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            Welcome to Issue #4 of Hotwife Digest

          

          Brought to you by the ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Hey there, lovely reader,

      Welcome to the fourth issue of Hotwife Digest, your bi-monthly escape into the smart, sexy, emotionally charged world of hotwife and cuckold erotica. Plus, we snuck in a special Christmas Letters edition last month, because who says the holidays can't be deliciously naughty?

      If you've been with us since the beginning, you already know what we're about: stories that go way beyond steamy scenes and dive deep into trust, desire, vulnerability, and the raw, messy pleasure that makes hotwife erotica truly electric. And if this is your first time joining us, welcome to a world where the usual relationship boundaries are pushed, fantasies are realised, and consent is always at the heart of it all.

      ACHE (that's Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica) is a collective of indie writers dedicated to crafting bold tales that celebrate ethical non-monogamy in all its thrilling forms. From hotwife and cuckold to hotpast and every delicious nuance in between, we're here to bring you stories that are scorching, honest, heartfelt, and, of course, horny!

      In this issue, we've hand-picked five brand-new original stories from some of your favourite ACHE authors:

      Paul Garland takes us to a sun-drenched beach house in Fuerteventura, where a couple's final vacation day takes an unexpected turn when their architect friend shows up unannounced and uninhibited.

      Delores Swallows rewinds the clock fifteen years to show us Ria's first steps into the hotwife lifestyle, in a story of spontaneous desire, spin-the-bottle confessions, and a night that changes everything.

      Skylar Quinn explores the complexity of married desire in a contemporary office setting, where emotional honesty and careful negotiation open doors to new experiences and deeper intimacy.

      Hardison Parker brings us back to Nia, the hotwife you've grown to love, as she gets deliciously dirty on a camping trip filled with coupons, surprises, and friends who are eager to help fulfil her wildest fantasies.

      Max Sebastian introduces us to a couple navigating an unconventional arrangement with their new tenant, a young man who pays his rent in the most intimate currency imaginable.

      And of course, the ever-popular Dear Hotwife Digest letters section is back, featuring five sizzling confessions, questions, and fantasies from readers just like you.

      Stay connected with us by following the ACHE authors on Medium for regular stories and essays, exploring their Patreons for exclusive serialised content, and if Hotwife Digest gets your heart pumping (and other things), share it with someone who'll appreciate the heat.

      So pour yourself something strong, get comfortable, and settle in for another round of sexy, smart storytelling.

      Let's get started.

      — The ACHE Collective

      January, 2026
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            The Beach House

          

          Paul Garland

        

      

    

    
      NEIL AND KIMBERLEY’S FINAL DAY AT THEIR FRIEND’S BEACH HOUSE TURNS INTO A SEXUAL ADVENTURE THAT NEITHER OF THEM WOULD HAVE EVER IMAGINED POSSIBLE…

      The sand was hot enough to make me shift my feet while I stood there, beer in hand, watching Kimberley adjust her bikini top. She'd gone for the red one today, the one with the triangle cups that showed off her tan lines and made her tits look incredible. Her dark hair was still damp from our last swim, hanging past her shoulders.

      "Don't look now," she said, nodding toward the water, "But there's a guy walking over who's either smuggling a gun or is extremely happy to be at the beach."

      I followed her gaze. Strolling in our direction was a tall guy, maybe thirty, wearing black trunks that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

      "Christ," I said. "Those trunks should come with a warning label."

      Kim laughed, that genuinely happy sound that made her nose crinkle and my heart leap. "I'm just saying, good for him. Confidence is sexy." She took a sip of her mojito, ice clinking. "You could learn something from him."

      "I'm plenty confident."

      "You wore shorts yesterday that went past your knees."

      "That's called not getting arrested for indecent exposure."

      "Plus, you’re not going to take anyone’s eye out with your dick, are you?"

      "Hey," I defended myself. "My six inches have kept you satisfied all these years."

      "I’m only teasing." She watched the guy as he jogged past, his huge, thick semi bouncing with each step. When he was out of earshot, she turned back to me with a grin. "Okay, your turn. Find someone."

      I scanned the beach, then pointed. "There. Eleven o'clock. Pink towel."

      Kim shielded her eyes. The woman was maybe forty, lying on her back, completely topless. Her breasts were enormous, the kind that defied gravity in a way that suggested surgical assistance.

      "Oh my god," Kim said. "Those are… wow. Do you think they're real?"

      "Does it matter?"

      "I suppose not." She looked down at her own chest, then back at the woman. "Think I should go topless? When in Fuerteventura and all that."

      "You want to give the hung guy a heart attack on his next lap?" Kimberley had a good pair of tits on her, 36D. More than enough to fill my hands.

      She laughed again and settled back onto her towel. I sat beside her, digging my feet into the cooler sand beneath the surface. Today was our last day here. Tomorrow we'd be back in London, back to work, back to reality. Ryan's beach house had been exactly what we needed, a week of sun, sex, and not thinking about anything except where to eat dinner.

      "I can't believe this is it," Kim said, reading my mind. "I could stay another month."

      "Ryan might have something to say about that."

      "True. Although Joanna did say he barely uses the place."

      Ryan was our friend, the partner of Joanna, Kim’s best friend. When they found out we’d had a tough couple of months with work and weren’t able to afford a break, they’d generously let us have their beach house for a week. All we had to pay for were the flights and some spending money.

      I took another pull of my beer. The sun was starting its descent, turning everything golden.

      "Did you hear about the next beach over?" Kim asked, finishing the last of her mojito. "The little cove we saw on that walk we did?"

      "What about it?"

      "Apparently, it's a nudist beach. Full nudist."

      I raised an eyebrow. "How'd you find that out?"

      "The woman at the restaurant last night. She mentioned it when I asked about a quiet spot to top up our tan today, with it being our last day." Kim stretched her legs out, flexing her toes. "I decided we should stick to this beach. I'd go topless, sure. But getting my pussy out for everyone to see? No thanks."

      "Not to mention all the dicks flopping around."

      "Exactly. Urgh." She made a face. "There's confident, and then there's 'here's my entire cock and balls while I play beach volleyball'."

      "Not very romantic."

      She laughed again and stood, brushing sand off her thighs. "Come on. I need a shower before we figure out dinner."

      We gathered our things and headed back up the wooden steps that led to Ryan's place. The beach house sat on a slight elevation, hanging over a rocky outcrop, looking over the sea, all clean lines and massive windows that caught the afternoon light. Ryan had designed it himself. He was one of those architects who actually had taste instead of just ego. White walls, natural wood, furniture that looked expensive because it was. The whole place screamed money in that quiet, understated way that made our overpriced London flat feel like a shoebox.

      "I still can't believe he just gave us a week here," I said, unlocking the sliding door.

      "Joanna said they stopped renting it out recently due to someone treating it badly. They left some damage to the furniture." Kim dropped her beach bag on the sofa. "It must be nice, owning a place you don't even need to rent out. Just being able to come here whenever you like."

      "It must be nice being an architect who charges what Ryan charges."

      She headed toward the outdoor shower, peeling off her bikini top as she went. The shower was tucked around the side of the house, looking out over the ocean, private enough that you could stand there completely naked without worrying about anyone seeing, unless they were on a boat with binoculars, and even then, they'd have to be looking in just the right direction.

      I grabbed another beer from the fridge and was checking my phone when I heard a car door slam out front.

      Odd. We weren't expecting anyone.

      I walked to the front window and looked out. A silver BMW sat in the driveway, and Ryan was pulling a bag from the boot. He looked tired, his usual sharp appearance slightly rumpled.

      I opened the door before he could knock. "Ryan?"

      He looked up, surprised, then smiled. "Hey, Neil. Sorry, I should've called ahead."

      "What are you doing here?"

      "I, um… needed to get away for a bit." He hefted his bag. "Figured I'd stay the week. You guys leave tomorrow, right? I am sorry for intruding on your last night."

      "Don't apologise," I said, stepping aside to let him in. "It's your place. We're just grateful you let us crash here for the week."

      Ryan set his bag down in the entrance hall, running a hand through his dark hair. He looked like he hadn't slept properly in days. There were shadows under his eyes, his jaw tight with whatever stress had driven him here.

      "The flight was a nightmare to book," he said. "This was the only one I could get on short notice. Otherwise, I’d be waiting until Tuesday. I didn't mean to overlap, but figured you’d be okay with me staying in one of the guest rooms."

      "You can have the master bedroom. It’s your place. I mean, the place has four bedrooms. We'll manage one night together without killing each other, I’m sure." I laughed, then gestured toward the kitchen. "Beer?"

      "God, yes."

      We walked through to the open-plan living area, all that glass showing off the ocean view.

      "Where’s Kimberley?" he asked, his head turning left and right, looking for my wife.

      "She’s in the shower. We spent the day at the beach, topping up our tans before the trip home." I pulled two bottles from the fridge and handed him one. He took a long pull, his shoulders dropping slightly.

      "So… Are you sure everything’s alright?" I asked. "Bad day at work? Is Joanna okay? She’s not here?"

      "Yeah, fine. We’re both fine, just needed some space. Work's been..." He waved his hand vaguely. "You know."

      I didn't, really, but I nodded anyway. Ryan's projects were the kind that got written about in architecture magazines, the kind that attracted clients who expected perfection and who could pay enough to demand it.

      "Well, you picked the right place to decompress," I said.

      He smiled for the first time since arriving. "That was the idea." He drained half his beer. "Christ, I needed this. Think I'm going to grab a quick shower, wash the flight off."

      "Go for it."

      He headed toward the hallway, and I turned back to the kitchen, thinking about what to do for dinner now that we had company. Maybe that seafood place Kim had liked. I was pulling out my phone to check their menu when I realised Ryan had gone right instead of heading upstairs to the main bathroom.

      Toward the outdoor shower.

      "Ryan, wait—" I started, but my warning came too late.

      I followed quickly, rounding the corner just as Ryan stepped onto the wooden deck. Kim was stepping out of the shower, water streaming down her body, every inch of her completely naked. Her dark hair was slicked back, droplets running between her breasts, down the flat plane of her stomach, between her thighs.

      Ryan froze.

      Kim's green eyes went wide, and she grabbed for the towel hanging on the hook, wrapping it around herself in one quick motion. But not before Ryan had seen everything, the full swell of her tits, her nipples tight from the cooling water, the neat strip of hair between her legs.

      "Fuck, I'm sorry," Ryan said, immediately turning around. "I thought you were showering upstairs."

      "That's where I thought you were going," I said, appearing behind him.

      Kim clutched the towel tighter, her face flushed. "It's fine. Just maybe knock next time?"

      "Hey, look," I said, putting my hand on her shoulder. "Accidents happen. It’s all good. I should have said something, but…"

      "Don’t worry about it," Kim agreed, her green eyes meeting mine for a moment. "No harm done. It’s nice to see you, Ryan, by the way."

      Ryan explained for the second time why he was here, then once Kim nodded, repeating what I’d said about it not being a problem that he was here on our last day, he grabbed his bag and walked back toward the outdoor shower. "Mind if I use the shower now? I prefer this one to the small one upstairs."

      "Go for it." Kim waited until she heard the water start, then turned to me, still clutching the towel. "Oh my god."

      "Well, that was awkward."

      "He saw everything, Neil. Everything."

      I shrugged, trying not to think about how Ryan had frozen at the sight of my wife's naked body. "You were talking about going topless earlier. You kind of did, just not in the way you expected."

      She stared at me, then her mouth twitched. "That's not funny."

      "It's a little funny."

      "It's mortifying." But she was smiling now, the tension breaking. She adjusted the towel, wrapping it tighter around her body. "God, the look on his face."

      "It probably matched yours."

      She laughed, shaking her head. Water dripped from her dark hair onto the wooden deck floor. Then that mischievous glint appeared in her eye. "You know what? Fuck it."

      "Fuck what?"

      "He saw me. Fair's fair." She grabbed a fresh towel from the stack by the door. "He forgot this."

      "Kim—"

      But she was already walking back around toward the outdoor shower, and I followed, curious and slightly alarmed. The water was still running. Kim knocked on the wooden post that held the bamboo screen upright.

      "Yeah?" Ryan's voice over the spray.

      "You forgot a towel."

      "Just hang it there, thanks."

      Kim stepped around the privacy screen.

      I stayed back, but I could see through the gaps in the wood slats. Ryan was rinsing his hair, completely naked, water streaming down his body. He was well-built, more from good genes rather than hours spent at the gym. And between his legs, even soft, his cock was substantial. Completely shaved, long and thick and circumcised, the head a darker pink than the rest.

      Ryan turned off the water and reached for the towel Kimberley was holding out. He didn't cover himself or seem even remotely embarrassed. He just took it with a grin and started drying his face.

      "We're even now," he said. "I get it."

      Kim laughed, but it sounded breathless. "I suppose we are."

      She backed away, and I moved quickly so she wouldn't catch me watching. We met back in the kitchen, where she immediately poured herself a glass of wine.

      "So?" I said.

      "I hoped to embarrass him back, but it didn’t work." She took a drink, her cheeks flushed. "He just stood there, completely naked. Didn't even flinch."

      "Probably proud of his big dick."

      She looked at me sharply. "You were watching?"

      "I couldn’t help but see through the wooden slats."

      "Well, yeah, he is kind of hung." Kim allowed herself a teasing grin.

      I felt a sting of jealousy in my gut. "Great. So some guys really do have it all. Money, status, and a massive cock to boot."

      Kim set down her glass and came to me, sliding her arms around my waist. She kissed me softly, her lips tasting of the Verdejo.

      "I love you just as you are," she said. "Broke, regular, and average-sized."

      "Thanks. That's really helping."

      She laughed and kissed me again, deeper this time. "I mean it. You're perfect for me. All of you." Her hand slid down to cup me through my shorts. "This is the only cock I want."

      I pulled her closer, feeling the warmth of her body through the towel. "Even after seeing⁠—"

      "Especially after." She looked up at me, sincere now. "Size isn't everything, Neil. You know exactly what I like. You always have."

      We stood there for a moment, foreheads touching, and I felt the jealousy in my stomach ease. Whatever complicated feelings were stirring, this was still us. Still solid.

      ***

      Two hours later, we were both showered and changed, sitting in the living room with Ryan, who'd emerged looking more put-together than before.

      "So, your last night on the island. Where haven't you eaten yet?" he asked, scrolling through his phone.

      "Umm… I don’t know," Kim said. "We've stuck pretty close to this side of the resort."

      "There's a place I know. Family-run, traditional Canarian food, best you'll ever have." He looked up. "Let me take you. My treat. Call it a recompense for crashing your last night."

      "You don't have to do that," I said.

      "I want to. Besides, I need to eat anyway, and eating alone is depressing."

      Kim smiled. "That sounds awesome."

      Ryan called a taxi so we could all drink. While we waited, Kim changed into a black halter top that tied at the nape of her neck, leaving her back completely bare. The neckline plunged low enough that the inner curves of her breasts were visible, and she'd paired it with white linen shorts that showed off her tanned legs.

      "Ready," she announced.

      I caught Ryan's eyes flick down to her chest, then away. Throughout the taxi ride, I noticed him stealing glances at her cleavage when she leaned forward, at her thighs when she crossed her legs. He wasn't obvious about it, but I saw it. I didn't say anything.

      The restaurant was everything Ryan promised, white-washed walls, stone fireplace, wooden beams, a guitarist playing in the corner. We ate slowly, working through plates of papas arrugadas, grilled fish, and a potato-and-lamb stew that lived up to the hype. The wine kept coming, and our laughter got louder.

      After dinner, the guitarist was joined by a small band, and people started dancing. Kim pulled me up first, then convinced Ryan to join us. The three of us moved to the music, Kim between us, her hips swaying. She was drunk enough to be uninhibited, and I watched Ryan watch her, his eyes tracking every movement.

      But later, back at our table, Ryan's mood shifted. He pulled out his phone and spent ten minutes typing, his jaw tight. When he finally put it away, the lightness was gone.

      We got another taxi back to the beach house. Kim and I were still riding the high of the evening, stumbling slightly as we made our way inside. But while we put some music on the TV and filled up our wine glasses, Ryan went straight to the small balcony off the living room, standing at the railing and staring out at the ocean. The moon was full, casting a silver path across the water.

      "I'm going to check on him," I said to Kim.

      She nodded, kicking off her heels and relaxing on the long sofa with a deep sigh of contentment.

      I stepped outside, the cool air swirling around the small patio, cool against the bare skin of my arms as I offered him a glass of wine. "You alright?"

      Ryan took the drink but didn't turn around. "Yeah. I just needed some air."

      "That was Joanna you were texting earlier."

      He exhaled slowly. "Yeah."

      "Want to talk about it?"

      He was quiet for a long moment. Then: "We've broken up. Temporarily. Taking a break, whatever you want to call it."

      "Shit. I'm sorry."

      "She cheated on me." He said it flatly, like he was telling himself as well as me. "She’s been seeing some guy from her work for three months. This was back in London. We fought. She said it was a mistake, that she loves me, that it's over with him now. She wants to work things out."

      "And you?"

      "I don't know. That's why I'm here. I needed some time and space to think."

      Behind us, the sliding door opened. Kim stepped out, carrying three smaller glasses and a bottle of whiskey. "I overheard," she said softly. "Do you mind if I join you?"

      Ryan shook his head. She poured generous measures and handed them out. We stood there, the three of us, drinking and listening to the waves.

      "Joanna’s my friend," Kim began. "I’m so sorry. I had no idea. I’m so shocked."

      "Me too. I feel like an idiot," Ryan said eventually. "I live with her, and I had no idea either."

      "You're not an idiot," Kim said. "She's the one who fucked up."

      "Three months. Three months she’s been fucking him."

      "Shit," I cursed softly. "How did you find out?"

      "I saw texts on her phone and confronted her. She didn’t deny it. She couldn’t. It was there in black and white. Then she blamed me, said I wasn't paying attention. That I was always working, never there."

      "That's not an excuse," I said.

      "No. But it's not completely wrong either." He drained his glass, then took the wine I’d brought out and downed that too. "Maybe I pushed her to it."

      "Don't do that," Kim said, stepping closer. She put her hand on his arm. "Don't make her choices your fault."

      "Whatever," Ryan sighed. "Doesn’t matter now whose fault it is. She did it. Can’t turn the clock back."

      Kim refilled Ryan's glass, the whiskey catching the moonlight as it poured. She was standing close to him now, her bare shoulder almost touching his arm. The lantern on the balcony cast a warm glow across her skin, making her look golden against the darkness of the ocean beyond.

      "Listen," she said, "I'm sure Joanna didn't cheat because of sex. I mean..." She glanced down deliberately, then back up with a grin. "You've got a big dick. So it definitely wasn't that you were shit in bed or anything."

      Ryan laughed, genuinely surprised. "Jesus, Kim."

      "What? I'm just stating facts." She took a sip of her whiskey. "Trying to cheer you up."

      I couldn't help but smile. "She’s telling the truth. At least you've got that going for you. Rich, good-looking, well-hung. Finding a new woman shouldn't be too hard."

      Ryan shook his head, still laughing. "Yeah, there is that, I suppose." He looked between us, his expression shifting to something more serious. "How do you two do it?"

      "Do what?" Kim asked.

      "Be happy. Make it work." He gestured vaguely with his glass. "You always seem so... content. In love. What's your secret?"

      I felt a warmth spread through my chest that had nothing to do with the whiskey. Kim looked at me, and I saw the same feeling reflected in her green eyes.

      "We just work," I said. "There’s no secret, not really. It just... works."

      "We talk," Kim added. "About everything. Even the uncomfortable stuff."

      Ryan nodded slowly, then asked, rather bluntly, "Have either of you ever cheated? Or wanted to?"

      "No," we both said simultaneously.

      Kim laughed at the timing, then leaned back against the railing. The movement made her halter top shift, the fabric pulling tighter across her breasts. The moonlight seemed to make her skin luminous, and I noticed Ryan's eyes tracking the curve of her neck down to where the plunging neckline came together.

      "Although," Kim said, that playful tone returning, "I did see this guy at the beach today wearing these ridiculously tight trunks. You could see everything. And I mean everything."

      "I think he was even bigger than Ryan," I said.

      "Maybe." She took another sip, her lips wet from the whiskey. "For a second, I did consider following him, leaving Neil on the beach for a while. He was busy looking at some tart with her tits out."

      Ryan's laugh was looser now, the alcohol and conversation working to lift his mood. "And?"

      "And nothing. Because I've got Neil." She pushed off the railing and moved closer to me, her hip brushing against mine. "Who might not have architect money or pornstar equipment, but knows exactly what to do with what he's got."

      The breeze picked up, making her hair dance across her shoulders. A strand caught on her lips, and she brushed it away slowly, her fingers lingering at the corner of her mouth. Everything about her in that moment felt deliberate, the way she stood, the tilt of her head, the slight arch of her back that made her breasts press against the thin fabric of her top.

      Or was I imagining it?

      Ryan swirled the whiskey in his glass, watching the amber liquid catch the lantern light. "If you like seeing sights like that, you really should've gone to Oldham Cove. The next beach over."

      "The nudist one?" Kim asked.

      "Yeah. Full nudist. There’s no tight trunks hiding anything there." He grinned. "Your eyes would definitely be opened."

      Kim laughed, her hand still resting on my hip. "I heard about it, but too late, unfortunately. If I'd known earlier, maybe Neil and I would've given it a go. Just for the giggles."

      "Maybe next time?" Ryan smiled, but his lips were still tight.

      "Definitely next time." She said it with emphasis, her eyes bright with alcohol and something else I couldn't quite name.

      Ryan's smile widened slightly. He seemed lighter now, the tension that had gripped him earlier loosening its hold, just a touch. "Thanks for this. Both of you. I needed a laugh."

      "Anytime," Kim said. She shifted her weight, crossing one leg in front of the other in a way that made her shorts ride up slightly. "Hopefully, Joanna will come to her senses when you get back to London. You two can work it out, if you both want to."

      "Maybe." Ryan considered that for a moment, his expression thoughtful. Then something shifted in his eyes. "But until then... I think I'll make hay while the sun shines. Have some fun." He looked at Kim, then at me. "It's only fair I get even, right?"

      "Definitely," Kim said without hesitation.

      "Absolutely," I added. "She broke the rules first."

      We all laughed, the sound carrying out over the dark water. But as the laughter faded, something hung in the air that hadn't been there before. A tension between the three of us that I’d never felt until this.

      Kim was still looking at Ryan, her head tilted slightly, that strand of hair falling across her face again. She didn't brush it away this time. The lantern light caught the hollow of her throat, the gentle rise and fall of her breathing. Her lips were parted slightly, glistening.

      Ryan's gaze moved over her face, down to where her top revealed the curves of her breasts, then back up again. He wasn't being subtle anymore, and she wasn't looking away.

      I felt my pulse quicken, watching them watch each other, until Ryan set his glass down on the railing, the clink of crystal breaking the charged silence. "I really am sorry, by the way. About earlier. Walking in on you in the shower."

      Kim's breath caught slightly. The air between them felt thick, electric. "It was an accident. It's fine."

      "Still." His eyes held hers. "I should've been more careful."

      "You didn’t know I was there," she said softly. "And I got my own back."

      Ryan's mouth curved into a slow smile. "I thought that was funny, actually. That's what I like about you, Kim. Your mischievous sense of humour." He glanced at me. "Neil's a lucky man."

      "I know I am," I said, my voice coming out rougher than I intended.

      Kim tilted her head, and even in the dim light, I could see the heat in her cheeks. "From where your eyes have been roaming all night, I don't think my sense of humour is the only thing you like about me."

      The words hung there. Ryan didn't deny it. He didn't look away.

      "You're right," he said finally. "Your body is amazing, Kimberley. But I shouldn't be looking. I'm sorry."

      "Don't be," Kim said. Her hand slid from my hip, and she took a small step forward. "We've all had a drink. We're friends."

