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      Hello, dear reader —

      Welcome to Issue #1 of Hotwife Digest — your brand new bi-monthly window into the smart, sexy, emotionally charged world of hotwife and cuckold erotica.

      If you’ve found your way here, chances are you already know there’s more to this genre than a quick ‘stroke story’. You understand the emotional complexity, the trust, the tension, the aching vulnerability, and the raw, unapologetic pleasure that make these stories so compelling. And if you’re new to it — welcome. You’re in for a treat.

      ACHE — that’s Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica — is a collective of indie writers committed to creating bold, sexy, character-driven stories that celebrate ethical non-monogamy in all its messy, thrilling, human glory. That includes erotica niches such as hotwife, cuckold, hotpast, ENM, and everything in between. Our goal? To promote erotica that’s not just hot, but also honest. Emotionally rich. Consent-positive. Relationship-aware. Stories that make you feel something — and not just between your legs.

      Each issue of Hotwife Digest will feature original short fiction from our ACHE authors, some stories that might tie into other books that offer behind-the-scenes peeks, and perhaps the odd surprise or two. This month also marks the debut of Dear Hotwife Digest — a letters section for your confessions, questions, and fantasies. It’s early days, but we’ve got big plans — and we’d love you to be part of it.

      Follow us on Medium for regular stories and essays, check out our authors’ Patreons, and, if you enjoy what you read, please share Hotwife Digest with someone you think would love it too. ACHE is still growing — and we’re excited to grow with you.

      So, pour a drink, dim the lights, and settle in.

      Let’s begin.

      — The ACHE Collective

      July, 2025

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Stories …

          

        

      

    

    
      And now… the good stuff.

      In this first issue of Hotwife Digest, we’ve gathered a seriously sexy selection of stories that capture everything we love about this genre — from playful first steps to bold, breathless leaps into the unknown.

      You’ll find sizzling encounters in hotel suites, movie theatres, swing clubs, rain-drenched Irish cottages, and even deep in the Jamaican sun. We’ve got hotwives caught in the act, husbands watching (and sometimes arranging), and curious couples realising that maybe sharing really is caring.

      Whether it’s the thrill of being watched, the nerve-wracking excitement of a first time, or the emotional complexity of letting someone else touch what’s yours — every story here has a different flavour. Some are sweet and romantic. Some are downright filthy. All of them are smoking hot.

      A big thanks to the talented ACHE authors featured in this issue — Alex Lee, GK Grayson, Max Sebastian, Delores Swallows, Hardison Parker, Kirsten McCurran, Paul Garland, and Skylar Quinn — for kicking things off with such style, heart, and heat.

      Read them in any order. Skip to the one with the title that makes you blush. Come back to your favourite one later (you know you will). However you go about it, we’re just glad you’re here.

      Enjoy.

      — The ACHE Collective
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            What Happens in Suite 1502

          

          Paul Garland

        

      

    

    
      As an anniversary surprise, a husband arranges a special night for his wife in a hotel suite with another man — a fantasy come to life, but one that stirs deeper emotions than either expected.

      I checked my watch for the fifth time in as many minutes. Emma would be arriving at the hotel any moment now, thinking we were just celebrating our tenth anniversary with a weekend getaway. The champagne was chilling, rose petals were scattered across the king-sized bed, and the lighting in our suite was perfect—dim enough to be romantic, bright enough to see everything that would unfold tonight.

      My heart hammered against my ribs. After months of cautious conversations, subtle hints, and late-night confessions, I was finally making our shared fantasy a reality. Well, Emma’s fantasy that had become mine too. The thought of watching her with another man—someone younger, fitter, more well-endowed than me—had evolved from a shocking admission to an obsession that had rekindled our marriage in ways I never expected.

      A soft knock at the door made me jump. I smoothed my crisp white shirt, took a deep breath, and opened it.

      Emma stood there, radiant in a black cocktail dress that hugged every curve of her body. At thirty-five, she was more beautiful than the day we’d met—her blonde hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders, her blue eyes bright with excitement.

      “Hey, handsome,” she said, stepping into the suite. She whistled as she took in the opulent room. “David, this is gorgeous. You’ve outdone yourself.”

      I kissed her, breathing in her perfume. “Only the best for our tenth anniversary.”

      She set down her overnight bag and moved to the window, taking in the city lights spread out below us. “I can’t believe you got us the penthouse suite.” She turned, noticing the champagne. “Are we celebrating now, or did you have dinner plans first?”

      “We should probably have that drink now,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “There’s something I want to talk to you about.”

      Emma’s eyebrow arched with curiosity as I popped the cork. It shot out, bouncing off the ceiling and I cursed as I tried to stem the flow of bubbles that ran down the outside of the bottle.

      “Careful,” she giggled. “I hope you don’t pop as early later in bed.”

      “I wouldn’t bet against it.” I grinned and poured two glasses. We sat on the edge of the bed, and I handed her one of the crystal flutes.

      “To ten amazing years,” I said, clinking my glass against hers.

      “And many more,” she added, taking a sip. “So, what’s this mysterious thing we need to discuss?”

      I took a bigger sip—needing the Dutch courage—set my glass down, taking both her hands in mine. “Emma, these past few months… the conversations we’ve been having, the fantasies we’ve shared—they’ve changed something between us. For the better.”

      Her cheeks flushed slightly. We both knew exactly which conversations I meant.

      “I wanted to give you something special for our anniversary. Something beyond the usual jewellery or expensive chocolates.” I swallowed hard. “Something that would show you how much I trust you, how secure I am in us, and how much I want to see you completely fulfilled.”

      Her eyes widened as understanding dawned. “David,” she whispered, “What did you do?”

      “I found someone,” I said simply. “Someone who meets all the criteria we discussed. He’s waiting downstairs in the bar. One text from me, and he’ll come up. Or one word from you, and I cancel everything.”

      Emma’s glass nearly slipped from her fingers. She set it down carefully, her breathing quickened.

      “You’re serious?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

      “Completely. But only if you want this. If you’ve changed your mind, or if the fantasy should have stayed just that, I understand. Tonight can still be perfect, just the two of us.”

      Emma stared at me, her blue eyes wide, searching my face for any sign of hesitation or jealousy. Finding none, she took a deep breath.

      “Tell me about him,” she said, her voice steady despite the flush spreading across her cheeks.

      I reached for my phone, pulling up a photo I’d saved. “His name is Jake. He’s thirty-two, works in finance. He’s...” I paused, feeling a strange mix of embarrassment and excitement, “...experienced with couples like us.”

      Emma took the phone, studying Jake’s image. He was everything I wasn’t—tall with broad shoulders, dark hair, and the kind of confident smile that suggested he knew exactly how good-looking he was.

      “How did you find him?” she asked, still staring at the photo.

      “There’s a private online community,” I explained. “For people like us. I’ve been researching for months. He comes highly recommended by other couples. We’ve talked extensively about boundaries, expectations, health status. He’s been tested recently and brought documentation.”

      Emma handed the phone back, her fingers trembling slightly. “You’ve thought of everything.”

      “I wanted it to be perfect,” I admitted. “Safe. Comfortable.” I took her hand. “But Emma, this is just an offer. Your fantasy wrapped in a bow. If you want to unwrap it, great. If not, that’s fine too.”

      She was quiet for a long moment, twisting her wedding ring around her finger. Then she looked up at me, a new resolve in her eyes.

      “I want to meet him,” she said. “Just to talk. No promises beyond that.”

      My heart raced as I typed out the text: We’re ready for that drink. Room 1502.

      Emma stood, smoothing her little black dress and checking her reflection in the mirror. “Do I look okay?”

      I came up behind her, meeting her eyes in the glass. “You look beautiful.” I pushed her long blonde hair to one side and kissed her neck, inhaling her perfume. “Are you nervous?”

      “Terrified,” she admitted with a small laugh. “Excited, but terrified.”

      “We can stop at any point,” I reminded her. “Just say the word.”

      “Like a safe word?” She turned to face me, looking up at me, something unreadable in her expression. Nervousness? Excitement? Arousal? I couldn’t tell.

      “Exactly.” I nodded. “Just say that. Safe word can be your safe word.”

      The knock came then, sooner than expected, three confident raps that made us both jump. Emma took a deep breath, nodded to me, and I moved to open the door.

      Jake was even more impressive in person—six-foot-two at least, dressed in a tailored navy suit that suggested money without flaunting it. He carried a bottle of expensive scotch.

      “David,” he said, extending his hand. His grip was firm, confident. “Good to finally meet in person.”

      “Likewise,” I said, stepping aside to let him in. “Jake, this is my wife, Emma.”

      Jake’s eyes moved to Emma, appreciation evident in his gaze, but tempered with respect. “Emma,” he said, taking her offered hand. Instead of shaking it, he lifted it to his lips, brushing a kiss across her slender knuckles. “David told me you were beautiful, but he undersold it.”

      I watched a blush spread across my wife’s cheeks, her usual composure momentarily shaken. “Thank you,” she managed. “It’s... nice to meet you.”

      “I brought this,” Jake said, holding up the scotch. “Thought we might all appreciate something a bit stronger than champagne.”

      I fetched glasses while Emma and Jake settled on the sofa. The initial awkwardness was dissolving faster than I’d expected, helped along by Jake’s easy confidence. He knew exactly what he was doing—putting Emma at ease without pushing, letting her set the pace and dictate the terms.

      “So,” Jake said after we’d all taken a sip of the smoky liquor, “David tells me you’re celebrating ten years of marriage. Congratulations are in order.”

      “Thank you,” Emma said, her voice steadier now. “It’s been an amazing decade.”

      “And now you’re exploring something new together,” Jake observed. “That takes trust. And courage.”

      Emma glanced at me, something unspoken passing between us. “It was my fantasy originally,” she admitted. “I never thought David would actually arrange it.”

      Jake smiled. “In my experience, the most successful marriages are the ones where partners surprise each other.” He leaned forward slightly. “So, Emma, since this was your fantasy, what exactly did you imagine?”

      The directness of the question hung in the air. I held my breath, watching my wife’s reaction.

      Emma took another sip of scotch. “I imagined... being desired by two men at once. Being the centre of attention between them.” She hesitated, then added more softly, “Being watched by my husband while another man… you know, has fun with me.”

      Jake nodded, his expression serious. “You can say the word fuck. Sex. We all know why we’re here. There’s no need to hold back.”

      “Okay,” Emma blushed. “While I have sex with another man.”

      Jake smiled, his eyes crinkling at the edges. “And David? What’s your take on the fantasy?”

      I hadn’t expected the question to be turned on me. “I want to see Emma completely uninhibited,” I said honestly. “To see another man enjoy her. To see how she is with someone else.”

      Jake stared at me, silently repeating what he’d said to Emma about word usage.

      I took a deep breath. Talking candidly like this was harder than I’d expected. It was easy to discuss these sorts of things online from behind a laptop but in person…

      “I want to see her get fucked by someone,” I managed to say, my voice tight. “I want to see her take another man’s cock.”

      Emma’s eyes shifted to me, softening with what I recognised as arousal. She bit her lip and crossed her legs. 

      “Good,” Jake said, setting down his glass, his eyes switching between the two of us. “Honesty is essential for this to work.” He turned back to Emma. “What are your boundaries tonight? What’s off-limits?”

      Emma considered this, pushing a stray lock of blonde hair behind her ear nervously. “I don’t know exactly. I’ve never done anything like this before and I wasn’t expecting it, so I haven’t thought about it.”

      “That’s perfectly fine,” Jake assured her. “How about this—we start slow, and you tell me if anything feels uncomfortable. We can use a simple system: the word green means keep going, yellow means slow down, red means stop immediately. Does that work for you?”

      That was better than my idea to use safe word. Emma must have thought so too because she nodded, visibly relaxing. “Yes. That sounds good.”

      “And you, David?” Jake asked. “What are your boundaries?”

      “I want to be able to get involved,” I said. “Not restricted to just watching from the cuckold chair in the corner.”

      “Of course,” Jake agreed. “This is about the two of you, your relationship. I’m just a catalyst.” He stood, removing his suit jacket and draping it carefully over a chair. “Now, I think we should all get more comfortable, don’t you?”

      Emma’s eyes followed his movements as he rolled up his sleeves, revealing muscular forearms. The atmosphere in the room had shifted, tension giving way to anticipation.

      “Maybe another drink first?” Emma suggested, licking her lips again, her voice slightly higher than normal.

      Jake smiled, understanding her nervousness. “Sure. There’s no rush.” He sat back down, closer to Emma this time. “Tell me about yourselves. How did you meet?”

      Emma was happy to talk about something she was comfortable with and as she launched into the story of our college introduction, I watched her body language. The initial stiffness had melted away and she continued to relax further as Jake listened attentively, laughing at the right moments, his eyes never leaving her face. Occasionally, his hand would brush against hers, seemingly accidental touches that made her subtly chew her lip again each time.

      By the time we’d finished our second drinks, Emma had kicked off her heels and tucked her legs beneath her on the suite’s expensive-looking sofa. Jake’s arm rested casually along the back, not quite touching her shoulders. The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by increasingly frequent moments of charged silence.

      “Emma,” Jake said during one such pause, his voice lower now. “Can I kiss you?”

      My wife’s eyes found mine, seeking permission or reassurance. I nodded slightly, my mouth suddenly dry, my shoulders tense. This was it. The moment I’d been waiting for.

      “Yes,” she whispered, turning back to Jake. “I’d like that.”

      Jake’s fingers traced Emma’s jawline as he leaned in for that first kiss. I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting to meet his. The kiss began tentatively—a gentle exploration-—but quickly deepened as Emma responded with unexpected eagerness.

      My heart hammered against my ribs. After months of fantasy, seeing another man’s mouth on my wife’s sent a confusing rush of jealousy and arousal through me. Jake’s hand slid to the nape of Emma’s neck, cradling her head as he angled his face to deepen the kiss. I could see they were using their tongues. A small, breathless sound escaped her throat—a sound I recognized from when we were first dating. Pure excitement.

      “Green,” Emma whispered when they finally broke apart, her cheeks flushed. She glanced at me, seeking reassurance. I nodded, unable to form words.

      Jake smiled, his confidence unwavering. “David,” he said, his eyes still on Emma, “Why don’t you help your wife out of that beautiful dress?”

      I moved to the sofa, positioning myself behind Emma. My fingers trembled slightly as I found the zipper at the back of her dress. I lowered it slowly, revealing the pale skin of her back, the black lace of her bra. Jake watched, his eyes darkening with appreciation.

      “She’s even more beautiful than you described,” he told me, his voice low.

      I helped Emma stand, sliding the dress down her body until it landed at her feet. She stood before us in matching black lingerie—a lace bra that pushed her breasts together enticingly, and panties that rode high on her hips, revealing the curves I’d worshipped for a decade.

      “I bought this underwear especially for our anniversary,” she murmured shyly, obviously conscious of Jake’s eyes on her body. “I had no idea I’d be wearing it in front of another man.”

      “But here you are. Turn for us,” Jake instructed gently. “Let us see you properly.”

      Emma complied, making a slow rotation. The vulnerability in her eyes mixed with growing confidence as she saw the desire on both our faces.

      “Your body is perfect. Absolutely perfect,” Jake said, loosening his tie, “Now, why don’t you help your husband undress me, Emma?”

      She took a deep breath, making her breasts bulge above the cups of her bra, and then moved toward him, her initial hesitation giving way to curiosity. I watched as my wife’s fingers worked at Jake’s buttons, exposing his smooth chest inch by inch. I joined her, removing his tie so that Emma could push back his shirt from his shoulders.

      Jake’s body was as impressive as I’d expected—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, defined muscles that spoke of hours at the gym. Emma’s hands hesitated at his belt, her eyes meeting mine again.

      “It’s okay,” I assured her. “I want this, too.”

      I helped her to unbuckle his belt, then let her remove it, her fingers brushing against the obvious bulge beneath his trousers. Jake’s breath hitched, the first crack in his composed facade.

      “Your turn, David,” Jake said, his eyes meeting mine over Emma’s shoulder. “Let’s get you more comfortable.”

      Emma turned to me, her fingers now working at my shirt buttons. It was an intense feeling, being undressed by my wife while another man watched—a reversal of the scenario I’d imagined so many times.

      When we were all in similar states of undress—Jake in his boxers, me in mine, Emma in her lingerie—Jake guided us toward the bed.

      “Lie back, Emma,” he instructed. “Let your husband and I enjoy you together.”

      Emma reclined against the pillows, her blonde hair fanning out, her chest rising and falling with quickened breaths, her boobs almost spilling out from the bra. Jake positioned himself on one side of her, I took the other. For a moment, we simply admired her—this woman who had agreed to make our shared fantasy reality.

      “Kiss her, David,” Jake said. “Show me how she likes to be kissed.”

      I leaned down, capturing Emma’s lips with mine. I kissed her deeply, pouring ten years of love and desire into it. I could feel her breathing, shallow, fast. When I pulled back, Jake immediately took my place, his technique different but equally effective. Emma moaned softly, her body arching slightly off the bed. I knew her panties would be damp when we removed them.

      “Now her neck,” Jake suggested. “Both of us.”

      We each took a side, our mouths tracing the sensitive skin of Emma’s throat. She gasped, her hands coming up to grip both our heads, fingers tangling in our hair. The sensation of another man so close, both of us focused entirely on my wife’s pleasure, was intoxicating.

      Jake’s hand moved to cup Emma’s breast through her bra. “Can I?” he asked.

      “Yes,” she breathed, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

      I watched as he kneaded her flesh, his thumb brushing over her nipple through the lace. My heart thumped in my chest at the sight of another man’s hand on my wife’s breast. Not to be outdone, I mirrored his actions on her other breast. Emma writhed between us, her breathing becoming more ragged.

      “Let’s remove this,” Jake suggested, his fingers sliding behind her back, finding the clasp of her bra. With admirable expertise, he unhooked it, and I took the initiative and slid it from her shoulders, showing another man her tits for the first time.

      Emma’s gorgeous breasts were exposed to both of us now—slightly more than a handful, her pale skin topped with perfectly-sized pink nipples that had hardened to tight peaks. Jake wasted no time, lowering his mouth to one breast while his hand continued to work the other. I followed his lead, taking her other nipple between my lips as he squeezed it, sucking gently the way I knew she liked.

      “Oh god,” Emma moaned, her back arching off the bed. “That feels amazing.”

      We continued our dual assault on her senses, our mouths and hands working in tandem. Jake was skilled, I had to admit, moving his mouth from her breasts to her collarbone, then along her stomach, finding her more sensitive zones and teasing her. I found myself sitting back and watching, enjoying the sight of her with another man, something I’d imagined for so long.

      After several minutes, Jake lifted his head. “I want to taste her,” he said, his eyes meeting mine. “If that’s okay with both of you.”

      Emma nodded eagerly, her inhibitions clearly fading. I swallowed hard, knowing we were approaching a significant threshold. She was going to be completely naked now. Kissing, sucking her breasts, that was one thing. But her pussy… that was something that was supposed to be sacred to me, her husband.

      “Yes,” I said, my voice hoarse, determined to see this through. “I want to watch.”

      Jake smiled, moving down Emma’s body. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, drawing them down her legs with tantalising slowness. When she was completely naked, he positioned himself between her thighs, his broad shoulders pushing them wider apart and staring at her freshly-waxed, smooth pussy.

      “Beautiful,” he murmured, letting his fingers roam across her mound, then down, over her small, pink folds. “Hold her hands, David,” he instructed. “Let her squeeze when it gets intense.”

      I moved to the head of the bed, taking both of Emma’s hands in mine. Our eyes locked, a thousand unspoken words passing between us. Then her gaze broke away as Jake lowered his mouth to her centre.

