start anything,” Mia almost whispered. “So whatever happens will be up to Drew.”

		With a final kiss, I turned and went out the back way.

		The next two hours were the longest of my life. I went to a hardware store, asked a lot of unnecessary questions, and purchased items I didn’t need. Then I slowly drank coffee and ate a slice of peach pie at a diner. Finally, two hours later, I drove home.

		Mia met me at the door wearing the same dress I’d last seen lying on the chair in our bedroom. Her hair was a tangled mop, her face was pink, and her kiss was sloppy wet. Mia wrapped her leg around me and pushed her pussy into my half-erect cock. She smelled like sex, and I tasted a new saltiness on her tongue.

		“Oh, honey, some black guys have really big cocks.” Mia was purring.

		“Yeah? Tell me about it.” Clear drops ran down her leg.

		“I was bad,” she said, spreading her legs wide. “I was a naughty wife.”

		“What did you do?” I asked again. My hand was under her dress, exploring her stretched pussy, and my lips lightly tickled her ear.

		“Promise you won’t be mad, and you won’t throw me out on the street?”

		“I promise,” I said, knowing Mia could feel my cock jerking against her.

		“I sucked his cock.”

		“Oh, god,” and now I could feel cum working its way up my hardon.

		“And I have a date with him tonight. But I’ll tell everything when I get home in the morning.”

		 

		About Thomas

		 

		I've lived the hotwife lifestyle, and I try to make my stories as realistic and exciting as I can. I want the reader to feel the pounding excitement, mixed with fear and jealousy, that makes the lifestyle so thrilling. I don't shy away from the graphic.

		 

		Please join my mailing list to receive advance information about new books and stories. Sign up at my blog - https://thomasrobertsauthor.com.
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		Saucy Secrets from Husbands & Their Wives
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		There's something about our letters page which keeps it consistently popular.

		Maybe it's that reading about other couples living out their desires creates a kind of permission. Permission to admit that you've had the same thoughts. That something similar happened to you. That you're curious, or conflicted, or absolutely certain, and you just need some sort of validation.

		Or maybe it’s just a filthy and fun read.

		This month's letters run the full length of the spectrum. There's a husband who barely had time to process what was happening before his wife had already made the evening entirely her own. A wife who thought she'd closed a door, only to discover it was still ajar. A woman who sat down to a quiet anniversary dinner and ended up somewhere she never expected — and didn't want to leave. A man in Suffolk who blames us, directly and personally, for a sleepless night. And a poker game in Texas that got considerably more interesting once the chips ran out.

		I hope these letters are exciting, tantalizing and make you want to pick up the previous editions of Hotwife Digest before they disappear after a year.

		 

		Until next time,

		The ACHE Editors

		

	
		 

		I Thought the Door Was Closed

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		 

		It’s been a month since it happened, and I honestly thought that was enough time. Time to let it settle. Time to put it behind me. Time to believe that whatever Chris and I opened… we’d closed it again.

		And in a way, we had.

		Chris and I went back to normal. Work, routines, evenings on the sofa. No tension. No arguments. We even laughed together again. He told me he didn’t regret it. He said it once, calmly, like a statement of fact, not a challenge. And I believed him.

		I believed myself too.

		Until yesterday.

		We weren’t supposed to see him again. The town isn’t small, but it’s not big either, and yet I still thought the chances were slim enough to feel safe.

		Chris and I were just walking through the centre when I saw him.

		Terry. His name is Terry.

		He didn’t approach us straight away. I noticed him before he noticed us, and in that brief moment, I felt something shift inside me—not excitement exactly, more like recognition. A recognition that… he’d been inside me. That other man, over there—he’d fucked me. Had me for one night only, but he had. Chris was there too.

		It didn’t make it right. It didn’t make it wrong either. But it was something I believed I’d parked safely away—something meant to stay a distant memory.

		I was wrong.

		Seeing him, it was as if a part of me had woken up before the rest of me could react.

		He smiled when he saw us. Polite. Easy. Normal.

		He invited us for a coffee.

		I knew we should’ve said no. Not because of him—he hadn’t done anything wrong—but because of me. Because of what my body still remembered, even if my mind insisted it was over.

		Chris nudged me gently, the way he does when he thinks I’m being too cautious. It’s fine, his touch seemed to say. We’re fine.

		So I said yes.

		And on the surface, it was exactly that. Fine.

		We talked about work. About his business. About nothing that mattered. He never hinted at the past. Never brought it up. Never crossed a line. If anyone had watched us from another table, they would’ve seen three adults having an ordinary coffee.

		But it wasn’t ordinary for me.

		I felt it in the way he looked at me—not openly, not boldly, but with a quiet certainty. As if he knew something about me that couldn’t be undone. As if once you’ve seen someone that way, you never quite unsee them.

		When our hands brushed briefly as we reached for our cups, it was nothing. An accident. A fraction of a second.

		And yet my body reacted before my thoughts did—the warm slickness between my legs, my thighs trembling, my nipples hardening.

		Just like back then—in the hotel room. The lights dimmed. Bedsheets rustling. I feel the warmth of his body against mine, his breath hot against my cheek, his chest grazing my hardened nipples. A gentle nudge, my folds parting—slowly surrendering to the pressure, my heart racing, my stomach tensing—the anticipation of what’s coming almost unbearable.