      "Yeah, it’s all good," I reassured him, not wanting the evening to turn sad again.

      Kim's eyes flicked to me, something questioning in them, then back to Ryan. "And I'd be offended if you didn't steal a glance. This top is quite revealing." She ran her fingers along the edge of the neckline, drawing attention to the exposed skin.

      Ryan watched her hand move, his jaw tightening. The muscle in his throat worked as he swallowed. He picked up his glass again, drained it, then set it down with more force than necessary.

      "Screw it," he said. "Should we do something nuts?"

      "What do you mean?" Kim asked, but her voice was eager.

      "I need to let off some steam. It's your last night. Let's have some fun." He looked between us. "I know another little cove. Hidden, just down from here. Nobody goes there except me. It'll be romantic for you guys."

      "How do we get there?" I asked, caution warring with curiosity.

      "Follow me."

      He led us through the beach house and out the back, past the outdoor shower, to where the property ended at a rocky escarpment. In the moonlight, I could just make out a narrow set of stone steps that I’d never noticed before, carved into the rock, leading down toward the water.

      "Watch your footing," Ryan said, starting down, pushing his way through the bushes that disguised the rough staircase.

      Kim went next, and I followed, my hand occasionally steadying her when the steps became uneven. The sound of waves grew louder as we descended, and then we were stepping onto a tiny crescent of sand, maybe twenty feet across, sheltered by rocks on either side. I looked up to see that you couldn’t see the beach house from here. The cove was completely hidden. The ocean stretched out before us, silver and black under the moon.

      "This is incredible," Kim breathed.

      "My little private beach," Ryan said. "I come here sometimes when I need to think."

      He kicked off his shoes. Then, without hesitation, he pulled his shirt over his head. The moonlight caught the planes of his chest, his flat stomach. His hands went to his belt.

      "What are you doing?" Kim asked, but she was smiling.

      "Night swimming. Skinny dipping. Fuck it." He pushed his trousers and underwear down in one motion, stepping out of them. His cock hung heavy between his legs, and even soft, it was impressive. "You don't have to join me if you don't want to."

      He walked toward the water, completely unselfconscious, and waded in until the waves lapped at his thighs.

      Kim looked at me, her eyes wide. "Should we?"

      "I… don’t know," I said. "I mean–"

      "Fuck it." Kim didn’t wait for me to decide. She reached behind her neck and untied the halter top, letting it fall. Her breasts spilled free, her dark nipples already tight. She shimmied out of her shorts and underwear in one quick movement, standing there completely naked in the moonlight, and my breath caught at the sight of her.

      "Wait for me," she called out, then, without looking back, she ran toward the water, laughing as she dove in.

      I stood alone on the sand for a moment, my heart hammering. Then I stripped off my clothes and followed them into the dark ocean. The water was warmer than I expected, wrapping around me like silk. I swam out to where they were, and Kim dived out of view, then reappeared a few feet away, her hair slicked back, droplets running down her face and neck. She was laughing, treading water, her breasts bobbing on the surface, visible in the moonlight.

      "This is amazing," she called out.

      Ryan dove under and came up beside her, shaking water from his hair. "You only live once, right?"

      They swam away and started splashing each other like children, the sound of their laughter carrying across the small cove. I swam closer, joining in, and for a few minutes, we were just three drunk friends playing in the ocean at midnight. The absurdity of being naked didn't matter. It felt natural, liberating, and most of all, fun.

      Then Kim lunged at Ryan, pushing his shoulders down. He went under with a surprised shout, and when he came back up, they were tangled together, arms and legs thrashing as they wrestled playfully. Kim's hands were on his chest, his were somewhere beneath the water, and then she gasped and pulled back slightly.

      "Jesus," she said, breathless. "You don't suffer from cold water shrinkage at all, do you?"

      My stomach tightened. "What happened?"

      Ryan grinned, still holding Kim's waist to keep them both afloat. "Two naked people playfighting. Stuff happens."

      "He felt my tits!" Kim said, mock-outraged but laughing.

      "You grabbed my dick!" Ryan shot back.

      "I was curious! I wanted to see if it shrinks in the cold." She bit her lip, looking at him with open mischief. "It doesn't."

      "Keep messing around like that, and you'll see it hard," Ryan said, and though his tone was playful, there was an edge of truth beneath it.

      Kim's eyes widened slightly, and I saw her throat work as she swallowed. The energy between them shifted, became more intense. I was treading water a few feet away, watching them pressed together in the moonlight, and I felt my cock stirring despite the cool ocean. The fantasy I'd harboured in secret for years, seeing Kim with another man, being part of something like this, was suddenly, impossibly close to real.

      "We should get out," Ryan said after a moment. "Water's getting cold. And there are sharks."

      "Sharks?" I yelped, suddenly alarmed, before they both burst out laughing at me.

      Shortly afterwards, we all swam back toward the shore. The sand was cool beneath my feet as I stood, water streaming off my body. Kim emerged next to me, completely unselfconscious, her skin glowing in the moonlight. Everything was visible, the swell of her breasts, her peaked nipples, the neat strip of hair between her legs. Ryan followed, and I couldn't help but notice that Kimberley was right, His cock hadn’t shrunk in the water. It flopped around between his legs, whereas mine had retreated to the size of a Champagne cork.

      None of us reached for our clothes. We just stood there for a moment, naked and dripping.

      "Come on. We can get dried and dressed in the beach house," Ryan said, leading the way, and we both followed, totally naked.

      "Fuck, it's slippery," Kim said as we started up the stone steps. She grabbed Ryan's arm for balance, and he steadied her, letting her go in front, his hand on her lower back. I followed behind, acutely aware of my cock starting to grow harder at the sight of Kim naked with my friend.

      By the time we reached the top, I was fully hard. Kim glanced back and saw it, her eyes dropping to my cock and then back up to my face. A smile played on her lips.

      Ryan noticed too. "Someone's enjoying themselves."

      We walked through the back entrance into the beach house, all three of us still completely bare in front of each other. The warm air inside was a relief after the cooling ocean breeze.

      "I can't help it," I said, my voice thick as the wine and whiskey made me honest. "This is kind of a turn-on. My wife naked in front of my best friend. It’s sort of horny, don’t you think?"

      Kim turned to look at me properly, her expression unreadable. Then she looked at Ryan, and I followed her gaze. His cock was definitely harder now, rising away from his body at an angle, thick and impressive.

      "It seems like we're all enjoying ourselves," Kim said softly.

      "I’m having a great time," Ryan admitted over his shoulder as he walked to the fridge, grabbed three beers, and when he came back, his erection was complete. It jutted out from his body, thick and long and veiny, the head dark and swollen. Kim's eyes went straight to it, and I watched her reaction, the way her lips parted slightly, her breathing quickening.

      "So that's what a big dick looks like," she said, almost to herself. Then she seemed to catch herself and laughed, shaking her head. "Look at us. Like horny teenagers. We're grown adults. We should be able to sit here naked without acting like dogs in heat."

      But even as she said it, her body told a different story. She settled onto the sofa, her legs falling slightly apart, not quite closed. Her breasts sat high on her chest, the dark pink nipples standing out, tight and stiff. The curve of her waist led down to her hips, and between her thighs, I could see everything, the neat dark landing strip of dark hair, the shadow of her pussy lips. She looked stunning in the soft lamplight, every line and curve of her body on display.

      Ryan walked over and sat next to her, his erection pointing upward, standing out from his belly, impossible to ignore. I took the chair opposite, my own cock hard against my stomach, watching them.

      "I can't help it," Ryan said when he saw me gazing at it, his voice lower now. He turned to my wife. "Being around your naked body, Kim. You're beautiful. Your breasts are awesome Your pussy looks sexy. I like a little hair. Joanna is totally shaved. Yeah, everything about you is perfect. I’ll say it again, Neil is a lucky man."

      Kim smiled, a flush spreading across her chest. "You're not so bad yourself." Her eyes dropped to his cock again, but she didn’t say anything else. She just sat there staring at it.

      "Have you two found the master bedroom comfortable?" Ryan asked after a moment. "The king-sized bed?"

      "It’s very comfortable," Kim said. "Maybe even the best bed I've slept in."

      "It's big enough for three people," Ryan added softly.

      Kim turned her head to look at him, that teasing smile still playing on her lips. "Three people? Are you planning on joining us?"

      "I was thinking we could all sleep together tonight."

      "Sleep together?" She drew out the words. "Or do more than sleep?"

      Ryan didn't answer with words. Instead, he leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away. She didn't. His lips met hers, soft at first, then deeper. Her hand came up to his chest, fingers spreading across his skin. I could see their mouths moving together, Kim's tongue slipping between his lips.

      They broke apart suddenly, both breathing hard. Kim turned to look at me, her eyes dark and questioning. Ryan followed her gaze.

      "Neil?" she said. "Is this okay?"

      My throat was dry. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my temples. This was it, the moment that would change everything or end it all right here.

      "Yes," I said. "If it’s okay with you, it’s okay with me."

      Ryan stood, his erection standing proudly in front of him. Kim took his offered hand and rose gracefully, her body fluid and confident. She reached for my hand too, and I stood, the three of us naked in the living room.

      Together, we walked toward the bedroom, my breathing quickening as we ascended the stairs in silence until we walked into the master bedroom with its floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the black ocean. The king-sized bed dominated the large space, its white sheets crisp and inviting. A single armchair sat in the corner by the window, and that's where I went, settling into it as Kim and Ryan moved toward the bed.

      There was no pretence after that. Kim looked at me and knew immediately what I wanted, that I was happy to simply watch. Then she dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding up his thighs. She looked up at Ryan’s face as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, and I watched her eyes widen slightly at the thickness. She stroked him once, twice, then leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.

      Ryan's hand went to her hair immediately, gathering the damp strands. "Fuck," he breathed.

      It took me a moment for clarity to hit home. This was happening. This was really happening. My wife’s mouth was wrapped around another man’s cock.

      I sat quietly, watching Kim's lips stretch around him as she took more, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucked. Her saliva gleamed on his cock when she pulled back, strings of it connecting her mouth to him. She worked him with both hands and her mouth, making wet sounds that filled the room. Her tits swayed in front of her as she moved, and I could see the curve of her pussy from behind, glistening as she adjusted her position, getting more comfortable.

      She sucked him for several minutes, during which my hand found my cock without conscious thought, stroking slowly.

      Ryan pulled her up suddenly, almost roughly, and pushed her back onto the bed. She fell with a gasp, spreading her legs instinctively. He knelt between them, his hands on her inner thighs, pushing them wider. He took a moment to enjoy the sight of her, the strip of fine fuzz, the pink slit moist and glistening. Then his mouth was on her pussy, tongue flattening against her folds.

      "Oh god," Kim moaned, her back arching. Her hands went to her breasts, squeezing them, pinching her nipples. "Ryan, fuck."

      He ate her like he was starving, his head moving between her legs, the sounds of him licking and sucking obscene in the quiet room. Kim's hips rolled against his face, chasing the sensation. Her mouth hung open, little gasps and whimpers spilling out. One hand left her breast to tangle in his hair, holding him against her.

      "I'm close," she panted. "Don't stop."

      But Ryan pulled back, his chin wet with her. He moved up her body, positioning himself, and I watched as he guided his cock toward her entrance.

      "Wait," Kimberley said, placing her hand against his chest, and for a moment, I thought she’d come to her senses. I thought she was going to stop. Then she relaxed, and the hard tip of him pressed against her opening. "Okay, I’m ready."

      Ryan smiled, and then he pushed inside.

      Kim's eyes went wide. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck, you're so big."

      He sank in slowly, inch by inch, and I could see her pussy stretching around him. When he was fully seated, they both stayed still for a moment, Ryan's forehead pressed to hers.

      It was done. Another man was inside my wife.

      Then he started moving. Long, deep strokes that made Kim cry out with each thrust. Her legs wrapped around his waist, fingers digging into his naked ass. The bed creaked beneath them. His cock glistened each time he pulled back, coated in her wetness.

      "Harder," Kim gasped. "Fuck me harder."

      Ryan obliged, driving into her with more force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room. Kim's breasts bounced with each impact, and she reached down to rub her clit as he fucked her.

      I stroked myself faster, unable to look away.

      "Turn over," Ryan commanded.

      Kim scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He gripped her hips and slammed back inside, making her scream. This angle was flatter, deeper. Ryan held her firmly as he pounded into her, his balls slapping against her with each thrust.

      "Yes, yes, yes," Kim chanted, her voice breaking. "Right there, don't stop, I'm gonna⁠—"

      Her orgasm hit hard. Her arms gave out, and she fell forward onto her elbows, her pussy seeming to clench around Ryan's cock as she came. Her whole body shook, and she was making sounds I'd never heard before, low and raw moans, like a different woman.

      And Ryan kept fucking her through it, relentlessly pounding my wife.

      The sight pushed me over the edge. My cock pulsed in my hand, and I came, spilling over my fingers and onto my thigh. For a moment, everything went fuzzy.

      When I could focus again, I stood on shaky legs and went to the bathroom to clean up. The sound of Kim's groans and the bed creaking followed me. I washed my hands, splashed water on my face, and tried to process what was happening. The reality of it sank through me now that I’d come. Ryan was fucking Kim, and there was nothing I could do to stop them now. They’d gone too far. Did I even want to stop them? I didn’t know.

      When I returned to the bedroom, they’d changed positions again. Kim was on top now, riding Ryan reverse cowgirl. Her back was arched, breasts thrust forward, head thrown back in ecstasy. Ryan's hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she bounced on his cock. From this angle, I could see everything, his thick shaft disappearing into her pussy, the way her lips gripped him, the wetness coating them both.

      "I'm gonna come again," Kim gasped. "This is crazy… Oh god, I'm coming."

      Her second orgasm was even more intense than the first. She went rigid, her mouth open in a silent scream, her pussy spasming. Then she collapsed forward, bracing herself on Ryan, panting hard.

      "Lie down," Ryan said, his voice strained. "I need to cum."

      Kim slid off him and lay back on the bed, her legs still spread, chest heaving. Ryan stood next to the bed, towering over her, stroking his cock. It was hard and veiny, angry-looking, veins standing out, slick with her juices.

      "I'm gonna…" he warned.

      "Do it," Kim breathed. "Come on me."

      Ryan's hand moved faster, and then he was coming, thick ropes of another man’s cum shooting across my wife’s naked body. The first hit her chin, the second and third splashed across her breasts, coating her nipples. More followed, painting her stomach, pooling in her navel. He milked every last drop onto her skin while she watched with heavy-lidded eyes.

      When he finished, he stood there breathing hard, his cock still twitching. Kim lay beneath him, covered in his cum, looking thoroughly fucked and completely satisfied.

      Ryan climbed onto the bed beside Kim, both of them still catching their breath. Kim turned her head to look at me in the chair.

      "Did you enjoy that?" she asked, her voice hoarse.

      "Yes," I said simply. "Did you?"

      She smiled, languid and satisfied. "It was the best sex I've had since the early days with you."

      I should have felt something. Jealousy, anger, maybe even humiliation. But I didn’t. Instead, my cock twitched. I wasn’t offended. It was actually a turn-on, hearing her say that.

      "Come here," she said, patting the bed between them.

      I crossed the room and lay down. Kim settled between us on the massive bed, her body still flushed and marked with Ryan's cum. She pressed her back against my chest, and Ryan faced her from the other side. His hand rested on her hip possessively. We lay there in silence, the three of us tangled together, until sleep finally came.

      ***

      I woke to movement. The room was dark, the moon having shifted position in the sky outside. It took a moment to orient myself. Kim was still between us, but she'd turned to face me now. Her green eyes found mine in the darkness, and I realised what was happening.

      He was fucking her again. The bed was moving slightly, and Kim's body was shifting with each motion. I looked down to see his hands on her hips, his body pressed against her ass as they moved in slow, gentle thrusts. He was screwing her deeply, one hand gripping her thigh to hold her leg up so his dick could go deep, all the way inside, right to the balls.

      Kim's mouth opened silently as he sped up, her eyes never leaving mine. She reached out and touched my face, her fingers trembling. I could hear the wet sounds of him moving inside her, could see the strain in her expression as she tried to stay quiet.

      Ryan's breathing quickened behind her. His thrusts became less controlled, more urgent. Then he buried himself deep with a low groan, his body going rigid. Kim gasped softly, and I knew he was coming inside her, filling her with his seed.

      They stayed locked together for a long moment. Then Kim turned, her body pivoting in the bed. She kissed Ryan deeply, thanking him with her mouth. As they kissed, she reached behind herself, her hand finding my hard cock. She guided me to her pussy, pushing her ass back against me.

      I eased my hips forward and slid inside easily. Her pussy was beyond wet. It felt slightly open, used, and cool and slick with his cum. The feeling was obscene and intoxicating at the same time. I gripped her hip and started fucking her slowly, feeling his load coating my cock with every stroke.

      Kim broke her kiss with Ryan and moaned into the pillow. Her pussy clenched around me, still sensitive from everything that had come before. I could feel how stretched she was, how thoroughly he’d fucked her.

      "Fill me up," she whispered. "Come inside me."

      I fucked her faster, my fingers digging into her curves. The knowledge that I was fucking Ryan's cum deeper into her, that she wanted both of us inside her, pushed me rapidly toward the edge. My orgasm built fast and hit hard. I thrust deep and came, adding my load to his, owning her as thoroughly as he had.

      When I finally pulled out, cum leaked from her pussy onto the sheets. Kim made a satisfied sound and pressed back against me, sandwiched between us once more.

      We fell asleep like that, her body claimed by both of us, the three of us bound together in the darkness.

      ***

      I woke to the smell of coffee and the sound of the ocean through the open windows. The sheets beside me were empty, two shapes where people had slept. Sunlight streamed across the bed, illuminating the evidence of the night before, the rumpled sheets, the discarded pillows.

      I found a pair of shorts and pulled them on, then walked downstairs into the kitchen. Kim was at the stove, wearing nothing but one of my T-shirts, the hem barely covering her bottom. She was making breakfast, humming softly to herself. When she heard me, she turned and smiled, that same satisfied glow from last night still visible on her face.

      "Morning," she said, pouring me coffee. "Hungry?"

      "Starving."

      She plated up fried eggs on toast, and we sat at the kitchen counter together. Outside, I could hear the shower running. Ryan was getting ready for his day.

      "So," Kim said, taking a sip of her coffee. "Last night happened."

      "It did."

      She looked at me carefully, her green eyes searching my face. "Are we okay?"

      I thought about it for a moment. What we'd done should have broken something between us. Instead, I felt closer to her than ever. Seeing her pleasured like that, seeing her abandon, her complete trust in sharing that with me, had been the most erotic experience of my life.

      "We're more than okay," I said.

      Her shoulders relaxed. "Good. Because that was incredible. The perfect end to the perfect vacation." She set her mug down, her fingers playing with the handle. "When we get back to London... I want to explore this. This new side of us."

      My cock stirred at the implications. "Yeah?"

      "Yeah." She leaned over and kissed me, soft and lingering. "I love you, Neil. Only you. But last night..." She trailed off, biting her lip. "I want more of that. If you do."

      "I do," I said without hesitation.

      The shower outside turned off. In a few hours, we'd be heading to the airport, back to our everyday lives. But everyday had changed. We'd crossed a line that couldn't be uncrossed, opened a door that wouldn't close.

      Kim squeezed my hand, her green eyes bright with promise.

      Our vacation was ending, but something else was just beginning.
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      A RELATIVELY NEW HOTWIFE LETS LOOSE WHILE CAMPING.

      “Tent, check. Canned food, check. Sleeping bags, check.” I was barely listening while Kyle ran off his packing list for our annual camping trip.

      When I returned, Kyle was eager to hear about my adventures, finding the glory hole especially exciting. His passion that night was so intense that I came twice. I guess hanging out with Jessie’s husband all week and wondering what or who I was doing on the cruise had him worked up. He woke me up in the morning for another round and has been especially amorous ever since.

      “Did you find them yet? What’s taking so long?” 

      I held up the camping ground pass and the can of bug spray. With my knee, I closed the drawer, hiding my “Hotwife Box,” which contained mementos of my recent adventures. A pair of Jessie’s panties, a deck of cards from game night, a leather paddle from the neighbor’s dungeon, and the resistance band from my night with my trainer.

      “Yep, got 'em right here. I’m so excited about this trip. We haven’t seen Calvin and Terry in ages.” 

      Calvin was Kyle’s college buddy, and his wife, Terry, and I had become close. Also joining us were Aiden and Levi, Kyle’s poker buddies and the first two men to indoctrinate me into the hotwife world. 

      Kyle loaded the camper, and we began the two-hour-long trip through the desert to the grounds. Several times, I tried to entice him to pull over and touch me, but each time, he refused my advances.

      “Not while I’m driving.” 

      The third time he said it, I noticed that his expression did not match his protest. I recognized that smirk. He was planning something. Yet, despite my attempts to coax it out of him, Kyle stood fast.

      We were the first to arrive. Kyle and I set up the campsite, making sure we had enough firewood for the pit and staked out the space for four tents.

      We had finished pitching our tent when Calvin and Terry’s RV rolled up the hill. 

      I left Kyle and ran over to the door, giving Terry a bear hug as she stepped onto the desert ground. 

      “Nia!” she exclaimed, returning my hug warmly. Her bosom pressed against my neck. Terry is about five inches taller than I am.

      “You guys can set up over here, next to our tent. God, it's been so long. You look fantastic.”

      Terry’s cheeks reddened at my compliment. The last time we saw each other was last year’s camping trip. She and Calvin have since moved to the East Coast.

      “You look great, too, Nia. Did you change your hairstyle? There is something different about you.”

      “I just cut it short. Less work.” It was my turn to blush, though Terry never would have guessed the adventures I have been up to this past year that led to changing my hairstyle. 

      “It looks, well… sexy.” 

      Calvin and Kyle approached, carrying the couple’s gear. Calvin gave me a smile and a nod of acknowledgement, but said nothing. He was the strong and silent type, at least until you put a little alcohol into his lanky six-foot frame.

      As we helped them set up, a blue SUV pulled in. I could barely make out Aiden in the driver’s seat through the tinted windows. As he parked, Levi emerged from the passenger seat.

      The boys greeted me with warm, but chaste, hugs. Because Terry and Calvin were there, they were careful not to let the intimacy of our game night show through. They set up their tents quickly, and then we all went for a hike. The nearby trail was beautiful. One minute, we were in a barren desert with only sporadic brush and Joshua trees, the next we were in a lush paradise lined with tall palm trees and green bushes. There was even a shallow river running by the trail. 

      The guys walked ahead, laughing and joking amongst themselves, while Terry and I kept up the rear. 

      “What have you been up to, Terry? It’s been a year!”

      Terry’s smile reminded me of the one Kyle wore in the car.

      “Work, kids, you know, just exploring life with Calvin. But you, you’ve changed somehow. Not just your hair. I cannot pinpoint it.”

      Terry just told me that she didn’t know anything, but the way she was looking at me let me know she had some suspicions. Heat crept across my face. Had she heard something? 

      “So I hear you played with Levi and Aiden.”

      My blush deepened. Had someone told her? Calvin used to come to poker nights before they moved out of town, but he wasn’t there the night I became a hotwife. 

      “Played with them?” My heart pounded in my chest, but I tread carefully, not wanting to reveal anything without discovering what she already knew.

      “Poker, what else would I be talking about? Calvin says that sometimes you substitute when one of the boys can’t make the game.”

      Instantly, I relaxed. Maybe she didn’t know anything. “Oh, yes. Once in a while, but I am not very good. It drives Kyle crazy when I lose our money.”

      “Calvin never let me play.”

      Her words hung in the air as if they had a double meaning. I reconsidered; maybe she did know and was interested in becoming a hotwife. Or perhaps, she was coming on to me.

      “Nia, are you ok?” I blinked as she waved her hand in front of my face. 