      The sound Emma made—a gasping, keening moan—sent a jolt of arousal through me. Her fingers tightened around mine as Jake’s fingers parted her pussy lips and his tongue explored the soft, pink wetness between. As he pressed his mouth against her, I could only imagine what his tongue was doing, but from Emma’s reactions, he was exceptionally skilled.

      “Oh my god,” she panted, her hips rising to meet his mouth. “That’s... oh god...”

      I leaned down, kissing her deeply, swallowing her moans. Her hands released mine to grip my hair, holding me to her as Jake continued doing what he was doing below.

      When I pulled back from the kiss, I glanced down to watch Jake, his mouth not pressed against her now. His technique was different from mine—more aggressive, more varied. He alternated between broad strokes of his tongue and focused attention on her clit, while sliding two fingers in and out of her. Emma’s thighs trembled on either side of his head, a sure sign she was approaching climax.

      “She’s close,” I told him, recognising the signs after years of intimacy. “She likes it faster when she’s about to cum.”

      Jake nodded, increasing his pace, fucking her pussy roughly with his fingers, wet with her juices. His tongue lapped against her swollen bud. Emma’s back arched, her breathing becoming erratic. I held her hands again, giving her something to anchor herself to as pleasure built within her.

      “I’m going to... oh god, I’m cumming,” she cried out, her body tensing before shuddering violently. Her thighs shook, her back arched from the bed but Jake didn’t let up, continuing to work her through her orgasm until she pushed weakly at his head, oversensitive, wriggling away from him.

      He rose up, his lips and chin glistening with her pussy juices. The sight should have repulsed me, but instead, it sent another surge of arousal through my body. Jake wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, a satisfied smile playing at his lips.

      “She tastes incredible,” he told me, as if sharing a secret. “And she gets really fucking wet. I love it.”

      Emma lay boneless against the pillows, her chest heaving, a sheen of sweat making her skin glow. “That was... mind-blowing,” she managed, her voice weak.

      Jake moved up the bed, positioning himself beside her. His erection was prominent beneath his boxer briefs, the outline impressive. I was rock-solid too, but my bulge was barely visible, compared to his. “We’re just getting started,” he promised. “If you’re still green?”

      “Very green,” Emma confirmed, her eyes moving between Jake and me. “Greener than green. What’s next? I might need a minute.”

      Jake looked at me. “David? Any preferences?”

      I swallowed hard. “I want to watch you fuck her,” I admitted, the words sending a thrill through me. “And maybe I want to be part of it too.”

      Jake nodded, understanding. “Emma, why don’t you take care of your husband while I get ready?” He reached for his discarded pants, retrieving a condom from the pocket.

      Emma turned to me, her blue eyes dark with renewed desire. She pushed me gently onto my back, then hooked her fingers into my boxers, drawing them down. My erection sprang free, harder than I could remember being in years. I felt a moment of embarrassment, my hard dick on show to another man but I didn’t have too long to worry about it because without hesitation, she lowered her mouth to me, wrapping her lips around my shaft and taking me deep.

      The wet heat of her mouth was exquisite, made even more intense by the knowledge that Jake was watching, preparing to fuck her. I groaned, threading my fingers through her blonde hair as she worked my cock with her lips and tongue.

      “She’s good at that,” Jake observed, toying with the condom wrapper in his hand. “Are you sure she hasn’t done this before?”

      I could only nod, words beyond me as Emma’s tongue swirled around my tip. She broke away for a second, looking at the stranger who was kneeling on the bed, watching while tearing open the condom packet.

      “I might not have been fucked by anyone else but David,” she admitted, “But I did suck a few cocks before him.”

      I knew that, but Jake didn’t. He raised his eyebrows and gazed at me, then let out a small chuckle when Emma returned her mouth to my cock, sucking me greedily, showing off in front of the stranger.

      After a few minutes of this exquisite torture, Jake cleared his throat, breaking the intense focus in the room. “Alright,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “David, Emma, I think it’s time we take the next step.”

      He stood and moved toward the edge of the bed, reaching down to tug at the waistband of his boxer shorts. “I want you both to help me out,” he said with a sly smile. “David, why don’t you start by removing these?”

      I hesitated for a moment, then reached out, my fingers trembling slightly as I slid the fabric down his muscular legs. It felt weird to undress another guy like this, so I was glad when Emma joined me, her hands brushing against mine as she helped pull the boxers down to his ankles. Jake stepped out of them, revealing his impressive erection, already hard and glistening in the soft light. It was shaved completely, his balls tight and smooth, his long shaft thick and veiny. He was circumcised and the large pink head glistened at the tip with a droplet of pre-cum.

      “Now,” Jake continued, “I want you to put this on.” He held up a condom, the foil packet crinkling in his hand. “David, you can do the honours, or Emma can do it.”

      “We’ll do it together,” Emma said from beside me, her eyes never leaving his huge, hard dick. She took the condom, her hands shaking. and rolled it onto his length. “David, can you hold it and I’ll roll it down?”

      Nervously, I took hold of his cock. It was warm, thick and solid in my hand. The sensation was surreal, the reality of the moment sinking in deeper with every movement. I held it at the right angle so that Emma could place the rubber over his tip, then I watched as she rolled it down his length, skin-tight.

      As we both let go of his rigid member, letting it jerk back to its 45-degree angle, Jake turned to Emma, his eyes curious. “Emma, do you like what you see?” he asked, his voice low and teasing. “It’s a bit bigger than David’s, isn’t it?”

      Emma’s cheeks flushed as she nodded. “Yes,” she admitted softly. “It’s definitely bigger. Maybe 2 inches. Thicker too.”

      Jake grinned. “Is it the biggest you’ve seen?”

      Emma hesitated, then met my eyes before answering. “No,” she said quietly. “Before David, I did suck one very big cock. I always regretted not fucking that guy to see how it would have felt.”

      The admission hung in the air, charged with unspoken tension. Jake chuckled softly, clearly intrigued. “Well, tonight is your chance to finally find out what a big one feels like.”

      “I know.” Emma smiled nervously. “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t scared.”

      “Don’t be scared,” our bull replied softly. “Suck David again. This time on all fours.” 

      She did as instructed and I moaned as the warmth of her mouth met my throbbing erection again. Jake moved back toward the bed, positioning himself behind Emma, who didn’t look up from my cock but parted her legs and angled her ass for him. “Ready, Emma?” he asked, his hands gripping her hips firmly. “Are we green?”

      She released me from her mouth long enough to look over her shoulder. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling with anticipation. “Green. Just do it before I change my mind.”

      I watched, transfixed, as Jake positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed forward slowly, giving her time to adjust to his size. Emma’s mouth fell open in a silent gasp, her eyes widening as he filled her inch by inch. I wished I could see it going in but I didn’t need to, I could tell from her reaction what was happening.

      “Oh my god,” she whispered, her hands gripping my thighs for support. “He’s so... big.”

      The admission should have hurt my pride, but instead, it fuelled my arousal. I wanted her to experience this—to feel how different it was with another man, to enjoy the novelty of a new cock after a decade with only mine.

      Jake began to move in and out of my wife, establishing a slow rhythm. Each thrust pushed Emma forward slightly, her breasts swaying with the motion. After a moment, she lowered her mouth to me again, taking me deep as Jake took her from behind.

      The visual was beyond anything I’d imagined in my fantasies—my beautiful wife sucking my dick me while another man fucked her pussy. The sounds she made around my cock told me she was enjoying it immensely, little whimpers and moans vibrating against the sensitive head of my cock.

      Jake’s pace increased gradually, his hands gripping Emma’s hips firmly enough to leave marks. I found myself hoping they would—physical evidence of this night that would remain after he was gone, to remind us for a few days of everything that transpired in suite 1502.

      “She’s so tight,” Jake groaned, his composure finally slipping. “But her pussy’s so nice and wet that she can take me well enough.”

      As he fucked her faster and harder, her tits began to slap against her chest, the sound echoing around the room alongside the thud-thud of his body against hers. Emma moaned around me, the vibrations nearly pushing me over the edge. I gently pulled her off me, not wanting to finish too soon.

      “I want to see your face,” I told her, cupping her cheek. “While he’s inside you.”

      Jake understood immediately, withdrawing long enough for Emma to reposition. She rolled onto her back, and opened her legs for the stranger on the bed. I gazed at her pussy, already pink and puffy, her juices trailing down one thigh. Jake moved between her legs, pushing them wider apart, rubbing the head of his dick against her clit, making her shudder in pleasure. I knelt beside her head, one hand stroking her hair as she looked down, watching Jake’s cock penetrate her as he pushed back inside her, his huge shaft disappearing entirely in one movement.

      The expression on Emma’s face was transcendent—pleasure mixed with wonder, her lips parted, eyes half-closed. Jake hooked her legs over his arms, pushing them back, driving his dick even deeper. Each thrust drew a gasp or moan—sometimes even a whimper of pain mixed with pleasure from her lips.

      “Kiss me,” she pleaded, looking up at me. I leaned down, capturing her mouth with mine, swallowing her cries as Jake’s pace increased.

      “Touch yourself,” Jake instructed her. “Show us how you masturbate alone.”

      Emma’s hand snaked between their bodies, her fingers finding her clit. She circled it in time with Jake’s thrusts, her breathing becoming more erratic.

      “That’s it,” Jake encouraged, panting as he began to ram his dick into her hard, his thrusts violent now. “Make yourself cum on my cock while your husband watches.”

      His body was slamming against hers so hard that I winced, but Emma was loving every second. Her eyes met his, held his gaze. “Go on,” she encouraged him. “I love your big cock. Give it to me. Fuck me harder.”

      He did, railing her so deep, hard and fast that the bed was moving backwards and forwards, the noises of their bodies colliding almost deafening along with her cries of pleasure.

      “You’ve got a real dirty little slut wife on your hands here, David,” he murmured through gritted teeth. “Best pussy I’ve fucked for a while.”

      His words pushed her over the edge. Emma’s back arched, a cry tearing from her throat as her second orgasm crashed through her. A shower of clear liquid sprayed from her pussy, soaking Jake and the bedsheets as he continued thrusting through her climax, prolonging it, his own control visibly slipping.

      “Where do you want me to cum?” he asked, his voice strained.

      Emma looked at me, silently asking permission. I nodded, knowing what she wanted.

      “On me. My pussy, my tits,” she told him. “Or my face. Wherever you want.”

      Jake’s rhythm faltered, becoming erratic. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body tensing for a second, then he jerked out, ripping the condom off smoothly. He didn’t need to jerk off or even hold his cock as he found his release. A thick laser beam of white cum shot out, spattering Emma’s body from pussy to tits, landing between them. Another rope landed across one breast, then he quickly straddled her body and she opened her mouth eagerly as he grabbed his spasming cock, aiming it at her face.

      Another huge spurt of cum hit her on the face and another went straight into her mouth. The sight of another man shooting his load all over my wife should have been devastating, but instead, it was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed.

      As Jake milked out the last few drops onto her tongue and then moved away, I climbed between Emma’s legs, unable to wait any longer. I slid into her easily, her body still pulsing from her orgasm, slick with her wetness. The sensation was indescribable—my wife’s familiar hole, but changed, stretched out, looser, used by another man’s cock.

      “Reclaim me,” Emma whispered, understanding my need. “Like we fantasised about. I’m yours, David. Always yours.”

      I couldn’t last long—the unique sensation of fucking her gaping pussy pushing me rapidly toward my finish. Emma wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me deeper, her hands clutching at my back.

      “I can barely feel you,” she teased. “But cum for me. Cum inside. Let me feel you.”

      With a groan, I surrendered to my release, emptying myself inside her, my cock feeling like it exploded with more cum than I’d ever shot before. I held myself inside her, waiting until the moment had fully passed and I’d filled her pussy totally. As I collapsed beside her, spent and overwhelmed, Jake discreetly excused himself to the bathroom, giving us a moment of privacy.

      Emma turned to me, her eyes searching mine. “Are you okay?” she whispered. “No regrets?”

      “None at all.” I nodded, pulling her close. “It was better than okay. It was... incredible.”

      She smiled, relief washing over her features. “It was,” she agreed. “Thank you for my anniversary gift.”

      When Jake returned, he joined us on the bed, the three of us lying in comfortable silence as our breathing returned to normal. There was no awkwardness—just a shared satisfaction and the knowledge that Jake had shared a special moment with us.

      “Happy anniversary to the both of you,” Jake said, leaning into Emma and kissing her forehead. “I’m so glad I could be the one who introduced you to the joys of being a hotwife.”

      Her smile was radiant, satisfied in a way I’d never seen before. “The pleasure was all mine,” she replied, her fingers intertwining with mine.

      Jake eventually dressed and left with a warm handshake for me and another kiss with Emma, this time on the mouth, soft, sensual and lingering. We watched him go, knowing our marriage had entered a new phase—one where fantasy and reality could merge, where trust and desire coexisted in perfect harmony.

      As Emma curled against me in the aftermath, I knew that whatever came next for us, we would face it together—stronger for having shared our deepest desires, braver for having made them real.

      

      
        
          	
        Check out Paul’s latest book, How to Turn Your Trad Wife Into A Hotwife in 10 Days,  here.
      

      

      

      About Paul

      Paul Garland is a celebrated author of cuckold, hotwife and hotpast fiction, spanning multiple niches such as suburban, thrillers and even science fiction erotica. With over 60 books, some of which charted highly on Amazon’s best seller charts, Paul is going from strength to strength with an active Patreon community, serialising his stories there and on the ACHE Medium publication and his books are available on all good ebook stores.

      In “What Happens In Suite 1502,” Garland demonstrates his trademark ability to blend raw physical encounters with the complex emotional landscapes that define relationships exploring consensual non-monogamy. His first-person male perspective captures the unique psychology of the watching husband—the conflicting emotions of jealousy and arousal, possession and sharing—that has made his work resonate with readers across the genre.

      Garland’s stories consistently explore the transformative power of fantasy made real, the strengthening of relationships through vulnerability, and the discovery of deeper connection through unconventional experiences. Whether writing contemporary scenarios like this anniversary encounter or weaving erotic themes into science fiction landscapes, his character-driven approach and attention to psychological detail have earned him a dedicated following among readers seeking stories that engage both mind and body.

      For more of Paul Garland’s work, visit his Patreon  or his Medium page for exclusive serialised content or find his extensive catalogue on major ebook platforms via his website www.paulgarland.net.
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            My Movie Surprise

          

          GK Grayson

        

      

    

    
      A woman enjoying a quiet night at the cinema is stunned when the couple next to her start getting frisky — and even more stunned when they invite her to join.

      I love romantic comedies. My husband… Let’s just say he tolerates me well. Though last month, we went to one of those bloody action movies he prefers. You know, where the hero kills off half the state, yet the police never get involved! The guy owes me for sitting through all that blood and gore. I still can’t believe he enjoys that stuff!

      I chuckled, thinking about it. He would say the same about mine, wouldn’t he? Marriage requires compromise, right?

      Thankfully, we found a good seat. Probably because there were only three couples for the late showing. Us, one just down the row from us, and another a few rows closer to the screen.

      After sitting through the incredible number of commercials and trailers, we finally got to see the movie. It started well, at least. The lead couple had a certain chemistry I appreciated, and the plot appeared to be moving to the required happy ending. But my interest collapsed after only 15 minutes when the director added some silly plot twists. Must have been an afterthought to extend the length of the movie. 

      I started yearning for a phone fix about halfway through, anything to take my mind off the contrived lie a friend told the poor girl on the screen. Where do they come up with this crap? I knew it would all work out in the end. Still, did it have to be so inane getting there? Even I regretted coming to this one!

      Dale touched me. He needed to go. My husband, I swear, has the smallest bladder in the six-county area. I can’t remember a single movie he’s made it through in our entire 16 years of marriage. Just because I was bored, and knew he wasn’t enjoying it anyway, I asked him to get me some popcorn while he was out there. I could pass the time with some buttered goodness.

      As if they had coordinated their departures, the couple a few rows ahead got up at the same time. Her husband was not as tolerant as mine, apparently. They squabbled all the way up the aisle. He couldn’t stand it another minute, he kept saying. I chuckled softly as they passed. There have been a few times I wish I could have done the same.

      That left only me and the couple down our row. The wife sitting there smiled at me, having the same thought.

      Luckily, the movie picked up in the middle. The lead couple fell into bed. It was only R-rated, so a brief nipple reveal was all we got to see, but the dark-haired actor that had pulled her top up had a fit and trim body that got my heart racing. The chemistry they had built earlier combusted as they got into bed.

      Just as things started getting heavy on the screen, I heard a strange sound coming down the row from us. It was a soft moan. I thought maybe the wife was reacting to the scene like I was. No, that was definitely not it. A quick glance found her hand wrapped around the shaft through his pants.

      Oh my god, she was playing with her husband in the theater! Another soft moan came lofting over, then the sound of a zipper. I sat stock still, frozen in shock. Was she really pulling him out… right in front of me? She had to know I could see them!

      The zipper sound stopped. I heard rustling cloth. Don’t look… don’t look… I shouldn’t have, just couldn’t help myself. Bad girl, bad!

      I tried to look out of the corner of my eye, holding my head stiff. Still couldn’t see what was going on. So I turned my head slightly only to find the woman staring at me while she stroked his dick… now fully exposed to the open air.

      Holy Fuck! I had never seen one that big before. It had to be 9-inches long, and so wide her hand wouldn’t even go around it. She held it straight up while leaning forward. I was sure she was going to put it in her mouth. Arousal filled me as I tried not to touch myself.

      To this day, I cannot explain what happened. Foolishly… impulsively… I turned fully in my seat to watch them, no longer paying attention to the movie. The woman saw me, smiling as she drove her mouth down on the shaft. It was far too big to go all the way, despite the enthusiasm she brought to the effort.

      Even in the darkened theater, I could see her saliva building on the shaft as she licked up and down, cupped his balls, and plunged her head as far down as possible.

      The guy was not even trying to hide his pleasure anymore, grunting and groaning as her treatment caused him to rise to his full glory. And it was glorious! Stiff, thick and ready… but for what? I shuddered inside.

      Her eyes met mine, locked there. She didn’t stop, was just looking at me instead of at her husband. My legs parted as if on their own. My hand fell down to press on my already swollen clit. The combination of the movie sex, and now this, had me hot and flustered.

      The woman pulled off the rod, smiling at me, whispering softly. “Want to try it?”

      Her husband opened his eyes to look at me. “I’d like that,” he added.

      I instinctively looked at the door, wondering how long it would be before my husband returned. Should I do it? That cock was gorgeous. No, I can’t… I shouldn’t…

      My husband isn’t small, but he’s nothing like this immense log. I licked my lips, trying to quiet the need that was torturing my insides. The need won. I lifted my hips, pulling the skirt up. Slowly, I pulled my panties down, letting them see the hairy box I seldom trimmed. My husband liked a ‘little bush to munch on,’ he always said.

      The woman’s smile grew broader. Her finger came up, hooking at me to come over. I looked at the door again. What’s taking Dale so long? Did they have to grow the corn first?

      I couldn’t resist any longer. Getting down on my knees, I crawled over to the other couple. Rising right next to them, the wife held that massive man-meat straight at me. Our eyes locked again for a brief moment, before I looked up at the husband.

      “She likes to share,” he said softly. “You are welcome to do whatever you like with it.”

      “Please,” his wife said. “It’s wonderful to feel in your mouth.”

      My breath caught as I stared at the log, now only inches from my face. I could see the purple vein running along the top. The spongy head still dripping with her saliva and his precum.