		And suddenly he stills, his eyebrows lifting—asking for that final permission. My hand tightens around Chris’s—and Chris squeezes back. My Chris—loyal, dependable, his presence grounding me. Just a whisper, but it’s all I need.

		I nod.

		And then⁠—

		The thrust. My breath hitches, a gasp tearing from me, loud enough to fill the room. The stretch, the fullness—I hadn’t known it could feel like that. Overwhelming. Forbidden. And good—so very good.

		He begins to move. Oh, my God… it’s on an entirely different level.

		My moans slip free before I can stop them. And then, so quickly—my body tightens, my thighs trembling as it builds and crashes through me, harder and deeper than anything I’d known. His low grunt follows my cry. I feel his warmth spill inside me as he stills.

		We tremble together, caught in it.

		Then we ease apart.

		It was so vivid, flashing through me in seconds.

		That scared me.

		I told myself I was imagining it. That it was just memory playing tricks. That time had softened things—that this was only an echo. But sitting there, smiling and nodding at the right moments as the two men talked, I realised something I hadn’t wanted to admit.

		The door I thought I’d closed wasn’t locked.

		It wasn’t wide open either. It wasn’t inviting anything in. But it wasn’t sealed. It was still ajar—just enough to let something through, if it wanted to come.

		Chris was relaxed. He touched my hand once, casually, familiarly. He wrapped his arm around me for a moment, the way husbands do without thinking. I think part of him was reminding himself as much as me: she’s mine, we’re solid, this is over.

		And I love him for that.

		But bodies don’t always follow the same logic as love.

		I wasn’t thinking about doing anything. Not really. I wasn’t planning, or hoping, or wanting Terry to say something. I just knew that if he had—if he’d leaned a little closer, lowered his voice, reminded me of that night, of how he’d been inside me—I’m not sure I would’ve had the strength I thought I had.

		That’s the part I don’t know how to explain to Chris.

		He says the door is closed. He says what we did doesn’t define us.

		And that’s where my certainty breaks down.

		Because I realised yesterday that it isn’t about Terry specifically. It’s about what he unlocked. About what my body learned once and hasn’t forgotten.

		Once someone has been that close— once your body has crossed that line—it doesn’t pretend it never happened. It doesn’t reset just because time passes and life resumes. It remembers. It remembers the feeling, the sensations, the shape of him, the squirming, the orgasms.

		I don’t know if the door will open again. I don’t know if I want it to.

		All I know is that it isn’t as firmly shut as I’d believed. And now that I’ve seen that—now that I’ve felt how easily it stirred—I don’t know whether the hardest part is telling Chris…

		Or admitting it to myself.

		Chris said once, carefully, that maybe one day, with someone else, under different circumstances, it could happen again. Not with Terry, he said. Another man. Another experience. No attachment. No feelings.

		That would make it safe. Prove it had been just sex—nothing more.

		I don’t know if he’s right.

		But I’m willing to believe him.

		And maybe… I’m willing to try it again.

		 

		- Mara, somewhere in Kent

		

	
		 

		Her Reunion

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		 

		I’m not sure if this letter is relevant for your magazine. In fact, it’s probably only because I am a regular reader of your magazine that I think I might have something to write a letter about.

		Let me explain.

		A few months ago, my wife, Maria, started a new fitness kick. It’s not like she was obese or anything, but she’s forty-six and I think it’d be fair to say she wasn’t in the best condition she’s ever been. But all of a sudden, she was eating salads instead of pizza, drinking fizz instead of beer, and going to the gym a few times a week instead of maybe once a month. I didn’t complain. I even accompanied her to the gym on a few occasions.

		Then she mentioned something about being invited to a reunion at her old university. It’d been twenty-five years since her class graduated. At first I didn’t put the two things together. Her fitness campaign continued, and when we had a family holiday in Spain, I could see how much happier she was with the way she looked. She sat around the pool in a swimsuit during the days and wore revealing clothes in the evenings. She got a healthy tan and looked great.

		As the reunion date approached, I noticed lots of deliveries started to arrive at the house. She’d ordered quite a few outfits. They were all tried on, some were kept and others were returned. I never got to see any of them on her. Similarly, boxes of shoes arrived. Again, some were kept and others weren’t.

		One of her old classmates set up a WhatsApp group chat, and I’d spend our evenings watching her smile to herself as she sent off countless messages to people she hadn’t seen in years. I doubted any of them still lived in the university town, so everyone would be staying in hotels. And then, as I was thinking about her new figure, new clothes and a hotel room of her own two hundred miles away from home, my mind started to wander…

		Here’s the thing: my wife has always been a looker. When I met her she was stunning, and she’s still very attractive. But after her new fitness regime and with the suntan, she looked better than she had in years. Definitely the best she’s looked since our youngest had been born ten years ago.

		As the date got closer, I noticed a lightness about her. She laughed easily, smiled often. I asked a few questions about the reunion. The main event was dinner at a restaurant, and they’d also go to some of the pubs and bars they’d frequented during their years at university.