      “Oh, I’m fine, I just zoned out for a minute. Oh, let me show you this great photo spot.” 

      I dragged her towards a nearby cliff. “See,” I pointed out a small oasis of flowers, “did you ever think you could find such beauty in the desert?”

      “Sometimes, the most gorgeous views are just right in front of you.” Calvin put his arm around Terry’s waist, but I swear his eyes were staring at my bottom. It was likely my imagination, but I couldn’t stop the warmth on my face settling low in my belly, stirring familiar feelings further below.

      We finished our hike. Even though nobody showed an interest, I felt as if everyone was in on a secret dinner plan, and I was going to be the main course.
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      By the time we returned to the campsite, we were starving. Kyle quickly lit the firepit, and Aiden set up the Weber. 

      “Oh crap.” Levi looked annoyed.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      “Nothing, I just remembered I left the folding table in the SUV. Want to give me a hand?”

      “Of course, come on.” I ran towards Aiden’s car, while Levi grabbed Aiden’s keys and followed. The vehicle was parked at an angle to the campsite so the rear was in the swiftly darkening shade. Levi pressed a button on the fob, and the hatch slowly lifted. 

      As soon as I made my way around back, I turned to Levi. “Are you feeling weak today? It doesn’t look like you need my help with the table.” The foldable table had a single handle on it and was easily carried.

      Levi laughed. This time, I wasn’t mistaken. He was eying me like Wile E Coyote eyes the Roadrunner.

      “Well, I suppose I could carry it by myself, but I had some other things I need help with.”

      My pussy throbbed. But Kyle hadn’t told me anything about being a hotwife this weekend. What if he didn’t want me to? Levi was on my list of people I could have an adventure with if we planned it, but Kyle had never held back his permission. Still, I wouldn’t want to do anything without getting his approval. I made up my mind to refuse Levi if he made a move. Without prompting, Levi eased my concern.

      “Oh, wait, I forgot.” He rummaged in his pockets, then took out a folded paper. The blue cardstock read:

      THE BEARER OF THIS COUPON IS ENTITLED TO ONE BLOWJOB FROM NIA

      (If she consents)

      Kyle’s handwritten signature was scribbled on the bottom.

      Levi suddenly looked shy and vulnerable.

      “I’m sorry if this is out of line. Maybe I wasn’t supposed to use it before Kyle told you about it. If you don’t want to, it’s ok. It says it on the…”

      His babbling stopped as I knelt before him, feeling his erection through his khaki shorts. “The customer is always right. Besides, you have a coupon.”

      I glanced toward the campfire to make sure nobody was watching. They couldn’t see us. I nearly fell over trying to look around the car to see them.

      Levi’s cock sprung out, bouncing in front of me in anticipation. I had forgotten how large he was, but I was more experienced and less nervous than my indoctrination into the Hotwife club. I spit into my left hand and spread my saliva over his shaft as I slowly surrounded his tip, letting my breath wash over his skin. He shivered. As I inched further down his cock, my hand gripped his base, stimulating his shaft and serving as a reminder of where I needed to stop to avoid gagging.

      “Damn, Nia. You are really good at that.” He gripped my shoulders to keep his balance, but allowed me free rein. When my lips reached my hand, I knew I was ready. His cock filled my mouth, pressing lightly against the back of my throat. I thanked the powers that be for his downward curve. Even so, it was a tight fit. 

      With increasing speed, I bobbed my head, each stroke taking him deeper into my mouth while I jerked him with my hand. I would have liked to grab his balls, but my right hand was gripping his leg for support. 

      Levi began moaning, telling me he was close, but that just made me hungrier. I wanted to feel his cream splash against my tonsils, then drip down my esophagus into my stomach. As he approached his climax, his fingers pressed tightly into my shoulders. 

      “Fuck!” His yell, as his hot cum filled my mouth, was muffled by his sleeve as he tried to stifle his scream. I held him tightly by his calves as I drained every drop from his now softening cock.

      I stood up, still holding his rod. “Better pull those pants up. People might wonder.” I then grabbed the table and walked back to the group, setting it up just in time for Kyle to announce the burgers were done. Levi arrived a minute later, carrying some bags of chips and condiments. If anybody had figured out what we were up to, nobody said anything. 

      I had a problem, though. Sucking Levi off had soaked my panties, and my cutoffs were noticeably darker between my thighs. After I finished my burger, I took the opportunity to dash into my tent to change into sweatpants. The setting sun and evening chill were all the excuse I needed.

      I had my sweatpants cinched around my waist and had just removed my t-shirt when Terry entered my tent.

      “Do you mind if I change in here? Calvin and Levi co-opted my tent so they could tune their guitars.”

      I don’t wear a bra; my tits are just handfuls compared to most people, so Terry got a full view of my little mounds, each nipple stiff and pointing right at her. She didn’t react; she removed her shirt. I was immediately envious. The loose-fitting cami she had arrived at the camp wearing had hid her curves well, and her nipples were thick nubs. Maybe I was still aroused from sucking Levi, but all I could think about was taking Terry’s nipples into my mouth.

      Suddenly, a red UCLA sweatshirt blocked my view. Sighing, I pulled on my blue sweater.

      As I started to exit the tent, Terry smiled, her right hand on the small of my back. In her left hand, she held one of Kyle’s coupons, which she tucked into my pants pocket as she slid past me. I stood in the doorway, holding the paper as if it were a golden ticket. 

      THE BEARER OF THIS COUPON IS ENTITLED TO HAVE NIA JOIN THEM IN THEIR TENT TONIGHT

      (If she consents)

      I was going to have to corner Kyle to find out who else had a magic coupon.
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        * * *

      

      “We weren’t sure you would join us, Nia,” Calvin commented as Terry pulled back the tent flap to let me in.

      “Why wouldn’t I? I’m curious, though, how did you come about this coupon?”

      Terry laughed. “Funny thing about that, when Kyle and Calvin were walking ahead, he told him about your adventures and asked if we might want to participate. To be honest, Calvin and I have always had a bit of a friend crush on you. Once we agreed, Kyle gave us a book of coupons to use this weekend.” 

      “A book?” 

      Calvin tossed me a small envelope containing several coupons. The obvious ones were there: blowjob, eating my pussy, and taking me in various positions. Impressively, Kyle had tailored the options to their intended bearers, Terry and Calvin. I chose one that caught my eye.

      “Use this one,” I said, a bit too excitedly. Calvin took it out of my hand and smiled, while I sat between them on top of their sleeping bag. “A year ago, I never would have guessed the three of us would be here about to do this, but here we are.”

      Terry took the card and read it aloud.

      “The bearer of this coupon gets to have Nia’s mouth and pussy at their disposal all night.” She placed it down and looked me over.

      “Ready to start?” she asked, running a hand over my leg, inching toward my center.

      “Yes.” I was breathless with anticipation. Together, Calvin and Terry removed my pants and panties. As my foot freed itself from the hole, Calvin peppered it with kisses. Soon Terry joined in on my other foot, and they kissed their way over my calves and knees, taking their time. Before they reached my now naked pussy, I was dripping wet. Terry got to my need first, running the flat edge of her tongue through my sticky folds until she reached my clit. Shivering, I let out a hiss of pleasure as she lapped my sweet nectar until it coated her lips. My heart rose as her tongue sought out spots only a woman can find. It wasn’t long until my body was trembling with arousal. 

      I groaned as her lips broke from my clit, kissing their way to the edge of my sweater as she rolled the edge up. I lifted off the sleeping bag, and she helped me take it off, almost immediately sucking my right tit into her mouth. Her fingers spread my folds, and suddenly Calvin’s tongue slid between them, tasting me. 

      “She’s delicious, Terry.”

      “Oh, I know. Enjoy her, but be gentle.”

      For what seemed like an eternity, Terry suckled my breasts, and Calvin licked and fingered my pussy. My whimpers echoed into the night as they took their time, edging me with their mouths and fingers until I was begging for what I knew, from reading the coupon, was going to come next.

      Finally, Terry straddled my head, giving me a direct view of her glistening folds. Her lips were puffier than mine, pinker, and coated with a milky white cream. She guided my legs over my torso, slowly squatting until I could smell her arousal, then she sat down, placing her pussy over my mouth. I dove in, my tongue eagerly licking each delicious drop. 

      “Oh, Fuck.” My muffled scream was driven by Calvin’s cock entering my core. He was long and must have brushed a sensitive spot as my hips lifted off the sleeping bag. 

      Terry wrapped her left arm around my calves, holding my legs in place as she rode my tongue. With the raised angle, Calvin drove into me deeper than I thought possible. If my mouth hadn’t been stuffed with Terry’s cream, my screams might have kept the other campers awake.

      I was so focused on eating Terry’s delicious treat that I was overwhelmed when my orgasm wracked through my body with unexpected force. I thrashed as much as I could with Terry pinning my arms under her knees and holding my legs while Calvin punished my pussy with powerful thrusts.

      Each throb of my pussy muscles squeezed Calvin tightly, and he pulled out just in time to cover my thighs with his seed. That was enough for Terry. She pulled my legs tightly as her juices spilled from her pussy into my mouth. Believe it or not, it set off a second climax.

      It took several minutes before we were able to function. I spent the night sandwiched between my two friends, surrounded by their embrace.
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        * * *

      

      The smell of bacon met me as I exited Calvin and Terry’s tent. My hair was matted with Terry’s arousal, and my thighs still sticky with a Calvin/Nia cocktail. I ate quickly, then announced I was going to use the shower in our RV. I was tired, sore, in the best possible way, and dirty. 

      I know I should have expected what happened next, but it was early morning. Our RV has an upgraded shower with both an overhead spout and a removable massager. It is surrounded by a circular glass screen. It is big enough for one person to shower comfortably and even has a tiny footrest that could double as a seat. 

      As the warm water cascaded over me, washing the dirt from my hair, I faced the wall, soaping my body until I felt clean again. I knew, of course, that I would be back here in the morning as we had a full day of hiking ahead, but it didn’t matter. I wanted to feel clean.

      “Ahem.” Aiden cleared his throat.

      “Aieee!” I screamed. I hadn’t expected anyone to join me, but I guess now that everybody had coupons, there was no need to keep them a secret. 

      “Oh my god, Aiden, you freaking scared the crap out of me. How long were you watching?”

      Aiden didn’t answer. He was already naked. Grabbing my shoulders until I calmed down, he held up his coupon and then tossed it aside. I didn’t even get to see what it said, but from the erection pressing against my thigh, I had a good idea. He climbed into the shower, pressing his lips to mine as his hands explored my body.

      His tongue danced with mine as he thumbed and pinched my left nipple. I could feel his hardness probing between my legs. I wanted to reach down and guide him inside, but Aiden quickly pinned my hands over my head. 

      “I love the way cum still feels slick even when it is being drowned with water,” Aiden said as he slipped two fingers into my core. His palm trapped my clit beneath its hood as he thrust his fingers inside me. My arousal burned. His thumb found its way over my engorged bud, and I came, twisting and turning while his hands still pressed deep inside.

      “You better fuck me now, Aiden,” I demanded, turning around and leaning against the wall. Aiden was happy to oblige. He spread my legs, then drove his cock into my cunt, pushing deep. His arm wrapped around my body, cupping my breasts, mashing them in his hand. After the long, slow fuck with Terry and Calvin, I needed good, rough shower sex. Intuitively, Aiden gave me what I needed, even clasping my throat in a light choke hold. My eyes rolled into my head as a second orgasm sent waves of pleasure up my body. 

      When I recovered a sense of balance, I wriggled until Aiden sprang loose, then turned, grabbed his cock, and jerked until my hand was covered with his cum.

      Seductively, I licked my palm and fingers, savoring his musky cream.

      “Come on, stud. We don’t want to miss the hike.”
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        * * *

      

      After a full day of hiking, I ran into the trailer for a shower. I locked the door this time, not because I didn’t want another good fucking, but because I wanted to do it on my own terms. Clean and relaxed. Little did I know what was in store for me when I exited the RV.

      Kyle met me at the door. “How are you enjoying your camping trip, Nia?” He could barely contain his excitement. 

      I punched him on the arm. “You could have warned me. I would have shaved my legs.”

      “You did shave them, Nia. Remember, I handed you the shaving cream.”

      “Yeah, but I would have done a better job.” I stuck out my lower lip.

      “So are you done, then, or are you up for one more adventure?”

      I perked up. “Kyle Wayne, what else do you have in store for me?”

      Kyle said nothing, instead leading me to the center of the campsite. 

      “Close your eyes,” he breathed into my ear as he wrapped a blindfold around my head.

      “How many fingers am I holding up?” Kyle asked, but I couldn’t see any fingers. All I saw were flickering shadows on the silk covering.

      “I can’t see any.”

      “Good.” 

      Though I couldn’t see, I sensed the presence of several people gathering around me. They reached out, and I was suddenly covered in caresses. My comfy jeans were slowly unbuttoned and dropped to my ankles. Warm hands slid under my shirt, finding and fondling my breasts as others helped pull it over my head. I was naked now, my body heated from within as well as from the fire burning in front of me. 

      Somebody, Kyle maybe? placed my hands on my head and snapped a pair of fuzzy cuffs around my wrists. Exposed, my bare feet planted on top of what appeared to be a blanket, I was a willing subject as Calvin, Terry, Aiden, Levi, and maybe even Kyle made sure there wasn’t an inch of my body that wasn’t touched, pinched, prodded, or kissed. Well, that is, except where I wanted it most. Nobody so much as grazed my pussy. My nipples were on fire from being suckled, pinched, and tugged. Every inch of my skin burned with desire. The scent of jasmine filled my nostrils as someone spread oil over my skin. My arousal surged, and for the first time I could remember, I was close to orgasm simply from above-the-waist foreplay.

      My muscles quivered. If Kyle wasn’t behind me, keeping me from falling, my legs might have buckled.

      “Kyle. Please.” I have no idea how long I was teased, but a steady trickle of my nectar flowed from my folds down my thighs.

      That is when I was lifted onto what felt like a folding table. Someone helped me lie on my back, temporarily undoing my cuffs before re-cuffing my arms to the table leg.

      “Comfortable?” 

      I squirmed, but not from distress. Fingers finally parted my folds. 

      “Oh, fuck yes.” My cry was cut short when two fingers slick with my juices entered my mouth.

      “Such a needy girl,” a voice whispered in my ear. I was too engrossed in the full-body pleasure that I couldn’t identify the source. The fingers were replaced by the tip of a penis pressing against my lips. With a long breath, I allowed it to enter, flicking my tongue across the base, guiding it into my throat. I turned my head to the side, giving the unknown man a better angle. He took advantage, grabbing my cheeks and pushing deeper. At the same time, a cock entered my canal, easily sliding through my folds with a loud squish.

      A keening wail announced my climax. Within moments, my face and thighs were coated with cum. Then another cock pressed against my lips while a tongue slipped into my cunt. I was lost in the pleasure. My body was a single nerve connected to the heart of my arousal. Wave after wave of thrills coursed through me. When I believed one orgasm was winding down, another swelled. Even as my mouth was filled with cock and my pussy was being expertly tongued, the two remaining people teased my breasts. I had never had so many people touching me at once.

      Cum poured into my throat. Hot, thick, and creamy, I swallowed as much as I could until it leaked out the corner of my mouth.

      The cock left my mouth just in time as a lubed finger pressed into my ass, setting me into another orgasmic fit. 

      My awareness faded into a blissful void. When I came out of it, I was in the RV on the bench seat. Kyle stood over me, a washcloth in his hand. 

      “Oh, thank the lord you are ok. You are ok, right?”

      A deep breath confirmed I was functional. With a concentrated effort, I tested my limbs. Other than soreness in all my muscles, as well as my jaw and pussy, I felt remarkably refreshed.

      “I’m fine. What happened? Did I black out?”

      “No, well, yes, and no. Something clicked in you. You were like a wild animal, begging for more. Calvin, Aiden, and Levi showered you with cum, then we realized you weren’t yourself, so we stopped and got you into the RV. You sure you’re ok?”

      I held his shoulder as I regained my footing. Then I planted a kiss on his lips. “Honey, this was my best hotwife experience so far. I have never felt so alive. I’ve got cum dripping out of my pussy, and I can still taste someone’s cream in my throat. I can’t believe you did all that for me.”

      “Of course. I just want to make my gorgeous wife happy. It’s been a few months since your cruise, so I thought this would be a nice little surprise.”

      “Oh, it was. I didn’t suspect a thing until Levi handed me that coupon. Once I saw you had set things up, it just all happened so fast.”

      “Well, we still have another night before we head home tomorrow, and there are still a few coupons out there. You up for it?”

      “Why don’t we go to our tent and see if you kept any coupons for yourself?”

      The End.
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      A MARRIED WOMAN EXPLORES FORBIDDEN DESIRE WITH HER HUSBAND’S CONSENT, DISCOVERING THAT HONESTY AND LONGING DON’T BREAK HER MARRIAGE BUT IGNITE IT.

      I woke up to the feeling of warmth at my back and Edward’s arm heavy over my waist.

      The bedroom was still dim, early light only just pushing around the edges of the curtains. Our alarm had not gone off yet, but my body knew the drill. Wake, think about emails, think about coffee, think about everything except the quiet ache I never said out loud.

      I lay there and listened to his breathing.

      “Morning,” he mumbled against my hair, his voice sleep-rough and familiar.

      “Morning,” I whispered.

      His hand slid lazily up my side, fingers tracing the curve of my hip through the thin cotton of my shirt. There was something comforting about the way he did that, half conscious, more instinct than seduction. This was our rhythm. Married six years, together almost ten. We had shared more alarm clocks and grocery lists than anything else lately.

      He pressed a soft kiss to the back of my neck. “What time is it?”

      “Too early,” I said. “But if I get up now, I might actually beat traffic.”

      He groaned in protest and tightened his arm around me. “Stay. Call in sick. Say your husband needs you.”

      “My boss will tell me you are a big boy and can manage alone,” I said, smiling even as my chest tugged. “Besides, you have to go in too.”

      “Tragic.” He sighed, then rolled onto his back, dragging me with him until my head was on his chest. His heartbeat thumped steady against my ear. “You okay?”

      “Yeah,” I said automatically.

      He tipped my chin up with two fingers, searching my face. “You sure? You were quiet last night.”

      “I was tired.” I sat up, escaping the weight of his gaze. “You know how Mondays are.”

      He watched me for another beat, then let it go. That was one of the things I loved about him. He pushed, but not hard. He trusted me to come to him when I was ready. Lately, that trust felt like something I hid behind.

      I swung my legs out of bed and padded to the bathroom. In the mirror, I looked like the kind of woman who had everything she was supposed to want. Decent job, sweet husband, a little house with a creaky fence and a rosemary bush that refused to die. My hair was a mess, my eyes a little tired, but nothing dramatic. Just another ordinary Tuesday.

      So why did it feel like something inside me had gone gray?

      I brushed my teeth, washed my face, and pulled on my robe. When I came out, Edward was scrolling his phone as he slipped his feet into his shoes.

      “You have that big meeting today, right?” he asked.

      “Client presentation.”

      “You will crush it.” He said it like it was the obvious truth. “You always do.”

      I laughed. “Flattery before coffee is dangerous.”

      “Flattery any time is smart strategy,” he said, then caught my wrist and tugged me down for a quick kiss. His lips were warm, his stubble rough against my skin. It was nice. It was familiar. It should have been enough.

      I kissed him back, but my mind drifted ahead to my office. To the glass conference room. To the way another voice, another smile, had started to live in the back of my thoughts.

      Brendan.

      I shoved his name away like it burned.

      We moved through our morning in practiced choreography. Coffee, toast, quick kisses in the kitchen, a joke about who would forget their lunch this time. He grabbed his keys. I grabbed my bag. On the driveway, he leaned in and kissed my forehead.

      “Text me if you need a pep talk,” he said.

      “I always need a pep talk,” I replied.

      He smiled and got into his car. I watched him drive off, feeling a pang of guilt that I couldn't name. Then I shook it off and headed to work.

      The office smelled like paper, coffee, and whatever new candle the receptionist had decided would make us all more productive. I slid into my chair, opened my laptop, and pretended my insides were not humming.

      I felt him before I saw him.

      It was ridiculous, how my body had started doing that. Like some internal radar flicked on when he was near. Brendan walked through the door of our department a minute later, as if summoned by my thoughts. He wore a navy shirt that made his eyes look brighter, sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. He carried a cardboard tray of coffees like some casual office hero.

      “Good morning, team,” he called.

      I hated that my stomach tightened at the sound of his voice.

      He set the drinks down on the nearest desk. “I figured we could all use a boost before the presentation. Vivian, I got your usual. Vanilla, right?”

      I swallowed. “You did not have to do that.”

      “Maybe I wanted to.” He smiled, easy and open and just this side of flirtatious. “Big day. Thought I would bribe the universe.”

      I took the cup from his hand, our fingers brushing for half a second. Heat shot up my arm at the contact, stupid and sharp. He probably did not even notice. I told myself that as I turned back to my desk, cheeks warming.

      Get a grip, I scolded myself silently. You are married. You love your husband. This is just a harmless crush.

      Except it did not feel harmless when I caught myself staring at the line of Brendan’s shoulders during the meeting. It did not feel harmless when he leaned over my chair to point to a bar on the chart and I caught the clean scent of his cologne, something woodsy and warm.

      “Nice save,” he murmured near my ear after I answered a tough question from the client. “They were eating out of your hand.”

      My pulse fluttered. “It is my job.”

      “It is more than that,” he replied. “They trust you. I do too.”

      That should not have made my breath catch. And yet it did.

      As the day went on, the feeling of something missing pressed harder. It was not just Brendan. It was the way my life had settled into boxes. Work here, marriage there, grocery lists and bills and polite routines. With him, there was a spark that lit up all the parts of me I pretended I had outgrown.

      On my lunch break, I sat at my desk instead of going to the break room. I opened a blank email just so I would have somewhere to put my fingers.

      What are you doing, Vivian?

      I typed the question, then deleted it. I thought of Edward’s warm arm around me, the rosemary bush, the quiet safety of our life. Then I thought of the way my stomach had flipped when Brendan handed me that coffee.

      I loved my husband.

      But a part of me, buried and restless, whispered that maybe love was not the same as feeling fully alive.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was chicken and roasted vegetables, the kind of meal that said I was trying to be a responsible adult.

      Edward lit a candle on the table like he always did when he wanted things to feel a little less rushed. The flame flickered between us, casting soft shadows on his face. He looked tired in that end of day way, but his eyes were kind.

      He cut into his chicken, “How was the big meeting?”

      “Fine,” I said.

      “Just fine?” He pointed his fork at me. “That sounds suspicious. Did someone cry? Did the projector die? Did Janet bring another one of her interpretive charts?”

      I forced a smile. “No disasters. They liked our pitch. We will probably get the contract.”

      “That is great, Viv.” He leaned back in his chair, genuine pride in his expression. “You do realize that means we need to celebrate, right? Maybe that wine you like.”

      “Maybe,” I said, pushing a carrot around my plate.

      He watched me quietly for a moment. I felt it, like a weight.

      “Okay,” he said finally. “What is going on?”

      “Nothing.” I shook my head. “I'm just tired.”

      “Vivian.” His voice gentled. “You have said you are tired every night for the last two weeks. I'm not trying to be annoying. When you are tired, you get snappy, you complain about traffic, you threaten to run away and start a goat farm. You do not just go quiet.”

      “I do not want to fight,” I murmured.

      “I'm not trying to fight,” he said. “I'm trying to understand.”

      “There is… something,” I admitted.

      He set his fork down. “Okay. Is it work? Money? Your mom? What are we dealing with here?”

      I almost laughed at the list. It would have been easier if it were any of those things. 

      “It is me,” I said. “It is… inside me.”

      His brows pulled together. “Are you unhappy with us?”

      The question sliced through me.

      “No,” I said quickly. “Not with us. I love you. That is not the problem.”

      “Then what is?”