      “Come on,” the woman said. “You know you want to.”

      He grabbed my hair firmly in his fist, turning me to look at him. I shuddered with the surge of arousal like nothing I had ever felt.

      “Do you like your man to be firmer, to take control?” he asked. How the fuck would I know? No man had ever done anything like this. The aching in my pussy sure knew what it wanted. I nodded. I liked it.

      He turned my head toward the shaft as she pointed it right next to my panting lips. I opened wide. He forced my mouth onto the shaft. An unstoppable groan escaped me.

      I no longer needed any encouragement, driving my mouth down until it caught the back of my throat. My body responded to the velvety feel of the skin against a rock-hard pole.

      In and out, I sucked away as his firm hand forced me up and down, feeling the pleasure going straight to my gushing pussy. My sensitive nipples scraped against my bra as they reacted to the arousal filling me.

      I was no longer in control. My desire took over.

      The woman got up, coming around behind me. She lifted my skirt above my ass, her hand finding my glistening slit hungry to be touched. She did not disappoint. Another groan came out of me as fingers pushed inside, the other hand finding my clit, pinching it roughly.

      She moved up, leaning over my body. I could feel her breasts pressing against my back. I quivered as my blouse slowly inched upward; the bra coming undone, my breasts falling loose. Another set of fingers came down to swat and pinch them gently. The pinch was rough, and skin scratchy. It must be his.

      As if they were coordinating now, one hand pushed my mouth further down his shaft, another pinched my sensitive nipples, and a third slid fingers into my pussy. I shuddered as my release approached.
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        * * *

      

      “Jackie, what the hell?” Fuck, it was my husband!

      He could see them on me, my mouth gobbling the shaft, my back bare of a bra strap. I tried to pull back, but the hand in my hair wouldn’t allow it. Being so firmly under his control right in front of my husband sent another pulse of pleasure through me. This had suddenly become the hottest thing I had ever done.

      “Want to watch?” the guy said, twisting to look at my husband. “Your wife’s busy right now.”

      I could twist my head a little. There he was, holding a bag of popcorn and staring at his suddenly wanton wife. When I said I had never done anything like this before, I wasn’t kidding. We barely made love in our own bedroom nowadays, much less anything as lewd as sucking on a stranger in public. But Dale didn’t move.

      “Do you want to continue?” my husband asked me, almost breathless with his own spiking arousal.

      The hand came off my head, though the fingers down below became even more active. I turned toward my husband.

      “Do you want me to stop?” I replied, with a begging tone that told him I didn’t want to.

      “No,” he said, his head shaking to emphasize the point.

      The man took that as permission. My hair was back in his fist, and mouth slamming on the shaft. The tormentor below was doing everything to push me over the top.

      Suddenly, everything stopped as words came out of my husband’s mouth that I never thought I would hear. He was whispering to the man. “She wants to be fucked. Her hips always tremble when she’s ready.”

      “My pleasure,” the man stated.

      Hands pulled away, his legs spread. He picked me up, turning me so my back was to him, lowering me to his lap. I straddled his thighs, getting ready for what I really wanted. My husband was right about that. My pussy was simply on fire with need. I wanted this log inside me.

      The guy leaned forward. “Use your hand to guide me in.”

      I reached down, gripping his monster, pushing it against my hungry bush. I had to stifle the moan that came out of me as it pushed its way in. No lube was needed. I was sopping wet. His passage hurt because of the wide stretch, though as soon as he was in, I began moving on this incredible trove of pleasure.

      The wife unbuttoned my blouse, exposing my chest to the room while her husband trapped my arms firmly behind me as hands came around to pinch and pull at my nipples. Oh god, I knew those hands. It was my husband.

      He leaned closer to my ear. “Let yourself go, babe. There’s no one here. I want to see you cum on him. Cum hard for us.”

      As if this had given me a free license, my legs moved, hips finding the pleasure. The man’s thrusting got into a rhythm with mine, giving me the sweet torture of the largest shaft that had ever been inside there.

      Soft hands found my clit as another mewling groan came out. This time, no longer quiet, nor calm. They were on a full-out sprint to find my release now. My husband used hard pinches on my nipples to add pulses to the clit scraping and pussy plunging.

      I lost myself, giving them all I had. That was enough as the floodgates burst. I cried out as the release exploded out of me in waves. My back arched. Shivers scorched my body. I could barely stay up as my legs quivered. My pussy gripped the shaft bringing so much pleasure.

      Collapsing against him, I relaxed for just a moment, when the guy’s hips became more active. He was close to his own release. I wondered whether I should pull out. My husband decided for me.

      He whispered in the guy’s ear loud enough we could all hear. “She wants you to cum inside her. Really gets her going.”

      Hubby wasn’t wrong there. I almost always came a second time when he found his pleasure. That splash of warm seed usually took me over the top. But after that monstrous blast this guy had given, I wasn’t sure I could do it again.

      The man was using all the power of his hips to ram into me. His assistants rejoined the fun. Only this time, my husband was yanking my nipples away from my body and the hand on my clit began twisting it savagely.

      When his first rope pushed into me, the release steamrolled everything I was, blasting away all resistance. I flopped against him as each rope pulsed into me with its raw power. A scream tried to escape my lips, but the woman shoved my panties into the open cavity. I still continued to cry out with each wave. Thankfully, the panties didn’t allow my screams to bring the cops with them.

      His shaft softened, finally flopping out. His wife reached down, placing her hand under my crotch. She wanted to catch all the seed as it made the journey back out. When she had a handful, a finger came to my lips, feeding our combined juices into a mouth that sucked hungrily at her fingers.

      A hand tapped my shoulder. I opened my eyes only to see the end credits running on the screen. My husband had already come around to help me off the guy’s lap. He reached around to refasten my bra, pulling my blouse back into position. He pulled the panties out of my mouth, shoving them into his pocket. I guess I was going to leave in ‘full commando’ mode, slowly dripping the remains down my leg.

      “Thank you,” I said, looking down on our new friends.

      The woman pushed her husband’s shaft back into his pants, zipping them up.

      My husband smiled at them. “We live nearby,” he said. “Want to come back to our place for a nightcap?” I couldn’t believe what he was saying. He wanted to play more?

      “We’d love to,” the guy said. My husband texted our address to the man as he told him his cell number.

      On our way out to the car, the dripping started again. This time not with remains of the old, but from anticipation of the new.

      “What have you gotten us into now?” my husband teased.

      “Me? You’re the one that invited them home.”

      “I figured you might need another helping of that enormous cock. Was I wrong?”

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I nodded. No, he wasn’t wrong at all.

      By the time we got to our place, I was as aroused as I could ever remember. I ran upstairs, pulled the bedclothes off, and set some electric candles around the room. Dale stayed downstairs to pull out whiskey and a bottle of wine. 

      By the time I returned, I had already taken my clothes off, returning dressed only in a thin robe that barely hid anything.

      Dale smiled at me. “Eager for another round, I see.”

      A nervous impulse suddenly filled me. Am I too eager? 

      “This isn’t okay?” I asked. “You invited them home… I just thought…”

      He put his hands over my mouth. “Shush, now. I’ll hear none of that. I want you to cum as often as he can get you there. How often will you be able to experience a cock like that?”

      His smile helped me climb down that spike of worry as I snuggled close to him. “What about you? Hoping to get some action too?”

      “We’ll see,” my husband smiled. “Good if that happens, but I’d be okay even if it doesn’t. I want to watch that schlong give it to you as much as you want. I’d find that very arousing. Do whatever you want with it.”

      “You wouldn’t mind… if I really got into it?” I said, surprised at his willingness.

      “No, babe. I love for you to cum. As long as I get to watch, I would be willing for you to do this over and over.”

      “You would?” The surprise was almost too much, but the doorbell rang. They were here.

      “You should take the robe off,” Dale chuckled. “No one’s fooled by the false modesty of that robe. Look at those nipples.”

      I pulled the robe open. He was right there. My nipples were hard as pebbles and aching to be touched. Was he really okay with all this? With my being so open with my desire?

      My husband walked up behind me, slowly peeling the robe away, taking my breasts in his hands, pinching the nipples softly. “This is your night to be the slut you want to be. I’m good with whatever you want to do.”

      I stepped toward the door, looked back at him. That smile told me everything I needed as I opened the door. 

      The wife walked right in. Before her husband could even get in the door, she was peeling her clothes off to match my nakedness. We hugged in the hallway. She’d had her fingers inside me already. I guess it was a little late to stand on neighborly protocol now!

      The husband shook Dale’s hand, introducing himself as Nick, and his wife as Sarra. We walked into the kitchen, Sarra taking my arm as we fixed drinks and chatted.

      Sarra didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed by her nudity. She had very large, natural breasts that still stood out firm and shapely despite her being our age. Mine were not nearly that large, and had already begun drooping a little. Dale struggled to keep his eyes off of them. Sarra clearly didn’t mind. 

      I giggled at my husband as our eyes caught for a moment, my nodding approval that he could look as much as he wanted. 

      As if by natural selection, Sarra moved closer to Dale, and I ended up right next to Nick. It felt weirdly erotic that the women were standing there, completely naked, while their fully-clad men simply looked at us as we chatted. We had become erotic objects to be worshiped and used. Come to think of it, that’s what I wanted as well!

      Nick reached down, gently pinching a nipple. It was hard and throbbing even before he touched me. I shuddered at the look on my husband’s face. He was clearly eager for me to do more. Dale’s shaft was leaving a serious tent in his slacks. 

      Sarra reached over, rubbing him through his pants. “Exciting to see her so aroused, isn’t it?” she whispered to him. “You want him to do more, I think.”

      “I do…” Dale said, barely able to get the words out. His expression told the story of what was going on behind those hungry eyes.

      We had started out the evening at one of the endless lines of movies Dale and I had gone to in our years together. Now, after this man took me to new heights of arousal in the theater, I was standing naked next to him, ready to start again. This time with my husband’s open permission.

      “I think your hotwife wants it as much as you do,” Sarra said. “Look at the moisture dripping down her leg.” 

      Sarra pulled on Dale’s hand, moving it closer to me. His finger traced along my slit, coming away coated with my arousal.

      He smiled. “You want him to do this, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I whispered, reaching over to unbuckle Nick’s belt. My eyes never left Dale’s while I did it. “And you want me to… just as much.” He nodded.

      I dropped to my knees, pulling Nick’s pants down. He wasn’t wearing any underwear. His engorged cock poked out from his body in all its magnificent glory.

      Dale smiled at the hungry look on my face. I turned my head back to my husband, returning that smile. He knew I couldn’t resist worshiping this enormous beast so tempting in front of me. He nodded his approval again. My life as his loving hotwife had begun.

      About GK
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            Caught, Watched, Taken

          

          Alex Lee

        

      

    

    
      A hotwife quickie about a couple who trespass to investigate pollution and are caught by a man from the husband's past, leading to a moment of forbidden pleasure.

      When John called out of the blue, I wasn’t sure I should even agree to meet him for a coffee. I hadn’t heard from him in years—more precisely, not since we were teenagers. We used to hang out whenever I visited my grandparents’ place during the summers, in that quiet little mountain town, and we were close—but we’d long lost touch.

      So I was surprised he’d even managed to get hold of my number—he said it was through an old friend, though he never said who.

      What really caught me off guard was when he said he wanted to meet not just me, but me and my wife, Laila. And that had to be sooner rather than later.

      I was about to tell him we were busy this week, but then he said, “It’s about our old town, Dan—and it’s something important.”

      I hesitated.

      He sensed it. “Now’s the time for you to do something about that lovely place. Something bad’s happening—but I can’t explain it over the phone.”

      The mystery of it—and the urgency in his voice—was enough to make me agree. He suggested meeting the next day. After quickly checking with Laila while he was still on the phone, I confirmed.

      At the café, after the briefest of introductions, John cut straight to the point as we took our seats. “Look,” he said, turning to Laila, “I’m really glad you’re here. I did some digging online and saw you’re involved in environmental projects.”

      Laila smiled politely. “I wouldn’t say involved—it’s more of a hobby. I contribute now and then as an investigative journalist on green topics.”

      “Perfect.” John glanced at me, smiling. “I guess you’ve been wondering why I insisted on meeting your lovely wife.”

      I chuckled. “Oh, I’m used to it.” I reached over and gave Laila’s shoulder a playful rub. “She does get men interested in her.”

      John picked up on the joke, laughing easily as he gave Laila a glance. “I can see why.”

      She blushed, a touch overwhelmed by the sudden focus.

      I let go of her shoulder. “But she’s the best wife I could ask for. She’s never flirted.”

      “I can tell she’s brilliant,” John added, his tone softening.

      A brief awkward silence settled over us.

      Then he leaned forward. “It’s about our old town. I’ve been looking into something. Do you remember the old factory by the lake?”

      I nodded. “I do.”

      “Well, someone’s bought the factory and the land around the lake.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes. That little lake we used to swim in as kids—it’s all fenced off now. And I suspect they’re polluting it.”

      “Oh?” Laila leaned in, her interest piqued. “Shouldn’t someone be holding them accountable?”

      John shook his head. “They say it’s just cold water runoff. No one swims there anymore. But I thought—with your skills—you might be able to help.”

      Laila nodded. “OK. I’ll have a look.”

      “It won’t be easy. The whole area’s off-limits.”

      “Honey, why don’t we just call Jane?” I said, reaching for Laila’s hand.

      “I want to do it myself, Dan,” Laila said, gently tapping my hand. “Plus, I’d love to see your grandparents’ town—you said it’s beautiful out there.”

      “OK. Let’s do it.”

      With that, on Saturday, we dropped the kids off at Laila’s parents’ and set off for my grandparents’ town. We’d booked a room for one night at the local hotel—so along with checking out the lake, we were hoping to enjoy a bit of time to ourselves.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After a long drive, we arrived around 5 pm. Not much had changed since my childhood days, and just catching sight of those familiar places brought back a flood of memories. For a moment, I felt the pull to head straight into town and soak it all in. But we had a job to do—so instead, I turned off towards the lake and the old factory.

      When I pulled the car up in front of a tall, rusted fence and saw the signs—Private Property. Trespassers Will Be Prosecuted—the nostalgia quickly gave way to unease.

      I exchanged a glance with Laila.

      “Well, as John said—it won’t be easy.” She shrugged and pushed her door open.

      We got out of the car and walked up to the fence.

      The barbed wire and the aggressive warning signs were enough to make anyone think twice.

      “This is too dangerous,” I muttered, my stomach knotting.

      I turned back towards the car—but Laila grabbed my hand. “No, Dan. Don’t give up now. Trespassing or not—we need to get pictures.”

      She was already moving, and I had no choice but to follow.

      We walked a short way to find a better vantage point, and she stopped, scanning the perimeter. “I think over there,” she said, pointing to a line of bushes along the fence. “Just past that dip—looks like something’s been digging.” She tugged my hand, phone ready in the other, and dragged me into the undergrowth.

      “Laila—look.” I pointed up. “Cameras. They’ll see us poking around.”

      “It’s too late to pull back now,” she said without stopping.

      We pushed through the brambles and, to my surprise, found a small hole at the base of the fence.

      I looked around, uneasy. “The cameras might still catch us. If something dodgy’s going on, they’ll definitely be watching. Maybe we shouldn’t⁠—”

      But Laila was already crouching down and slipping through the gap.

      I followed. No alarms, no motion sensors—just silence.

      We crept the hundred yards or so towards the lake.

      And then we saw it.

      Pipes—half-buried, stained—flushing grimy water straight into the lake.

      Laila wasted no time—click, click, click.

      “There we go,” she said, triumphant. “I’ll send these to Jane. Whoever’s doing this is screwed.”

      We didn’t hang about. We made our way back to the hole in the fence, slipped through it, and scurried to the car.

      I started the engine. “Shall we celebrate with an early dinner? I know a place—if it’s still in business.”

      “Why not,” Laila said, beaming with satisfaction.

      We headed over, and ten minutes later we were sitting in the old restaurant at a table by the window.

      It wasn’t busy at that hour—just us and another couple in the far corner. We were served quickly, and while the food wasn’t anything special, it filled a hole.

      Then, just as we were finishing, he appeared.

      Billy.

      I recognised him instantly—despite the years, he was still a big bloke: six foot or so, broad-shouldered, upright posture, the same bold features and powerful build.

      I never had good memories of Billy. He always got what he wanted, and he knew it. I still remembered how he’d swooped in and nicked my first girlfriend.

      My stomach churned as he approached.

      “Well, hello, Dan,” he said, all smiles—cocky as ever.

      I forced a smile. “Hi, Billy. Long time no see.”

      “Yes, indeed.”

      He didn’t even try to hide the lust in his eyes as he looked at Laila—her short denim skirt and white front-tie crop top left little to the imagination. I knew she’d dressed like this for me—but seeing Billy’s stare, I wished she hadn’t.

      “This is my wife, Laila.” I nodded towards her.

      “Hello, Billy,” Laila said, smiling politely—but she held his gaze just a little too long for my liking.

      I could tell she found him attractive—and Billy was. Masculine, well-built, with that kind of effortless, confident charm some men are just born with.

      His eyes roamed slowly—down her chest where the outline of her firm C-cup breasts showed through the fabric, over the bare skin of her flat stomach, to her toned thighs and long legs. Then he looked back up, his grin widening.

      “Good to meet you, Laila,” he finally said.

      Catching his gaze, Laila blushed but said nothing. She fiddled with a strand of her wavy, shoulder-length brown hair, glancing away. It was clear she felt unsettled by his gaze—and maybe even more unsettled by her own reaction. His masculinity had made an impression—tugging strings she probably didn’t even realise were there.

      She looked back at Billy, flashing a shy smile, her cheeks darkening further.

      He smiled back, unwavering.

      A silence fell. Uncomfortable. Heavy.

      “Right.” I cleared my throat. “It was good to see you, Billy.”

      “Yeah, you too.” He glanced at me, then turned to Laila again. “Just wanted to see what Dan’s landed himself with… and I must say—I’m not disappointed.”

      “Thank you,” Laila murmured, a soft smile tugging at her lips.

      Billy turned back to me, still grinning. “Dan, you outdid yourself.” He clapped a hand on my shoulder.

      “Thanks,” I managed.

      “So… staying over in town?” he asked casually.

      “Erm…”

      He looked at Laila and raised an eyebrow. “In the hotel?”

      “Yeah,” she said.

      I winced inwardly. I hadn’t wanted Billy to know.

      “Nice,” he said. “Just the two of you?”

      His eyes lingered on Laila. His grin was so suggestive it made her blush again—but she quickly pulled herself together and smiled. “Just us,” she said. “We thought we’d get away. No kids for once.”

      “How many?”

      “Two.”

      “Could’ve fooled me.” He chuckled, eyes roaming again. “You’ve kept a fantastic shape, Laila.”

      “Thank you,” she replied, her voice soft.

      “Right. I’d better go.” He started to walk off, then turned—pausing, a glint in his eye. “I know what you’re up to.”

      Laila and I froze.

      “Don’t worry,” he said with a wink. Then, placing a finger to his lips, he added, “Mum’s the word.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked, my voice a little too tight.

      “Come on, Dan. I’m an old friend.” He stepped back to the table, leaned in, and dropped his voice. “I’m looking after the perimeter. I run the CCTV.”

      My blood ran cold.

      “I saw you both,” he continued, glancing from Laila to me. “But don’t stress. Something might happen to those tapes. They might not… exist tomorrow.”

      Then, with a grin, he added, “Might pop in later tonight—to catch up on old times, eh?” He reached out and gave me a tap on the shoulder.

      I didn’t want him anywhere near us. But what choice did I have?