		She’d booked the hotel for two nights, deciding that rather than traveling on Saturday and risk being tired in the evening, she’d travel the day before. That way, she could sleep in late and have a relaxed breakfast, spend her day wandering around the city she hadn’t visited in years before going back to her hotel for a long bath and to get ready for her reunion.

		A couple of days before she was due to head off, I was woken in the middle of the night by her voice. I lay still and listened. She was asleep beside me. When she let out a quiet moan, I ran my hand down her tummy. She sighed. I knew it was wrong, but I slipped my hand inside her panties and traced my finger over her sex. She was completely dry, her outer lips melded together. I removed my hand, a little disappointed, realizing I’d hoped she was having a sexy dream.

		On Friday afternoon, I drove Maria to the station and told her to have a good time. She phoned me when she was settled in the hotel on Friday night. The room was perfect, had a great view of the city, and the hotel was within walking distance of the places she was going the following night.

		I spent most of Saturday running our kids to their various sporting activities and cooking their meals. As I sat down at about seven that evening, my phone vibrated. It was a text from Maria with just two words: It’s started.

		My phone vibrated again, and a whole bunch of photographs began downloading. I clicked on the first. It showed a group of four people I didn’t recognize, all standing in what looked like a pub garden on a sunny evening. There were three men and a woman. The guys wore open-necked shirts and smart trousers, the woman a blue dress and fishnet tights. The second photo showed five people - two men and three women, including Maria. She was smiling brightly, a glass of fizz in her hand.

		I expanded the photo to look at her outfit. It was a pale dress, cream with subdued green swirls. The bodice was fitted and emphasized her narrow waist, the V-neckline affording a modest view of tanned cleavage. The skirt part hugged her hips and stopped just above the knee. Her legs looked toned and tanned. The shoes, a slightly darker shade of green than the swirls in her dress, had a small heel and looked classy. She looked classy.

		I zoomed back out and looked at the other people in the photo. One of the men had a shaven head, presumably he’d decided to take it all off when it started thinning out. The other guy was dark-haired but grey at the temples. Both of the other women looked nice enough, but neither was anything like as good-looking as Maria. I worked my way through the other photos. Maria appeared in six of the ten. I’d now probably seen all the attendees, and there was no doubt in my mind who the hottest woman was. I knew all the men there would see that, too.

		I got myself a beer and tried to watch TV but kept wondering what was happening at the reunion. I went upstairs to help the kids get undressed, then made them both some supper.

		More photos arrived while the kids ate supper and watched a movie. These ones showed the attendees sitting at tables in a darkened restaurant. There were four photos - one of each table of eight, and one showing all the attendees where four people were seated at one side of a table and everyone else was gathered in line behind them. Maria was among the group standing behind the table.

		Once the kids were in bed, I got myself another beer and half-watched TV. More photos arrived at 10:30. These showed people sitting informally around the tables. There was one that featured two women smiling brightly at the camera. To their left, I could see Maria sitting sideways on at the table talking to someone just out of shot. She held a glass of red wine and her legs were crossed. Whoever she was talking to was wearing black trousers and brown brogues. I quickly scanned through the earlier photos to try and spot the shoes but couldn’t see them.

		I headed up to read in bed, and another set of photos arrived around eleven-thirty. These had been taken in what looked like a bar with a dance floor. One photo showed a man and woman in a comical pose. It was the woman in the blue dress and fishnets, and she was bent over backwards, supported by the man with the shaven head. She had one leg raised, bent at the knee. He had a flower in his mouth. It was a fun photo, and I was just about to swipe to the next when I caught a glimpse of a cream dress. I expanded the photo and centered it on the blurred background. It was definitely Maria - I could tell by the dress and her hair. She was dancing with a guy. His face was hidden by her head, but I could see his hands were on her hips. She was resting her hands on his shoulders. I couldn’t see his shoes, but I suspected they’d be brown brogues.

		I put my book down and turned off the light. She was a grown-up and simply having fun with people she hadn’t seen in half a lifetime. I couldn’t complain if she wanted to drink, laugh and dance. I wanted her to have a good time. I knew she loved me, and that she’d be coming home tomorrow.

		That was when I remembered all the stories and letters I’d read in your magazine. Was my dirty mind turning a completely innocent evening into some sort of cuckold-based fantasy?

		I imagined her dancing slowly with brown-brogues. She was letting him pull her trim body against his, enjoying the feel of his hands on her firm-again bum. Would she grind her mound against his hard-on?

		Then I was imagining her taking him back to her hotel room, and him slowly removing her new dress. I knew when he slipped his hand down her panties, he wouldn’t find the same dry pussy that I had. He’d be sliding his fingers between her slippery folds, making her moan and shudder as he pushed them inside her…

		My cock was rigid and aching to be stroked, but I refused to give in to that side of my psyche. I’m not a cuck. So, while I enjoy reading about men who are, I wouldn’t tarnish Maria’s reputation by allowing myself to think of her as an adulteress.

		I lay awake for a long time. At one in the morning, I heard another text arrive. It was three photos. They’d been taken outside, in what looked like the same pub garden as earlier. There were fewer people. Maria was in two of the photos. I went through and counted eleven people in all. Four women and seven men were still out enjoying themselves. It looked innocent enough, but I expanded one photo and looked at Maria’s face. I could tell by her eyes that she was drunk. How drunk would she need to be to let one of her old male classmates persuade her to continue having fun when it was time for bed?