      “I feel like there is something missing,” I said. “I wake up and go through the motions, and on paper everything is fine, but inside it feels like there is a part of me that is asleep. And lately something has been making it wake up, and I do not know what to do with that.”

      He was very still.

      “What is waking it up?” he asked quietly.

      I looked at him. At my husband, who had never given me a reason to doubt him, who had always tried, who was now waiting for an answer that would hurt.

      “Someone at work,” I said, the words barely above a whisper.

      His jaw flexed once. “Someone at work,” he repeated. 

      “A man,” I said. “His name is Brendan. We work on the same team. I have not done anything. But I think about him. And when he is around, I feel…” I exhaled shakily. “I feel alive in a way I have not in a long time, and I hate that, because it makes me feel like I'm betraying you even if I'm not acting on it.”

      Silence stretched across the table. I braced myself for anger, for hurt, for accusations. Instead, Edward looked like he was turning the words over in his mind, examining them from every angle.

      “You are attracted to him?” he said slowly.

      “Yes.” Shame burned hot in my cheeks. “I'm so sorry, Edward. I did not mean for it to happen. I keep telling myself it is just a stupid crush, that it will go away, but it is not going away and ignoring it just makes me feel worse.”

      He nodded once, almost to himself. “Have you thought about what you want to do?” he asked.

      “I want to stop wanting him,” I said. “I want to go back to just wanting only you.”

      “But you aren't,” he said, voice steady, “content.”

      Tears pricked my eyes. “I do not know how to fix this. I do not want to lose you.”

      He sat back, folding his hands together as if he needed something to hold on to. “Can I ask you something, and I want you to be honest?” he said.

      “Okay,” I whispered.

      “When you think about him, is it just fantasy?” he asked. “Or is there a part of you that genuinely wants to see what it would be like?”

      The question made my pulse stutter.

      I closed my eyes for a second, then opened them. “There is a part of me that wants to know. I know how awful that sounds, but it is the truth.”

      He exhaled, slow and measured. Then he did something I did not expect at all. “Thank you for telling me,” he said.

      I blinked. “You aren't mad?”

      “Oh, I'm not thrilled that some guy at work is starring in your mental highlight reel,” he said dryly. “But I'm grateful you told me instead of hiding it and letting it fester.”

      My throat tightened. “I was terrified you would leave.”

      “I married you,” he said simply. “I did not sign up for a statue. You are human. You may feel things. I would rather face them with you than pretend they aren't there.”

      “What do we do?” I asked.

      He was quiet for a few seconds. I could see the thoughts moving behind his eyes, the way he weighed and measured.

      “You said there is a part of you that wants to know,” he said. “What it would be like to be with him. And right now, that wanting is just sitting there, making you miserable and guilty.” He inhaled. “What if we did not treat it like a dirty secret? What if we treated it together as something we explore?”

      I frowned. “I do not understand.”

      “I'm not saying run off and have an affair behind my back,” he said. “If this is something you cannot stop thinking about, maybe the safest way through it is to put a light on it. To talk about it. To maybe, under certain conditions, let you see what it actually is instead of letting your imagination build it into a monster.”

      My heart skipped. “You mean you would let me?”

      “I'm saying I will consider you exploring this,” he said. “If it is what you truly want, and if we set rules that keep us connected. I do not want to lose you, Viv. But I also do not want you to slowly disappear inside our marriage because you are afraid to admit you want more.”

      “I do not want to destroy us,” I whispered.

      “Then we do not destroy us,” he said. “We communicate. You do not lie to me; you do not hide from me. If you talk to him, if you take it further, I want to know. I want to be part of the process. This is our marriage. If another man is going to touch what is mine, I want to know exactly how and when.”

      There was a flicker of something possessive under the even tone. It sent a strange thrill through me.

      “Are you sure?” I asked.

      “No,” he admitted. “I'm not sure how I will feel. I might hate it. I might get jealous and demand we shut it down. But I'm sure of this. Right now, pretending nothing is wrong is not working. So we try something different. Carefully.”

      “What if I talk to him?” I said slowly. “Just talk. Tell him how I feel. If he is not interested, fine. But if he is...”

      “Then you come home and tell me,” Edward said. “Everything. No secrets.”

      A shiver went through me that had nothing to do with fear.

      “Okay,” I whispered. “I will talk to him.”

      He nodded, that strange light in his eyes again.

      “Good,” he said. “We will face whatever comes next together.”
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        * * *

      

      I spent the next morning in a state that could only be described as buzzing.

      My hands shook when I poured my coffee. My emails blurred. Every time footsteps sounded in the hallway, my nerves snapped to attention.

      When Brendan appeared in my doorway, leaning on the frame with his usual casual confidence, my heart jumped.

      “Hey,” he said. “You got a second?”

      “Sure,” I managed. “What is up?”

      “Thought you might need a break from your inbox,” he said. “Want to grab lunch later? There is that new place down the street.”

      This was either fate or very convenient timing.

      “Lunch sounds good,” I said, hoping my voice did not give away the fact that my internal organs were currently performing a marching band routine.

      “Cool.” His smile warmed. “Noon?”

      “Noon,” I agreed.

      When he left, I exhaled shakily and opened a blank document, writing the same sentence three times before deleting it. There was no script for this conversation. I was about to sit across from a man I was wildly attracted to and tell him that my husband knew and had given me permission to explore that attraction.

      At noon, the restaurant was busy but not loud enough to give me cover. We took a small table near the window. 

      “You seemed a little off yesterday. Everything okay?”

      No easing into it then.

      “I need to tell you something,” I said.

      His expression shifted. “Okay.”

      I laced my fingers together on the tabletop so I wouldn't fidget.

      “I'm married,” I began.

      “I know,” he said, nodding. “You talk about your husband. The guy who bakes bread and kills spiders.”

      A smile touched my lips. “That is him. Edward.”

      “Is something wrong with you two?” Brendan asked.

      I said, “Yes. Not in the way you are thinking. This is hard to explain.”

      “Try me,” he said gently.

      “I'm attracted to you,” I said.

      “I had a suspicion,” he said softly.

      Heat flooded my cheeks. “I did not want you to think I flirted on purpose. It just happened. And lately it has been happening more. You walk into a room, and my whole body pays attention. I think about you when I should be thinking about profit margins.”

      “And your husband,” he said, “how would he feel about his wife thinking about her coworker?”

      I took a breath. “He knows.”

      Brendan sat back slightly. “He knows?”

      “Yes,” I said. “We talked last night. I told him everything. And he did not react the way I expected. He said that if this is something I cannot stop thinking about, maybe the only way through it is to stop treating it like a secret. He gave me permission to explore it.”

      Shock flickered across his face, then something darker. “You’re serious?” he asked.

      “I'm,” I said. “I wouldn't be sitting here telling you this if he did not know. I'm not looking to sneak around or blow up my life in a lie. I love my husband. This is not about replacing him.”

      “What is it about?” Brendan asked.

       “It is about a part of me that feels like it has been asleep. And when you are around, it wakes up. It is about curiosity and desire and feeling alive in a way I have missed. Honestly, it is about us being honest about what is between us instead of pretending it is not there.”

      “You think there is something between us?” he asked.

      “You know there is,” I said.

      “Yeah,” he said. “There is.”

      “I told myself you were just being nice,” I said. “That you are like this with everyone.”

      “I'm nice,” he said. “I'm not whatever this is with everyone.”

      He reached across the table and brushed his fingers over the back of my hand, light and carefully. 

      “I notice when you walk into a room,” he said. “I notice if you change your hair, if you wear that green blouse that makes your eyes go all forest goddess. I have thought about what it would be like to kiss you more times than I should admit. And I have said nothing because you wear a ring and because I do not want to be that guy.”

      My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

      “But if your husband knows,” he went on, voice lower, “and this is something you both are choosing to explore, then… yeah. I'm interested in taking it further.”

      “You do not think it is wrong?” I asked softly.

      “I think it is complicated,” he said. “I think it is not my place to define your marriage. If you and your husband are communicating and consenting, then what happens between us is honest, not deceitful. That matters to me.”

      Relief washed through me, mixed with sharp anticipation.

      “What would taking it further look like?” I asked.

      “It would look like you coming to my place after work,” he said. “No rushed office things, no stolen kisses on stairwells. Just time. Space. For you to find out what this is. For me to show you what I have been imagining every time you laugh at one of my terrible jokes.”

      Heat pooled low in my belly at his tone.

      “You are very confident,” I said.

      He grinned a wide smile at me.

      “Okay,” I said. “After work.”

      “Tonight,” he asked.

      “Yes,” I heard myself say. “Tonight.”

      We finished lunch talking about safer topics, but the air between us had shifted. Under every story and joke ran a current of something erotic.

      When I left the restaurant, I stepped into the sunlight feeling like a different version of myself. My phone buzzed in my pocket. A text from Edward.

      How are you doing?

      I typed back, hands shaking. Had lunch with him. We talked. He is interested. Wants to get together after work.

      His reply came quickly. Thank you for telling me. Are you planning to go to his place after work?

      If you are still okay with it.

      I'm not just okay with it. I want you to. I need to know what this does to you, Viv. And to me.

      A shiver ran through me at the honesty of that.

      I will come home after and tell you everything.

      I know you will.

      The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. At five, I shut down my computer with hands that wouldn't quite stop trembling. Brendan met me by the elevator, jacket over his arm.

      “Are you ready?” he asked.

      We stepped out into the evening together. On the drive, my phone vibrated once more.

      Text me when you are on your way home, Edward had written.

      I will, I replied.

      Sitting behind the wheel of my car, I felt my pulse race as I backed out of the parking lot and started following him home. By the time we pulled up in front of Brendan’s building, my heart felt like it was stuck in my chest, nerves making my body anxious.

      I followed him up the stairs, every step echoing with the knowledge of what I was about to do, what line I was about to cross with my husband’s blessing.

      At his door, he unlocked it and stepped aside, holding it open for me.

      “After you,” he said.

      I walked into his living room, pulse roaring in my ears, the weight of two men’s desires and
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        * * *

      

      Brendan’s apartment was warm and lived in, all soft light and worn in furniture. A dark blue couch, a bookshelf with crooked stacks, a few framed photos on the wall. It smelled like him, clean and faintly spicy.

      He shut the door gently behind us. “You want some water?” he asked.

      I nodded and he disappeared into the kitchen. I took in the space around me and the fact that I was here, alone with him, with my husband’s knowledge.

      When he returned, he handed me a glass and settled on the couch, leaving enough space between us to be respectful, close enough that the air felt charged.

      “You can still change your mind,” he said softly. “At any point. We do not have to do anything you aren't comfortable with.”

      “I know,” I said. My voice shook, but it was not fear, not really. It was anticipation, big and wild. “I do not want to back out.”

      He searched my face. “Tell me what is going through your head.”

      I laughed. “That this is insane. That I should feel worse than I do. That I thought I would be drowning in guilt, but right now all I feel is awake.”

      He smiled. “You have been carrying this around for a while.”

      “Yes,” I admitted. “The wanting. The curiosity. It is like my whole body has been trying to pretend it does not feel what it feels, and now that I'm not pretending, everything is loud.”

      “Then let us go slow,” he said. “No rushing. Just seeing what it feels like to be honest.”

      He reached out and took my hand, his thumb brushing over my knuckles. The gesture was small, but it grounded me. I looked at our hands, at the way his fingers wrapped around mine, strong and sure.

      “Is this okay?” he asked.

      “Yes,” I whispered.

      He tugged me closer, so our knees touched. My heart hammered. When I looked up at him, his gaze dropped to my mouth.

      “I have wanted to kiss you for months,” he said, voice roughened.

      He leaned into me; our lips kissing for the first time felt like electricity being discovered. It was powerful, shocking, and I needed more.

      Our hands explored each other’s bodies. There were no hesitations left. Just raw need. Desire.

      “Vivian,” he murmured against my skin, the sound of my name soaked in wanting.

      I had been kissed and touched before. But there was something different in the way he handled my body. 

      Clothing made its way to the floor at rapid speed. As Brendan’s hands touched my skin, goosebumps formed. My body responded to his like nothing I would have pictured.

      I straddled his lap with my legs, his cock right under my entrance. Our eyes locked, and I didn’t want to wait anymore.

      “Yes,” I moaned out as he pushed his hips up, pressing past my swollen lips and into my honeycomb of moist goodness.

      I rocked my hips back and forth. His lips found my breast, and he teased me as we bonded in a way I had only bonded with one other person before, Edward.

      We came together with such power that as we rode down the waves of ecstasy, reality set in. What a monumental thing we had just done together.

      “Still with me?” he asked quietly.

      “Yes,” I said, voice hoarse. “Very much yes.”

      We sat like that for a while, breath syncing, limbs tangled. Guilt, flickering at the edges but not as crushing as I had expected. Love for Edward, still there, steady and deep, not erased by what had just happened but somehow sharper, as if the contrast had brought it into clearer focus.

      “How do you feel?” Brendan asked.

      “Like I woke up from a long nap,” I said honestly. “Like there was a part of me I had convinced myself was gone, and suddenly she is here, stretching and grinning and yelling at me for leaving her asleep for so long.”

      He laughed. “I'm glad I could help.”

      “This was not just you,” I said, tracing a random pattern on his chest. “This was me deciding to listen to myself. And Edward deciding to listen too.”

      His expression grew thoughtful. “He is a brave man, your husband.”

      “Yes,” I said quietly. “He is.”

      The thought of him stirred something inside me that was different from the heat I felt with Brendan. It was deeper, threaded with history and promises and all the little ordinary moments that had built our life.

      “I should go soon,” I said reluctantly. “I told him I would come home and tell him everything.”

      Brendan nodded, not possessive, not clingy. Just accepting.

      “I do not know what happens after this,” I admitted.

      “Me either,” he said. “But whatever it is, I want it to be something that does not hurt you. Or him.”

      I believed him. And that, somehow, made it easier to get dressed, to kiss him one more time at the door, slow and lingering, and step back out into the night.

      On the way to the car, I sent Edward a text, Heading home.
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        * * *

      

      When I opened the front door, the house smelled like lemon cleaner and something warm and familiar, like freshly dried laundry.

      For a second, the normalcy of it made my knees weak. I had just done something that felt like stepping through a portal, and yet here was home, soft and ordinary, the same scuffed baseboards and crooked welcome mat.

      “Viv,” Edward called from the living room. 

      “Yeah,” I said, closing the door behind me.

      I kicked off my shoes and stepped into the room. He stood in the center of it, hands in his pockets. The space was spotless. No stray socks, no stack of mail on the coffee table. A shopping bag sat on the armchair.

      “You cleaned,” I said, a little dumbly.

      “Could not sit still,” he admitted. “Figured I would give my hands something to do.”

      His eyes moved over me, taking in my flushed cheeks, my mussed hair, the way I couldn't seem to decide what to do with my hands.

      “How do you feel?” he asked.

      “Different,” I said finally. “Alive. A little guilty. A lot overwhelmed.”

      He nodded slowly. “Did you enjoy it?”

      “Yes,” I said. I forced myself to hold his gaze. “I did. He was attentive. Careful. Then not careful, in all the right ways. It was intense.”

      Something flickered in his eyes at that, a flash of something sharp and hungry that he did not bother to hide.

      “And you came home to me,” he said, almost to himself.

      “Of course,” I said quickly. “This is home. You are…”

      Mine, I almost said, but the word stuck in my throat.

      He seemed to understand anyway. He stepped closer.

      “I spent the last few hours thinking about you with him,” he said quietly. “About his hands on you. His mouth.” His jaw clenched. “I thought I would be destroyed by the idea. Instead, I'm standing here, picturing it, and all I can think is how much I want you right now.”

      Heat coiled low in my belly.

      “You aren't… angry?” I asked.

      “I'm jealous,” he said, and the honesty in his tone sent a shiver down my spine. “Every cell in my body knows another man touched what I consider mine. But that jealousy is not what I expected. It is not just pain. It is fuel. It is making something primal wake up.”

      He reached up and brushed a thumb along my lower lip, eyes dark. “I want to reclaim you.”

      The word reclaim wrapped around my ribs like a hand.

      “Please.”

      “I thought about how tonight should go,” he said. “About how to make this feel like an ending or a beginning, not just a messy middle. I bought a few things. New clothes. For both of us.”

      “You did?” I said, startled.

      “I wanted tonight to feel different,” he said. “Marking something. Not just you coming home and us pretending nothing has changed.”

      He held out his hand. “Come on.”

      He led me down the hall to the bathroom. The lights were dimmed, candles flickering around the tub. Steam curled up from the water, fragrant with something soft and clean.

      My throat tightened. “You did all this while I was gone?”

      “I needed a ritual,” he said. “Something to make sense of this in my body, not just my head.”

      He turned to me and gently took my bag from my shoulder, setting it aside. His movements were unhurried but full of intent.

      “First,” he said, “I want to wash you. Not because you are dirty. Because I want to be the one to touch every inch of you after he did. I want my hands to be what your skin remembers at the end of the night.”

      The words sent a hot flash through me.

      He helped me undress, each piece of clothing folded and set aside, not discarded. His touch was reverent, not rushed. There was no judgment in his eyes, only a fierce kind of focus.

      When I stepped into the tub, the water hugged my body in warmth. He rolled up his sleeves and knelt beside it with a washcloth and a bottle of soap that smelled faintly of vanilla.

      He started with my shoulders, slow circles that soothed and awakened at the same time. His gaze stayed on the skin he was touching, like he was mapping me. As he moved down my arms, over my back, along my legs, something inside me softened and expanded.

      “How is your mind,” he asked quietly at one point. “Not your body. Your mind.”

      I swallowed. “Busy. But… less conflicted than I thought. Being with him did not make me love you less. If anything, it showed me edges of myself I had forgotten and now I want to share those edges with you.”

      He smiled faintly. “Good. Because I want all of you. Not just the parts that fit neatly into routines.”

      When he was done, he helped me out of the tub and wrapped me in a soft towel, pressing a kiss to my temple. Then he led me to the bedroom.

      On the bed lay a silk nighty in deep burgundy, thin straps and soft fabric that looked like it would cling to every line.

      “I saw it and thought of you,” he said. “And of tonight.”

      He left me to put it on while he stepped into the closet. I slipped the silk over my skin. It felt cool at first, then warmed quickly, making me hyper aware of every place it touched, every place it left bare.

      When he emerged, he had changed into a simple pair of black lounge pants and a soft t-shirt that clung to his chest. His eyes swept over me, and the way he inhaled sharply made heat rise under my skin.

      “You are stunning,” he said, voice hoarse. “Lie down.”

      I did, the silk whispering against the sheets. He reached into the nightstand and pulled out a soft black blindfold.

      “Is that new too?” I asked.

      “Yes,” he said. “I want tonight to be about feeling. About you sinking into what your body tells you without watching for my reactions or trying to manage mine.”

      He slid the blindfold over my eyes, tying it securely but not uncomfortably. The world went dark, my other senses surging to compensate. I heard the small sounds of him moving, felt the shift of the mattress as he knelt beside me.

      His fingertips traced the line of my throat, and without sight, the touch was amplified. Every brush, every pause, felt significant.

      “Edward,” I breathed.

      “I'm here,” he murmured.

      “Yes,” I said. “I trust you.”

      “Good,” he said. “Now let me show you what this does to me.”

      He did not rush. He took his time, exploring me like a map he thought he knew but was determined to rediscover. His hands, his mouth, the gentle scrape of his teeth, the heat of his breath against my skin and the way his low sounds of appreciation wrapped around me.

      Without sight, my focus turned inward. I could feel my body responding, wanting, the echoes of my time with Brendan mixing with the familiarity of Edward’s touch. It did not feel like choosing one over the other. It felt like adding layers to the same song.

      His mouth explored every inch of my skin. His hands roamed, his fingertips teased my body. I did not know he could be like this, so intense. But I loved it. My legs parted as he pushed against them with his palms. The silk nighty bunched around my hips. Edward pushed my breasts out, exposing them to the cold air. When his mouth latched onto my nipple my back arched and I moaned, right as his cock slid inside of me.

      We rode this wave of lust, heat and desire for what felt like hours. When his thumb moved down my body and settled on my clit, I thought I was done for. The way he circled my sensitive bud as he thrusted into me over and over made me unravel. 

      I was a goner. There was no more guilt for what I had done with Brendan but if this was the result of that action, I wanted to do it again. 

      Edward and I came in unison, as if we never had a hiccup at all. Like our souls and bodies were still one, united unwavering together.

      “How do you feel now?” he asked softly as he removed the blindfold.

      “Claimed,” I said, surprising myself. “Loved. Wrecked. Rebuilt.”

      A small smile touched his lips. “That is about right.”

      I reached up and cupped his cheek, thumb brushing his skin. “And you.”

      He exhaled. “Jealous. Turned on. Terrified. Strangely… satisfied. I thought the idea of you with someone else would break me. Instead, it made me see you in a different light. Not as something I own, but as someone incredibly powerful who chooses me. And the fact that you chose to come home, to let me touch you after him, to let me reclaim you, it does something to me I do not have words for yet.”

      “You are allowed to feel everything,” I said. “Even the ugly parts.”

      “There is nothing ugly about wanting you,” he said, voice rough. “Even if that wanting is tangled up with jealousy. I'm learning that about myself.”

      We lay there in the soft aftermath, the candles burning low.

      “What now?” I asked after a while. “Was this a one-time thing, some strange experiment, or something else?”

      “I have been thinking about that,” he said. “About what I can handle and what I cannot. I do not want you chasing this in secret. If this is a part of you that needs expression, I want to be part of it. Not shut out.”

      He looked at me steadily. “I think I could handle this… sometimes. Not every night. Not with just anyone. But maybe one weekend a month, you have the space to be with someone else. Maybe him, maybe someone else we both agree on. You go, you feel what you need to feel, and then you come home to me, and I get to do what we did tonight. Wash you. Dress you. Blindfold you if you want. Reclaim you, over and over, until we both remember exactly who we are to each other.”

      The idea sent a complicated mix of emotions through me. Excitement. Fear. Curiosity. A deep, thrumming sense of possibility.

      “Are you sure?” I asked.

      “No,” he said honestly. “But I'm willing. And I know that tonight, as hard as it was, left me wanting more of you, not less. That has to mean something.”

      I smiled, tears stinging my eyes for the first time that day.

      “I love you,” I said.

      “I love you too,” he replied. “Even when other men touch your skin. Maybe especially then, if it means I get to be the one you always come home to.”

      I curled into his chest, listening to his heartbeat.

      One weekend a month, he had said. A boundary and an invitation, all at once.

      As I drifted toward sleep in his arms, my body still humming from the night, I realized that the thing I had thought was missing from my life was not just wildness or risk.

      It was honesty. Desire spoken aloud. Parts of myself I had tucked away brought back into the light.

      And somehow, in a way I never would have predicted, walking into another man’s arms had led me right back home, to a marriage that was no longer just safe, but vividly, dangerously alive.
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      A DEVOTED HUSBAND FINALLY GETS TO WATCH HIS GORGEOUS WIFE FULFILL HIS LONG-HELD FANTASY.

      ‘But seriously. You really don’t think we’re exploiting him?’

      My wife, Mallory, reached for her garter belt. It seemed almost pointless to me that she was dressing up in such elaborate underwear, only to take it off again minutes later. But she certainly did look amazing in it.

      ‘He’s a grown man. We’ve talked about all this. He can make his own decisions.’

      I sat on the toilet, my heart racing as I watched her slowly rolling her stockings up her perfectly smooth legs, one by one. I could hardly believe this was happening.

      ‘But we’re taking advantage of the fact he can’t afford his own place. Maybe that his generation can’t afford places to live…’

      ‘Honey,’ she smiled, her expression suggesting she believed I was simply babbling because I was nervous. ‘He was the one who originally said he was looking to live with a couple like us. It was in his profile.’