      “Yeah… sure. Pop in if you like,” I said flatly.

      He straightened up, gave us a cheeky wave, and sauntered off.

      Laila and I sat in stunned silence.

      After a moment, I cleared my throat. “Shall we walk around town a bit before heading to the hotel?”

      “Yeah, why not,” she said. But her voice was quieter than usual. She was rattled.

      But from what? Just from Billy’s bombshell that he’d seen us on camera? Or from the way he’d looked at her? And more importantly, how she’d responded? How she’d liked him as a man?

      I decided to probe.

      “You OK?” I asked.

      She nodded. “Mmm.” But she didn’t sound convincing.

      I looked at her.

      She held my gaze, biting her lip.

      “You find him attractive, don’t you?”

      “No,” she said quickly—too quickly. “I just… he’s⁠—”

      “He’s attractive. And the way he looked at you—he was practically undressing you. And I saw how you⁠—”

      “Dan,” she cut me off. “I know how he looked at me, OK? But it’s not that.” She looked away, taking a deep breath, then turned back to me. “I don’t like that he saw us. OK?”

      “Neither do I,” I said quietly.

      A heavy silence fell, our eyes locked.

      I broke it first. “But is that the only reason you’re rattled, Laila?”

      “What else would it be?” she countered, her tone provocative.

      “You liked him back. And that’s what’s bothering you.”

      She didn’t reply. Just held my gaze.

      “He’s charming,” I snapped. “I know. He’s always had a way with women. That’s why they call him Billy who gets what he wants. But make no mistake—he’s a nasty piece of work.”

      “Why are you so jealous?” she murmured, her face unreadable.

      “I’m not.”

      “Yes, you are.”

      “I’m not. I’m just saying—he’s dangerous. Manipulative. If he wants to, he can get into your knickers in no time.”

      “Well… you know him better, don’t you?”

      We stared at each other, the tension thick between us.

      I bit my lip. What was the point of pushing it further?

      “Billy’s not worth fighting over,” I muttered, looking away. 

      I met her eyes again—soft now, searching.

      “Come on,” I said briskly, forcing a smile. “Let’s visit some of the old places I used to hang out, shall we?”

      The tightness on her face softened further into a cautious smile. “Yeah, I’d love to see where you had those summer adventures.”

      I stood up, chuckling, feeling the mood begin to shift. “Right then—let’s go.”

      We spent the rest of the evening wandering through the places of my youth. I showed Laila where I used to play, where my grandad took me fishing, where the old corner shop used to be.

      It was beautiful. Calming, even.

      For a while, I almost forgot about Billy.

      Almost.
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        * * *

      

      By the time we made it back to the hotel, the sun had dipped low.

      As we stood outside, I glanced at my watch. Eight o’clock.

      I remembered Billy’s parting words—that he might pop in later tonight.

      Pop in where? The lobby, most likely. But I didn’t want to see him again. At least not with Laila around. So we had to stay out of the lobby. But where, then? Sneak up to our room early? Or hang around town? But then, was it safe in the town? A small place? We might run into him again…

      “What is it?” Laila asked, noticing the frown on my face.

      “Let’s go to our room, shall we?” I said, deciding that was the safest option to avoid Billy.

      Though truthfully, staying away from him wasn’t the only reason I wanted to go to our room.

      The image of Billy kissing Sheila—my first girlfriend—feeling her up in the woods while I watched from behind a tree… it had stayed with me.

      And now, I couldn’t stop imagining him doing the same to Laila.

      The thought made my cock twitch. Strange, I know. But somehow, Laila had become the centre of it—of my arousal—and I wanted her, badly.

      I reached down to adjust the bulge in my shorts.

      Laila caught the motion straight away. She giggled, already a little aroused herself—maybe just from the anticipation. After all, she knew why we’d booked a hotel room. She leaned in slightly, her voice dropping. “Why not?” Her scent drifted close—subtle, warm, unmistakably enticing.

      With that, we stepped into the hotel.

      “I’m dying for a shower,” she whispered in my ear, linking her arm through mine.

      “In the shower?” I raised an eyebrow.

      “No, silly.” She giggled—then stopped walking.

      I stopped too.

      Our eyes met.

      “You want to do it in the shower?” She raised her brows, the edge of a smile forming.

      I stepped closer. “Yes. I’m in the mood for an adventure.”

      The spark in her eyes said she was too.

      I smiled. “As long as there’s hot water.”

      With a cheeky grin, she slapped me playfully on the bum. “Well, there’s only one way to find out.”

      At reception, a bored-looking bloke sat watching something on his phone. He only looked up when we reached the desk, and even then, barely made eye contact. He seemed in a hurry to get back to whatever was on his screen. Not much promise for service, but what do you expect from a small roadside hotel where we were probably the only guests? On the plus side? Check-in was quick.

      We climbed the stairs to the first floor.

      The carpet was worn, the paint peeling from the walls, and a faint smell of damp hung in the air. The hotel was old and poorly maintained—but it would have to do for the night.

      We found our room despite the questionable signage. The quiet in the corridor left an eerie feeling—but also confirmed my earlier suspicion: we were probably the only guests tonight, at least on this floor.

      I fumbled with the old-fashioned key and eventually managed to open the door. We stepped inside, kicked off our shoes, and took in the room—half-expecting more disappointment.

      But the room surprised us—simple, clean, and modern enough. The bathroom stood out: a see-through glass partition and a walk-in shower.

      “Oh, wow,” I said. “The modern world has caught up here.”

      Without hesitation, I began undressing.

      “Look at you, Mr. Impatient.” Laila giggled.

      “What can I say?” I grinned. “This old town has always put me in an adventurous mood.”

      “Oh? So you’ve had your share of adventures?”

      “You could say that. First girlfriend.”

      Laila raised her eyebrows, teasing, then slowly unzipped her skirt and let it fall onto the floor.

      My eyes darted to her white lacy thong. The sight of her slender thighs and the curves of her bum when she bent over to pick up the skirt made my cock stir instantly.

      “Though I don’t really want to talk about it,” I added.

      “Why not?” she asked, straightening up and dropping the skirt on the bed beside her. “Because you still have feelings for her?”

      “No, of course not.” I lowered my voice. “Because I couldn’t even sleep with her.”

      “You couldn’t? I thought you did.”

      “I lied. Truth is—it was Billy. He stole her from me before I could.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “It’s OK.”

      Slowly, Laila untied her crop top, slipping it off one shoulder… then the other… revealing her gorgeous C-cup breasts.

      “How come you let Billy steal your girl?” she asked, placing the top on the bed.

      I peeled off my T-shirt, then dropped my shorts and briefs. My cock sprang free—hard and eager.

      “Because Billy always gets what he wants,” I muttered as I stepped out of my shorts and briefs and picked them up. “That’s what they say around here.” I tossed my clothes onto the bed beside Laila’s.

      She tilted her head. “He didn’t seem that scary.”

      “Oh, come on. You looked shaken when he dropped the bombshell about the cameras.”

      “Mmm… yeah… but I also figured—what can he really do? Even if he caught us on camera?”

      “He can do a lot, Laila. He’s the security guy. He could get us arrested. Ruin our careers. The companies around here are dodgy—you don’t want to mess with them.”

      A flicker of concern passed across Laila’s face. Then she gave a soft shrug. “I don’t know. I feel like he was joking. He seems… nice, deep down.”

      “Laila, don’t say that.” I hesitated, choosing my words. “I know you find him⁠—”

      She met my gaze, waiting.

      “—shall we say, attractive?” I gave her a knowing smile.

      Her eyes sparkled with mischief, lips twitching.

      “Or even something more?”

      She playfully slapped my bum. “He’s attractive, all right?”

      My smile faded. “Yes, he is. He always has been.” I sighed. “But you don’t know him, honey. He’s… he’s brutal. When he wants something, he gets it.”

      Laila’s expression stayed serious for a moment—but then she gave me a cheeky poke in the ribs. “Come on, if you want it in the shower…”

      She bent over and peeled off her thong. Then straightened, dropping it onto the bed.

      Her pussy—neatly shaved, with a delicate landing strip—immediately drew my gaze. My cock twitched with fresh urgency.

      Noticing, Laila giggled and reached for my hand.

      We hurried into the bathroom, not bothering to shut the door—what was the point? The glass walls meant everything was visible anyway.

      We stepped into the shower together. I turned on the tap, and hot water rushed out, steam rising around us.

      I wrapped my arms around Laila and pulled her close.

      Our lips met—soft at first, then deeper, wetter—as the water poured over our shoulders, washing us clean and heating us to the core.
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        * * *

      

      Our kiss deepened, tongues dancing with hunger. I pressed my hard cock against Laila’s stomach, my shaft twitching with anticipation.

      She moaned into my mouth. Her hips rolled, grinding softly against me.

      We were ready.

      I broke the kiss, hands slipping down to her bum, gripping her firm cheeks.

      She reached for the shower handle. “Here?”

      “Yeah,” I breathed. “Upright.”

      She turned off the water. “Just don’t drop me.”

      “I won’t.”

      She wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I tightened my grip on her arse, about to lift her⁠—

      —and then we heard it.

      The sound of the door opening. Then closing.

      “Oh, shit,” I muttered.

      Instinctively, Laila clung to me, arms tightening around my shoulders, her chest pressed against mine. She turned her head, looking over her shoulder into the room.

      We both froze.

      A man’s silhouette —hard to make out from the brighter-lit bathroom and the steamy glass walls—moved through the room, walking to the bed… picking something up before slipping it out of sight.

      My heart pounded. He’s robbing us.

      He’s gonna leave with our⁠—

      No, he’s not. He’s not leaving.

      The silhouette turned and walked towards the bathroom.

      I blinked, stunned. Through the blur of steam, a tall figure emerged—broad shoulders, cocky stance.

      I recognised the man.

      Billy.

      He stepped into the still-steamy bathroom and paused just outside the shower area, eyes fixed on Laila’s arse, a slow, knowing grin spreading across his face.

      “Billy—get out,” I said firmly, my voice sharp.

      I didn’t care how big he was. I was ready to fight.

      “I’ll shout,” Laila added, still looking over her shoulder, her naked body pressed tighter against mine.

      But Billy’s voice was calm. “No, you won’t. Look.” He held up a handful of papers—printouts. “Screenshots from the CCTV system.” He dropped them onto the bathroom floor. “I could make these disappear. But only if I get what I want.”

      Laila’s chest rose sharply against mine, her soft, slick breasts sliding against my skin.

      “You’re in trouble, Billy,” she hissed.

      “Oh, I know,” he said smoothly. “So are you.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out her phone. “That’s why I’ve got a solution.” He held the phone out to me. “Dan records it. Fair trade—my silence for our little adventure staying private.”

      Billy’s and my eyes met.

      Is he… Is he suggesting what I think he is?

      A light, teasing smile played on his lips.

      Oh, God! He wants to get what he…

      He gave me a slight nod.

      …wants.

      Slowly, I took the phone.

      His gaze dropped to Laila’s arse, one of her cheeks now fully exposed. “Nice arse,” he said with a grin.

      She glared at him, arms tightening around me, chest firm against mine.

      He smiled, unfazed. “Three, two, one... Go. You rat me out, I rat you out.”

      “You bastard,” Laila whispered. “It’s not going to happen like this.”

      “Oh, but it is,” Billy replied. “Dan agrees with me. Ask him.”

      He looked straight at me. I faltered.

      Laila turned to me, searching my eyes.

      Billy pressed on. “He wants it. Deep down. He’s always wanted to watch.”

      “Don’t—” I started, but something clenched in my chest.

      Laila felt it. She raised an eyebrow.

      Billy stepped closer. “You want me, Laila. Don’t pretend you don’t.”

      Then, in one swift move, he shoved down his shorts and briefs, revealing a thick, fully erect cock.

      Laila looked over her shoulder—and gasped.

      “Wanna try it?” he asked, gripping his shaft and giving it a stroke. The bulbous head emerged from beneath the foreskin.

      “No…” she whispered.

      But there was no conviction in her voice.

      Billy let go of his cock and kicked off his trainers. He pushed his shorts and briefs down to his ankles, then stepped out of them. Straightening, he peeled off his T-shirt, revealing a sculpted chest and taut abs. He let the T-shirt fall to the floor.

      He stepped in, one foot crossing into the shower—sock drenching instantly on the wet tiles. “One deep dive. That’s all. Otherwise—you’ll always wonder.”

      Laila’s breathing quickened, her eyes fixed on his cock. I couldn’t look away either. Her chest rose and fell faster against mine.

      “Dan, you can start recording,” Billy said. “I’ll say it. I’ll give you your leverage.”

      He stepped fully into the shower.

      Laila turned her head from Billy to me, pulling it back just enough to meet my gaze. Her eyes were wide—searching. Her question—obvious. Shall I?

      I raised the phone and, with my other hand still gripping her arse cheek, unlocked the screen using just my thumb—the benefit of knowing her PIN—opened the camera, and pressed record.

      That was my answer.

      “You sure?” Laila whispered, her brow lifted.

      “Of course he is,” Billy answered from just behind her. He placed a hand on her back and ran it slowly down her spine—gentle, purposeful.

      She trembled at his touch—but didn’t pull away.

      “Dan’s always been a cuckold,” Billy said, his tone measured, calm. “He’s always wanted to watch his girlfriend… and now his wife. Right, Dan?”

      “Dan?” Laila asked softly.

      My heart thumped. My head felt foggy. My palms sweated.

      Yet my cock throbbed—hard and eager.

      I wanted it—but I knew I shouldn’t.

      The dull ache intensified. The shaft pulsed, tightened, throbbed again.

      And here it was.

      I nodded.

      Laila held my gaze a moment longer. Then, voice steady, she said, “Say it, Billy. Say it clearly.”

      “Sure,” he replied.

      He wrapped one arm around her waist from behind, his hand sliding between our bodies. I felt his knuckles graze my lower belly as his fingers slipped between her stomach and mine.

      Her thighs trembled against me.

      Billy leaned in. “Here it is: I asked Dan and Laila to let me fuck her in exchange for destroying all footage of their trespass—and keeping my mouth shut. Fair?”

      Laila swallowed—then nodded. He couldn’t see it, but he sensed it.

      His free hand gripped her other arse cheek—the one I wasn’t holding.

      She jolted but didn’t turn around. Didn’t stop him. She just gripped my shoulders tighter, eyes locked on mine.

      “As I said—nice arse, your wife has,” Billy murmured.

      Then he let go of her arse… and gave a firm tug on her waist.

      Slowly, her eyes still fixed on mine, she leaned back. Her bare back brushed Billy’s chest.

      I let my grip ease off.
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        * * *

      

      With one swift movement, he pulled her away from me. She let go without resistance.

      He turned her to face the tiled wall. Holding her firmly around the waist with one arm, he pressed his other hand against her back.

      “Lean forward, Laila,” he said—gently, but with authority. “You’ll enjoy this.”

      She obeyed. Her arms reached up to brace against the wall. She pushed her bum back, parting her legs—open, exposed, offering herself to him.

      I crouched to the side, tilting the phone to capture her glistening pussy from below.

      Billy stood behind her, gripping her hips. He bent his knees slightly, adjusted his stance, and with a subtle roll of his hips, angled his thick cock forward—brushing the tip between her parted pussy lips.

      Laila’s breath caught as his tip teased her entrance.

      She turned her head slightly and looked at me, eyes wide. “He’s going to fuck me,” she whispered.

      I nodded. “Yes, honey… he will.”

      Billy let out a low chuckle. “Oh, yes. With pleasure. I always get what I want. Right, Dan?”

      And me—stupid, dazed, as if under a spell—I just said, “Yes.”

      Billy growled in approval, then adjusted his grip. “Spread your legs a little more, Laila.”

      Laila turned forward again and pushed her bum back, arching her spine, giving him the angle he needed.

      He pressed his cockhead firmly against her pussy lips. With one slow, deliberate movement, he began to ease inside.

      “Oh God…” she gasped as her folds parted and her slick heat wrapped around him, his cock sliding into her pussy. Her arms shook where they braced against the wall. Her thighs trembled. Yet only half his cock was in.

      “He’s huge, honey,” she breathed, looking back at me, her chest rising and falling, cheeks flushed with arousal.

      “I know,” I said softly. “He’s fucking you, Laila.”

      “I know…” she whispered, turning her gaze again to the wall.

      Billy stepped back slightly, adjusting his stance once more, then drove forward in a deep, powerful thrust.

      “Ohh!” Laila moaned, her body jolting. Her breasts bounced with the impact.

      His entire cock was now in her pussy.

      “There we go,” he muttered. Gripping her hips, he began to fuck her—long, slow strokes, savouring every inch.

      “Ohh… ohh… ohh…” Her moans fell in rhythm with his movements—breathy, raw.

      A low groan escaped him, his pace steady, his cock sliding in and out of her slick, welcoming pussy.

      After half a minute of deep, measured thrusts, he shifted gear.

      His hands tightened. His hips slammed forward—harder, deeper, faster.

      The slap of his thighs against the backs of hers echoed through the bathroom, blending with his low grunts and her rising, breathless moans.

      I kept filming, my cock twitching with ache as I watched my wife being fucked by another man for the first time in our married life.

      Billy was grunting now—loud, guttural—driving his cock in and out of her with relentless force. His thrusts rocked her entire body, pounding her with a primal rhythm.

      She could barely hold herself up, both hands braced against the tiled wall, her breasts bouncing, legs trembling as he slammed into her from behind.

      “Ohh… Ohh… Ohh…” she kept moaning, her voice growing more desperate with every thrust.

      And then—it happened.

      Her thighs tensed. Her abs clenched. She jolted forward, her breasts pressing against the wall, her hands sliding up.

      Billy stepped forward with her, burying himself to the hilt, his chest brushing her back.

      With a full-body shudder, she came.

      “Oh Jesus!” she cried, pressing her palms to the tiles, fingers splayed, her whole body trembling.

      A deep, guttural groan escaped from Billy’s chest—probably from feeling her pussy convulse around his cock, gripping him tight in pleasure.

      He pulled back, then drove into her one final time—slamming all the way in.

      Leaning forward, he pressed his chest against her back, one arm wrapping around her waist, his hand splayed across her stomach. His other hand slid between her body and the wall, cupping her breast from behind.

      His crotch pressed to her arse, thighs flush with the backs of hers.

      His hips jerked in short, sharp bursts—coming deep inside her.

      They moaned together, softly, breath catching. For the next fifteen seconds or so, they shared the quiet tremors of orgasm—until their bodies finally stilled.

      Billy stepped back, slowly pulling his cock free—it slid out slick with her juices, a final bead of cum dripping to the wet floor.

      He let go of her and gave her bum a playful slap. “Thanks.”

      Laila straightened slowly, then turned to face him. I stood up too, stepping beside her and wrapping my arm around her waist. 

      My cock was hard as a rock, twitching with need. I didn’t care that Laila and Billy would see it— what was there to hide? Billy had already said it and I’d admitted it—I was a cuckold enjoying watching my wife being fucked by another man. 

      Laila curled in close to me, her chest still rising and falling.

      Billy looked at me. Then at her.

      For a long second, no one said a word.

      He finally asked quietly, “Did you… like it, Laila?”

      I turned to her, studying her face. Searching.

      After a moment’s pause, gaze fixed on Billy, she nodded. “I did.” Her voice was soft. Honest.

      “I fuck well, don’t I?” he said, stepping out of the shower.

      “Yes. You fuck well.”

      “Told you.”

      He bent to pick up his clothes and trainers while Laila and I watched in silence.