		I put my phone down and eventually fell asleep. Maria returned the following day. She’d clearly had a great time. I mentioned the photos, and she explained people had been uploading them all night to their WhatsApp group, and when she’d had a minute she forwarded them to me. She probably hadn’t looked at them all, and I doubt she knew there was one of her dancing with a guy.

		I didn’t make a big deal of it. In truth, it probably wasn’t a big deal. I blame your magazine for making me think it might have been.

		 

		- Aaron, Suffolk, UK

		

	
		 

		Becoming a Hotwife

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		 

		Surely this isn’t something every wife goes through. Or is it? I had to write to find out.

		When my husband, Albert, first suggested we go to dinner at the upscale Tomasino’s downtown, I thought for sure he was up for a fun celebration of our nearly two decades together. We were leaving the kids behind and playing at being adults again. Those opportunities had become rarer as their activities increasingly filled every minute. I hoped he would bring me home afterward, and we could have a more private celebration of our love for each other. It seemed like it had been a long time since that had happened, too.

		Unfortunately, he called me at the last minute, telling me he would be a little late. A meeting running long. He warned me that a new colleague was supposed to join us. Please make him welcome if he comes to the table before he gets there.

		A colleague was joining us for dinner? So much for a fun celebration! It wasn’t all that surprising, not really. My husband was an executive at a large manufacturing company. I had acted as hostess for his business needs many times. I told him I would entertain his colleague.

		When I arrived at Tomasino’s, the maître d’ showed me to a table in the far back corner. That should have been my first warning sign that this would not be your normal ‘business dinner.’ There was already a man sitting there. He was a man who looked very uncomfortable in his suit.

		He stood as I approached, introducing himself as Tony. He worked with my husband at the local plant; as line foreman, he told me. That was another surprise. We have had many social engagements related to his job, but always with other executives or major clients. I wondered what was special about this guy?

		I’ll say this: Tony was a large man. His frame strained against the stiff, new fabric of his suit, as if he had just picked it up at the store this afternoon. The crisp material must have felt scratchy against his skin.

		He graciously held my chair, positioning me with my back to the dining room. Surprisingly, he lightly traced his hand across my shoulders as I settled in. This sent an unexpected shiver down my spine. Very few of my husband’s business associates had ever acted this… I’m not sure what the word should be… brazen, presumptuous, forward. Whatever, his hands had been startlingly intimate, as if we were already close, instead of meeting for the first time. He sat right next to me, not across the table, the way a business associate normally would.

		I should have said something right then, putting a stop to it. It’s just… there was something about the man that made me trust him. Maybe it was his mop-top haircut, or those piercing eyes. Or maybe it was the warmth in his gaze or his comfort in what he had done. Whatever it was, he pulled me into his world in a way I should have resisted.

		Or maybe, only in writing this can I admit it to myself, it was his size. I had always had a thing about really large men and often fantasized about the equipment they would bring to their bed.

		This man sitting right next to me took my breath away. He looked uncomfortable in that suit because he was. He was a massive man. At least mid-six-feet, with a barrel chest that pressed against the suit coat and shirt underneath. His tree-trunk arms and broad shoulders were clearly not meant for business attire. He must have bought this suit off the rack, likely the largest size the store carried.

		I ordered wine for the table and a small antipasto platter to occupy the time. Budget was seldom an issue with these dinners.

		We chatted while waiting for my husband’s arrival. About his new job, where he grew up, and how he had met my husband. He seemed very well-informed about me and my relationship with Albert.

		While we talked, he never missed an opportunity to touch me. If I handed him bread, his fingers would stroke mine across the bowl. His leg found mine multiple times under the table. Even his hand gestures seemed to find a reason to stroke my arm or touch my hand on top.

		I should have made a scene or walked off in outrage, despite knowing that would be unwelcome at a business dinner. Instead, I grew flustered. Whether it was because I was unable or unwilling to stop it, I still can’t decide. Whatever the reason, this strange man was pulling me into his world. I felt a little like a mouse tentatively approaching a piece of cheese, not sure about the trap wires all around it, but really wanting the cheese.

		Thankfully, Albert was only 30 minutes late. He kissed me on the cheek as he sat across from Tony, apologizing for being late.

		Here’s the thing: almost as soon as my husband sat down, the conversation took a sensual, almost risqué turn. Tony’s irregular touching became more consistent and intentional. Albert made no objection, even encouraging it through head nods and silence. He had to know what this man was doing!

		Before the entrée arrived, Albert shocked me in a way I still can’t understand. He had requested that I wear the little black dress he bought me two years ago. The dress was beautiful, despite being too short for my long legs. It barely reached mid-thigh. I often found myself tugging at it to offer at least some modesty.

		It turns out he had planned everything for this moment. He looked at Tony, then gave me explicit instructions. ‘Take your panties off and hand them to Tony above the table.’ He said it in a casual tone, as if he were asking me to pass the pepper.