      She glanced down to connect up the tops of her stockings to her garter belt, and I took the opportunity to openly lust after her. She looked stunning. I wanted to just kneel down before her and worship her. How was it that the prospect of her being with another man made me want her so badly?

      Nevertheless, I was shaking with anxiety. Along with the lust came fear.

      What if it all went wrong? What if the guy changed his mind? What if there was no chemistry between them?

      Conversely, what if it went too well? If the sex was so good that my wife decided she didn’t want me anymore?

      ‘I’m just saying, he shouldn’t have to do this just to find a place to live,’ I said, wringing my hands through my nerves, as though they were a towel I was attempting to dry. ‘Young people have been dealt a pretty crappy hand.’

      Mallory picked up her panties from the counter, and it struck me surprisingly hard that she was putting them on after putting on her garter and stockings. It gave me the sense that she intended to make it very easy for our guest to remove them.

      ‘He’s not doing this because he can’t find anywhere else to live,’ Mallory said calmly. ‘I told you, he doesn’t want to waste money on rent. He wants to save for a deposit.’

      She stepped into the panties. They were so delicate — the most expensive underwear she’d ever bought, and she hadn’t bought them for me. It made me shiver, the deliberate nature of all this.

      My wife was seducing another man tonight.

      ‘But we are basically paying him for sex,’ I said.

      ‘You say potato, I say po-tah-to,’ she said with a mischievous grin as she tugged her underwear into position, covering her freshly shaven pussy.

      I couldn’t help but return her smile. She was giddy with excitement, and I adored seeing her like this. The unbridled joy in her anticipation. The power in her self-confidence, in her awareness that two men in this apartment desired her greatly, and in the knowledge that she would get to enjoy them both physically if she so decided.

      ‘He’s not some vagabond we plucked off the streets,’ she said, as she pulled on a matching bra to cover her gorgeous breasts and those stiff little pink nipples of hers, which so screamed out loud her excitement.

      ‘‘Vagabond’?’ I laughed, amused that my wife’s language occasionally reflected the kind of trashy romance novels she liked to curl up with.

      She wasn’t to be goaded.

      ‘He has a good job. He could afford a place without doing this if he chose the right neighborhood.’

      ‘If he lived in a slum?’

      I got an eye-roll from that.

      But she also smiled at me before stepping into her high-heeled shoes, knowing by now that I was really only talking for the sake of distraction. I was fully on board with this shocking state of affairs. Offering a young man, fresh from college graduation, the opportunity to live in our guest bedroom in return for sex with my wife.

      Mallory turned to face the mirror now, so she could finish applying her makeup. It gave me a full-on view of her sensational ass, so poised thanks to the way her high-heeled shoes positioned her.

      She took my breath away. God. Most other men would never have allowed such a beautiful woman to be with another guy.

      But I wasn’t most men. I was hard as a rock as I watched her darken the edges of her eyelids in the manner that the younger generations did, like Cleopatra. Strange how it actually did make Mallory seem younger, too. But then, she was in great shape anyway. She’d really hit the gym after finally coming to understand this strange ‘new’ fantasy of mine.

      She said, ‘Young people are more flexible, sexually. More fluid. They don’t feel beholden to such rigid expectations.’

      ‘I’ll show you rigid expectations,’ I said, leaning back to show her the bulge in my pants.

      She giggled. ‘Colton told me he’s not ready to settle down, he’s tired of the dating game — ‘

      ‘Already? He’s twenty-three.’  

      ‘He just wants a break from it, but, you know, he’s not a monk. He still has needs.’

      ‘So, win-win, that’s what you’re saying?’

      She turned and beamed at me, presenting herself as ready for our evening’s adventure. I just gazed at her, my jaw dropping to the floor. O. M. G.

      ‘Come on,’ she said, loving how astounded I looked. ‘He’s probably finished unpacking his stuff by now.’

      I followed her out of the bathroom and down the hallway, just floored at how incredible she looked and how crazy it seemed that my wife was walking into our living room, where another man waited for her, wearing underwear. With stockings, no less.

      She was walking like a catwalk model in those high heels — by which I mean tottering a little — but oh-so sexy, seeming to know without looking that my eyes were glued to her phenomenal ass.

      And then there he was, relaxing on our couch in a button-down shirt and charcoal gray pants, trying not to give too many emotions away, though his gaze was locked onto Mallory’s stunning form.

      I tried to appear casual as well — we were still making first impressions here, though I’d met this guy for coffee a couple of times and spoken to him on the phone. I wasn’t sure it was wise to give the whole game away, that I was desperate to see this young man fuck my wife to within an inch of her life.

      I didn’t want to scare him off.

      He was polite, however. He gave her a nice compliment. ‘You look incredible.’

      ‘Thank you,’ Mallory said, and briefly turned to glance at me, checking I was still on board. I flashed my eyes at her suggestively, and she smirked at me before turning back to our guest.

      ‘Did you settle in okay?’ she asked him as she sat beside him on the couch and slung an arm around his shoulders.

      ‘Uh… yeah. I don’t have too many things, so…’

      He glanced at me, and I felt a jolt of pure anxiety shoot down my spine. Man — did we jump the gun, here? This was his first night staying in our home, after all. Did he think I was weird? But then he smiled warmly, and I was instantly reminded that his profile had explicitly stated his desire to live with a couple.

      I remembered him telling me about his previous experience dating a hotwife, a woman whose husband encouraged her to sleep with other men. Well, that was what Mallory was, wasn’t it? Or would be, soon.

      The point was, he wasn’t sneering at me. Quite the opposite. He was appreciative.

      ‘Look at him, honey, he’s beautiful.’ Mallory was practically cooing as she ran a hand down his chest, in awe at this stud she was allowed to do whatever she wanted with. Then she looked at me as though we had just tunneled our way into a bank vault, saying, ‘Are you really going to be okay with me… and him…?’

      We’d talked about all this, of course. But I understood that now the moment was here, now that she actually had her hand on the prominent bulge in his pants, she needed reassurance.

      ‘I want this as much as you do, honey,’ I said, taking a seat in the armchair. ‘Honestly.’

      Colton seemed ready to talk us down from the ledge — but I gave him a little nod to assure him we weren’t heading for the ledge. We were fine.

      Then Mallory said, ‘Well… okay, then…’

      And she kissed him.

      My heart seemed to stop in that moment. The world around us seemed to freeze. Time stood still.

      It seemed so sudden, even though we’d talked about this so much, we’d done all our preparations. We’d had our little falling out, our miscommunication, our learning process, our understanding of each other, our realization that this was something for both of us, something to strengthen our marriage, not something to ruin everything. We’d searched for the right guy, we’d stumbled on Colton. We’d talked about him and the arrangement his profile had suggested. We’d reached out to him, we’d spoken. We’d met up with him to see if we liked him. Mallory had even been out on a date with him.

      But now they were making out right in front of me, the stillness in our apartment broken by the wet sounds of her lips on his, by her soft moans of joy and pleasure.

      My wife and a handsome boy ten years her junior.

      Brushing her long, blonde hair back from her face with a hand on which her wedding ring glinted under the ceiling spots. Sucking on his mouth so tenderly, their breaths deepening together, the chemistry already unmistakable.

      Watching their kiss shook me to my core. I hadn’t quite prepared myself for how earth-shaking it would be.

      Was I jealous?

      There was definitely fear among the feelings I was experiencing. Dread? Horror? That moment when you launch from the top of a black run, and it seems so steep, like a damn cliff, and what if you fall? You’ll break your legs, your back, your neck. But then you kind of reorient yourself. You feel the adrenaline rush, and you hold onto the trust you’ve built up over time, and it’s not so bad.

      She’s not going to leave me for him, my brain told the rest of me.

      And after a while, the fear faded into the background, and my great, big, throbbing erection told me how damn hot it was to watch my wife receiving the most amazing present any husband could ever give her.

      Colton seemed relaxed, confident, and unruffled as their kiss ended, and he looked at me to say calmly, ‘You’re a lucky guy, David. She’s gorgeous.’

      ‘She is, isn’t she?’

      Warmth spread through me at how charming he was. I wanted him to have her.

      ‘Oh, you boys,’ Mallory said with a beaming smile, moaning as she trailed her hands all over him, glancing between us as though not quite sure where to start, as though she was feeling a little overwhelmed by just how turned on she was.

      I sat back in the armchair, ready for the show, and I saw her eyes flash as she caught sight of the bulge in my pants. Then her eyes flicked back up to mine, and I saw that she was reassured about how I was feeling.

      She said, ’Shall we see what we have here?’

      And I nodded.

      Colton smiled as she began unfastening the buttons on his shirt, revealing a torso worthy of a magazine cover. Man, the guy was ripped. Did he wax his chest? Mallory couldn’t keep her hands off him. I felt like I should have envied him, or I should have been intimidated by him. To my surprise, I felt elated that my sweet wife got to enjoy such a stunning guy.

      She had to work to unfasten his belt — her excitement, her nerves, made her fumble a little. But then he was helping her haul down his pants and his underwear, and suddenly there was an almost-naked man in our living room, and it wasn’t me. It was somehow shocking. My male instinct reacted brutally to the presence of another cock — and one that was now in the hands of my wife.

      ‘Oh, it’s so big, honey…’ Mallory cooed, her fingers curling around it, peeling open his foreskin.

      Colton just lay back and closed his eyes as she stroked it, leaving himself fully open to her, available for her to do as she wanted. Mallory gazed at me, her face so bright with excitement, taking in my response as she lowered her head, her tongue slipping out to tentatively touch the tip of his cock.

      ‘Go on, sweetie. Take it,’ I said gently, stroking my own hardness through my pants so she could see.

      She didn’t take her eyes off me as she parted her lips and took the head of that thing into her mouth. Colton took hold of her hair, pulling it back out of her face as she turned her gaze downward, and then sank down on his shaft.

      Oh, man. I caught my breath. I never thought I’d see such a thing. My beautiful blonde wife, kneeling there on our couch in her stockings, ducking down over another guy’s lap, his hard cock buried in her throat.

      She took him deeper than I thought she could.

      She moaned as his manhood filled her mouth. The muscles of his thighs tensed as she sucked on him, once, twice, three times.

      Finally, she rose up, desperate to share with me how much she loved his cock, how incredible it was that I was letting her have this. What a fantastic husband I was. Stop, honey. You’ll make me blush.

      But, you know, a husband likes to know he makes his wife happy.

      Mmm, it was so dirty watching her jam that thing in her mouth. My pretty wife, my loyal wife, my highly respectable wife. She seemed to make sure I could see her wedding ring the whole time, her ring finger among those grabbing hold of his shaft as she sucked on him.

      One of her breasts had escaped her bra, at least enough to expose a stiff nipple that offered further evidence of how good Mallory was feeling about all this. But now she was kneeling up, reaching behind her back to unfasten the clip and remove her bra entirely.

      I liked how Colton looked at her. He wasn’t just going through the motions. He was pretty taken with her. He gave off the vibes of a teenager with a massive crush on the hot teacher. He pushed himself up, kissing her stomach, running his face up to her breasts, sucking on those pencil eraser nipples.

      I actually envied him getting to have her. Isn’t that funny? Something about how much he wanted her made me want her more. Some kind of deep instinct was kicking off inside me, spurring on my libido like crazy. Suddenly, my wife wasn’t the familiar female form I felt like I could have whenever I had need. She was a goddess I could hardly believe had been hiding her true beauty in my presence all these years.

      Then he tugged down her panties, and this was just getting insane.

      It felt like I’d fantasized about this moment ever since we’d gotten married. True story: my wife goes abroad for work fairly frequently — her company organizes business conferences, and certain industries seem to respond better to exotic locations — and when she did, I always coped by partaking in a bit of self-service with the help of pornography. Only, just after we got married, I tried it, and I felt almost paralyzed by guilt. I had married this woman, so why was I lusting after other women? Only, you know, I got horny. Mallory and I never had the kind of relationship where we could do stuff over the phone, or even on FaceTime, Snapchat, or whatever. My solution to the guilt was to find porn where the performer looked like her. Typing ‘blonde’ into the search box never exactly resulted in what I was looking for — but typing in ‘blonde wife’ was always much nearer the mark. At first, whoever was banging the blonde wife in the video clip, I would imagine I was him, banging Mallory. But more than half of these clips seemed to be about blonde wives banging guys while their husbands sat and watched — or blonde wives actively cheating on their husbands. It didn’t take long before I was intrigued by that dynamic — it made the sex seem somehow forbidden again, like it had been before I was married. I was particularly taken by the thought that a husband might let his wife have sex with another guy — might want to watch her do it. Hence, the fantasy developed.

      And here, now, I was suggesting to Mallory that we go into the primary bedroom so she could be more comfortable as she fucked this handsome stud who was going to be living with us for a while.

      Just crazy.

      I sat in the chair in the corner, and Mallory was rolling around our California king with him, naked except for her stockings and garter belt, that huge great thing between them that looked almost like a sex toy. She couldn’t resist sucking his cock. Sucking and licking and laughing — it was a real party, she could hardly believe that after vowing never to cheat on her husband, here she was getting to fool around with a big dick that was not mine.

      Oh, but the way she kissed him. I know it was just sex, but the kisses seemed to hit me harder than when she was touching his dick. I’d have to get used to that. My brain was telling me that their kisses were tender, affectionate, loving. There was danger in that. Whereas Colton’s cock was merely her sex toy.

      Speaking of, now they were disengaging, and Colton was making way for Mallory to take up a new position on the bed. My heart skipped a beat as she went on all fours, presenting her gorgeous ass for her new lover, inviting him to do the deed that would take our relationship to a whole new place.

      I couldn’t resist moving forward, perching on the edge of my chair, taking her head in my hands as she readied herself for another man to take her.

      ‘He’s going to fuck me, honey. Are you sure you can handle this?’ she said, her eyes full of wildfire.

      ‘I can’t wait,’ I said, touching my forehead to hers. ‘You’re so beautiful. You’re so sexy.’

      God, I could smell him on her. I could smell his cock on her face. I was about to kiss her, though I was feeling a little freaked out if I was honest.

      Then she gasped, and we both looked back to see Colton, completely naked, kneeling up behind her, entering her from behind.

      Oh, man. I couldn’t believe it. He held her waist and slowly slid his big, thick cock into her from the rear. Mallory’s eyes seemed to roll back in her head, and she let out this long, low moan the likes of which I’ve never heard. Was he bigger than me? Without question. He was stretching her as he slowly squeezed that thing inside her.

      I felt a sudden rush of panic — what was I doing? How could I let someone do this to my wife?

      But then he was inside her, and the expression on her beautiful face, the way she looked at me, the way she gripped my arm, the sounds she made as another man filled her — it was just priceless.

      He slipped out of her, she was clearly so wet, and it made her giggle. She slipped a hand between her legs to help guide him back in, as though he needed it. But then he was back on track, stuffing that thing inside her, up to the hilt. She groaned and leaned forward, dropping her shoulders to pull her head against my arms, as though desperately needing my support to get through this ordeal.

      I held her as he fucked her.

      I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was. Once again, it struck me that the presence of another man, the act of another man wanting my wife, taking my wife, fucking my wife seemed to trigger some deep instinct inside me that provoked my own lust for her, putting my desire for her into overdrive. I nuzzled into her sandy hair, breathed her in, kissed her ear.

      After a few moments, she was able to prop herself up again, touching her forehead to mine again, sharing this moment with me so intimately.

      Man, I was pulsating with arousal, rock hard with lust for her. I gazed into her big, blue eyes as her body rocked from his thrusts, and the still air was stirred by the wet sounds of his thick cock penetrating her.

      ‘Oh, honey, it feels so good…’ she whispered to me. ‘He’s fucking me, honey, he’s fucking me…’

      ‘You’re so beautiful, my love,’ I responded, but I didn’t want my voice to get in the way. I wanted to hear the silky sounds of her breathing as another man fucked her, and as she babbled away telling me how good it felt, how amazing it was, how much she loved me for letting her have this handsome man.

      She continued to hold onto me, and I took in this strange sight — the woman I loved, the familiar form of Mallory, except that she was being fucked in a position that almost seemed impossible because I was here, and he was there, and I was not the one with my cock out. I’d never seen her having sex before without being the one having sex with her. The perspective seemed all wrong — and yet that somehow only emphasized how hot it was.

      And the way he was fucking her from behind only made it seem more animalistic, more wild, hitting the deep instincts inside me that told me this was my woman, this was my doe. I had to be ready to take her right afterwards, or else this other man would fill her with his seed, this other man would impregnate her instead of me.

      My body was mistaking this whole scene as a rival suitor trying to mate with my woman, so it was preparing me to take her back by making me desire her above all things in this moment — and pumping my blood forcefully into my loins to grant me the erection needed to displace the rival’s seed.

      My brain was telling me that this massive erection inside my pants was merely because I was so massively turned on by another man fucking my sweet wife.

      But, you know, she was on birth control. She was on birth control, and he had been tested recently and hadn’t been with another woman since before that.

      ‘Oh fuck… oh fuck… oh fuck…’ my wife moaned as another man’s bare cock plunged into her again and again.

      I kissed her mouth — unable to resist her. I tasted that strange, subtle but unmistakable trace of another man on her lips. It only spurred on the weird desire I felt for her. She moaned at receiving attention from two men at once.

      But then I felt the need to sit back, to avoid interfering. I wanted to watch her enjoy him. They disengaged again, changing so that he was lying down, and she was straddling him. His head was closest to me, his body pointing away, which meant that I could see everything as my wife clambered onto him and grasped his huge, glistening cock, guided its tip to her rosy-pink pussy, and then impaled herself on it.

      For a while, she just sat there, another man filling her, her head tilted upward, her eyes closed, her mouth wide open, just astonished at how it felt.

      Then she started to move on him, her body writhing and undulating as she stirred herself with his cock, and it was so graceful and elegant and beautiful and wrong, so very, very wrong. Just delicious. She looked at me as she rode him, and I tried to be polite and look her in the eyes, but the spectacular sight of that thing disappearing into her pussy was too much for me to look away.

      ‘Oh God, honey… it feels so good…’

      Mallory wasn’t holding anything back. We’d talked about this. She’d been worried I would feel jealous if she enjoyed it too much with Colton, that I might feel insecure about how much she likes fucking me. I had to promise I wouldn’t feel bad, but I already understood that it would be different. I hoped sex with Colton would be better. Part of the thrill for me was giving her this experience. But, yeah, part of my anxiety coming into this was how I would feel watching another man fuck her better than I ever could. Now that it was happening, though, I felt relieved that I wasn’t feeling jealous.

      Back when I used to watch porn before getting into the whole hotwife thing, the natural inclination while watching two performers going at it was to imagine I was the guy in the scene, getting to fuck the beautiful woman. After we were married, that did transition, as my fantasy developed, into me imagining I was the guy watching the couple fucking, the husband. But right now, I was watching sex happen in real life, and there was no imagining that I was anybody. I didn’t want to swap places with him. I didn’t envy his stamina, his big dick, the way that Mallory gasped and cried out and blasphemed because he was making her feel so incredible. I wanted to be where I was now. I had never felt so good.

      For a while, I watched them fuck, and change positions, and fuck some more. The noises Mallory made were surprising, I have to say. She’d never been like this with me before.

      Colton was a machine. I know I was way better when I was 23, but this guy was ripped, and the clear effort he put into keeping in shape transferred to his ability to just go at it, on and on and on.

      I was so tempted to jerk off. It was difficult not to. Colton had said before that he wouldn’t mind if I did. He was comfortable with couples now, that was one reason he’d stated in his profile that he was looking to move in with a couple, and offer himself to them. But for now, I kept it in my pants. I felt like I didn’t want to distract from the experience of watching them. I also felt that if I pulled out my cock and started pumping it, I would probably finish very quickly — even now, the stimulation was so high I felt the danger that I could come in my pants even without touching myself. I didn’t want to experience any of this after having come. Without the lust driving my experience, the fear would take control.

      It was extra difficult not to jerk off when he made my wife come. The look of pure ecstasy on her face, the gasping, panting, crying sounds she made as her orgasm tore through her — it was just awe-inspiring.

      The first time, she was on her back, he was giving it to her missionary-style. I kept away, lounging in my chair, appreciating the sight from a distance. She looked divine, though perhaps to someone else she might have seemed to be in a real state — glistening with sweat, her body flushed all over, her makeup smeared so much she looked like some kind of punk girl rebelling against the beauty standards of modern society. She had to stop Colton for a few moments so she could handle the feelings that devastating climax gave her. I almost thought they’d stop after that. I went to fetch water for them, and when I returned, Mallory was kneeling beside him on the mattress, head down in his lap, holding her hair back as she sucked his cock.

      The second time, she was on all fours, and he was pounding her from behind. It was proper rutting, like animals in the wild. I didn’t keep back this time — I leaned forward, took her head in my hands, gazed into her eyes to take in the sight of her, close-up, as another man fucked her hard. I kissed her mouth and didn’t care how messy it was. She moaned and cried into my kiss as her second climax of the night erupted inside her.

      He made her come so many times. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t think it was physically possible. I understood that some women had multiple orgasms on occasion. However, I wasn’t sure whether that was reputable information at any point. But here was my sweet wife, who had never had more than one climax in a night — and with me, to be honest, rarely had more than one in a week — experiencing five verifiable orgasms in one sitting. Lying. Whatever.

      Colton didn’t seem surprised by it, like he had every woman doing this whenever he slept with someone. Day-um.

      After the first time, I thought they would finish. After the second time, I thought they were definitely done. After the third one, Mallory was asking him if he was going to come. He only smiled and continued plowing her furrow. After the fourth one, she was begging him to stop — but he insisted on continuing. I have never seen anything like it. And, as it turned out, he was right, she did have another one in her.

      Number five.

      This time, it looked like he was going to come too. She was begging for it — God, it was such a rush. My wife asking another man to fill her with his cream. I swear, there was something primordial about this, about how I felt knowing a rival suitor was going to impregnate my woman. I was trembling with arousal; I’d never experienced this level of excitement before. No condoms. His manhood was bare inside her, no guardrails, no protection.

      But I wanted him to do it. I wanted nothing more.

      He was on top of her, the classic position again, though the way he held her by one thigh, and angled her so that I could see his big dick thrusting into her, seemed more pornographic than before. Mallory was gazing into his eyes, beaming from ear to ear, knowing what was coming, telling him over and over to fuck her, to come in her, to give her his come. I could hardly believe what I was seeing. I could scarcely breathe.

      His thrusts changed in nature — no longer big, powerful blows against her body, his movement much more localized, his hips pumping and his thigh muscles working while he held the rest of his body quite still. Their fucking slowed, almost ominously. I felt like I was watching a reservoir about to rupture its dam, cracks beginning to spread across the immense structure.

      The questions started whirring through my head — what if the birth control failed? It wasn’t 100% effective. What if the test results had been wrong? What if the lab had botched his sample? What if my wife had some kind of chemical reaction to his sperm entering her, and something within it made her want to be with him, and not me?

      And yet, as with much of this process, the exhilaration of watching my gorgeous bride expressing her sexuality without me getting in the way did overwhelm the fear and paranoia inside me.

      Colton began to moan and grunt, and the small, fast movements of his cock inside her changed again into long, slow thrusts. Mallory’s cries changed, too, deepening, strengthening, just as she knew for certain he was going to empty himself inside her. I saw that thing pulsating, and the way Mallory opened her eyes wide, and her mouth even wider, as she gaped at him in absolute astonishment, told me that he was pumping his cum into her.

      Oh, man.

      To me, it wasn’t the moment he’d first entered her — it was this moment that changed Mallory from a sweet, innocent, faithful wife into a gorgeous, sexy, sublime goddess. This moment a huge, hard, powerful cock that did not belong to me released its thick essence deep within her.

      She was on birth control, but to my subconscious, he had fully fertilized her.

      Oh, God.

      He withdrew from her as they both recovered their breath, and Mallory looked over at me, remaining there with her thighs parted until I saw a little dribble of his white cream leak out of her. That nearly pushed me over the edge. I had to sit still for a few moments, controlling myself.