      He straightened and looked back at us. “It was good work, wasn’t it?” That cheeky grin of his returned as his gaze settled on me. “Right, Dan? I got what I wanted—a taste of your lovely wife. And you got what you wanted… some very good footage.” Then his gaze shifted to Laila, his grin softening. “And you… got a good fuck from a big cock.”

      Laila held his gaze but said nothing.

      He gave her a thumbs-up, then turned on his heel and stepped out of the bathroom.

      Once in the room, he pulled on his clothes and trainers—not minding his drenched socks—but instead of leaving as I’d expected, he walked to the bed. He picked up Laila’s thong and held it up, giving us a look that clearly asked—Can I have it?

      “Honey…” I whispered, starting to move after him.

      “Let him have it.” She tugged me back, her gaze on him. Then, she nodded.

      Billy grinned and shoved her thong into his pocket. 

      Only then did he walk to the door. He opened it, paused, glanced back—and waved.

      And, for reasons I still don’t fully understand, we both waved back.

      He stepped out, closing the door quietly behind him.

      Laila and I stood in silence for a few seconds before looking at each other—our eyes locking.

      “Can I have you now?” I asked, voice low.

      She smiled softly. “Of course you can.”

      I nodded towards the bed. “There?”

      “Yeah. There.”

      She took my hand and gently led me over, grabbing a towel from the hook on the bedroom door.

      At the bed, she let go of my hand and spread the towel over the sheets.

      I didn’t need further invitation. Not bothering to stop the camera, I dropped her phone on the bedside table and climbed onto the bed, settling on the towel.

      “He didn’t use a condom,” she whispered, joining me.

      “I know,” I said. A shy smile tugged at my lips. “Can I… not use one either?”

      She held my eyes for a moment, then murmured, “Why not? I’ll be taking the pill anyway.”
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        * * *

      

      What followed was the most passionate sex of our lives.

      Yes—Billy had gotten what he wanted. My wife’s pussy and her thong.

      But so had Laila and I.

      I’d had my first hotwife experience.

      And she… she’d had one of the most powerful firsts of her life.

      And beyond that—Jane got the photos. John did his part. And my grandparents’ town got the justice it deserved. Within months, the company responsible for polluting our beloved lake was shut down.

      Laila and I had a long, honest talk about everything that happened. In the end, we agreed it had been a wild, thrilling one-off—an experience to savour, not to repeat. But one that changed us both, forever.

      And then, one evening, curled up in bed, Laila looked at me and said, “Next summer… we’re going back. We’ll spend some time by the lake.”

      I smiled.

      “And maybe… just maybe…” she added, trailing her fingers across my chest, “we’ll run into Billy again.”

      “And maybe… just maybe… you should bring a spare thong?”

      Laila just smiled.

      

      
        
          	
        Please check out Alex’s new release Waves of Temptation here.
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      Alex Lee writes erotic fiction that blends emotional realism with intense, arousing storytelling. His stories explore fantasies like hotwife adventures, voyeurism, and cuckold kink, always focusing on believable characters and the thrill of desire. If you enjoyed this one, explore Alex Lee’s full-length stories like The Woodsman’s Invitation or Heat in Lisbon — where temptation always has a plan. You can  visit his blog for behind-the-scenes posts and free extras.
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            It’s Not Cheating

          

          Kirsten McCurran

        

      

    

    
      While her husband is deployed overseas, a married woman wonders: is it really cheating if it’s just being watched?

      Jen feels Roger come up behind her and wonders how she’s always ended up in these situations. It’s been a long time since she has, before she met her husband, but it’s on-brand for her. She’s bent over to look in the hotel suite’s minibar, and he presses a very obvious erection against her rear. His hands land on her hips, and he lightly grinds. She thinks, At least he’s not being subtle about it.

      The evening has been something of a blur. She’s not even sure how she ended up in a client’s hotel suite. Roger isn’t the client. He’s the client’s friend. The client, Kevin, is over on the couch, all over Sofia, Jen’s co-worker. Kevin has been all over Sofia for the past couple of hours, which freaked Jen out at first. She decided Sofia must be into it—despite having a boyfriend—or she would have stopped him. She would have stopped him, right? 

      Kevin isn’t just a client. He’s the firm’s biggest client and significantly older than Sofia, who’s in her late 20s. He’s not a bad-looking man for being in his late 40s. Jen is just surprised Sofia, a hot, fun blonde with a tiny nose stud and a mischievous streak, would be into a middle-aged guy in a suit. 

      When she first saw Kevin touching Sofia, Jen wondered if the girl let it slide because he was the cock of the walk at their firm. And then she wondered if she was supposed to do the same with Roger because he was Kevin’s friend. The women weren’t ordered to go out with the men, but Jen recalled feeling pressured to go. Or maybe that was revisionist thinking. It had been a long night, and Jen had been drinking a lot.

      The firm was celebrating its tenth anniversary at a swanky club downtown. As office staff, Jen was pressed into manning the reception desk for the early part of the event. The plan was to finish that, have a drink or two, and get out of there. She had to pick up her daughter from her mother’s house at a decent hour. But she finished working the desk, and after a couple of drinks, she was somehow pulled into a group going to a bar afterward.

      The bar was one of those cool, speakeasy kind of places in the basement of an old bank. The old vault was even used, set up as an exclusive lounge area. Drinks and shots were bought, and Jen ended up in the vault with Sofia and Kevin, and Roger when the group dwindled down to the four of them. They were on couches in a corner of the dim, intimate space. Sofia, who had a long-time boyfriend, Jen, who was married, and the client and his friend. Jen didn’t feel like they’d been sent out to entertain the men, but it still felt icky. 

      The ickiness went away with another drink and the fact that Jen had always liked men’s attention. She wasn’t proud of it. She didn’t consider herself easy, but back in her single days, a cute guy didn’t have to try hard to get her to hook up. Jen put that behind her when she met her husband. Or so she thought.

      Roger got handsy in the speakeasy, and Jen moved his hands the first few times, but his arm eventually stayed around her. She liked the way he played with her black hair. His hand landed on her thigh. Jen covered it with hers when he tried to slide it under her short dress, but she left it there on her leg.

      And somehow, she ended up in a suite with Roger rubbing his bulge against her ass. He feels big, which doesn’t help her resolve. Jen doesn’t want to be confrontational, but needs to remind him that she’s a married woman. 

      “What are you doing?” Jen realizes her tone is too playful, but it’s so easy to fall into old patterns. She’s been married for eight years, but it feels like it was yesterday when she’d meet a guy and maybe go home with him.

      “Wondering what you’re doing, honey.” Roger definitely likes what he feels. His voice drips with it.

      “I’m looking for something to drink.” She did not need another drink. “Can I get you something?”

      “I’ve got what I need.”

      “Very funny.”

      Jen grabs a tiny bottle of Stoli from the minibar and closes it. Roger presses fully into her when she straightens. His body is warm against hers, even through their clothes, but her dress is very thin. It’s a cute summer-weight shirt dress, red with little white polka dots and a tie at the waist. The outfit is just barely office-appropriate, but today was a party, and everyone dressed up for it.  She twists the cap off the tiny bottle and knocks back its contents.

      Roger’s hands stay on her hips, and now his breath is hot on her neck, giving Jen goosebumps. He feels her shiver and takes it as a green light. He plays with the tie at her waist and pulls the knot free.

      “Roger,” she warns, without much conviction.

      “Jen…” He kisses her neck. Her eyes close, and she can’t contain her sigh. 

      Jen stays against him, telling herself she’s just buying time until she finds a graceful way to escape. His lips feel so good on her tender neck, but that doesn’t matter. He should not be kissing her neck. I should not be in this suite.

      He plucks his way up her buttons, opening her dress from the waist up. His hand slips inside, cupping Jen through her bra. She purrs and then squirms, not quite trying to get away but moving forward. Roger doesn’t let her go. Her bra is padded, but his squeeze still makes her heart race. 

      “You shouldn’t be doing that,” she purrs. Jen hates that she doesn’t sound upset or offended. She should feel that way, but it’s not where her mind is.

      “Why not? You seem to like it.” He’s still kissing her neck, and she is not trying to escape.

      “That’s not the point. I’m married.”

      “That doesn’t seem to be a problem.” His hand on her hip slides forward and presses her thigh, moving inward.

      “It should be a problem. It is a problem for me.”

      Roger pushes into her bra. His thick, warm fingers pluck at her stiff nipple. Pleasure jolts straight to her core, tightening it. Jen finally peels away from him. She likes this way too much. She laughs, then stares at him, biting her lip while she steadies herself on the desk. Light tingles float up through her body like champagne bubbles. The feeling is so familiar. It was one of the things she loved most about a new hookup. 

      “Is it?” Roger reaches and pulls her back by the waist before she twists away again. 

      Jen is very much a modern feminist and a believer in no means no. Consent matters. But the thing is, she hasn’t not given consent. She knows she’s sending very mixed signals. And she can’t blame the drinks. She’s at that tipsy, fun, horny stage but not so drunk that she doesn’t know what she’s doing. Roger isn’t taking advantage of her. Not like that, anyway.

      “Do you sleep with a lot of married women?”

      Roger grins. It’s cute. Jen’s always had a weakness for older guys. She’s just over forty, so the age gap isn’t as wide as with Sofia, but Roger is older than her. “Only willing ones. My wife knows. She doesn’t care. She’d rather I get that somewhere else, actually.” He touches her hand on the desk, and her fingers instinctively curl around his. “I think you’re willing, Jen.”

      “Do you think my husband is like your wife?”

      “That’s not a no. Is he waiting at home?”

      Her eyes narrow. “I think you’d like that, but no. He’s deployed.”

      “That’s a shame. You must be lonely.”

      Roger touches her cheek and brushes her hair back. Jen tilts into it. She knows what he’s thinking. Husband is off somewhere, and she’s a lonely, horny wife. He’s not entirely wrong, but that doesn’t mean she’s looking to cheat. But would it really be cheating…

      Jen’s husband is a naval officer at sea. It’s his second deployment of their marriage, but this one feels rougher. She’s lonelier. The first time, she enjoyed the romanticism of her husband being out on a ship somewhere, keeping the country safe. She likes thinking about him in uniform because it’s hot. But this time, she wants him home and in their bed. This deployment has only made her restless and longing for her man. FaceTime sex is fun, but it only does so much. He gets it, and that’s why he told her it was okay to have fun while he is gone—if she really wants to. 

      The idea was absurd when she first heard it. He said his friend, another officer, had a similar arrangement with his wife, and it’s part of what makes their marriage work. Jen still thinks it’s absurd. She doesn’t want other men. She wants him. And she’s certainly not okay with him having fun if he gets lonely in some foreign port. He assures her he has no desire for that, but he’d rather they have an understanding than she just goes out and cheats. He knows Jen’s history. Her wild streak is one of the reasons he finds her irresistible, even if it could be dangerous for their marriage. He only asks that she warn him and that she stay safe. He doesn’t want details.

      Jen looks at Roger, and for the first time, she’s considering taking her husband up on his offer. Not because Roger is so hot—he’s attractive, but not the kind of guy you cheat for—but because she’s horny, and he’s been pushing her buttons all night. But she can’t warn her husband. Jen’s there, and it’s going to happen, or it’s not. So, would that be cheating?

      Roger kisses her. He tastes like expensive whiskey, but she doesn’t care. Jen is hungry for his kiss. His beard is scratchy on her cheek, but it makes her tingle because it’s a reminder she is not kissing her clean-shaven husband. Misbehaving is hot for Jen. It always has been. Her tongue tangles with his, and he pulls her close. His hard-on—feeling bigger now—presses against her stomach. Jen squeezes her thighs tight against the desire building there. His hand mauls her ass. She likes it. 

      “It can’t do this. It’s wrong,” she breathlessly complains, pushing away from him again. If she didn’t, she’d be on her back in the bedroom in about five minutes. “I can’t cheat on my husband.”

      “I’m not going to make you do anything, Jen. But I know you want this. Fuck, honey, you’re panting. You need to get off as badly as I do. Are you going to go home and take care of it?”

      Roger is forward. It should be annoying, but Jen likes a man who goes after what he wants. She senses he won’t make her do anything because he’s not the kind of man who has to force himself on women, but that doesn’t mean he won’t try to convince her. And deep down, she wants to be convinced.

      “That’s none of your business.” She pauses, smiles, and adds, “But maybe.”

      “Probably?”

      Jen slides the tip of her tongue over her lip before biting it. “Probably.”

      “But you won’t fuck me.”

      “I won’t cheat on my husband.” Jen thinks, There’s no way he’d answer a text now. I can’t ask him, so would it be cheating if I did this? 

      “Then let me watch.”

      “Watch what?”

      “I want to watch you get off.”

      Jen laughs. He can’t be serious. Roger stares at her. He stares at her open dress and her tits straining against a pink and white bra. He’s serious. He’s crazy. I couldn’t. That’s still some kind of cheating, isn’t it?

      “I’m just going to rub myself and leave?” 

      “If that’s what you want.”

      “Why would I do that?” Jen’s put a lilt into her voice like she’s an innocent, and he’s trying to lure her into being naughty. It’s a role she likes to play. She likes to be convinced.

      “I think you like the attention, Jen.”

      “What do you get out of it?”

      “It would be fucking hot.”

      “Would it? I don’t think I want to watch you jerk off.” Do I? Jen thinks about Roger pumping it while she rubs herself and shivers.

      “I didn’t say I was going to jerk off. Not in front of you. But I want to see you do it.”

      “I told you. I can’t cheat on my husband.”

      “I’m not asking you to. I just want to see you come, honey. It’s not cheating if you don’t touch me. How is it cheating if we don’t touch?”

      Jen laughs again at his silly logic. It’s not cheating if I don’t touch him. That’s a lawyer’s logic. Twist it just enough… She’d laugh him right out of the room if she weren’t a little drunk and a lot horny. Can I do that in front of a man I hardly know? She does it for her husband on FaceTime. It’s her only form of sex these days. But in front of Roger? Wouldn’t it feel too weird to even come? 

      “That’s good. You’re good, Roger. I bet you talk a lot of girls into bed.”

      “You can do it out here. Sit on the desk. That would be hot.”

      That would be hot, she agrees. Jen tingles with electric excitement just thinking about it. A minute ago, she thought it would be too weird, but now she thinks sitting up on the desk and putting on a show would be so sexy. But Sofia and Kevin… As if reading her mind, Sofia pops off the couch on the other side of the room, pulling Kevin by the hand. Her sexy, shimmery little dress is around her waist, and her lacy black bra is half off. Sofia smiles back at Jen as she pulls Kevin into the bedroom. The smile says, Have fun. 

      “I’m not touching you. You’re going to have to jerk it yourself.”

      “I’m not asking you to, Jen. You’ve got a hot little body, and I just want to see it. I want to see you get off.”

      Jen eyes him warily. She knows it’s a bad idea. She knows he has a plan to fuck her. Roger wants to get laid, not just watch her come. Unless… maybe he’s one of those guys who likes girls to see him jerk off. Jen imagines Roger finishing when she does and shooting it onto her. Her pussy throbs. She’s always liked the dark stuff. She pushes the chair back from the desk.

      “Sit there. I’m not touching you. I mean it. I’m not cheating.” I’ve lost my mind. 

      Roger sits in the chair and eagerly looks up at her. “I’m good, just do it, honey. Get up on that desk, Jen.”

      Jen likes him ordering her around. She boosts up onto the desk, exposing her pink panties. They don’t quite match her bra, but she didn’t think anyone would be seeing them. She only wore the cute bra because she likes cute bras. Jen scoots back on the desk and shoves the phone to the floor when it digs into her ass. She stares at Roger with hooded eyes.

      “Show me, Jen. I want to see that body.” Roger gets it. He senses she likes to be told what to do.

      Jen finishes what he started, freeing the rest of her buttons and spreading the dress open. Her legs open wider, unrestrained by the dress. The tingling is like a swarm of bees inside her, but she isn’t sure if it’s nerves or desire. She knows what the throbbing between her legs is. She bites her lip, stares down at Roger from her perch, and slides a hand down over her pierced belly and into her panties. Her furrow is already slick with need. She moans when her fingers press between her pink lips.

      “Yes,” Roger hisses, eyes blazing with excitement. Is his thing watching or being in control? It doesn’t matter to Jen. His excitement feeds her own.

      Her eyes close as she slowly strokes two fingers up and down her pink, like she would at home. She wants to pretend Roger isn’t there, but even with closed eyes, she feels his hungry gaze. His desire for her sparks all kinds of reckless thoughts. Jen brushes her button and gasps.

      “You’re so fucking wet, aren’t you, Jen?” 

      She nods and leaves her clit alone. Coming too quickly would be embarrassing. Jen doesn’t want him to know how horny she is. He’d realize he could have her if he did. Her fingers dip deep and stroke faster. She intermittently bites her lip, but it doesn’t stifle her moans. Every deep breath ends in an exhalation of pleasure.

      “Show me your tits, honey. I want to see that body,” he demands. His voice is low but powerful. Roger sounds like he wants to leap on top of her. It quickens her pulse.

      Jen stares at him again, and her breath catches. His cock is in his hand, and it’s just as big as it felt through his pants. Has a man ever stared at her with such naked, aggressive lust? It scares her as much as it turns her on—which turns her on even more. She pinches open the gold clasp of her bra, and the halves all away. Jen caresses her breasts without prompting. A sharp cry slips out when she rolls one of her rose-colored tips.

      “Perfect,” Roger groans. It would be creepy in any other context, but she throbs harder in the hotel suite. 

      He somehow matches her pace, stroking his shaft as she rubs her pussy. Jen stares at it. She can’t help herself. Roger isn’t the only voyeur in the room. Her core feels hollow. It needs to be filled. She doesn’t want to think about that. Making herself come will be enough. It needs to be. Jen closes her eyes again to keep from staring at his cock.

      “You’re getting close, aren’t you, honey?”

      “Ahhh…yes…” It’s exhaled as much as it’s spoken.

      “You’re gonna come for me, Jen.”

      It’s a statement, not a question, because they both know it’s true. Jen is going to come, and she’ll come hard because he’s watching her. Because he told her to do it. Roger didn’t ask a question, but she still answered. Her exhalation is more desperate the second time. “Ahhh…yes…”

      Her fingers are so slick it’s hard to keep them where they’re needed. Jen trembles when she brushes her clit over and over again. She’s ascending. Her chest is tight, and her heart is going to pound right out of it. 

      A touch on her thigh shocks Jen’s eyes open. Roger is right there, between her legs, in the chair. The danger becomes very real, but she doesn’t want to stop. She can’t. Her peak is so close. Jen stares down at him between her legs and rubs her clit harder.

      “No…touching…touching is cheating…” she whimpers.

      “If you touch me, it’s cheating. But I just want to watch up close.” He tugs at her panties. Jen whimpers. “I told you, I want to see.”

      She isn’t stupid. She knows what he’s doing. But god, her clit is throbbing so hard, and her natural inclination is to obey. She stops touching herself and grips the edge of the desk to raise her butt. Roger peels her panties away and rolls them down her legs, where they hang off one of her booties. Her sex is dusted with dark stubble. No one was supposed to see her pussy tonight. She’ll shave before her next scheduled FaceTime with her husband. Roger rolls the chair so close she feels his breath on her thigh. 

      “Do it, Jen. Make that pussy come,” he growls.

      Oh god, yes! I need to fucking come. She almost says it out loud and is glad she doesn’t. She knows his cock would be inside her if she had. She wants that—needs it—but no. 

      Jen obeys. Her fingers go back into her slick pink, and pleasure sizzles through her. Roger leers at her from so close. Has any man ever been so close to her pussy and just looked at it? Her husband watches her masturbate on FaceTime, but he’s not down there. Letting Roger watch her like that feels obscene. He’s close enough to hear how wet she is. His dirty presence makes her soar. 