		What was I supposed to do? My husband had always had a kinky streak, often teasing me with little sex games, and he knew about my size fetish. He had even bought me an extra-large dildo so he could use it on me.

		He also loved to play this little power game where I promised to obey his every command. Before I left for dinner, he made sure I understood we would be in one of his ‘sessions,’ and that I was to obey him during dinner. I promised I would, thinking this was just foreplay before a fun night at home. Who knew someone else would be sitting across from him?

		I whispered a protest, trying to hide it from our guest and the rest of the restaurant. Albert didn’t care. ‘Do it,’ he emphasized. His hard stare almost made me flinch. I knew that stare. It always sent shivers down my spine, straight into my sex, especially when I was on my knees in the bedroom, hands held behind my back, waiting for his instructions.

		My face must have blushed ten shades of red, but I had promised I would obey. My eyes never left my husband. ‘No… look at him,’ he told me, nodding toward Tony. My eyes switched to our guest.

		His warm, blue eyes simply consumed me, hard and domineering and… oh god. I felt his control straight to my very core. I nervously switched between them as I squirmed on my seat until I worked the black panties down my hips, stepping out of them. My heart was pounding in my chest.

		The shock came when I balled the silky material in my hand. They were soaking wet. All the touching and now exposure had done something to me. I abandoned Tony’s gaze, concentrating on my husband. ‘What was this about?’ I tried to ask silently. He grinned softly, nodding his approval, continuing to pay attention to our guest, not me.

		I wasn’t about to dangle those soaked things in front of the whole restaurant. Reaching across the table, I offered them to him in a clenched ball. He touched them at the top, pulling them straight up until they were open to the table. No one who saw them would have doubts about what they were.

		Tony pushed them onto his nose, smelling my arousal. The scent was so strong I could smell it from where I was. I flushed an even deeper shade of red. He knew! Both of them knew how turned on I was. Albert only smiled his understanding.

		What was I supposed to do? Yank them back? Embarrass my husband in front of a colleague? Those excuses couldn’t mask the tingling in my sex. I was so aroused I could feel the moisture dripping from my folds.

		I straightened back onto my seat as the main course arrived at the table. Thankfully, Tony hid the panties so the server would not see them.

		As we ate, my husband kept looking at me. When I had made what he judged to be enough of a dent in the food, he got up, pushing my chair closer to the table. He told me to shift my hips forward and play with myself. I gasped, protesting I couldn’t… not in the middle of the restaurant!

		Neither man spoke nor gave any sign of listening to me. Albert simply sat back down and waited. I shuddered, but I did it, scooting forward. A hand landed on each knee, pulling my legs further apart. I knew only one of them was my husband’s. Albert ignored that, too. He knew what was happening.

		I couldn’t be too obvious, so I circled my clit with my left hand, acting as if I were finishing the meal. Tony’s hand worked its way up my thigh slowly until a fingertip found my lips, teasing them open.

		Albert continued with that enigmatic smile, reaching for my other hand. I set the fork down as he moved my hand under the table. I knew what he wanted. When I masturbated, I always used my fingers to push inside my opening. My hand brushed against Tony’s. He didn’t stop me. Instead, he used his hand to guide mine into where they wanted it, deep inside.

		I groaned softly as the combination of clit and insertion took me to an unexpected place at Tomasino’s. Did Albert expect me to make myself come in the middle of the restaurant?

		Apparently not. As I continued my finger movements, he told me about the rest of the night. These two men had booked a room at the business hotel across the street. He slid a keycard across the table toward me. Room 1104.

		I was to go up to the room, take all my clothes off, and get on my knees beside the bed, hands clasped behind my back. They would join me shortly so that Tony could ‘fuck my brains out.’ I gasped again. My husband said it with just those words!

		It sent an electric spark into my hands. I was lucky not to come right there. I questioned his words. He told me he found my reading list on my ebook reader. How all the stories seemed to center on a big guy who would do what he wanted with me. He was allowing me to fulfill that fantasy.

		As if issuing some signal, they pressed my legs together under the table, halting my touching. They used hand gestures for me to go. I reached down to grab my clutch and the keycard. My eyes tried to convey uncertainty. My husband had none, telling me to hurry. They wanted me naked before they arrived.

		My question for you is what I should have done? I should have told them to fuck off, that I wasn’t that kind of wife. I should have taken an Uber home and let my husband tell his colleague whatever he wanted. Instead, I rushed out the door, turning to the hotel. It took all my will not to play with myself all the way across the street.

		The walk across the lobby must have been comical. I felt like every eye had turned in my direction as I did the walk of shame to the elevators. I had never been more aroused.

		How did my husband know about my stories? He seldom got on my tablet. And where had he found this guy? Oh god… As I got on the elevator, it suddenly occurred to me that Albert worked with him. That this might become a regular thing.

		I shuddered as I walked down the hall to the room. Being taken by a massive tool has been my favorite fantasy since I was in college. My husband found out and wanted to give that to me. Love surged inside me as I thought of the depth of his commitment to me, allowing him to do this.

		Yet, concern came with it. What if I liked it too much? Would he hate me afterward, even though it was his idea?

		I entered the room, looking at the bedclothes already pulled off the bed. They had placed electric candles all around and had a chilled bottle of champagne in an ice bucket near the bed. My husband had planned this carefully.