      Colton climbed off the bed and reached for his clothing, wishing us a good night and saying he’d see us in the morning, all with effortless, well-practiced charm.

      And then it was just Mallory and me. And Mallory was full of a handsome younger man’s cum. We just looked at each other for what seemed like a few minutes, these stupid smiles plastered across both of our faces. Then I lay beside her and kissed her for a while. We heard the bedroom door close.

      She asked if I was okay. I said never better. I asked how she felt. Amazing.

      I could tell she was examining me, assessing whether I was being sincere or just putting on a brave face. I kissed her again, deeply, tasting him on her, moving her hand to my hardness as though to prove my feelings. She moaned as her hand pressed against my throbbing cock through my pants.

      I didn’t expect to enjoy going down on her. Not in that state. At first, I was curious about how it would be. I’d thought about this so many times. What would I do the first time I saw her after she’d been with another man? What would it be like? Now the opportunity was here, it felt like the ultimate demonstration that I was on board with this, that I was as into her infidelity as she was.

      I kissed my way down her well-used body, and she didn’t stop me. Back when we were first dating, she used to stop me, thinking guys didn’t really like to go down on girls. Now she didn’t. We’d talked about this. I was right there, now. Her infidelity right in my face. I gazed at the shocking sight of her freshly-fucked pussy. I could smell their sex — so strong, so aromatic. Disturbing me and thrilling me in almost equal measure.

      I kissed her clit.

      I tasted her pussy. It wasn’t so bad. Actually, I liked it. It struck me as intensely sexy, despite my initial fears. Gazing up at her goddess-like form as I serviced her. I was a little stunned at first, but then I relaxed into it. She was gazing down at me in shock, and at first I thought she might be horrified by what I was doing, but then the smile spread across her beautiful, pink-flushed face, and I knew she was thrilled.

      There was no question, now, about how I felt concerning her being with another man.

      We moved without really thinking. She was on top of me, I was lying on my back. She rode my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth. And that was when orgasm number five arrived. The finest of them all.

      About Max

      Max Sebastian is a bestselling author who has been writing erotica for more than two decades, and still can’t get enough of the astonishing thrill a husband experiences when he knows his beloved wife is about to be gloriously depraved in the arms of another man before returning to share all the delicious details with him. More here: MaxSebastian.com
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      WE FIRST MET RIA AND HER HUSBAND WHEN SHE WAS A FORTY-YEAR-OLD HOTWIFE IN EXTRAMARITAL PURSUITS. THIS STORY TAKES PLACE FIFTEEN YEARS EARLIER, AND DESCRIBES THEIR FIRST FORAY INTO WIFE-SHARING…

      Ria smiled as she pushed her way through their crowded living room towards the small kitchen. Their one-bedroom flat in Camden Town was really too small for such a crowd, but her husband, Jonathan, had just returned to the country and she’d wanted to have a get-together to celebrate. She could see him in the kitchen, chatting with the couple who lived in the flat next door.

      “Hey babe,” he said, slipping his arm around her waist when she reached him. “Are you sure you invited enough people?”

      Ria sighed and directed her answer to Ben and Louisa, their neighbours. “I wasn’t expecting everyone to turn up.”

      “Well they did,” Jonathan said. “And I think some of them brought friends.”

      “It’s your welcome home party, so enjoy it.” Ria topped up her drink, then spotted a woman she used to work with and eased her way through the crowd towards her.

      “Super party, darling,” Jemima said, kissing the air on either side of Ria’s cheeks. 

      “Thanks. I didn’t realise our flat was so small.”

      Jemima laughed, then ran her eyes down Ria’s body. “Great outfit, though in truth there isn’t much of it.”

      Ria was a tall willowy blonde. “Am I showing too much skin?” She looked down at her lacy white crop-top, hip-hugging Lycra miniskirt, and high-heeled sandals with an ankle strap. 

      “No.” Jemima, who was short and curvy, leaned in closer. “If I had legs like yours, I’d show them off.” 

      “Well, if I had any sort of cleavage I’d wear jeans and a low-cut blouse.”

      “I’d swap my tits for your legs any day,” Jemima assured her. “Who’s the stud with your husband?”

      Ria turned to see the tall, fair-haired guy she’d met for the first time two hours earlier. “That’s Ryan. He’s Australian and works with Jonathan.”

      “Is he a TV journalist, too?”

      “Sound engineer, I think.” 

      “Well,” Jemima said, running eyeing Ryan’s athletic frame, “he’s welcome to record the sounds I make while he gets to know me better.”

      Ria laughed. “Go for it. He lives in Bristol, so unless he gets a better offer, he’ll be crashing on our couch tonight.”

      Jemima licked her painted red lips. “Ooh, I’m sure he’d find me a lot more comfortable.”

      Just then, Ria’s ex-housemates dragged her back to the living room and the next two hours went by in a blur of drinking and dancing.

      It was after midnight by the time the first few guests started to drift away, and closer to two in the morning when the last stragglers departed. Ria hadn’t seen Jemima leave, but her friend’s sexual advances towards Ryan must have been unsuccessful because he was sitting on the armchair in the living room. Ria dropped into the couch opposite him, and Jonathan sat cross-legged on the rug between them.

      Ryan raised his beer bottle. “Cool party.”

      Ria smiled and raised her own glass in toast, then crossed her legs and noticed Ryan’s gaze drop for a couple of seconds. She still had on the high-heeled shoes but so much drink had been spilled on the oak floor, she refused to go barefoot.

      “So,” she said, looking from one man to the other. “Tell me about Africa.”

      “It’s a wonderful continent with wonderful people,” Jonathan said. “Unfortunately, in some of the countries there are unscrupulous men running the governments. The select few grow rich and fat, while the rest of the population are forced to steal or fight to try and prevent their families from starving to death.”

      “That’s depressing.”

      “It’s sickening, and that’s why we risked our lives exposing them.” Jonathan let out a heavy sigh. “And it’s certainly not the topic for after-party discussions. But I have an idea of how to liven up the conversation.”

      Jonathan drained his bottle, then grinned as he took a coaster off a side table and placed it on the rug. He put the empty bottle down on its side on the coaster and did a trial spin. Satisfied, he looked up at Ria and Ryan. “How about we spin the bottle and then ask whoever it picks a question they have to answer truthfully?” 

      “Who asks the question?” Ryan asked.

      Jonathan smiled. “Whoever thinks of one first.”

      Ryan shrugged. “Sure.”

      Jonathan spun the bottle, and it ended up pointing at himself. He looked up and waited for a question.

      “How much have you drunk tonight?” Ria asked.

      “Not enough.” He spun the bottle again. This time it stopped while pointing towards Ryan.

      “Right,” Jonathan said, smiling broadly. “Tell us what you got up to with the attractive Belgian researcher you seemed to spend so much time with while we were in Africa.”

      When Ria looked at Ryan he gave an easy smile and shook his head. “All our interactions were completely professional.”

      “Hmm.” Jonathan scratched his chin. “A profession is defined as someone’s paid occupation. Are you saying money changed hands before you had sex?”

      “I’m saying that Justine and I spent our time together talking about our respective careers. We never had sex.”

      Jonathan scoffed. “You can’t expect me to believe that.”

      “It’s true. She’s in a relationship,” Ryan explained, directing his answer towards Ria. “She talked about her fella all the time which, to my mind, is her way of telling other guys not to make a pass.”

      Ria nodded her approval. “That’s very gallant, and I’m sure she appreciated it.”

      When Ryan smiled, Ria noticed the dimples in his cheeks. He had piercing blue eyes and a hint of stubble. He was a really good-looking guy, and she admired the Belgian researcher for not cheating on her boyfriend while they were thousands of miles apart.

      “I’m pretty sure Della doesn’t have the same morals,” Jonathan said. “And she’s married.”

      “Really?” Ria had met Della a few times. She was in her forties and smoked like a chimney.

      Ryan laughed and nodded. “I was in the next room to Corey, and I can confirm they got together during the final week.” He raised his voice to a falsetto. “Oh God, Corey, I’m going to come again.”

      Jonathan giggled, then turned to Ria. “Corey’s the new cameraman. He’s in his twenties and built like a brick shithouse.”

      “Lucky her,” Ria said. “Who wants another drink?” As she stood up, she noticed Ryan’s eyes return to her legs. The skirt she had on was so short he’d probably got a good look at the gusset of her panties when she was getting up. She returned a minute later with two beers and a replenished wine glass, then sat down and recrossed her legs. 

      This time, Jonathan let his eyes linger there for a little longer than was polite. Then he spun the bottle again, and it stopped with the neck pointing in Ria’s direction. “I seem to remember one of your exes was built like Corey,” he said. “The Neanderthal.”

      Ria smiled and looked over at Ryan. “He wasn’t a Neanderthal. He was called Gareth, and he’s now a lawyer. But he’s a big guy who played rugby semi-professionally.”

      “He was an exhibitionist, too. Right?” Jonathan’s smile had become more of a leer, and Ria regretted ever telling him about her antics with the ex-boyfriend.

      “He was a nice guy who⁠—”

      “Liked an audience,” Jonathan said.

      Ria saw his eyes were glazed, and she wondered if he’d taken anything other than alcohol during the evening. She let out a sigh. “The thing was,” she said, resigned to the fact that her husband was determined to tell their guest her secret, “he’s very tall. And he liked the fact that I’m tall, too.”

      Ryan nodded. “How tall are you?”

      “I’m five-nine, so in heels I’m over six foot.”

      “Vertical sex,” Jonathan said. “He liked vertical sex.”

      Ria saw Ryan’s confusion. “I think I was the only woman he’d been with who was tall enough to have sex with him while standing up.”

      “Especially in the shower.”

      Ria looked at Ryan and gave a shrug. She knew what was coming next.

      “Not just private showers though, right?” Jonathan said, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

      Ria glared at him, then looked over at Ryan. “What my husband seems determined for me to tell you is that one evening, after their team had won a trophy, a lot of people ended up in the changing room. Everyone was drinking champagne and in high spirits, elated with their win, and things got a little⁠—”

      “He fucked her in the team showers,” Jonathan announced. “While the rest of the team watched.”

      “It wasn’t quite like that,” she assured Ryan, whose eyes had gone wide. “I think we should spin the bottle and move on, don’t you?”

      Jonathan sniggered and spun the bottle, which ended up pointing back at Ria. 

      “I’d like to hear more about the shower thing,” Ryan said.

      “There were only three of his teammates present. All the others had left.”

      “Were you naked?” Ryan asked.

      “No.” Ria let out a half-laugh and shook her head. It was still a pleasant memory. “We’d been sitting around drinking for over an hour after the match. People started to leave, a couple of the other players went to get showered. Gareth started to take off his rugby kit, then he suggested I help wash him. I refused, so he picked me up and carried me through to the showers. The other men all thought it was highly amusing, especially when he carried me under the spray of the showerheads.” She ran her hand through her straight ash-blonde hair and long fringe. “My hair was plastered to my head, and my dress was drenched and clung to my body.”

      “What about the other guys?” Ryan asked.

      “They were naked. Then Gareth started getting frisky. He was groping me through my wet clothes, and…” She shrugged. “Did I mention I’d been drinking a lot?”

      Ryan laughed and nodded.

      “So, one thing led to another.” Ria re-crossed her legs, and this time she felt good about the fact both men stared at them.

      “What happened?” Ryan asked.

      “Gareth pushed me against the wall, hitched up the hem of my dress and fucked me while his friends watched.”

      “Did his friends get hard-ons?” Ryan asked.

      “I made a point of not looking.”

      “Did you come?”

      “She always comes,” Jonathan said. “Even with me.”

      Ria laughed and looked at Ryan. “Yes, I came.”

      “What about Gareth?”

      “He came too.”

      “And his friends?”

      “Thankfully, they were discreet enough to make their exit and get dressed soon afterwards. Then while everyone else went straight to the celebratory party, I had to call at home to change into some dry clothes.”

      Jonathan spun the bottle again and looked surprised when it ended up pointing at himself.

      “I have a question,” Ryan said. He glanced at Ria, then looked back at Jonathan. “How did someone as average-looking as you manage to marry someone as gorgeous as Ria?”

      “It’s because I have a big cock.”

      Ria burst out laughing, raising her knees enough to probably flash her buttocks. Then she shook her head and got her breathing under control. “I can assure you that’s not the reason,” she said.

      “So what is?” Ryan was sitting forward, his elbows on his knees.

      “Well, when he’s not stoned he can be funny, interesting, passionate about his work, and quite charming. And he’s usually a lot more sensitive about my feelings than he’s being at the moment.”

      Jonathan smiled. “You forgot handsome and hung.”

      Ria smiled. “No I didn’t.”

      Ryan laughed, then looked at Jonathan and nodded. “I think he knows he’s a lucky guy.”

      Jonathan nodded. “I do, and I am.” He flashed Ria a smile, then spun the bottle again. It stopped with the neck pointing at Ryan.

      “I have a question,” Ria said.

      Ryan smiled at her and waited.

      “Why would you leave a sunny, spectacular Australia to live in a wet, dreary England?”

      He laughed and nodded. “I was actually born in England.”

      “Really?” Jonathan was obviously surprised by this information.

      Ryan nodded. “My parents emigrated when I was two and have dual nationality. I grew up in Melbourne, and my mom still lives there with my stepdad. My dad died when I was eleven, and when I first came back it was to meet some of his family.”

      “Will you go back to Australia?” Ria asked.

      “Hell, yeah. It’s way too cold here.”

      After the bottle picked out Ryan again, Ria decided to ask about her friend. “Did you meet my friend Jemima earlier?”

      Ryan smiled and nodded. “That’s the busty brunette, right?”

      “That’s her.”

      “Yeah, we had a yarn.”

      Ria frowned. “Sorry?”

      “A chinwag. We chatted for a while.”

      “Ah, right.” She raised her eyebrows. “And was it just a regular yarn?”

      “She was a bit too full-on for my liking.” 

      “Did she proposition you?” Ria asked.

      “Not in so many words, but she made it obvious she was available.” He gave a shrug. “But she wasn’t really my type.”

      Before Ria could answer, Jonathan spun again and this time the bottle pointed at her. He grinned. “My question is, how many times did you masturbate while I was in Central Africa?”

      She glared at him, then glanced at Ryan. He looked shocked by the question, but the twinkle in his blue eyes suggested he wasn’t as offended as she was by it.

      “I can’t answer that,” she said.

      “Too many to count?” Jonathan asked.

      She sighed, then nodded towards the bottle. “Either change the question or spin it again.”

      “Oh no,” Jonathan said. “It’s a truth or dare game, so if you’re not going to tell us the truth, I get to give you a dare.”

      “Oh for God’s sake.” Ria let out a long breath, now wishing she’d drunk as much as Jonathan obviously had. 

      “If you’re not going to answer the question, then you have to kiss Ryan.”

      Ria had been about to make up a number for the masturbation question when she heard the dare. She blinked, then looked over at Ryan. He looked a little surprised by the dare, but not too upset by it.

      “You want me to kiss your colleague?” Ria asked. There were butterflies in her stomach.

      “Yep.” Jonathan smiled. “And I don’t mean a peck on the cheek or some chaste, closed-mouth lip brush. I mean a real kiss, with open mouths and tongues.”

      Ryan frowned. “Mate, I don’t think it’s fair to expect your wife⁠—”

      “Don’t you like the idea of kissing her?” Jonathan asked. “A couple of minutes ago you said she’s gorgeous.”

      “She is. I just don’t think she wants…” Ryan looked across at Ria as if he hoped she’d back him up.

      The butterflies in her stomach had intensified, but more disconcerting was the lusty heat spreading through her groin. She knew Ryan’s hesitancy was simply an act of him trying to appear respectful, but he hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off her legs for more than thirty seconds at a time. Jemima might not be his type, but Ria was pretty sure that she was.

      She gave him a smile. “I understand your reluctance, but it seems like Jonathan is determined to embarrass us both.”

      The corners of his mouth twitched into a half-smile. “I suppose you’re right.” He gave a resigned sigh and looked at Jonathan. “Does it have to be a standing kiss or a sitting down kiss?”

      Jonathan glanced at Ria’s legs, then said, “Standing. Like I told you earlier, she likes to do things vertically.”

      Ryan slowly got to his feet and took a step across the rug towards the couch. Ria stood up, and yet again both men swept their eyes over her legs. 

      Ryan was about six-one. Ria was wearing four-inch heels, so when she stepped close to him they were almost eye-to-eye. Jonathan got up from the rug and stood a couple of feet away to the side, though neither of them paid him any attention. She looked into Ryan’s eyes for a second, then lowered her gaze to his mouth. 

      Ryan smiled, then glanced at Jonathan. “You said tongues, right?”

      “Yeah. Tongues, swapping of saliva, the full monty.”

      Ryan frowned, then raised his eyebrows. Ria smiled and licked her lips. He rested his hands on her hips, and Ria placed her hands on his triceps.

      They both leaned in and kissed gently. Each kept their eyes open and lips closed. They stopped kissing but their noses still touched, then kissed again. This one lasted for several seconds and their lips parted slightly. Ria pulled back and smiled at him, then she tilted her head to one side, closed her eyes and leaned in without hesitation. This was a proper kiss. He pushed his tongue between her lips, and she moved her own against it, chasing it back into his mouth. She could feel her insides melting with need. When he pushed his tongue further into her mouth again, she sucked on it greedily before forcing her own into his mouth. 

      Ryan’s hands slid around her waist. He pulled her closer as the kiss intensified. Both were now moving their jaws. Their teeth clashed, but Ria didn’t care. She ran her hands up his back, enjoying the taut muscles she could feel through his shirt. Her body was crushed to his, and she felt his hard-on pressing against her mound. Get that thing inside me. She pushed back, grinding herself against it and letting out a quiet moan as she raked her fingers through his short hair. Both of them were breathing heavily.

      With a reluctant sigh, she pulled back and broke contact. The pair of them stared at each other with guilty smiles. There was a moment’s awkward silence, then Jonathan whooped like a child. Ria dropped back onto the couch, her heart thumping and her pussy aching with need. Ryan lowered himself into the armchair, looking a little uncomfortable. The two of them shared another embarrassed smile.

      Jonathan dropped back into his cross-legged seated position on the rug and turned the bottle until it pointed at himself. He put on a low voice to imitate someone else. “Was that the hottest thing you’ve ever seen?” His voice returned to normal. “Yes it fucking was.” 

      He looked over at Ryan. “What do you think about my wife’s kiss, Ryan?” 

      Ryan smiled and blew out his cheeks. “My heart’s still racing.”

      Jonathan laughed. “Oh, I can tell it is. What’s more, we can all see where that racing heart of yours has pumped most of the blood to.” He nodded at the bulge in Ryan’s jeans.

      Then he turned his eyes on his wife. “And what about you, sweetheart. How’s your heart feeling?”

      “It’s beating pretty hard,” Ria admitted.

      “And I bet your womanly juices are in full flow.”

      Ria held his gaze for a moment, then picked up her wine glass and slowly crossed her legs. “Naturally. It was a very sexy kiss.” She wasn’t sure where her husband was going with this conversation, but she was so turned on she was happy to see how far he’d go.

      “Okay,” Jonathan said. “On with the game.” He spun the bottle, which ended up pointing at Ria. He looked up at his wife. “When was the last time you kissed someone like that?” he asked.

      She laughed. “You tell me, because it must have been you.”

      He shook his head. “I don’t think you’ve ever kissed me like that.”

      “Really?” Now she felt guilty. “Well, I can assure you that I haven’t kissed anyone else in the last two years.”

      Jonathan nodded and spun the bottle. When it stopped it was pointing at himself, and rather than asking a question, he narrowed his eyes and looked from Ria to Ryan. “Okay, instead of one of you asking me a question, how about I make a confession?”

      Ria wondered if he was about to own up to having done something with another woman after her assurance that she hadn’t so much as kissed anyone else since they’d first got together. She checked with Ryan, then nodded. “Okay.”

      “Watching you two kiss turned me on more than I would have ever thought possible.” Jonathan had become serious. “And now, all I can think about is how much it’d turn me on to watch the two of you fuck.”

      Ria gasped.

      Ryan winced and said, “Dude, that’s going a bit⁠—”

      “It’s what I want,” Jonathan said. He looked from the couch to the armchair. “And I’m pretty sure it’s what you two want as well. I can see your hard-on,” he said looking at Ryan, then turned to Ria. “And I’m pretty sure I can smell your arousal.”

      She opened her mouth to deny it, then worried that he actually might be able to. He was sitting on the floor just a few feet from her drenched pussy.

      Jonathan looked into Ria’s eyes. “You know I’m not the jealous type, right?”

      “Not being jealous is one thing, but being my pimp is something else.”

      Jonathan laughed and shook his head. “I’m not pimping you out, I’m just offering you a little fun to make up for all those weeks you had to sleep alone while I was away.” He narrowed his eyes and looked directly at her. “I can tell you fancy him.”

      “Yes, I fancy him, but that doesn’t⁠—”

      “And I can tell how much he fancies you.” Jonathan turned to look at Ryan. “She’s gorgeous, right?”

      Ryan now looked serious, too. “Yeah, she’s gorgeous.”

      “So if all three of us want this to happen, what’s the problem?”

      “Because I’m your wife.”

      Jonathan gave a smile. “The truth is, I’ve always enjoyed the tales of your antics with other men before we met, and a little part of me wished that I’d been able to see them for myself. Tonight, we’re in a situation where I can.”
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        * * *

      

      Ria stared open-mouthed at her husband, wondering how much of what he said was down to the amount he’d drunk.

      Taking her silence as acquiescence, Jonathan crawled over to the couch and put her glass on the side table, slid his hands up her skirt and gripped the waistband of her panties. Ria raised her bum and he pulled them down her thighs, around her knees and off over her shoes. Then he dragged her forwards until she was perched on the edge of the cushion.

      He looked over his shoulder. “Ryan, bring that hard-on over here.”

      Ria blinked. The entire scenario felt surreal. She saw Ryan get out of the armchair and unbuckle his belt. He opened his jeans and pushed them down, and suddenly she was staring at his cock, which looked thick and hard, and oh so ready to satisfy the ache she’d been feeling since their kiss.

      Jonathan reached forward and pulled her lace crop-top up to expose her boobs. She hadn’t worn a bra, and her cherry-like nipples were as erect as she’d ever seen them. She might not have much in the cleavage department, but she’d always been happy with her boobs.

      Jonathan stepped back and both men stared hungrily at Ria, laid back on the cushion with her tits out, skirt bunched up around her waist and her pussy on show. Her legs were spread wide and her feet, still in the fuck-me shoes, were planted on the rug.

      Ryan approached and stood between her feet. He gripped his cock and pumped it a couple of times.

      Ria looked up into his face, then glanced at her husband. A chill ran through her.

      “No,” she said.

      Ryan looked crestfallen and stepped back.

      “What?” Jonathan looked even more upset than Ryan did. “Don’t you want him?”

      “Of course I want him.” She sighed, then looked up at Ryan. “I’m desperate for him to fuck me.”

      “So what’s the problem?” Her husband sounded almost hysterical.

      “You!”

      “Me? I was the one who suggested it, remember?”

      “You’re happy about it now, but what about tomorrow? We’ve all drunk far too much and allowed ourselves to get carried away.” She glanced up at Ryan and let out a frustrated groan. She wanted him so badly. “But I worry about the recriminations I’ll have to face tomorrow.”

      “There won’t be any recriminations,” Jonathan said, pleadingly. “Like I said, all three of us want this.”

      Ria held his gaze for a second, then looked at Ryan’s cock. It was still sticking out from his body, pointing directly at her. She chewed her lip, then looked back at her husband. “If you want your colleague’s cock inside me, then you have to put it there.”

      Both men looked puzzled.

      “What do you mean?” Jonathan asked. 