      “That pussy smells so good,” he says, kissing her tender thigh. His lips make her tremble. He keeps kissing, moving higher when Jen doesn’t push him away. If anything, her legs open wider.

      “Touching…ahhh…is cheating…” she whines, circling over her clit. The pulses are so intense now. Rising pleasure clouds her brain. She knows he has to stop, but she doesn’t stop him. 

      “Not if I touch you and you just sit there, Jen. Don’t touch me back.”

      Roger takes advantage of Jen’s focus on her button to kiss below it, slipping his tongue into her pussy. A deep moan betrays her. She can’t hide how much she loves it. He laps at her, drinking deeply of her passion. She’s so drenched he slurps while he tastes her. She’s too distracted by his mouth to keep rubbing herself. His tongue slips over her fingers before he pulls them into his mouth and sucks. Jen needs to come so badly that she trembles.

      Jen massages her breasts. Roger is in control down below. His insistent tongue crisscrosses her clit. Her body heaves, and she cries out. He sucks at her ripe fruit like he wants to devour her. FaceTime sex has been fine, but in that moment, she realizes just how badly she needed to be touched. She roughly rolls her nipples, making them hurt like she needs to be punished for being a reckless slut. 

      “Ahhh god…fuck…ahhh fuck…”

      She tightens her thighs around his head and tenses when the orgasm explodes out of her. Roger knows he’s making her come. Sofia and Kevin in the next room must know. She’s on fire. He sucks her clit so hard it almost hurts. Another climax rocks her. 

      “Fuck…ahhh fuck…”

      The rush of pleasure is so intoxicating that Jen laughs out loud. She’s disappointed when Roger stops licking her, but she needs the break. She might melt into a puddle if he doesn’t stop.  But he doesn’t back off. He stands, and suddenly his cock is between her legs. It leaves a sticky web of excitement when it bobs against her thigh. 

      “Roger…I can’t cheat on my husband…” Her voice is weak, her protest shaky. They both know she wants it. 

      “Don’t touch it, Jen. Then it’s not cheating.” His voice is low and seductive. His lips brush hers. 

      Roger kisses Jen, and she lets him. She clings to his weak logic. He’s kissing me. I’m not kissing him. Her lips part. Sucks on his tongue. Her brain is still scrambled by how hard she came. She still tingles everywhere.

      Jen cries out when he pushes that big thing inside her. She instinctively tightens, clinging to him. This is not the dildo she uses in FaceTime calls with her husband. The thick meat inside her is hot and pulsing. It’s what her body has been craving these months while her husband has been away. Roger thrusts deep inside her. He does it again and again, grunting with the effort. She’s soaked, but he’s so thick. Is it worse that he feels so good? God, he feels good! 

      Jen wants to lock her legs around Roger and pin him inside her but tells herself, It's not cheating if I don’t touch him. He is fucking her. She isn’t doing anything. Roger pulls her closer to the edge of the desk, so her ass hangs off it. He hooks her legs over his arms and slams her. She has a death grip on the edge of the desk.

      The crazy logic doesn’t hold. She knows this is cheating. She’ll tell her husband and hope he meant what he said about her having fun while he’s gone. She hopes he’ll excuse her for not telling him first because she wants to come again so badly. Roger needs to fuck her until she screams and feels him fill her with his cum. But Jen is not that slut anymore. He can’t come inside her.

      “You have to…stop…I can’t…this isn’t…right…”

      A lot of men would ignore her. She knows Roger is close by how heavy he’s breathing and sweating. Most men would fill her with their seed. And Jen would come hard when it happened. But Roger pulls out. She immediately groans and wishes he’d finished inside her. 

      “Get on your knees.” Roger stands there. He’s not going to make her.

      She slides off the desk and to her knees. His thick root glistens and pulses in front of her. Any other time, she would grab that thing and start kissing it, but she’s trying to be good. She doesn’t touch him.

      “Open your mouth, Jen.”

      She stares up at him and opens wide. Roger feeds it to her. Jen tastes herself on him when the heavy thing lays on her tongue. Her lips lock around his shaft, and she sucks hard, momentarily forgetting herself. Roger pushes it to the back of her throat before slowly fucking her mouth. He strokes her hair before winding his fingers in it to hold her in place. He uses her mouth, taking what he needs. But then she remembers that she needs to be passive and stops sucking. Her lips are stretched around his girth anyway. 

      Roger smiles and chuckles. “You are a good girl, aren’t you, Jen? You want to suck my cock, but you remembered you’re supposed to behave. It’s not cheating if I just use your mouth, but if you suck…”

      Being called a good girl strikes a deep chord inside her. A man who knows how to handle her the way Roger does could make Jen do all sorts of dirty things. She pushes her hand between her legs. She’s so turned on now that she drips onto her thighs. Moaning around her mouthful makes Roger grunt and push it into her throat. She gags when his balls brush her chin.

      His release slides right down her throat. Then it's in her mouth, and she swallows. Finally, he finishes with a couple of final spurts across her cheeks and back into her hair. Roger aggressively pumps his shaft to get out every last drop and dribbles the last bit onto her lips and chin. Jen doesn’t lick it away. She passively takes it…like a good girl. Well, not passively. Her fingers are a blur on her clit, and she comes right after he does. 

      “Oh fuck, that was good, honey. Kevin told me you were probably a firecracker, but I don’t think he knows the half of it. That was goddam hot, and you weren’t even trying. I bet you’re a hellcat when you do, Jen.”

      “I…ahhh…was trying to be good…” she replies, trying to put on her innocent voice around her panting. 

      “You were very good, Jen. I can attest that you didn’t do anything.”

      She doesn’t think her husband will see it that way when she tells him, but she tries to take comfort in his words. Her hand is still pressed to her mound, and her body throbs. She didn’t do much tonight, but it felt incredible. She doesn’t want to think about how good it could have felt.

      As if to remind her how good a hard fucking feels, Sofia wails from the other room, screaming for Kevin to fuck her! A stream of curses and yeses follows. Jen knows that’s her cue. If she stays, she will let Roger fuck her—if he can get it up again—and she will be screaming for more. She shakily gets to her feet.

      “I’m here if you ever decide you want to be bad,” Roger jokes. “Sounds like they’re having fun.”

      “It does. I need to run to the girls’ room.”

      Jen grabs her purse and then locks the bathroom door behind her. Her image is stark in the mirror. It’s an accusation. You’re a slut! Jen argues with herself, I didn’t touch him! I didn’t do anything! She fixes her clothes and wipes the cum off her face. The globs stuck in her hair will have to stay. She slips out of the bathroom and out of the hotel suite.

      Being out in the chilly night is disorienting. Jen realizes she doesn’t even know where she is. A cab takes her back to the office. After grabbing her things, she gets an Uber home. She knows not to drive. Jen texts her husband the moment she’s in the door. I have to tell you something. I may have been bad. 

      Jen goes crazy waiting for him to text back. She’s so relieved when he finally does. He says, I said you could have fun. And I said I didn’t want to know, but I may need some details to know if I have to punish you. She exhales. It’s going to be okay. Maybe she’s a good girl after all. 

      

      
        
          	
        Check out, The New Wife on Milford Court - Book 4 here.
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      Kirsten McCurran is a pioneer in the hotwife erotica genre and the author of over 60 sexy books, including the recent bestselling series The New Wife on Milford Court, and Picking Forbidden Fruit. Shop all of Kirsten’s books at https://books.kirstenmccurran.com/.
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            First Time Hotwife Swings Into Action

          

          Hardison Parker

        

      

    

    
      A housewife finally takes the plunge and visits a swing club with her husband and another couple — but she’s not prepared for how much she’ll enjoy it.

      “It is always the same dream, at least since I met Sami online.  

      I am blindfolded, my head resting against the strong chest of a stranger, his hands roaming over my breasts. My arms are encircled by a man and woman, each keeping me steady as they lick and suck my earlobes, neck and chest. One of them, the woman, I think, has her hand between my legs, spreading my folds wide so another woman could lick the sweet nectar that had pooled like a river in my pussy. My body feel alive, sensual. Heat spreads from head to toe, driving me to the top of the beautiful mountain cliff that would soon lead to my climax. Almost at the edge, the blindfold is removed, and I look up into the loving eyes of my husband Ian, sitting on a nearby ladder, watching in awe as his wife gets pleasured by two unnamed couples. I scream in ecstasy…

      ‘Are you ok, Miriam?’ Ian asked as he wrapped me in his arms and held me while the dreamgasm ripped through me. He is always there when I wake up. The climax is so powerful, the images so real, but as my orgasm faded, so did the details of the dream.  Ian turned on the recorder, something we started after the third night. Once I gained control of my vocal cords, I related what I could remember from the night.  It was our thirtieth tape, each one a poor attempt to capture the erotic feeling I remember.

      When I finished the recording, Ian was hard as a rock, as always. Hungrily I took him into my mouth and sucked every last drop of cum from his rod. My pussy was soaked, but Ian won’t rise to the occasion. It is for the best. He hasn’t been able to make me climax from penetration since my dreams began.”  

      “Well, Miriam,” My therapist, Dr. Christina Blake, peered at me over her glasses as I squirmed on the couch.  I sat up, covering my chest protectively as if doing so provided me with some false modesty. Despite my efforts, I couldn’t conceal how aroused simply retelling the story made me. She continued, “Have you given thought to what you want to do about these dreams?”

      This was her method. She would never tell me what to do, only ask me questions about how I felt.

      “I think Ian and I are finally going to accept Sami’s offer and go with her and her husband to that swing club.”

      This got a rise from Dr. Blake. “Oh, do you think you are ready for that?”

      “Yes, I did what you said. Ian and I had several long conversations about what might happen. He swears my dreams turn him on as much as they do me and he would like to help me fulfill my fantasy.”

      “You know these clubs aren’t just for the women to have fun, right? Are you prepared to see Ian with another girl?”

      A surge of arousal caused me to cross my legs. The thought of Ian with another women didn’t make me feel jealous at all. It was downright hot.

      “Yes, I told him he could do anything or anyone he wants to, Sami, a stranger, even if he just wants to stick with me.”

      “And?”

      “He didn’t commit to doing anything, just that he would see where the night took us.”

      “Ok, and that wraps up our time.” At Dr. Blake’s suggestion, I booked an appointment for Monday in case I needed to discuss what happened at the club.

      We met Sami and her husband Joe on Friday in order to get comfortable with them. I met her on social media and though we had shared photos of each other and chatted quite a bit, we agreed it would ease our minds if we met.  

      “Omg, Miriam, you are more beautiful than your photos.”

      “Thank you, Sami. You are as gorgeous as I pictured. I’m jealous, everything is still in its proper place.” At 23 years old, Sami could pull off the daisy dukes and cleavage exposing Cami in ways I hadn’t since the birth of my kids. Next to her, my 32-year-old body looked like it could use an overhaul.  Don’t get me wrong, I am fit, healthy, and confident about my body, but I still remember the days when I didn’t need a bra.

      “Miriam, this is Joe, and this cutie must be Ian.”

      She gave Ian a warm hug and my mind suddenly pictured him lifting her legs around his waist and fucking her against the wall. I gave Joe a similar hug. As he wrapped me in his arms, I felt the heat dance over my clit.  I wondered if Joe would be my first new cock.

      There was no awkwardness. Talking to Sami felt like I was talking to an old friend, and even the men got along, talking about the basketball playoffs. The sports café had surprising charm and delicious food. By dessert, our conversation had turned to the club.

      “…and there is this giant room where you can play, and anyone can watch. Or if you prefer privacy, there are smaller walled rooms.”  Sami paused but Joe elbowed her.

      “Tell them about your favorite room.”

      Sami blushed, and I wondered what could make someone with her adventures turn crimson. I didn’t need to wait long as she explained. “There is one playroom with a one-way mirror as the wall so people outside can see in, but if you are inside, you just see your reflection. I love going in there and letting Joe send in different people to pleasure me while he watches from outside.”

      As we parted in the parking lot, Sami kissed me passionately. “I just know we are going to have a blast. See you at 7 p.m.”

      That night, the dream changed. I was like an animal on all fours getting railed from behind as I stared at my wanton reflection in the one-way mirror. Ian seemed very aroused by the thought and insisted I let him fuck me doggy style. He seemed possessed, and his excitement brought me over the edge, though I was thinking about a stranger in his place.

      As the club was 80 miles from our home, we checked into a nearby hotel and showered. Sami and Joe were waiting for us in the dimly lit parking lot of the Victorian home that had been converted for more prurient use.

      “Well, what do you think?” Sami asked, her arm wrapping around my waist as the boys followed in the rear.  The theme of the night was lingerie. Ian wore boxer briefs, and I was in the sexiest bra and panties I owned, matching midnight blue lace. Sami was in a see-through red teddy and Joe wore what could only be described as a ball caddy.

      “Oh, a new face!” An elderly couple greeted us at the door. After brief introductions, Monica and Pete handed us consent forms and offered to give us a tour.

      “No need, Monny, we got them covered.”

      “Sami, so good to see you. I can let you give the tour, but I have to do the interview.”

      The interview consisted of a 5-minute grilling to make sure both Ian and I were aware of the nature of the club and the dangers it could pose to a relationship. Satisfied that we were a happy couple and not undercover reporters or psychotically jealous people, Sami began the tour.  

      It was nothing like I expected. Although Sami’s descriptions were accurate, I expected the club to be filled with couples fornicating. Instead, I learned that there was a dance floor and lounge area for couples to mingle. There was a strict no sex rule in that area, though in some of the darker corners of the dance floor, the rule was being bent to its limits. We turned our alcohol over to the bartender and took a look at the surprisingly enticing food table. It reminded me of an office potluck.

      Finally, she showed me where sex is allowed. We first passed a jacuzzi, then a pair of bath areas complete with showers and saunas. Behind hanging beads were the playrooms. They looked like cubicles stacked on top of each other, except the larger group areas.  She closed the tour with what she called the “prop” area, where you could be cuffed and Velcroed to a wall, strapped into a gynecological table, massaged, or put on a cross.  I wasn’t here to explore those fantasies, so we hurried through them.

      Despite my flowing desire, I was a bit intimidated by the club. Porn blared on several tv’s in the room. Stripper poles were attracting attention, and the dance floor was full of eye candy.  Sami and Joe were amazing hosts, talking to us as if we were at a diner instead of a sex club. I knew they wanted to start something with us, but they seemed perfectly content to allow it to happen organically.

      “Sometimes we come here and just people watch. Everyone is understanding, and only sometimes do you get people who are pushy. If you do, just make your way to the front and Pete or Monny will take care of them for you.

      Knowing that Sami and Joe found it acceptable not to partake made me relax. As I relaxed, I began to appreciate the energy of the club. My panties dampened as men and women paraded about, each one a possible lover before the night ended.

      About an hour into our night, Sami invited us to join them in the back.

      “Don’t worry, you guys can just hang with us in one of the private cubicles.” I looked at Ian, who nodded. I subtly rubbed his crotch, confirming he was aroused.

      “Lead on.” Sami took my hand and led us to a room at the far end of the play area. It was cramped quarters, but once we were positioned with the guys lying on their backs and Sami straddling Joe, I was able to sit on Ian’s lap. Joe must have removed his underwear as he got into the room because he slid through Sami’s crotchless lace as soon as she squatted over him.  Her eyes closed as he entered her, and her hips began to grind. 

      I felt Ian’s arousal between my legs, but I was too transfixed to set him free. Instead, I rocked slowly over his cock, just two thin pieces of cloth separating our needs.

      “Give me your hand, Miriam.” Sami clasped my hand in hers, drawing it to her lips. After suckling my fingers, she gradually guided me to her nipples, releasing the shoulder straps so her perfectly perky C-cups spilled into my hand.

      I gave Ian one more glance to see if he approved. I was answered by the lustful gaze he gets when I am jerking him off. Satisfied he was enjoying the show, I allowed myself to play with Sami, caressing her smooth skin. Her nipples were small but stiff and she arched her back when I tugged lightly at her left tit.

      “You can kiss them.” She seemed to read my mind.  I leaned over and flicked my tongue over her nipple. I started slowly, but when she wrapped her arm around my head, I sucked and licked in earnest. Her moans and whimpers spurred me on. Boldly, I slid my hand over her stomach until I reached her clit. I felt Joe’s cock, slick with Sami’s juices as she ground herself against it. My finger found her clit and I began to rub. Her orgasm sounded like it took her by surprise as she squealed and held my arm so she could keep me in contact with her clit as she bucked. I hadn’t been touched yet, but my pussy was soaked. 

      Joe hadn’t climaxed yet and Sami had another seemingly perfect idea.

      “Let’s switch places.” Ian agreed, so I raised my hips and somehow managed to swap places with Sami with only a few bumps of our bodies.

      Sami pulled my panties aside, running a finger through my folds. “Oh, Joe, you’re going to love this naughty little pussy, she’s so wet.”

      Suddenly, Joe slid inside me, Sami’s slick juices helping to lead the way. He felt good. Not better or worse than Ian, just different, but good. I placed my hands on his chest for leverage and began riding him.  Sami was doing the same to Ian. The men held our hips as Sami, and I kissed each other passionately and groped each other’s tits.

      I was so turned on that I don’t know how I outlasted Joe. Maybe because his wife had prepped him, but he announced his climax and pulled me off his cock just in time to shoot his come in the air. His cock was almost immediately replaced by Sami’s fingers as she frigged me the short distance to my screaming orgasm. My body shook in ways that reminded me of my dreams. I don’t recall Ian shooting his load but judging by the pearly white drops on his stomach, he must have.  

      Sami seemed to want to continue by going down on me, but I was feeling claustrophobic in that room and told her I wanted some air, but we would find her and Joe later. Ian and I wandered for a while, watching some of the other couples and talking about how our experience made us feel. While we were in the restrooms, a lingerie costume contest was announced. Although many people stayed in the playroom, several hurried out leaving several areas open.

      We found a large room that had clear walls. It reminded me of a boxing ring.  Ian laid me on my back and began massaging my body, something he is very good at. His knowing touch brought heat back to my body, stiffening my nipples and spreading desire.  After a while, he began fingering me. I looked up to see several couples watching us intently, some of them touching themselves or each other. Arousal shot through my body, and I began returning Ian’s finger thrusts with my hips. His fingers dove deep into my pussy with loud squishes. I tugged at my nipples, wishing Sami was there to do it. 

      A large, shirtless man came up to Ian and whispered in his ear.  Ian looked at me and made a decision. He scooted to the side where he could lean against the plastic walls and nodded.

      “Is it ok if I taste your beautiful pussy?” His question echoed in my brain as I nodded my assent. Soon, my legs were wrapped around his shoulders as he used the flat of his tongue to probe my folds. 

      “Delicious!” he said as he lapped at my juices, his thumb tapping lightly on my clit.

      “Oh shit, that’s good.” His fingers entering my core evoked my dirty talk. I couldn’t believe how close I was to another climax. 

      “That’s right slut, come on my fingers.” I had never been called a slut before, but it described how I felt at the moment most sensually. My orgasm clenched hard, then vibrated through my torso. It might have stopped sooner had several people not begun clapping, sending me into aftershocks.

      My new friend wasn’t finished with me yet.  He lifted me off the mattress and flipped me over. Ian’s cock was close enough to my mouth for me to suck on him while the stranger pressed his condom-clad cock into my sopping hole. Compared to Joe and Ian, this man was large, and he didn’t have the benefit of Sami’s cum to glide him through. No matter, I was plenty wet to allow him inside after a few struggles at the gate. When he finally pushed deep into my core, I whimpered, nearly biting Ian’s rod as pleasure tingled my insides.