		Then my eyes riveted to one thing on the nightstand that didn’t belong there. A bottle of our lube. Did he want to join in… at the same time? I shuddered at the thought of being filled that much.

		Even though my nervousness continued to grow, I wasn’t about to stop his carefully laid plans. My dress and bra went into the dresser; shoes left near the door.

		I knelt next to the bed, waiting for them, thinking about what was to come. I could feel my arousal dripping onto the floor. All my mind could think about was Tony and how big his tool might be. Come pound me, I kept thinking until I heard a buzz at the door and the two men walked in, seeing me naked and exposed.

		I know I should have said something, stopped it. But my husband knew me too well. He knew I would not turn down an opportunity like this. We had been married for nearly 20 years. Two decades to build trust in this man. I had never been unfaithful to my husband in all those years. If he wanted me to let this monstrous cock have its way with me, who was I to say no?

		Tony took two quick steps across the room, yanking my hair back, burying my lips in his. My eyes flicked to my husband. He nodded only his approval as he sat in the chair he had placed next to the bed.

		That man gave me the fucking of my life. It lasted for the rest of that night and for much of the weekend. Albert had arranged for my parents to take the kids. We seldom left the bed, except to eat room service and shower. Even then, I was scrubbing them clean while they did whatever they wanted to me.

		That night, I became my husband’s hotwife. Albert seldom joined, allowing his colleague to have his way with me, however he wanted it. When the lube was finally used early on Sunday morning, I couldn’t have been more ready.

		Did I do the right thing by staying?

		 

		- Sally, Kansas City

		

	
		 

		Who Needs a Strip Club?

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		 

		I am so glad I have your publication to share my wife's (28) and my (27) first-time hotwife experience.   Alyssa likes to read steamy hotwife books, and after, we have the most amazing sex.  Still, until tonight, we’ve never discussed actually going through with it.

		When we got married, we agreed that once a month we would have a guys’ night out and a girls’ night out.  She has a book club, and on the third Friday of the month, some guys from work like to go to this small, casual strip club.  My wife is gorgeous, and I really am not the strip club enthusiast some of my buddies are, but we mostly watch the dancers and talk about sports while a few of them get a lap dance.  It's fun, but I rarely get one for myself, usually preferring to buy one for Rick or Pauly, who can’t always afford it.

		Anyway, this week, I got a group text from George asking if we could do boys' night at my place. When I told Alyssa, she was very open to the idea, even offering to make her famous 7-layer dip.  I expected she would be attending the book club, and we would have the house to ourselves.  I ran out to the store to grab some beer, and when I returned, she was gone.  

		The guys trickled in, and we sat in the living room. Pauly was on the black leather recliner, Rick and George on the couch, Mike on the loveseat, and I sat in my gaming chair.  We were talking about whether we would play poker or video games when I heard Alyssa’s heels clacking on the stairs.  My dick stiffened as she only owns one pair of shoes that makes that noise, a pair of red leather fuck me pumps.  When she stepped off the stairs into my line of sight, I saw she wore only the naughty lingerie I bought her last Valentine's Day, a red lace baby doll with white trim, and matching panties. You could see her dark areolae through the gauzy material. My eyes widened. I hadn’t expected this, but the thought of her parading in front of my friends while nearly naked made me harder than a rock. I decided to see what she had in mind and gave her a subtle wave.

		“Hello, boys. I thought since you didn’t go to the strip club, I could bring the club to you,” she said

		The guys all looked at me to make sure I was all right with her plan. I just smiled and waved her over.  

		Right away, she faced the boys and shook her bottom over my lap.  I didn't have to touch her to know she was soaked; I could smell her. I knew the guys were getting a great view of her breasts while she rubbed her bottom against my lap. She purred when she pressed against my hard on. Turning around, she surrounded my ear with her lips and whispered, “I see you are enjoying this. But, tell me to stop now, or be prepared to see this through.”

		I fumbled in my pocket for my wallet, lifting my hips off the chair. My bulge pressed against her crotchless panties. I slid a twenty into her cleavage and said loudly enough for the boys to hear, “I’m in. Here, why don’t you go see if George wants a dance?”

		She gave my earlobe a playful bite and ran her hand over my crotch. “Save that for me later.” With a click of her stilettos, she turned and strutted toward my buddy. There was a sway in her hips I hadn’t seen since our honeymoon.

		I watched in awe as my gorgeous wife gave George a lap dance. Poor Georgie didn’t know what to do. At the strip club, he is often handsy with the girls, trying to see what he could get away with, but here, he was holding back, probably because his best friend’s wife was the dancer.

		“Don’t be shy, George. Why don’t you see how wet she is?” My encouragement surprised Alyssa almost as much as it surprised me.

		George gave me a second glance, and I winked. Then, he cautiously ran his hand up her inner thigh. Alyssa grabbed his wrist, holding him just below her sex. I knew he could feel the heat between her legs while she bent forward, giving him a close-up view of her tits.

		“Is that how you do it at the strip club, George?” Her voice was thick with arousal.