      “I mean if Ryan slides his cock into me, you could blame me later for letting him do it. But if you’re the one who pushes his cock into me, then you can’t blame anyone but yourself.”

      Jonathan looked at Ryan, who gave a shrug. Maybe he saw this as the only way he’d get what he wanted, and Ria was sure he wanted it as much as she did. 

      Jonathan nodded, then told Ryan to drop to his knees. Ryan did so. Jonathan wrapped his fist around his colleague’s cock and encouraged him to shuffle closer. Once Ryan was kneeling right next to the couch, Ria pressed her heeled feet into the rug and raised her hips off the cushion to offer herself up. Jonathan swiped Ryan’s cock through her slick folds, coating its cockhead in her juices. He then rubbed the bulbous tip over her sensitive clit a couple of times, making her moan. Finally, he pointed it lower, positioning it at her hungry opening. 

      Ryan pushed his hips forward and Ria let out a loud groan. Jonathan kept his hand around the base of his friend’s cock for a few thrusts before moving it away and dropping back onto his haunches. Now there was nothing stopping him, Ryan pushed his full length into Ria, and she cried out, rocking her hips and clenching around his cock. She’d had bigger cocks, but his was thicker than her husband’s, and maybe a little longer, too. After all the teasing of the bottle game, his cock was just what she needed.

      She closed her eyes and rocked her body on the couch, loving the feeling of being fucked. That she was being fucked by a man who wasn’t her husband, a stranger she’d only met a few hours ago, added an extra layer of excitement. But the fact her husband was there watching her have sex with another man took her enjoyment to a whole new level. The thrill of doing something so forbidden in front of the man she’d chosen as her life partner was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. This was ten times sexier than letting Gareth fuck her in the shower while his friends watched. Maybe I should have let Gareth’s friends fuck me while he watched.

      When she felt the first tingle of her orgasm, Ria opened her eyes and looked at her husband. His expression was so intense, it shocked her. She’d never seen him look as focused as he did at that moment. His mouth was slightly open, and eyes were constantly switching from her face to her bare breasts to her spread legs where his colleague’s cock slid in and out of her married cunt. She felt vulnerable under his gaze, and ashamed for enjoying her infidelity so much. 

      Ria knew the Australian’s cock was driving her to orgasm, and there was no way she could hide that from her husband. She frowned at Jonathan and silently mouthed, ‘I’m going to come.’

      He nodded, then licked his lips and continued to sweep his eyes over her now-trembling body.

      “Oh fuck…” Ria turned her attention back to Ryan. He too was watching her face, and she reached up and placed her hands on his cheeks. “That feels so good.”

      He swallowed, then nodded. He gripped her by the hips and pulled her onto his cock, pushing deep with each thrust.

      “Oh fuck, yeah.” Ria began pumping her hips up and down as Ryan slid his cock in and out. She squeezed around him, then another thought suddenly hit her. He wasn’t wearing a condom.

      Ria turned her head and looked into Jonathan’s eyes as she felt the building wave inside her begin to break. She couldn’t stop her own orgasm, and she certainly didn’t want to stop Ryan’s. The fact they were having unprotected sex was the furthest thing from her mind as she tumbled into a mind-blowing climax. 

      Through the sound of her own screams, Ria heard her husband urging his friend on. “That’s it, Ry. Fuck her hard and give her all you’ve got.” 

      She opened her eyes and looked at Ryan’s face. His jaw was clenched and he was sucking in air through his teeth.

      “Fill her up,” Jonathan hissed.

      And that was exactly what Ria wanted. She nodded at Ryan. “Yeah, fill me up.”

      Ryan’s breath caught, then he closed his eyes and let out a grunt. Ria felt his cock twitch and knew he was coming inside her. It triggered a second orgasm, and she groaned and jerked her hips as his cock continued to pulse its load into her depths. 

      Ryan eventually stopped moving and opened his eyes. He and Ria shared a brief look that was interrupted by Jonathan looming up from the side. As soon as Ryan withdrew and moved back, Jonathan hoisted his wife’s legs over his shoulders and entered her. Ria gasped in surprise, but Jonathan slammed into her with such vigour that she could hardly catch her breath. 

      Barely more than a minute later, her husband’s mouth dropped open in a silent scream, and he added his own cream to that of his colleague inside Ria. It may have been brief, but Ria didn’t think he’d ever fucked her with so much passion. She stared into his eyes as he emptied his balls, stroking his face and clenching her pelvic muscles, milking him of all he had.

      As soon as he withdrew, Ria got up and went to the bathroom before the men’s combined jizz started running out. She cleaned herself up, then straightened her clothes, covering her boobs and smoothing down her skirt. The reflection in the mirror showed her cheeks were pink and her hair was a mess, but her eyes sparkled. She couldn’t believe what had just taken place, and she knew that if there were indeed recriminations to face later, it had been totally worth it. She’d just taken two men, one after the other. It might not actually count as a threesome, but it had been incredibly sexy, nonetheless. 

      She ran her fingers through her hair in a half-hearted attempt to make it look a little less wild, then went back to the living room. Both men were standing by the open door to the bedroom.

      Jonathan gave her a smile. “I told Ryan there’d be no need for him to sleep on the couch.”

      Ria blinked, then looked at the sexy Australian who’d just fucked her. “Okay.”

      The men stood aside to let her walk in first, then followed. Ria’s heart was racing again. She sat on the bed and unfastened the ankle straps of her shoes, then she stood up and took off her crop top and skirt. Standing totally naked before them, she looked from one to the other.

      Jonathan told her to lie on the bed as he quickly shed his clothes. Ryan stripped more slowly, but Ria thought it was worth the wait. His torso was toned and tanned all over, whereas her husband had t-shirt lines at the top of his tanned arms and around his neck, his chest and back still relatively pale.

      Jonathan sat on one side of the bed, and Ryan sat on the other. Both men started to stroke her body, running their hands up her legs, over her belly and boobs, then down her arms.

      Only a few seconds had passed when Jonathan gasped. “Jeez, you’re hard again already.”

      Ryan shrugged. “I didn’t have anyone waiting for me when I got home from Africa.”

      Jonathan turned to Ria. “You ready for more cock?”

      Ria looked at her husband for a second, then turned her gaze on Ryan and slowly parted her legs. He quickly climbed on top and fed his cock back inside her. She let out a moan and wrapped her arms around his waist. They quickly settled into a shared rhythm, as if they were the married couple, with him sending his cock deep and her kissing his neck and whispering encouragement. The bed was so much more comfortable than hanging off the edge of the couch, and Ria was soon building up to yet another orgasm.

      “Fuck her from behind,” Jonathan whispered.

      “No,” Ria said. “Not yet. Just keep doing that for…” She flashed her husband an apologetic frown, then dug her nails into Ryan’s buttocks and pulled him deeper still.

      Ryan got the message, and Ria screamed and arched off the bed when she came just a few moments later. Ryan continued to rail her until she dropped her arms to her side and lay limp.

      “Okay,” she said, breathlessly. “Now you can fuck me from behind.”

      Both men helped her up onto all fours, and as Ryan entered her doggie-style, Jonathan knelt on the pillows and waved his hard-on in front of her face. Ria took him into her mouth and for the next few minutes she was buffeted between the men, taking both their cocks at the same time. Now I’m having a threesome.

      Jonathan came first, threading his hands through her hair and holding tight as he sent jets of warm cum into her mouth. Ria gulped and swallowed, then felt Ryan push deep and come inside her. She groaned and undulated, but she didn’t come with them.

      They eventually separated and Ria pulled the quilt back and slid beneath it. The men slipped in beside her and they settled down in a tangle of limbs. Ria guessed it must be well after three in the morning, and she was exhausted. Completely fucked, she mused.

      There was light coming in around the edge of the blinds when Ria was roused from her slumber. She felt a hand gently easing her legs open, then a soft kiss on her lower belly. The kisses trailed lower, and she couldn’t help letting out a quiet murmur of pleasure as a warm tongue circled her clit. When she turned her head to the right, she saw Ryan’s face so knew it was her husband who was pleasuring her. 

      With a sudden snap of clarity, she thought about what he was doing. She may have cleaned out most of the spunk from Round One, but Ryan had shot his load inside her just before they went to sleep. Jonathan moved his head lower and pushed his tongue into her channel. Ria’s body stiffened, which seemed to wake Ryan. 

      He smiled at her. “Hi.”

      She tried to answer but only managed a moan. Ryan cast his eyes down and saw the hump under the quilt. He grinned. “I see you two have already started without me.”

      Ria couldn’t believe what her husband was doing, but it felt so fucking good. She looked at Ryan and raised her eyebrows. “He seems to be restricting access down there, but my mouth is available.”

      With a smile, Ryan scooted up the bed and lay on his side facing her. His cock was getting harder by the second. Ria licked her lips then took his cock into her mouth. She could taste her own dried-on juices as she ran her tongue over his glans. Jonathan was gripping her hips and pulling her down onto his face, jabbing his tongue deep in her channel. The slurping noises coming from beneath the quilt embarrassed her, and she wondered what Ryan made of the fact Jonathan was feasting on the remnants of his cum. But then she stopped caring about anything else as yet another orgasm built inside her. She had a cock in her mouth and a tongue licking her pussy, and she couldn’t have been happier. 

      As her breathing became shallow, she had to release the cock from her mouth. She looked up at Ryan and wiped the tip of his cock over her face, smearing her cheeks and chin with the seeping precum. Then she closed her eyes and let out a long wail as Jonathan’s magic tongue sent her over the edge. She arched her back and ground her pussy against his face, but then the quilt was raised and thrown to the floor.

      Jonathan knelt up between her legs, his cock sticking out at a right-angle from his body. He seemed momentarily surprised to see Ria had his colleague’s erection in her hand, but then he grinned and manhandled her onto all fours. Ryan lay on his back and Ria crouched over him, her bum raised. She lowered her head and took the Australian’s cock back into her mouth, then Jonathan entered her from behind and proceeded to fuck her with force. Ria groaned and bobbed her head, wanking the base of Ryan’s cock with one hand and stroking his balls with the other. She was sure her husband wouldn’t last long, and she thought the best finale to this threesome was for all the participants to come at the same time.

      Jonathan cried out, his cock twitching and pulsing inside her. Ria came with him, the idea of being flooded with yet more cum tipping her over the edge. She moved the hand from Ryan’s balls to between his buttocks and pushed her finger up his arsehole. Ryan let out a startled grunt and flooded her mouth. She groaned and bobbed her head, then as soon as she felt Jonathan withdraw, she crawled up the bed and slipped Ryan’s cock inside her while it was still hard. He groaned and grabbed her hips, bouncing her roughly up and down. She jerked her hips and pushed down on him, chasing another orgasm. He stayed hard long enough for her to attain it, and with a sob she dropped her head forward and let her hair hide her face.

      She eventually rolled off and lay panting next to Ryan. Jonathan crawled up the bed and kissed the side of her face. They all lay in silence for a couple of minutes, then Ryan asked if he could use the shower. After he’d gone, Jonathan pulled her close and kissed her on the mouth, pushing his tongue in and no doubt tasting his friends cum yet again. 

      Then he pulled back and looked into her eyes. “Last night was the best night of my life.”

      “Really?”

      He nodded. “Watching him fuck you was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      She shook her head, confused. “Why?”

      “Because it’s like having my own personal porn movie with my favourite star.” He stroked her face. “You’re so beautiful when you come.”

      She chewed her lip. This wasn’t how she’d imagined this conversation. While she didn’t think he’d try and blame her, she was sure he’d regret taking things so far.

      Without thinking, she said, “You ate his cum from my pussy.”

      “Did you like it?”

      “You made me come, but…” She shrugged. “Did you like it?”

      He frowned, then nodded. “I loved it because it was such a dirty thing to do. It was so…” He narrowed his eyes. “Taboo.”

      She stared at him, speechless. It wasn’t like she could criticise — she’d swallowed both their loads in the last few hours — but she was shocked.

      “Can we have a repeat performance?” he asked.

      “What?” She wondered if he meant when Ryan got back from the shower.

      “In the future,” he clarified. “I’d love to watch you with another man.”

      Ria stared at his serious expression. She didn’t know how to answer, but last night was pretty high on her own list of best ever nights, too.

      “There are contact sites where we can meet men,” he said. “They’re referred to as bulls, and they’re available for married couples. These guys are all hunky alphas, and they’ll service the woman while her husband watches.”

      She felt her jaw drop.

      “They’ve all got big cocks,” he whispered. “I’d love to watch you getting fucked by a guy with a really big cock.” He ran his hand down her body. “To hear you scream and see your legs shake when he makes you come.”

      “Why would you want to see that?” She was simultaneously horrified and delighted.

      “Because you’re the sexiest woman in the world and sharing you with other men will make my life fulfilled.”

      “But I’m your wife,” she whispered. “To have and to hold, remember?”

      He smiled. “I intend having and holding you forever, but I think we can relent on the forsaking all others part every so often.”

      “Is that what you really want?” Ria couldn’t believe they were having this conversation. It seemed almost too good to be true.

      “It’s what I want.” He lowered his eyes, then gave a shrug. “I think it’s what I’ve always wanted.”

      Ria’s eyes went wide. “Really?”

      He nodded, looking a little ashamed. “What do you think?”

      “I think it’s going to take a while for it to sink in.”

      He smiled, clearly relieved. “I’ll be patient, I promise. Think about it as long as you need to.” He leaned in and kissed her cheek. “But I’m hoping that last night’s adventure is the first of many.”

      “And you’ll still love me, no matter what?”

      “Of course I will.” He smiled. “And being the pervert that I am, I suspect that the more men you have, the more I’ll love you.”

      Ria closed her eyes. With the taste of one man’s cum in her mouth another man’s cum seeping from her pussy, she wondered just what her future might hold.
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      Welcome to the letters page — the steamy heart of our bi-monthly publication.

      Some of these letters might be true. Some might be pure fantasy. Most are probably a bit of both, written in the deliciously murky space between memory and imagination. And honestly, isn’t that where all the best stories live?

      Think of this as your guilty-pleasure advice column meets erotic confession booth — a place where the hotwife-curious, the seasoned pros, and the shamelessly nosy can all come together and say, "Wait, that actually happened?" (Probably not. But maybe.)

      Enjoy the letters. Gasp, grin, or blush as needed. And if you’ve got a story, question, or saucy little secret of your own… go on. Send it in. We won’t tell.

      — The ACHE Collective

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            From Cook to Cuck

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      

      I have had a pretty wild sex life.  Threesomes, cheating, public sex, dom/sub, you name it.  I am a 28-year-old male, 6’3, with wavy hair, blue eyes, and in good shape.  Think of Chris Hemsworth with a little less muscle.  I admit, I am a player, extremely flirtatious, often using people and then ghosting them.  I have other faults too, but this is the one relevant to this letter.

      I am the sous chef for an upscale gastropub.  My boss is a fantastic chef, though you haven’t heard of her; she prefers privacy over publicity.  Amélie is no-nonsense in the kitchen and is not above teaching her staff a lesson when something unprofessional occurs.  I’ve seen her make servers cry for taking too long to serve the food or line cooks for overcooking a steak. 

      I admit I have sometimes blurred the lines of work and dating.  My transgressions are tolerated for two reasons. First, I am good at my job.  Finding a top-level sous chef is difficult.  Second, I have rizz.   It is very difficult to be mad at someone when you are thinking about how their cock will feel inside you.  I grew so overconfident that I believed I could get away with anything. 

      Which brings me to today.  It was an hour before closing on Sunday. The busy dinner rush had slowed to a crawl. I took the opportunity to make a move on Serene, the petite, raven-haired line cook we recently hired.  My hand was next to her face; my palm pressed against the freezer door as I invited her to meet me after the shift.  I planned to take her to a bar I frequent that happens to be on the ground level of my high-rise condo. Once in the building, it would be easy to get her up to my condo.

      Before she could confirm, Amélie came around the corner.

      “Excuse me, Miles, Serene. I don’t see the closed sign on the front door.  Did you think the salmon en croûte was going to cook itself?

      I gave Serene a wink and hustled off to prepare the orders.  I’d been caught flirting before, but nothing ever came of it.  As I returned to my post, I didn’t notice Amélie and Serene conversing in hushed tones.

      After we finished our closing duties, I left the restaurant through the back door. Serene was standing about 90 feet away, leaning against my Corvette, dressed in a denim skirt and red blouse.  Even after a hard night’s work, she looked dangerously sexy in the moonlight.

      I made it four steps out of the restaurant before Amélie’s car pulled between us.  “Get in, both of you.”

      It wasn’t an invitation. I opened the front door of her black Mercedes S-Class, but she told me to sit in the back.

      I was surprised she allowed Serene to sit up front, beginning to worry that Amélie was sending me a message that I was no longer her favorite.  Amélie drove in silence until we arrived at the contemporary European home she shared with her husband, Pierre.

      Amélie led us into the living area and excused herself, returning with a bottle of Merlot and some glasses. 

      I sat in an armchair and reached for my glass, only to have my hand slapped away.  Amélie stood next to me, a leather riding crop in hand, and she told me I don’t get to drink until I learn how to behave.

      I didn’t know how to respond.  Amélie instructed me to put my arms on the armrests. When I hesitated, she slapped my hand again, harder this time. It stung, but the pain was fleeting.  There was something sexual about her conduct, and I began to imagine a threesome.

      Amélie waved Serene over, and the two of them tied my arms and legs to the chair. Scolding me for being unable to control my hormones at work.  Amélie had a wicked smile moving behind Serene as she asked me if I liked the line cook’s body.  She continued to scold me about missing the salmon order because I couldn’t keep it in my pants.

      I protested.  “We didn’t do anything. Just harmless flirting.”  Amélie knows I would never do anything that would be unsanitary in the kitchen.  I looked at Serene. She didn’t look as afraid as I felt.  She looked aroused and confident. Whatever was happening, she was in on the plan.

      With a nod from Amélie, Serene reached under her own skirt and shimmied out of her panties.  Within seconds, she was behind me, rubbing her cum-soaked undergarment against my lips.   I immediately inhaled her sweet arousal. Then, she balled them up and put them into my mouth.

      To my surprise, Serene returned to Amélie, looking up into the taller woman’s eyes.  Amélie placed her palms on Serene’s cheeks and planted a passionate kiss on her lips. Serene’s mouth parted to accept Amélie’s tongue, as if they had done this before.  My cock sprang to life in my pants.

      Helpless to do otherwise, I watched Amélie’s hands caress Serene’s body, slowly removing her top, bra, and skirt.  When she was naked, Amélie’s hands cupped Serene’s breasts. Serene’s body responded to the attention; nipples peaking, breathing ragged.

      Amélie surrounded Serene’s thick nubs with her thumb and forefinger, then tugged softly, commenting on Serene’s arousal.  Serene whimpered with pleasure. 

      Serene turned away from me, bending over to place her hands on the couch. Even from a distance, I could see her glistening pussy framed by her heart-shaped bottom.

      Amélie spread Serene’s ass cheeks so I could get a better view, while telling me how much of a good girl Serene was.

      “See how dripping wet she is?   Did you think you were going to take her to your condo and fuck that sweet little pussy?”

      I nodded, unable to speak due to the lace ball in my mouth.  

      Amélie ran a finger from Serene’s clit to her folds. Serene moaned loudly.

      Amélie scolded me about neglecting orders while I hit on Serene. She told me that not everything with a vagina was mine to take and that I needed to learn humility.

      Amélie slid her fingers into Serene’s pussy with a soft squish.  I squirmed as I watched her finger the pussy I had desired.  At this point, I was certain this was going to lead to a threesome.  I didn’t know my lesson had only begun.  After all, I was the only cock in the room.

      Pierre’s voice startled me with an exaggerated “Ahem.”  How long had he been watching from the stairs behind me?

      Jealousy surged as I realized what was going to happen.  Sure enough, Pierre made his way to Amélie, kissed her roughly, then began removing his clothing.  Pierre is very handsome in a Pierce Brosnan way.  He was already hard, his cock long and thin, like a rapier.  

      With Amélie gripping his shaft, they offered it to Serene.  She dropped to her knees and eagerly took him into her mouth.   Her lust-filled eyes locked on mine as she sucked.  Pierre’s cock was too long for her to reach the base with just her mouth, but she expertly used her hands to stimulate it as she bobbed, only gagging slightly.   I watched, entranced.  I hadn’t thought I could get harder, but my cock seemed ready to burst with arousal.

      Amélie narrated the scene, telling me how much Serene must like it because she was so wet.  Then she asked Serene if she wanted Pierre to fuck her.  Serene whispered hoarsely, “Yes, please.”

      Amélie helped her rise.  Serene climbed onto the oak coffee table on all fours, her face barely a ruler’s distance from my need.  Pierre gripped her hips and thrust, pushing her toward me. The look of pleasure on her face maddened me. It should be me behind her, not Pierre.  Yet, my cock was trying to tear open my pants.   Amélie stood by Serene’s side, running her fingertips from Serene’s bottom to her neck and back and playing with Serene’s swaying breasts.

      Amélie kept telling me how Pierre could reach places in Serene I couldn’t. Her put-downs should have ruined my mood, but I found them exciting.   

      I watched as Pierre fucked Serene through a thrashing orgasm, then showered her ass with his cream.   Next, Amélie rode Pierre’s cock then Serene ate Pierre’s cum from Amélie’s pussy.   Then Pierre and Amélie helped Serene spread her legs on the couch, and I watched as they used a toy on her until she came again, shaking violently.

      Finally, they untied me.  I thought one of them would finish me, but Amélie only threw me a towel, telling me that I wouldn’t be getting any relief from Serene or her.  She told me to finish myself off in front of them, but not to get anything on the furniture.

      I had no choice.  My cock had been rock solid for over an hour. If I didn’t get relief now, I would have the worst case of blue balls. While the three of them watched, I jerked myself furiously until my cum splattered over my stomach and hand, some dripping onto my pants.

      Even writing to you as the dawn rises, my cock has stiffened again. I am picturing myself watching Serene and Amélie get fucked.   Amélie invited me to return next weekend. She said if I am good, she might let me finish in Serene’s mouth.

      A Cuck in Canton.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Secret I Still Carry

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      

      I didn’t believe the men who wrote to you in the other digests.

      I read other letters like this with a mix of curiosity and quiet disdain, convinced they were fantasies dressed up as confession. I was a husband. A loyal one. A man who loved his wife and believed that wanting her meant protecting what was ours.

      I did not know then how fragile certainty really is.

      What happened began without intention, without planning, without permission from the part of me that believed it knew itself. It began with a house that felt too quiet and a night that refused to stay ordinary.

      My wife had a friend over. That is all. Nothing illicit in the invitation. Nothing suspicious in the laughter drifting down the hall. I remember thinking how good she sounded, relaxed in a way that had been rare lately. That alone should have been enough to make me smile and turn away.

      Instead, I paused.

      I told myself it was instinct. That something in her voice had shifted. Lower. Slower. As if she were speaking not just to someone else, but from somewhere else.

      I stood in the hallway longer than I should have. Long enough for curiosity to bloom into something heavier. Long enough for my pulse to start keeping time in places it hadn’t stirred for years.

      The door was not closed all the way.

      I did not mean to look. I tell myself that still, though I no longer believe it. I leaned just enough to see what I could not unsee.

      She was standing close to him. Not touching. Not yet. But proximity has its own language. Her posture was different. Shoulders back. Chin lifted. She was radiant in a way that startled me. Not because she was unfamiliar, but because she was so vividly herself.

      He was watching her the way men watch women when they are aware of their own wanting. Quiet. Intent. As if he understood he was being allowed something rare.

      I should have left.

      I stayed. I couldn’t peel my eyes away when I noticed his hand touch hers. Then his fingers started to make their way up my wife’s arm. The way she threw her head back laughing as he tickled her made my body stiffen all over.

      The first sensation was jealousy. Sharp and immediate. A flare of heat behind my ribs that told me I was witnessing a trespass. My wife. My space. My role.