      “God, you look so hot getting fucked, Miriam.” 

      Was Ian getting into watching me get fucked? I squeezed his balls the way I knew he liked. Sure enough, he erupted in my mouth, filling me with semen. I tried to swallow, but when the man fucking me hit my cervix, my mouth opened and cum poured out of my mouth.  I looked up and made eye contact with Sami. Joe stood behind her, his hand rubbing her clit as she watched.  That was enough for me. I came again, my body desperately trying to milk the cock by squeezing it tight. I imagined what a mess I was, his cum was dripping from my mouth and mine from my pussy as I rutted like an animal.

      The stranger pulled out and crawled to my head. He removed the rubber and placed his cock at my lips. I knew what to do with that and took him as deep as I could into my mouth, jerking the part that wouldn’t fit.  In a few strokes, another load of cum filled my mouth.

      We received another ovation. I was tired now, my legs and pussy sore so Ian and I went to the lobby to have a drink and cool down. Sami and Joe joined us.

      “Miriam, you put on an incredible show.” Sami said, her hand rubbing my right thigh.

      “For sure, you had everyone panting in the rafters,” Joe chimed in, his hand on my left thigh. “I think Ian had more fun watching than he did participating.” 

      Ian blushed, but he didn’t deny it.

      I leaned toward Sami and whispered my desires. 

      “I want to try the mirror room.”

      Sami’s mouth dropped open as if she were shocked by my boldness.

      “You dirty slut!” She couldn’t hide her smirk. She whispered something to Joe and then led me to the bathroom where we took a quick and mostly chaste shower together. Once we were clean, she grabbed a handful of condoms and led me to a chamber which was larger than the single cubicles. As she described, one of the walls was lined with a large mirror.

      Sami kissed me, then laid me on my back. She straddled my head her pink folds glistening above my eyes as she lifted my legs in the air. She stroked my wet pussy until I was moaning softly, then placed my feet on the mattress, my knees bent and legs slightly apart.

      “There. You lie like this and stroke yourself. By now Ian and Joe should be sitting on the couch just in front.  I am going to send in some men to take care of that dripping need. You sure you are ready for this?”

      I nodded. “Oh my, yes. This is my fantasy come true and mostly thanks to you.”

      She brushed it off. “You would have found your way here eventually.”

      Sami rubbed her sticky finger across my lips. I could taste my sweet pussy cream. I was already stroking my folds before she slid out the archway.  Once she was gone, I watched myself in the mirror, slowly spreading those puffed pink lips so the guys could see how wet I was. The pleasure rose slowly as I put on a show, not just for the boys. I had never watched myself masturbate before. My heat rose as I teased my clit. I was just getting ready to slide a finger inside when a tall man entered the chamber, his cock thick and purplish in his hand. There was no conversation.  I rose to my knees and took his beautiful rod into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the tip.  He smelled like sex, and I wondered whose lucky pussy has been filled by his thick meat. He was twice as thick as Ian. I don’t usually finger myself when I give a blowjob. It is too distracting, but sucking this stranger’s recently fucked cock had me so aroused I couldn’t help myself and shoved two fingers into my pussy.

      It was then that we were joined by a second man. He was shorter than the guy in my mouth, but his cock stood like a long rapier curving slightly into the air. He firmly guided my body into a kneeling position then rubbed his condom-sheathed cock head through my folds. Muffled purrs and whimpers filled the chamber as he slid inside with a loud slurp. For the first time in my life, I was filled at both ends, and I loved it. I tried to focus on the cock in my mouth, but as soon as I built a rhythm, the guy behind me hit one of my spots and I had to pause my sucking. The guy in my mouth must have thought I was struggling with his height as he sat down, allowing me to lay my head in his lap.  I have to admit, this helped, and I was able to take his entire cock down my throat. It was also easier to steal a glance in the mirror where I could see the veins in the dark-haired man behind me as he gripped my hips and drove deep into my core.  It was surreal, like I was watching myself in a porn video. Both men were egging me on with dirty talk. I don’t remember the exact words, but there were a lot of references to how hot I was and me taking them deeper.

      The blond man in my mouth came first, squirting several shots against the back of my throat.  At that point, the dark-haired man wrapped a meaty hand around my throat, lifting my torso off the ground so I could watch him fuck me in the mirror. My body sparkled with perspiration and some cum juice that had dripped out of my mouth. I could see his cock, shining with my nectar, disappear and reappear from my folds.  He reached around and tugged one of my turgid nipples, and my world exploded. My eyes shut tight and rolled into my head as the first wave struck. Several powerful jolts traversed my body. Dark Hair pulled out and removed the condom. He stood over my convulsing body and jerked until thick ropes of cream showered my breasts. When he was finished, he exited the room, leaving me shaking and covered in cum.

      Sami returned, accompanied with a towel that she used to clean me up before helping me out of the chamber. My mind was in a pleasure-induced fog, but I vaguely remember feeling disappointed that there wasn’t a line of men ready to fuck me.

      I remember Sami’s reply to my confession.

      “Maybe we should save that for next time, you naughty girl.”

      Her words echoed in my mind as I fell asleep on the way back to the hotel. “Next time.”

      

      
        
          	
        Check out Hardison’s story, Sin City Hotwife, Here..
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            At First Sight - Exploration

          

          Skylar Quinn

        

      

    

    
      A couple in a stale marriage starts to explore the idea of bringing a third into their bed — and maybe their hearts. Can one night of pleasure spark something new?
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        * * *

      

      I came here all the time before I was married. Jeremy proposed here. We were twenty and life seemed perfect. There wasn’t the adult responsibility factor that wore a couple down year after year. Now, we’re in our late forties and nothing seemed to mesh well together anymore. We fight and bicker about the simplest things. Talk about first world issues. 

      The word divorce hadn’t come up in conversation yet. But I was worried that was where we were heading. Especially if nothing shifted in our relationship. I had to figure out what was missing, at least inside of me. After all, the only person I could control was me.

      “Penny for your thoughts?” I heard a deep voice coming from my left side.

      I had thought I was alone here at the lake, but clearly, I had missed someone walking around. Turning my head, I smiled when I saw my tall man with dark hair looking down at me. I don’t know why he had disguised his voice. Jeremy had always been the most handsome man in the room. Even at forty-nine.

      “Are you following me?” I smiled at him and patted the seat next to me on the bench.

      “Follow track. You pick a word.”

      Laughing at his smartass nature. “You followed me. Why?”

      “I didn’t like how we left things. I was worried about you.”

      Shrugging my shoulders, I tilted my head back and looked up at the clouds passing over us. “What is there to be worried about? It isn’t like it was an actual fight or anything dramatic.”

      “We just stopped having sex, and you left. I mean, that’s dramatic.”

      “I wasn’t feeling it; something has been off, and you know it. I didn’t want to continue if it wasn’t enjoyable.”

      Jeremy let out a long sigh and put his hands over his face. “Why do you do this?”

      “Do what?”

      “This,” he waved his hands around. “You make such a mountain out of nothing.”

      “Not getting pleasure from sex isn’t nothing, Jeremy. It’s kind of a big deal.”

      “Do you want to leave me?”

      I shook my head angrily. “No! And I resent you think I would ever want to leave you. We’re just having a rough time right now.”

      “Then what the fuck is it Diane?”

      “I don’t know!” I yelled out. “I don’t know, okay?” Tears started streaming from my eyes. “I love you, but I’m just not attracted to you anymore. Or for right now, I don’t fucking know.”

      Jeremy wrapped his arm around me and pulled me in for a hug. He held me as I cried on his chest, letting out a year of pent-up frustration and hurt.

      “Take some deep breaths. It’s okay, Diane. I love you, and we will make this work. I promise.”

      “Don’t promise things you can’t keep. You don’t know it’s fixable.”

      “I can’t see the future, but I can know in the pit of my heart that I will always love you. That’s how I know it will be okay.”

      His arms around me, his hand running up and down my arm, these actions brought me so much comfort and peace. “Okay, Jeremy. You win. I will have faith.”

      “Come on, let’s go home. I’ll make us breakfast, and we can come up with what tomorrow looks like.”

      What other option did I have? I meant it. I loved him and I didn’t want to leave. But I wanted to feel some spark again. My body followed him as we walked away from our spot at the town lake and walked the five blocks back to our home. We had lived here forever. Raised our kids here and built our life. No. I wasn’t ready to get rid of everything. I just needed more.
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        * * *

      

      There was the hum of my laptop on my lap desk and the sound of the television in the background, all of which were a distraction to me. I was trying to read what this sex therapist wrote on the KinkWorld website about rekindling romance in the latter years. Granted, I think the latter years of this article were more the geriatric years. But it had good advice.

      One thing I hadn’t expected to read was: bringing in a third person to the marriage.

      “What are you looking at?” Jeremy asked, while bringing in my coffee.

      “I found this article about issues like you, and I have in the bedroom in longer marriages and older couples.”

      “Are you learning anything from it?” He placed my cup of coffee on the table next to my laptop and then sat down on the couch beside me.

      “I mean, yeah. I don’t know if it is us, though.”

      “What is it saying?”

      How did I even bring this topic up trying to be serious? “This person is writing about how they brought a third person into their relationship.”

      “What? No way! How does that help a marriage?”

      I shrugged my shoulders and kept scrolling through the article. “Just that it really opened things up in that department because it allowed the wife to experiment with one and then come back home and be reclaimed.”

      “Reclaimed? Hell, I can reclaim you right now since it’s been so damn long since you have enjoyed my performance, it seems.”

      “That felt passive-aggressive.” I rolled my eyes and ignored him.

      “I’m just teasing you.”

      When he went to place his hand on my arm, I shrugged him off. “No, I don’t need to be teased.”

      “Hey, Diane, I’m sorry. Really.”

      “Fine.”

      We sat in silence for a bit, and I kept reading more about what this was all about. It had many different facets based on what each person needed or wanted. I also looked at another article that was about spicing up the bedroom with toys.

      Honestly, that sounded more exciting to me. Toys.

      “Maybe we should do it,” Jeremy said.

      “Huh?” I asked. “What, go have sex right now?”

      He shook his head. “No, I mean, if you want to, yes, but no. I meant the third person.”

      “Seriously? Why would you want a third person?”

      “I don’t. But maybe you do. Even if that is just to see that you still love me, and it isn’t me, that is an issue. Or hell, maybe it is me. I don’t know. I just know I don’t want to lose you, so I will do anything necessary to make this work. I mean, look, it's been twenty-nine years. You’re not getting rid of me.”

      “I don’t know.” It felt weird telling him I would think about it, but maybe I should. “I’ll think about it.”

      Jeremy smiled and then touched my leg lovingly, squeezing it gently, giving support. “Okay honey.”

      “That’s all I can really ask for is that you think about what you really want so we can make you happy in this relationship again.”

      It was a lot of talking, but he was right. I needed to think.
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        * * *

      

      It was a long night. I stayed up forever reading KinkWorld and all the different articles they had on love in the golden years. And it seemed like this whole third person thing wasn’t unusual. Maybe it’s because of the site I was on, but I didn’t want to get too scientific about it. I learned there were a few options, but I think the only one I would be comfortable with would be one other person. I didn’t want an open marriage where I got to fool around with anyone and everyone I wanted. That was cheating, and I couldn’t go down that road. No way.

      That left the ‘Hotwife’ option, which seemed more my speed. At least, that’s what I was going to tell Jeremy when he woke up for the day. It was Saturday, and we didn’t have any plans. So, this would give us plenty of time to talk if we needed to after I told him this.

      I must have been excited because I went to bed at 2 am and still woke up at 6 am like it was a normal day. I had the pot of coffee started, my breakfast casserole in the oven, and the pot roast in the crock-pot already cooking for dinner tonight. I’d been awake for two hours and needed a nap.

      “Good morning,” I said to my husband as he walked into the kitchen.

      “Hey there. You look like you’re in a great mood.”

      “I am,” I grinned. “I thought about it.”

      “Am I going to need a drink for your answer?”

      Laughing, I went over to the counter and grabbed a coffee mug, and poured him a cup. I walked to him and leaned in, and kissed him first before giving him his mug. “If by drink you mean coffee, yes.”

      “What conclusions did you come to?”

      “It’s simple. I will do what you suggested. I get a lover.”

      Jeremy choked on his coffee as I said that. “So that’s it. You want another man?”

      “I think if you were serious, I want to experiment and try it.”

      “How would you go about finding one?”

      I pulled my phone out and brought up an ad on the KinkWorld site. “Look, this lady Ann, she has a company called First Sight where she matches people up. How about I just call her?”

      “Can I think about this? It all suddenly got very real.”

      I sat back in my chair and smiled at the man I loved. “Of course. This was your idea. I just promised to think about it, so I did.”

      “Honey, I know. I am just shocked you agreed to it. I didn’t think you would.”

      Part of me knew this would be his reaction, but that was fine. It might make him think twice about what he says if he knows there are repercussions to it. I stood up and smiled at him. “Let me know what you decide.” I walked over to the oven, took the mitt off the counter, and then pulled down the door. As I pulled the casserole out of the oven, I tried to hide the tears that started. I really couldn’t believe that this is where my life was at right now. It was all a lot.
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        * * *

      

      The day drug on. It was like telling him what I had ruined the happiness our Saturday together could have been. I didn’t see him after breakfast, and I wasn’t sure if he would come back out for dinner. Our daughter was coming over with her new boyfriend, and I wanted to spend time enjoying things with Kaitlyn.

      “Jeremy, are you going to get ready for dinner?” I called out.

      When I heard nothing, I walked into the bedroom and was shocked when I saw him on the bed, masturbating to porn.

      “Jeremy!”

      He looked up at me and grinned. “Well, you wanted someone else. I thought I would, too.”

      “It’s not the same, and you know it. And I don’t mind you watching porn.” The truth was, walking in on him doing that made me excited. I kind of felt like I should join him. “You don’t have to stop. Why don’t you let me watch?”

      “Okay,” he said in a hesitant voice.

      I walked over to my side of the bed and sat down, facing him. My eyes were locked onto his hand as it stroked up and down his cock. My insides were heating themselves. And my pussy was quickly becoming moist, and I wanted to be involved in the action with him. I let my instinct guide me. I started unbuttoning my shirt and then took off my bra.

      “What are you doing?” he asked with delight filling his voice.

      “Participating.”

      It had been ages since he and I had done something like this. When we were in our twenties, it was normal, but not now. I let my hand travel up his leg, and when I got to his mid-thigh; I took my nails and teased his skin.

      “Ohh,” he said.

      “Do you like it?”

      All Jeremy did was nod, which gave me an idea. I repositioned myself and then, while on all fours, crawled over him and pushed his hand out of the way. My mouth replaced his fist, and my tongue got a taste of his precum. The salty, potent liquid that would be rewarding me soon.

      “Diane,” he moaned.

      I let my mouth seal around his cock, and, like a vacuum, I sucked like my life depended on it.

      “Holy shit,” he moaned out, this time letting his hand move to my head.

      His palm rested on the back of my skull, and he slowly guided me up and down. It was sensual and perfect in all the right ways.

      It didn’t take long for my reward to happen. When he erupted in my mouth, it was like I was twenty-five again. I swallowed every drop of his cum. My reward for a job well done. My panties were now soaked, everything tingling inside me.

      A glorious retreat from reality.

      “Damn, Diane,” Jeremy panted. “Thank you.”

      “I enjoyed it. Truly.”

      “I’m so glad you did.” His hand cupped my face, and then he leaned over and kissed me. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too. We'd better get ready. Kaitlyn will be here soon, and I now need to shower.”

      Jeremy laughed. “You need to shower. I’m the one with a messy cock.”

      “Well, my pussy is aching, and I need to take care of something. Showering is the easiest way.”

      “That hurts,” he said as he pretended to stab himself in the heart.

      “Maybe next time you can help me.”

      “I’d love to.”

      Moving out of bed, I stood up, walked to the bathroom, and stripped my clothes down. As I stepped into the shower and turned the water on, the cold spray felt great, cooling my body down. The truth was, I didn’t want to take care of it myself. I wanted to save it for later. I was going to message that Ann woman, and I needed to have pent-up hormones to make sure I followed through with it.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner with our daughter was delightful. We laughed a lot, and her boyfriend, Jed, even seemed like a decent guy. They left just after eight, and now Jeremy and I were alone in the kitchen, looking at each other, knowing we needed to talk.

      “You can contact that woman,” he said to me.

      “Are you sure?” I was going to do it anyway, but I really wanted to make sure he was okay with it.

      “Yes, just do it.”

      “And what does this mean for you and I?”

      He laughed. “You said I get to reclaim you, right?”

      I nodded.

      “Then as long as you’re coming home for me to fuck you, I think I will be okay. Just don’t tell me about it unless I ask questions.”

      “Okay then. I will go message that woman right now.”

      When I left the kitchen, I wanted to celebrate. Things were going to get interesting and the idea that I could have a new sexual partner for the first time in my adult life got me horny.

      I pulled the ad up on KinkWorld and found the contact information. Ann had her email listed, so I typed it into my program and started drafting the letter.

      Ann,

      I saw your ad on KinkWorld and would like to use your services to find me a man to sleep with. My husband and I have been married for twenty-nine years and things have dulled. We think this may be a way to help spice up the love life. Please let me know what all is entailed in this process.

      Sincerely, 

      Diane

      It came out easier than I imagined writing, and I supposed that was a good thing. I got up from my desk and then walked into the living room, where Jeremy was already watching television. I sat down and smiled at him.

      “Sent the email off. Now we wait.”

      “Okay,” he said..

      “What are we watching tonight?”

      When I didn’t hear Jeremy reply, I turned and looked at him. He was looking at his dick, which was hard. I could tell because his pants were tenting like he was a teenage boy.

      “Oh,” I said to him.

      “It happened when you said you sent the email off. I don’t know why.”

      Laughing. I grinned at him. “So, the idea of me fucking someone else turns you on? Well, that’s a twist. A lovely twist. Maybe this Ann chick will find someone for me by next weekend.”

      “I doubt she works that quickly.”

      “Do you want to watch?”

      His head turned to look at me in a quick spin. “Watch?”

      I nodded. “Yes, when I fuck this other guy.”

      “Do you want me to?”

      Shrugging my shoulders was the only response I could think of. I hadn’t really given it any thought whether I wanted him to or not. “Maybe?”

      “I don’t think I want to. At least not at first.”

      “Fair enough. I’ll let you know when I hear from this Ann lady.”

      “Okay,” Jeremy sighed. I didn’t know if that was relief or sadness, but I knew this was getting complicated.
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        * * *

      

      Ann was quick to get back to me. She emailed me the next day, and we spent a few hours on the phone talking before I went into her office in person for the interview. It had been almost three weeks since I heard from her. But now, good news was in. She found us a match, and today was the day we were going to meet this guy.

      “I’m nervous,” I said to Jeremy as we walked into the First Sight office.

      “Nothing to be nervous about. I am here with you.”

      “Diane! Jeremy, welcome!” Ann said as she stood from her desk and greeted us. “I have your man in the other room waiting to meet you. Are you excited?” she asked me.

      “Scared is a better word.”

      “Everyone is the first time. Don’t worry, we will take good care of you. And as requested, I have a hotel room, so you aren’t going to a stranger's house for your first encounter.”

      Jeremy spoke up. “Thank you. That was very comforting for me to know you did that.”

      “We aim to make sure all our clients are comfortable. Come with me and you can meet Robert.”