		George took the hint, reaching for the wallet he had placed on the coffee table when he came in. He took out a few bills and folded one, running it up her thigh as he does in the club. He looked less confident, but he was beginning to get into it.

		“Good boy,” Alyssa said as she guided his hand to her glistening slit and let him touch her for a few seconds. Then she pushed his hand away and darted over to Rick, who already held a twenty in the air.

		“Hmmm, I like a man who is prepared,” Alyssa purred. She took the bill and pulled her panties to the side, sliding the bill underneath the lace while Rick stuck a finger into her core. I could hear it sloshing around from across the room.

		I heard myself call out, “How does that feel?”

		She didn’t answer, just grabbed Rick’s face and pressed it against her crotch.

		She went back and forth between Rick and George for a bit until she squealed with delight as George licked her slit. Then, she rewarded him with one of the sluttiest blowjobs. She devoured his cock as if she hadn’t eaten in weeks. Within a minute, he nutted in her mouth. She pulled him out and jerked him until her chin was dripping with his cream. She turned toward Rick, who was standing next to her, his cock in hand. Without skipping a beat, she swallowed his long, thin cock until she was able to feel his pubes against her nose. He didn’t last long either, his cum spilling out of her mouth and dripping to the carpet.

		That’s when Pauly cleared his throat and pointed to him and Mike.

		Alyssa smiled and innocently said, “OMG, you were so quiet, I forgot you two were here.” Rick and George accepted her explanation, but I knew better. Pauly’s nickname was “Dead Leg because he was so huge that most women couldn’t walk after.

		Alyssa smeared Rick and George’s cum off her face and used it to lather up Pauly’s thick meat. If he minded, he said nothing. When she felt he was ready, she placed her hands on the coffee table and wriggled her bottom towards him.

		He wasn’t gentle. He gripped her hips tightly, his fingers turning purple as they dug into her hips. It took three thrusts before she opened wide enough for him to enter her love canal.

		“Oh, you’re tighter than I expected. This is going to be fun.” Pauly laughed as he rammed into her. Alyssa couldn’t speak. I watched as her face twisted into a mix of pleasure and pain. Her breasts swung free from her nighty, swaying with the force of Pauly’s thrusts. Soon, the pain left her eyes, and all that remained was pure ecstasy. She reached between her legs and fingered her clit, announcing in between squeals and whimpers that she was going to come.

		Her pleasure spurred Pauly on, and he thrust harder and deeper. He started calling her names, like Cumslut, and dirty little girl. I thought it would throw Alyssa out of the moment as she didn’t usually enjoy dirty talk, but instead, she joined in.

		“Fuck me, big daddy.” She screamed as her second orgasm washed over her.

		“God, you’re so big.” We could hear his balls slapping her clit.

		Alyssa motioned for me to come closer, and she kissed me hard, screaming her pleasure into my mouth. It was the hottest thing yet. I held her tight, my hands squeezing her melons as I watched, close up, when Pauly pulled out and shot his cream over her ass and back.

		I thought she was finished, but she sat on the couch and spread her legs.

		“Lick me, Mike, then cum on my tits.” Mike was happy to oblige. He knelt before her and worshipped her, catching all her juices as they trickled from her slit. When she came again, Mike stood and began jerking his throbbing cock. Soon, the other three men were jerking too and showered her with their cum.

		“Well now,” I said when everyone had cleaned up and recovered, “wasn’t that better than Double Diamonds?”

		The satisfied look on my friends’ exhausted faces was the only answer I needed.

		 

		- Married to the hot one

		

	
		 

		My Poker Full House

		 

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		 

		Every Wednesday, my husband’s friends come over to play penny-ante poker at the glass-topped round table in our TV room. Naturally, I’m expected to be the hostess to fetch beers and finger food for the guys before disappearing. Each week, just like a law in physics, I’m invited to join the game, and every week, I excuse myself, usually with a lame joke about how we can’t afford for both of us to lose money playing with sharks like them.

		Last week was different. Instead of the usual 6 or 7 guys, there were only 4, including my husband, and the guys complained about the lack of players. Paul claimed the deal would come around too fast, Mark said the pots would be too small, and even my husband pointed out that if one or two players folded on a hand, it would ruin the fun.

		That was when my husband, Bud, came into the kitchen and talked to me.

		“Annette,” he started, his hands caressing my shoulders. “It would really help if you played this week. It would give us 5 players, and there wouldn’t be so much bitching. What can I do to get you to play?”

		Bud continued to massage my shoulders, which felt really good, and then he ran his hands down to my boobs, which felt even better. I moaned as he caressed my nipples through my thin summer dress as I tried to think of what he could do to get me to play poker. I was having a hard time thinking clearly, but I did come up with a short list.

		“I can’t be playing hostess too, you’ll have to get your own beers and food,” I began, feeling his cock pressing against my ass. “And, you’ll have to go clothes shopping with me this weekend.”

		“Deal,” Bud said, kissing me. His cock felt so good when he hugged me that I wanted to go down on him right then.

		“Hey guys,” I heard him announce from the TV room. “Annette’s gonna play poker with us.”