      Then, without warning, the jealousy twisted.

      My cock started growing hard and instinctively my hand went to press against my arousal. I was confused by what I thought was a jealous reaction to what appeared to me at first glance as infidelity.

      But, it did not disappear. It transformed.

      Something else slid in beneath it, darker and more intoxicating. A thrill that made my breath catch and my hands curl into fists at my sides.

      I realized, with a clarity that scared me, that I was not watching her be taken.

      I was watching her choose.

      Every small movement felt amplified. The way she tilted her head when she listened. The way her smile lingered half a second longer than necessary. The way she seemed to enjoy the attention, not as a performance, but as a mirror reflecting something she already knew about herself.

      If I hadn’t known any better, I would have thought these two had been lovers, the way she seemed to move seamlessly with every motion he made. As they stood there, his hands pressed against her breasts and my wife’s mouth open wide, panting out pleasure. I wanted to explode inside, in more ways than just one.

      I felt exposed standing there. As if the act of watching had stripped me bare. My body reacted before my mind could catch up, a traitorous surge of desire that made my thoughts fragment and scatter.

      I was aroused by my wife in a way I had never been before.

      Not because she was with someone else.

      Because she was alive in her wanting.

      The sounds were subtle. A breath released too slowly. A laugh that softened into silence. The kind of quiet moments where anticipation does most of the work. I found myself memorizing them. Etching them into myself like proof that this was real. As his hand went up her skirt the moan she made told me he had found her special spot. The spot that only I should have access to. I could picture his fingers teasing her clit, slipping in and out of her folds. I wanted to be him right at that moment.

      I remember thinking that if she turned and saw me, everything would collapse. The marriage. The man I believed myself to be. The fragile architecture of trust we had built over years.

      Part of me wanted her to see me.

      Another part prayed she would not.

      I did not touch myself right away. I did not need to. The intensity of watching was enough. The knowledge that I was witnessing something forbidden and finding pleasure instead of pain felt like crossing a private threshold I could never uncross. There was only so much that I could hold onto before caving into my own desires and temptations. 

      My hand wrapped around my cock on the outside of my jeans. The friction adding to the sensations and I moved my fist up and down my shaft. I could feel the cum oozing out of my cock.

      When she dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth, my body erupted. I pictured my cock spraying my semen into the back of her throat, not his.

      When it ended, it did not end dramatically. No abrupt movement. No obvious conclusion. Just a natural dispersal, as if the moment had reached its own quiet understanding.

      I stepped away before she could come down the hall. I sat alone with my thoughts pounding louder than my heartbeat. I felt altered. Not guilty. Not ashamed.

      Awakened.

      Later that night, she came to bed as she always did. Slipped beneath the covers. Curled into me with familiar ease. Her skin was warm. Her scent unmistakably hers.

      I held her and wondered how many men had ever held a woman like this while carrying a secret that burned so brightly inside them.

      She kissed me. A normal kiss. Loving. Unremarkable.

      I nearly unraveled.

      I did not ask her anything. I did not confess what I had seen. I carried the knowledge alone, and somehow that made it more potent. A secret desire humming just beneath the surface of our ordinary life.

      Since then, I have thought about that night more times than I can count. Not as a mistake. Not as something to undo. But as a beginning.

      I find myself listening now. Not just with my ears, but with my skin. Every laugh that lingers. Every moment she seems just a little more alive than necessary. I catch myself hoping for unfinished doors. For shadows. For the chance to stand still again while something dangerous unfolds without me.

      The wanting is no longer abstract.

      It settles low in my body, warm and insistent, a constant reminder that I am changed. There are nights I lie beside her, her breathing slow and even, and feel that familiar tension coil through me. Not frustration. Anticipation.

      I imagine catching her again. Not interrupting. Not stopping it. Just witnessing. Letting the sight of her wanting pull that same reaction from me. The tightening. The heat. The way my body answers before my mind has time to object.

      It is a private ache now. One I carry quietly. One that flares at the smallest provocation. A memory replayed not for resolution, but for the way it makes me feel awake.

      I do not know if it will ever happen again.

      I only know that part of me is waiting.

      Watching.

      Ready.

      Sincerely,

      A Husband Who Learned Something Unexpected

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Gardener Did More Than Sort The Garden

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      

      I've been reading your magazine for months now, ever since my husband Patrick left a copy on the coffee table. Not exactly subtle, but that's Pat, he's been trying to get me to sleep with other men for the better part of five years.

      I’ve always said no. Not because I'm a prude, but because the fantasy seemed better left as a fantasy. Patrick would bring it up during sex, painting these elaborate scenarios of me with strangers, colleagues, his mates. It got him off, and honestly, it got me off too, but I never thought I'd actually go through with it.

      Until last Tuesday.

      Patrick hired a gardener without telling me. I came home from the supermarket to find a white van in our drive and a man I'd never seen before trimming the hedges. He was younger than us, early thirties maybe, to our mid-forties, with the kind of body that comes from actual hard work rather than lifting weights at the gym. He had tattoos on his thick, tanned forearms and a T-shirt that showed off his broad shoulders and a solid chest.

      I introduced myself and asked what was going on. He said his name was Danny and that Patrick had arranged for him to sort out our overgrown garden. He shook my hand, a little too hard, his hands were strong and rough.

      Patrick came out then, grinning as if he'd just won the lottery. He made some excuse about needing to pop to the office for a few hours, despite it being his day off. Before I could object, he kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear that Danny was single, fit, and I should offer him a cold drink.

      Then the bastard just left.

      I went inside, fuming at Patrick's transparent setup, but also, I'll admit it, slightly excited. I watched Danny get stuck into sorting the garden from the kitchen window for a few minutes. The way his muscles moved under his shirt wasn’t hard to look at. The way he easily lifted the heavy paving stones out of the way was impressive. Then he took his shirt off, and he had tattoos and muscles in places I didn’t know men could have tattoos and muscles.

      I watched him for some time, then remembered I was supposed to be getting him a drink. I put some ice in a glass of Coke, telling myself I was just being hospitable, as Pat had suggested. When I brought it out, Danny had moved to the back garden, working on the flower beds near our patio doors. He accepted the glass gratefully, downing half of it in one go. I watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed.

      We chatted. Just small talk at first, the usual stuff, the weather, the garden, how long he'd been doing this work. Then he mentioned that Patrick had told him I might be lonely during the day. That I might appreciate some company.

      My face must have gone scarlet because Danny grimaced and apologised, saying he'd misunderstood, that Patrick was probably just making conversation, and he’d read into it wrong. But the way he looked at me, his eyes unable to resist looking at the shape of my boobs under my vest top, made my panties damp.

      I should have gone back inside. I should have texted Patrick something angry about his manipulative little game. Instead, I asked Danny if he wanted to see the back garden properly, the area that really needed work.

      He followed me down to the bottom of our garden where the old shed stood, almost hidden by a couple of overgrown magnolia trees. I was babbling about needing the area cleared when Danny put his hand on my lower back.

      The touch was electric. He said again that if he’d got this wrong, he’d apologise, then asked quietly if I knew what Patrick had really hired him for. When I didn't answer, he spelled it out.

      Patrick had been explicit that his wife needed fucking and that Danny should make sure I got exactly what I needed.

      I should have been outraged. I should have sent him packing. But I’d brought him to the bottom of the garden for a reason. Instead of telling him where to shove his shears, I kissed him.

      Or maybe he kissed me. I don't remember who started it, just that suddenly his mouth was on mine, rough and ready, his tongue thrusting against mine, nothing like Patrick's familiar kisses. His hands gripped my arse, pulling me against him, and I could feel how hard he was through his work trousers.

      We didn't make it to the shed. Danny pushed me against the brick wall, his hands already under my vest, feeling my tits through my bra, then under the waistband of my jeans, his fingers finding me embarrassingly wet already. There was no preamble, no gentle buildup. He undid his zip and pulled out a thick, hard, bigger cock, much bigger than Patrick’s, and told me to suck it. I knelt in front of him and took it in my mouth, not even bothered that my knees were on the muddy grass. He was so much harder than Pat gets, but I didn’t get to think about it too much. Danny made me stand, pulled my jeans and panties off, right there in the garden, then lifted me easily, my legs wrapping around his waist as he pushed into me in one brutal thrust.

      I cried out, not caring if the neighbours heard. The way he stretched my pussy was intense, almost painful, but exactly what I needed. Danny fucked me hard against that wall, his hips slamming into me with a force that would probably leave bruises on my thighs and bottom. He grabbed my hair, yanking my head back to expose my throat, biting and sucking, leaving marks I'd have to explain later.

      He called me a secret dirty girl, asking if this was what I needed, if Patrick's cock wasn't enough for me. And God help me, I agreed, moaning that I needed it, needed him, needed to be fucked properly. I have no idea where the words came from, but they did, egging him on to fuck me harder.

      When I came, it was explosive, a kind of full-body orgasm I hadn't experienced in years. Danny didn't stop, didn't slow down, just kept pounding into me until I was boneless and whimpering. Then he carried me into the shed, dusty and damp, full of rusty tools and cobwebs, and bent me over the workbench.

      He took me from behind, one hand gripping my hip firmly, the other tangled in my hair. This angle was deeper, harder, and I came again, my legs shaking so much I almost fell to the creaking wooden flooring. Danny reached around to rub my clit roughly, pushing me toward a third orgasm while he grunted behind me about how tight I was, how good I felt.

      When he finally came, he pulled out and finished on my arse and back, the first time anyone had ever done that. Patrick always finished inside. I stayed bent over that bench, panting, covered in sweat and dirt and Danny's cum, feeling absolutely used and owned, but in a good way.

      We cleaned up with a dusty cloth from the shed. Danny tucked himself away, grinned at me, and said he'd be back Thursday to finish the job. I wasn't sure if he meant the garden or me.

      Patrick came home an hour later. I was showered and changed, but the bite marks on my neck were still visible. He looked at them, looked at me, and I watched his pupils dilate, and his mouth break into a hopeful grin. I knew at that moment I’d made his dreams come true, and any regrets I had instantly disappeared.

      I told him everything. Every detail. How Danny had fucked me against the wall, bent me over in the shed, and made me come three times. My husband was rock hard by the time I finished, and we had the best sex of our marriage right there on the kitchen table, even though my pussy was pleasantly sore.

      Patrick has already confirmed Danny for Thursday. And every Thursday for the rest of the month. And he's suggested that next time, he might stick around to watch.

      After five years of refusing, I finally understand what Patrick has been trying to tell me. Some fantasies are better lived than imagined.

      Thoroughly Converted,

      Banged In Berkshire

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Drunk-sharing

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      

      I know it’s not really the done thing to praise the virtues of drinking too much these days, but here goes nothing!

      My wife, Claire, and I spent New Year’s Eve in the city this year with a group of our friends, culminating in the big crowd in Times Square. It was a lot of fun, and then came the inevitable difficulties of getting home from a place crawling with people.

      We’re fairly lucky because we have an apartment that’s just about walking distance away, over in Hell’s Kitchen. So, about half our group ended up back at our place after the Ball Drop, where we continued the merriment until most of our friends eventually figured out how to get home.

      By about 3am, it was only my best friend Tony left at our apartment along with Claire and me, and we were all still in party mood. Tony wasn’t in any kind of rush to leave, partly because he lives all the way over in Queens. Anyway, we’d already had plenty to drink and were definitely not in the right frame of mind to make decisions. But it seemed to us absolutely ages since we’d truly overdone the booze to a legendary extent.

      So, Drunk Us decided to hold a drinking contest.

      I don’t even remember what the rules were. I remember that it started out semi-serious, but quickly descended into constant laughing and falling about. After that, my memories of the night ended.  

      When I woke up, I was on the couch in our living room. It was already 2pm according to the clock on the wall, and I still felt the alcohol swimming in my system. I was still drunk enough that I had to pause to work out on which day it was 2pm. When I found my phone, I confirmed it was New Year’s Day.

      Surprisingly, I wasn’t hungover, though I attribute that to still being drunk. I did have that weird sense of disorientation from not remembering the tail end of our night, not remembering how things had finished, not remembering how I’d gotten to bed.

      As I relieved the pressure in my bladder, I looked at my phone and opened the Photos app, thinking I might find clues about how things had gone.

      And here was a photo showing Claire kneeling down on our living room floor in front of a pair of naked knees that I could instantly tell were not mine. Claire was wearing a silky black top that could have been some kind of lingerie; it exposed a heck of a lot of cleavage. And she was smiling and waving at the camera in the shot.

      My heart was already hammering before I flicked to find the next picture - or, as it turned out, video clip.

      Oh God.

      Now I watched my wife kneeling on the floor in lingerie that included fishnet stockings and a silky chemise that exposed a whole lot of her, kneeling on our living room floor as Tony — it could only be him — removed his pants and sat on the couch in front of her.

      She looked expectant, like she was about to give him a blow job.

      Sitting on the toilet clutching my phone, I was stunned. Was this some kind of prank because they knew I had passed out?

      But no. I slipped an AirPod into my ear so I could listen to the sound, and here was Claire asking softly, ‘You’ve been fantasizing about this for how long?’ as she watched Tony stripping right in front of her.

      Then here came my voice, stating categorically, ‘Like, forever.’

      My whole body froze. Had I drunkenly told them about my secret fantasy? Oh, man. I felt deep shame flood my whole body with a hot flush of embarrassment. And Tony now knew, too?

      Well, of course he did. In the clip, he sat down on the couch in front of my wife, ready for her to do… whatever the drunk lot of us had agreed, I guess. It looked like I was the one holding the phone, filming what was going on. Not passed out drunk anywhere.

      Claire waved at the camera as Tony settled in. She didn’t look mad about finding out her husband had a secret wife-sharing fantasy, huh. She looked cheerful, delighted. And she looked drop-dead gorgeous kneeling there in that lingerie.

      God. She winked at me as I held the camera. Blew me a kiss. That was kind of sexy.

      My heart was hammering so hard as I watched, it seemed like it was going to pop out of my chest. I had to play the clip in little three-second bursts, I couldn’t handle it all in one go. I was hyperventilating on the toilet.

      But I was also hard as a rock.

      And now I watched my wife kneel up by Tony’s knees, giggling, laughing, joking with me as she did so, and she took hold of my best friend’s cock. For a while, we were just chatting drunkenly as she gently stroked Tony’s hard-on. All very relaxed and casual. No drama.

      We were all very drunk, you could tell. Though not quite falling-over drunk.

      Then she was licking his cock. Kissing it. Taking it in her mouth. She didn’t seem very drunk as she sucked on him. She seemed poised, moving her head up and down on his shaft with surprising grace. I could hear Tony moaning, see him moving his hips in time to her movements on his cock.

      Damn. This really was my long-held fantasy made real.

      Sitting there on the toilet, I felt an odd vindication. I knew this would be hot. And it was. Tony standing up as the blow job continued. Claire pulling back to tell me how nice it was, how much she liked his cock. Things I would never have imagined my wife saying to me.

      And I had just been sitting there filming. Zooming in on the sight of my pretty wife wedging my best friend’s big, veiny cock into her mouth. Pleased to report, I wasn’t jealous watching this. I was a little embarrassed, still. I was utterly surprised, of course. I was massively turned on.

      But something in my wife’s body language in the clip dampened the fear I was experiencing. She seemed to be enjoying herself. She definitely wasn’t angry or upset about my wife-sharing fantasy. She did, fairly regularly, turn away from Tony to gaze into the camera and ask whether everything was okay, if I was enjoying this.

      It was still pretty shocking to see her, after a while, stand up and then climb onto Tony’s lap. The quality of my camera work wasn’t exactly great, but I caught the moment when she straddled his thighs, positioned his cock, and then sank down to take it inside her.

      Oh, man. My wife was fucking my best friend, and I was sitting there filming it. The angle changed. For a few moments, I was looking at another man’s hard cock sinking into my wife’s pussy. Oh, God.

      I had not been prepared for the power of the feelings flowing through me.

      The video clip ended, but then there was another one, showing Claire sucking Tony’s cock in our bedroom. Another one showing Tony fucking Claire, doggy-style, on our bed. Oh, man. Claire looked like she was having the time of her life. And the noises she made nearly made me come as I sat there on the toilet.

      The final clip showed Claire sucking Tony’s cock some more, kneeling between his legs on the bed. When he came, she started out swallowing his jizz, but then she took his cock out of her mouth so he was shooting it all over her face. It amused her — signs of her inebriation, sure — and she was apparently trying to freak me out by showing the come all over her face, only to discover it only turned me on more.

      Wow.

      My butt was numb, I’d been sitting on the toilet so long watching those clips. But now I hauled myself to my feet, flushed, washed my hands, then staggered out to the bedroom. And there I found my sweet wife tangled up with my best friend, both of them naked and sound asleep, looking well-fucked.

      Needless to say, when they woke up, there was a certain amount of surprise and disbelief at what had happened. The others seemed a little more aware of what had gone on than I was, and initially were concerned I might not be on board.

      But ultimately, all three of us were okay about the fact that Claire had fucked Tony. In fact, we were all eager to try the experience again, this time without any alcohol at all.

      — New Year Reveler, NYC

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Her Bull or Her Bullshit?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      

      I’m in a quandary. I’m either doing a friend a favour or I’m stabbing him in the back, and I honestly don’t know which. Let me explain.

      I’m a 29-year-old single guy. There have been a few long-term relationships and I’ve co-habited with three of them, but none has worked out. One of my closest friends, a guy called Sean, has been married to a really hot woman called Gemma for almost four years. Sean and I used to work together at a building consultancy, but he moved to a different company last year. We’re still in touch, but now we only see each other every couple of months.

      During a party we attended a while ago, Gemma got me alone for a moment and asked if we could meet for lunch during the week. I was a little surprised but also concerned. I wondered if they were having problems, and my first thought was that Sean wasn’t enjoying his new job. He’d loved working at the old consultancy, but the new job offered a hefty salary increase, a company car and much better prospects of career progression. Obviously I agreed to meet up, and we set a date for the following Tuesday.

      Gemma was already in the bar when I arrived. She worked in a bank not far from our office, so she was dressed in a smart two-piece skirt suit with a white blouse, black heels and black nylons. Her hair was pinned up, and she had full makeup with dark red lipstick. She looked really good.

      Once we’d got drinks and had ordered the food, I asked what the problem was. She looked embarrassed, then asked me to promise I wouldn’t repeat what she was about to tell me to anyone. I agreed, now worried that the problem might be something to do with Sean’s health. 

      But what she wanted to talk to me about wasn’t Sean’s job or his health – it was his sex life. Apparently, the guy I’d shared an office with for four years had a kinky side that I’d been totally oblivious to. What’s more, it seemed he needed my help.

      In a nutshell, it appears Sean had held a cuckold fantasy for most of his adult life. After a lot of discussion and soul searching, Gemma had agreed to fulfil his desire. She said that during an evening out with colleagues, a complete stranger had flirted with her. Without her colleagues knowing, she’d phoned Sean to ask if he wanted her to accept the man’s invitation for a drink back at his place. Sean had readily agreed, and Gemma had gone back with the guy and spent the whole night with him. She said when she’d returned home the following morning, Sean ravaged her like never before.

      After that, they’d joined a contact site, and Gemma had slept with over a dozen different men in the past nine months. She said she and Sean were having the best sex they’d ever had, and that everything was rosy. Recently, he’d asked if she thought she’d get more out of seeing one of the men on a regular basis. She told him she’d prefer to keep it unemotional, but Sean reckoned she may enjoy her dates more if she built up a rapport and felt comfortable enough to tell the guy exactly what she liked. That was when Sean had suggested she ask me.

      I was still too shocked by the revelation to comprehend what the last bit had implied, but when it finally landed I felt my jaw drop. Gemma smiled and said she’d been happy when Sean suggested me as her regular bull. I was flummoxed. My friend wanted me to do him a favour and fuck his gorgeous wife every few weeks. It sounded too good to be true, and I told her so. She laughed and said she took that as a compliment. 

      Then she explained that while she’d tell her husband everything we did, he was so ashamed of his secret kink that he’d prefer if he and I never discuss it. As far as Sean and I were concerned, the topic of me seeing his wife was a taboo subject. 

      My appetite had disappeared by the time our food arrived, and I just picked at my chicken wrap. Gemma announced Sean had suggested we have our first date after work that day. I was still a bit uneasy about it, then she slowly crossed her legs and told me her nylons were stockings, which apparently Sean thought I’d approve of. I knew he was referring to a calendar I was made to remove from our office years ago because it had a photo of a hot model in sexy lingerie. At the end of our lunch, Gemma smiled and told me she’d get to my flat at 5:30. I watched her legs and backside as she walked out of the bar.

      I spent all afternoon in turmoil but left the office early to tidy my flat. By the time Gemma arrived, I’d cleared away all the crap and made my bed. She walked in, slipped off her jacket and blouse, then removed her skirt. 

      She stepped close and I stared at her killer body in black bra, thong, hold-up stockings and high heels. The guilt I felt over her being my friend’s wife didn’t quell my hard-on, and I made no move to stop her when she dropped to her knees and took my dick out. She flicked her tongue over the tip, held my gaze and swallowed my full length. 

      That first time was incredible. I had to stop her from making me come with her mouth. I dragged her into the bedroom, threw her on the bed and fucked her in her lingerie and shoes. Afterwards, she stripped naked and sucked me back to hardness, then rode me. 

      By the time she left I had no idea how many orgasms she’d had, but I’d shot three loads of cum inside her. We met again a couple of weeks later, and that time she did make me come in her mouth. But she also made me come in her pussy twice as well. 

      Gemma and I had seen each about five times when I finally met up with her and Sean at a mutual friend’s barbecue. At first I found it awkward, but Sean acted as if things between us were completely normal. The next time Gemma came round, she told me Sean had fucked her all night long after seeing the two of us talking at the barbecue.

      I admit it was all great for me. I could do whatever I wanted and dated other women. Then every few weeks, this sexy woman would come round and fuck me every which way. The sex we had got better and better, and there wasn’t anything we didn’t do to each other. 

      Then a couple of weeks ago, I went to the south coast to stay with Lee, an old university buddy, and his wife Julie for the weekend. We stayed up late, drinking and catching up. Julie asked if I was seeing anyone and since they didn’t know Sean and Gemma, I told them about our little arrangement. The two of them were shocked, then asked for more details. I didn’t divulge any names, just that they had this kinky life they kept under wraps, and I was helping them out by supplying the wife with sex.

      When Julie asked about my relationship with the husband, I said it was the same as it’d always been. Then I explained that he’d requested we never broach the subject because he was embarrassed about his cuckold tendencies.

      And that was when Julie burst my bubble of kinky bliss.

      “What if your friend doesn’t know?”

      I scoffed and reminded her it’d been his idea. 

      “If you’ve never discussed it with your friend, it could all be a ruse thought up by his wife.”

      I’d had a few drinks by then, and my mind raced and tumbled over her words.

      “Maybe she just wanted to fuck her husband’s hunky friend but knew you’d refuse unless you thought her husband approved.”

      I assured her this wasn’t the case, and we eventually changed the subject. By the time we called it a night, I’d drunk more than I usually do. I lay awake in the spare bed for a long time going over Julie’s theory, and I realised she could be right.

      That’s why I’m now in such a quandary. 

      Am I really acting as the bull for a wife-sharing couple, or has Gemma told me a crock of bullshit just to get a bit of extramarital sex behind her husband’s back? 

      PK, Gloucester
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            Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #5

          

          — The ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Coming March 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 favourite ACHE authors — tales of temptation, teasing, watching, sharing, swapping, and the kinds of fantasies that leave you needing a moment (or several) to recover. Whether it’s husbands setting things up, wives taking the lead, or strangers who know just how to play the game… Issue #5 will deliver.

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

      https://medium.com/authors-of-cuckold-and-hotwife-erotica

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

      See you in March.
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