		The guys approved, and I sat between John and Paul, both in their 20s, and single. They were both good-looking men. Each of the guys had logged some serious gym time, and I’d admired their looks before. Paul and Bud had facial hair; Mark had scuff on his face that always looked like he hadn’t shaved in exactly three days. Only John was clean-shaven. It was hot, so they were each wearing shorts and t-shirts.

		As I organized my chips, I saw that my legs were visible through the table's glass top and that my light-weight summer dress had ridden halfway up my thighs. I probably should have put on something less revealing, but my husband had worked me up by playing with my boobs, and I got a thrill thinking of how I was exposing myself.

		Bud announced seven-card stud, and with that, we were off. I lost the first hand and drank more beer. During the first couple of hours, I won a few hands, lost most, and drank lots of beer.

		Eventually, I was busted. Looking down at the bare tabletop where my chips had been, I slurred, “I don’t have any chips left to bet.”

		John didn’t even look up at me when he said, “You have clothes on, bet those.”

		I again looked through the glass tabletop at my legs, my dress now exposing even more of my bare thighs. I looked at Bud, and when our eyes met, he smiled and said, “Good idea, babe. Why not do it?”

		All I could think to say was, “Do my flip-flops count as two separate pieces of clothing?”

		Four male voices said, almost in unison, “No, they count as one.”

		“I’ll bet the flip-flops.” Of course, I lost the hand. On the next hand, I lost my panties and stood to slip them off from under my dress. I was surprised at how wet they were, as well as the thrill that went through me as I put them in the pot.

		It was Bud’s deal, and he called seven-card stud again. It looked good for me when I saw the cards I’d been dealt. I had a jack-high full house.

		The pot grew, as the guys hoped I’d lose. I was confident, and so I raised the stakes by betting my dress. I thought that when I won, I’d have all the chips I needed. In the meantime, I made it clear that I’d only remove my dress if I lost. The thought of being completely naked in front of the men caused my pussy to throb, and I nearly moaned.

		The action grew even more intense until I made one last bet.

		“If everybody will go all-in, I’ll raise a blowjob,” I said to stunned silence.

		“Don’t you mean 4 blowjobs?” Bud asked.

		I was wobbling in my chair, and I felt how wet my pussy had become. I looked at my husband and said, “I’ll raise again, and fuck you all if I lose, but only if you each strip for me now.”

		The guys looked at each other, their eyes wide, before turning in unison to Bud, who just shrugged before asking, “What are the rules? Do we all have to beat your hand, or just one of us?”

		“I have to lose like in regular poker,” I answered.

		It was a dream come true as the men stripped. Naturally, I’d seen my husband naked before. John and Mark each had nice looking cocks, about the same size as my husband's. But Paul’s dick was much longer and thicker than any I’d ever seen, and it was already growing hard.

		The sensations centered in my pussy were so strong I had to press my thighs together. I felt hot and sweaty knowing that I was very wet. My skin felt incredibly sensitive, and then I lost to Paul's four deuces.

		I looked at his cards in shock. I couldn’t understand that I’d lost with a jack high full house. As I stared, my husband helped me up from the chair, his hard cock pushing against my hip. He led me to our bedroom, where he hung up my dress after showing everyone the large wet spot on the back.

		John handed a single playing card to each guy, and Mark, with his ace would go first. He crawled between my spread legs, and we kissed. Then he moved a hand to my pussy.

		“Guys, Annette’s dripping wet.” My lips felt hot when we kissed again, and I moaned when I tasted his tongue.

		A moment later, Mark’s erection parted my labia and slid inside me. At about the same time, another cock was dragged across my mouth for me to lick. I’d never been with two men at the same time, and I was wildly turned on. Plus, my husband was watching me being fucked.

		After only a short time, Mark groaned, seemed to freeze, and came inside me. A few moments later, John rolled me to my hands and knees so he could fuck me from behind. I looked to my husband, who had his fingers wrapped around his hardon, jacking off as he watched. Seeing Bud so excited sent more thrills through my body, and my clitoris. I almost came with John. I was ready to scream in frustration as he pulled out. My pussy was throbbing wildly, and when I quickly touched my clitoris, I was surprised at how large and hard it was.

		Bud waved Paul forward, but before he got on the bed, he offered me his huge cock to suck. “I was promised a blowjob, but I’ll settle for you making it wet.”

		I made love to his cock. I kissed it, sucked as much of it as I could, and rubbed that beautiful wet prick all over my face. Then Paul’s erection stretched my pussy wider than I’d ever thought possible. I howled and loudly begged Paul to fuck me harder as my husband beat off.

		The muscles in my pussy tightened and relaxed with each thrust of his giant cock. I’d never felt so full. My legs shook, and I came for what felt like an eternity as Paul continued to fuck me. Then Bud’s hot cum hit me in the face, triggering my final massive orgasm.

		Paul pushed himself up so he could squeeze my boob and fuck me at the same time. I was in ecstasy, seeming to exist only in my pussy when he exploded deep inside me.

		 

		- New Lovers in Texas
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		Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #7

		 

		— The ACHE Collective

		 

		Coming July 2026

		 

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

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

		And we are planning a special Summer Letters edition in June 2026, featuring letters about the naughty things that people get up to on vacation.

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

		 

		
			ACHE on Medium
		

		 

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

		See you in June and July.
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