      Butterflies had taken over my stomach. Everything was spinning in circles inside of me as we walked into the next room. There he was. A tall man with blond hair. His skin was a very dark tan color, and his eyes were crystal blue. I could see them clearly from across the room.

      Ann spoke up. “Robert, come meet Diane and Jeremy.”

      “Hey y’all.” Robert grinned as he crossed the distance between us and took my husband’s hand and shook it. “Nice to meet you.”

      “Same to you,” Jeremy said.

      “And my, you’re prettier than Ann described.” He took my hand next and then kissed the back of it. “I’m Robert.”

      A giggle escaped my lips. I felt like a schoolgirl. Jeremy turned to look at me, and Robert smiled. “I’m Diane.”

      “Thank you for requesting a cowboy to join your life.”

      “I didn’t ask for a cowboy. Ann gave me a cowboy.”

      “Oh,” Robert replied. “Lucky me then. When do we get started?”

      Ann chimed in. “Now. Right now. The packet you have, Robert, has your hotel information in it with the keycard. You and Diane can drive to the hotel, and Jeremy will go home, or wherever he wants to go.”

      “Yes, ma’am. Fine by me.” Robert’s twang was a surprising turn on. There was something about it.

      “Do you wear a cowboy hat while having sex?” I wasn’t sure what made me ask that, but I did. It was out in the open for everyone to hear.

      Jeremy shot his head toward me in shock, and Robert gave an ear-to-ear grin.

      “Why, ma’am, is there any other way to have sex?”

      “Oh my,” I fanned myself. “Something to look forward to then.”

      “What’s my job in all of this?” Jeremy asked.

      “She will come home to you tomorrow, and you can reclaim her however you want to. She’s your wife, after all.”

      He nodded. “In that case, I am going to say goodbye now.” He turned toward me and pulled me to him with his hands. Jeremy planted a kiss on my lips like I hadn’t felt in a long time. He was jealous, and it was showing. And I was reaping the rewards.

      “I love you,” I spoke out loud to him.

      “I love you, too. See you at home at ten tomorrow, right?”

      I nodded, “Yes, of course. Just like Ann said in her email yesterday.”

      “Okay.” Jeremy turned to Robert and reached out his hand. When Robert took my husband’s hand, I could tell Jeremy was squeezing harder than necessary. “You better take good care of her, or you will have me to answer to.”

      “Promise. On my word.”

      “Good.”

      We all watched Jeremy turn and leave the room. Now I was alone with this man. This stud of a cowboy made my blood boil. I was ready to get to the next phase of this process.

      “Shall we go?” he asked. Like he was reading my mind.

      “Yes.” 

      I turned to Ann and thanked her. Then, when Robert offered me his arm, I took it and we walked out of the First Sight office to his truck.

      A truck, of course, the cowboy drove a truck.
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        * * *

      

      The hotel we were staying in had provided us a suite, and everything looked like it came right out of a fancy movie. We had chocolate-covered strawberries on the bed, champagne chilling on ice, and glasses made of crystal waiting to be used.

      “Wow,” I said, taking it all in. “This looks so pretty.”

      “Yes, ma’am, it does.”

      The ma’am part would take some getting used to, but I wasn’t minding it at all.

      “How old are you?” I hadn’t even thought to ask that on the car ride here.

      “Age isn’t number,” he said, while grinning at me like he wanted to eat me.

      “I’ll start. I’m forty-nine. And you are?”

      He let out a bellowing laugh. Robert’s grin somehow got larger. “Twenty-seven.”

      “Oh, my God! I am a cougar!” I started laughing.

      “Yes, ma’am, you are.” There he went again with that cowboy drawl of an accent.

      “Is that what you asked for?”

      He nodded. “I love an older woman. Now come on, let’s get you some strawberries. You are going to need that natural water to replenish you after I’m done ravishing you.”

      “Oh, my ….” I wasn’t sure how to respond. When he walked me to the bed and sat me down, I let him feed me the strawberries. I felt like Pretty Woman without the hooker part. I was certainly being spoiled.

      “Do you want a massage?” Robert asked me.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I had a massage. “Yes, I’d love one.”

      He positioned me on the bed with my head almost hanging off the edge. My chest was pushed into the mattress, and his hands started working my shoulders over. It became clear that he knew how to use his hands. They felt strong, powerful. As he moved over each inch of my body from head down to my hips, I felt the tension waning away. It was a delightful moment that I hadn’t expected.

      “Time to flip over,” he said in a powerful voice. It wasn’t a request as much as a command.

      It took some mental strength to just comply. Trying to remember this was a role I’m playing. A submissive woman to this third person in my marriage. I knew little about how this would work, but I assumed that since it was just sex, there wasn’t room for power struggles.

      “Off with your shirt and bra.”

      Another command.

      I wore a button-up blouse, which made this task easier. Robert and I kept our eyes locked together as my fingers popped open each pesky button. My bra was a bit more difficult. Robert didn’t seem to mind watching me struggle, lying on the bed, and moving around to get the straps off.

      “You could have helped me,” I said.

      “Could have. Then I would have missed out on this.” He was grinning ear to ear, and somehow that made it okay.

      “Do you want me to finish the massage or help you finish undressing?”

      “It’s one or the other?” I asked.

      He smirked again. “Well, a naked massage can be a lot of fun.”

      Robert's hands moved to my pants, and he made quick work of relieving me of my garments. I couldn’t stop grinning. I was on fire, and I loved this attention.

      “What about you? How can you keep your clothes on and me just lying here naked?”

      “You’re ready to skip the massage, aren’t you?” He smirked as his hands caressed my inner thighs. “I feel your heat radiating off of you already.”

      “I really want to feel you inside me.” As the words came out of my mouth, I couldn’t believe I said them. It was such a dirty thing to say. My cheeks flushed with heat, and my nipples hardened in excitement. The look Robert gave me made my body shiver.

      “Is that so, ma’am?” He took his hand and slid it up to my heart. “I’ll remedy that.”

      I wasn’t sure how long it was. His fingers worked me into a fit of need, and I was on the verge of exploding. As he pulled his digits out, I whimpered in sadness.

      “No…”

      “I’m stripping for you.”

      Robert dispensed of his clothes with an efficiency I applauded, and when he resettled between my legs, it wasn’t his fingers knocking on my entrance. It was his large, thick cock.

      “Ahhh,” I cried out as he pushed his way inside of me.

      “You’re fucking drenched.”

      He pumped in and out of me with a methodical rhythm that put me into a trance. As my body let go of the fire inside of me, I screamed out in pleasure as Robert's muscular arm wrapped around my neck, squeezed against my skin, and took me into an ecstasy of glory I had never known before.

      “Fuck,” he moaned out as I felt his body spill inside of mine. “I love that you’re an older woman. Your body was like an untapped fountain waiting to be turned on.”

      I let out a laugh while panting. He was right, I had felt like that.

      “That was amazing.”

      Robert let his body lie on top of me. It was weird having another man where my husband usually would be. But somehow this felt okay. No, better than okay. It felt right.

      “You better go drink some water. You lost quite a bit.”

      I nodded my head. “Good idea. I do feel a slight bit of dizziness coming on.”

      He laughed. “Well, maybe I will go get you some food too. We’re going to have a few more rounds of that before I send you home.”

      “A few?” I said in shock.

      Robert grinned. “I’m a young buck, I can go all night long, Ma’am.”

      The way he let ma’am out in a drawl did it for me. My whole body had goosebumps, and I suddenly understood why older women become cougars. I didn’t need to respond. I just smiled at him and watched as he pulled his pants on and left the room to get food.

      Tonight, I was in for the experience of my dreams.
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        * * *

      

      Walking in the door of my house felt different the next morning. I had showered and cleaned up from the night of insane sex with Robert, but I was ready to come home and be with my husband. The lights were all off. Jeremy was home. I saw his car in the driveway. It wasn’t like him to sleep in on a Sunday.

      “Jeremy,” I called out. I became concerned.

      “Yeah,” I heard him respond with, “Back here in the room.”

      I tossed my purse onto the couch and set my overnight bag down on the floor. Figured it was best to just walk into the room free of reminders that I was with another man last night. As I padded my way through the hallway, I noticed flickering light coming from our room. Crossing the threshold, the scene took me aback.

      “Oh, Jeremy,” I said. I could feel tears forming in the corner of my eyes. “You didn’t have to.”

      “I did. I’ve taken you for granted for so long.”

      The room was filled with flowers and lit by candles. It felt warm, welcoming, and I loved it.

      “I love you so much, Jeremy.”

      He crossed the room and took me into his arms. “Not like I love you. No way you love me more than that.”

      The kiss he planted on my lips was one from the Hollywood movies. It was as if time had stopped between us. The world could flash by, but we were etched into this moment and this moment alone.

      “Let me make love to you.”

      I nodded my head and let him push me over to the bed. When I went to speak, he kissed me again and then put his finger to my lips.

      “No talking. Just let me do this.”

      I nodded and let him undress me. My hands moved to the hemline of his shirt and pulled it up and over his head. My fingers quickly unfastened his belt and unhooked the button of his jeans. We were naked together in under thirty seconds.

      “You’re gorgeous.”

      He spun me around and then backed up to our bed. As he lowered himself to sit, he pulled me down with him. My legs straddled my husband, and he resumed our kisses. Our bodies knew what to do. His cock pushed past my entrance, and he buried it deep into my core. I started rocking my hips against him. 

      “Jeremy,” I moaned.

      His hands roamed my back, and then I felt his nails grazing along my skin. I was wiggling around at the tickling sensation he was causing. He moved his hands and then, with a firm grasp of my hips, he held me in place.

      My breasts were pressed against his chest. I could feel his heart beating in sync with mine. The connection we had been missing was rekindled, and we had found our groove again. Together.

      “Diane, let go, let it go and cum for me baby.”

      He placed his thumb against my clit and started rubbing. This wasn’t a move he typically did during sex, and it drove me insane with wild need. I thrust my head back, my hair falling against the midsection of my back. Jeremy’s mouth captured one of my nipples and started sucking on the teat. It was the most erotic we had ever been in our marriage, and I was unraveling with pleasure.

      As we both shared our releases, our hearts beating as one, the state of our marriage was changed. The lacking connection we had felt before in my mind was replaced with this moment. And I was grateful for that.

      “You okay, Diane?”

      Nodding my head, I fluttered my eyelids and smiled at the man I loved more than anyone else in the world.

      “I’m perfect. Are you okay?”

      “Of course. I have my wife back.”

      I moved my hands to cup his face. “Sweetie, you didn’t lose me. We had just shifted. But I think that’s all gone now.”

      Jeremy smiled. “Maybe I should make a rule that you spend every Saturday night with your new lover so we can do this every Sunday.”

      My laughter was uncontrollable. “Oh Jeremy,” I giggled.

      “I’m serious. This reclaiming was awesome. I went to your KinkWorld website and read up on it.”

      “Oh,” I smiled. “I’m glad you did.”

      Jeremy’s arms wrapped around my body and held me tight against him. “We’re spending all day in bed. I have so much reclaiming to do.”

      He stood up, holding me still against his chest, and repositioned us on the bed. I knew my life was changing for the better. If nothing else, I would be in great shape having sex this much in 48 hours.

      “I love you, Jeremy.”

      “Diane, I love you always.”

      

      
        
          	
        To see how Ann started this match-making concept … read At First Sight: Hotwife  here.
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            The Three Body Problem

          

          Max Sebastian

        

      

    

    
      Two couples on a remote academic trip to Ireland find themselves trapped by relentless rain in a too-small cottage. Tension brews, sparks fly, and an unexpected arrangement changes everything.

      I blame the weather.

      And Suzie Marsh.

      We were heading into the final year of college, and the four of us were going to get our dissertation done over the summer by spending a glorious couple of months in the west of Ireland, producing a geological map. 

      Two couples. Kate and I were already engaged after two quality years together. Krish and Suzie Marsh had been an item even longer, although they’d never contemplated getting married. It was going to be perfect. 

      And then the week before we went, Suzie dumped Krish. 

      God. Kate gave her the big talking-to, but Suzie had met some dullard on the university rugby team, and that was it for her and Krish — she wasn’t going to string him along just to get a dissertation done.

      At least she’d already paid her share of the accommodation. She wasn’t getting that back. The three of us went over at the start of July and had a wonderful weekend in Dublin, getting Krish (and ourselves) permanently drunk to help him through his breakup. 

      We hoped he might meet some nice Irish girl who could take his mind off things, but no luck there. 

      So, we took a bus that looked like it ran on coal out to Galway, and then a geriatric taxi out to the little cottage we’d booked through Airbnb. We were full of optimism and the joy of having four wonderful weeks ahead of ourselves to lie on the beach, take in the surrounding beauty and the warm sunshine — and occasionally work on our mapping project. 

      Our mood was tempered slightly as we laid eyes on our cottage, which appeared to be about the size of a postage stamp. 

      ‘Maybe it’s bigger on the inside,’ Krish suggested. ‘You know, like the TARDIS.’ 

      It definitely wasn’t bigger on the inside. The walls were three-foot thick, leaving barely enough space to fit a bed — and a single bed at that. 

      ‘When you were looking at the pictures on Airbnb, did the captions say ‘Actual Size’?’ Kate asked me.

      ‘This explains why we could afford it,’ I nodded, a mite sheepishly. 

      The sofa bed that we’d planned on taking turns using during our stay appeared to be an armchair. 

      ‘Well, we’ll be spending most of our time outdoors anyway,’ I said, calling on the last vestiges of optimism still petering out in my veins.

      Then it started to rain. And it pretty much didn’t stop raining for four weeks. 
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        * * *

      

      Our plan back when Suzie was still apparently very much in love with Krish was that there would be plenty of privacy out in the open air whenever we needed sex, because absolutely no one lived anywhere near that cottage. 

      If one couple needed to do it on the bed, the deed could be done during the day, while the other couple was out mapping — or sunbathing. 

      The persistent rain somewhat changed that strategy. 

      And it wasn’t just a little light drizzle. Soft, pure, beautiful Irish rain. No, it was step-outside-the-door-and-get-totally-drenched-in-one-minute kind of rain. It was insane. 

      We spent the first week trying to be ridiculously sensible — and actually try to get some work done. We dressed up in our waterproof coats and several layers of clothing underneath — since it was cold as well as wet — and trekked out every morning to map the landscape. 

      To give us our due, we had brought proper waterproof clothing — we knew it rained in Ireland.

      Even so, while we were out trying to record each outcrop of rock in the valley, the multiple layers of clothing that were keeping us warm also made us sweat like crazy. So, while we were out mapping, somehow, every time we got drenched from the inside out. 

      ‘It can’t rain for four weeks,’ I moaned after a few days of this. 

      ‘Yes, it can,’ Kate said. 

      My suggestion was to pause our mapping expedition and wait for better weather. So, for a few days, we stayed in the cottage, bored out of our skulls. I mean — there wasn’t even any phone reception. No Internet. A TV set that appeared to be run on steam, and only featured three channels. 

      There were four books, which all got read multiple times by each of us that summer. 

      And that was it. 

      Oh, and if we wanted to keep warm while we were inside the cottage, we had to light the stove, which wasn’t exactly easy — then when it was lit, it produced a heck of a lot of heat. We basically had the choice of shivering or sitting around in a mini sauna. We ended up choosing the sauna option. If we got too hot, we could at least duck outside and take a hit of the freezing rain.

      Meanwhile, none of us were sleeping well. 

      Krish was kind enough from the start to allow Kate and I to take the bed, offering to sleep on the floor or in the armchair instead. It was a single bed, however, and in our little sauna of a cottage, two people could not crush up together and sleep easily on that.

      And Krish couldn’t sleep in that damn armchair, either. 

      I’m not sure how we ever thought two couples would comfortably fit in this place — but then we hadn’t expected to be kept under house arrest by all that rain.

      We got tired, cranky, achy, and tetchy. After a few days, we decided on a shift rotation for the bed — the three of us taking turns to attempt to sleep for a few hours at a time. The two who were awake attempted to make progress in our mapping progress, or else sat around our tiny hobbit hole sweating it out until the heat became unbearable. 

      At least we saw the humor in our situation. We were good enough friends not to get mad at each other. 

      Oh, and there was zero privacy. If we wanted a wash, we could just about disrobe under a towel without exposing ourselves, then go outside and stand in the cold rain for a while. The toilet was in a tiny shack outside that was basically a ramshackle roof over a hole in the ground. 

      The three of us got to know each other well. 

      And without laundry facilities, after a while when we weren’t out mapping, there seemed little point in sitting around our sweaty sauna in much more than underwear. 

      So, you can probably predict how things went. Three bodies in close proximity for days on end, sweaty, stripped down to our underwear. Nothing to do. Bored as hell. 

      We got horny.
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        * * *

      

      Kate and I did not have sex for the first week — it just felt wrong.

      Any public displays of affection felt wrong with Krish around after his break-up. My sweet fiancee and I acted more like roommates than a couple in love — out of pure guilt.

      Even when we did start getting crazy horny, there just didn’t seem like any space for sex in that cramped little one-room space.

      We couldn’t do anything in there when Krish was asleep, out of fear we would wake him up. The best bet was when he went out to work on our project, but then we felt guilty that he was working in the pouring rain while we were trying to satisfy our sexual urges.

      But also, the chill and the rain were so bad none of us could stay out for long searching for rocky outcrops to mark on our maps. This meant we were not guaranteed much time to ourselves when Krish went out.

      After a long week, Kate and I tried getting a little frisky together when Krish was out, but Krish kept coming back in because the weather was too awful. On one occasion, he caught us in an affectionate clinch that proved horrifically awkward for all three of us. He went back out to allow us to finish, but though we did manage to reach orgasm, we felt fairly lousy afterward.

      And, we found that sex in a stifling room that was barely larger than a public elevator left behind a certain characteristic odor that only added to the awkward tension when Krish returned.

      Kate and I even tried going out into the howling gale to debauch ourselves, but I doubt even the most professional of porn stars could have performed out there in those conditions.

      It was hopeless.
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        * * *

      

      We felt so bad about Krish sitting around all summer getting progressively bluer balls, so it seemed only fair that Kate and I should also suffer from a lack of sex.

      We didn’t make it easy on ourselves by sitting around in our underwear, but it really was the best way to cope with the heat. We started off with swimwear, but after a while it made precious little difference whether Kate wore her bikini or bra and panties around the two horny guys keeping her company. And we could hardly, in all fairness, ask her to cover up.

      Man, we were bored. Hot and sweaty, sexually frustrated as a Victorian housewife. We chatted about whatever we could think of, but the conversation eventually ran dry.

      As week three finally drew near, something seemed to snap inside me.

      I said to them, ‘Look… I think… maybe we should just get over ourselves and have sex.’

      Kate and Krish both looked at me with clear alarm.

      Well, we were British, god damn it. British people don’t just talk out loud about sex.

      But Jeez Louise, I was bored out of my mind and horny as hell, and the answer to my problems seemed to be sitting there in the rickety old armchair in a sweat-soaked bra and panties.

      Krish made a grab for his wet weather gear as though assuming we needed him to go back out into the storm so we could get a little privacy.

      Kate gave me a stern look that said I shouldn’t be demanding our friend venture out into the cold and the wet so that we could have sex. Also, her furrowed brow told me quite clearly that we’d tried this scenario already, and it had left things unsatisfying and awkward.

      ‘You don’t have to go out,’ I said to Krish, and dismissed Kate’s disapproving stare with a little shake of my head.

      Now I had both of them gazing at me quizzically, as though suspecting I had had some kind of a brainwave to solve our sexual crisis.

      ‘We’re just three friends who have certain needs,’ I said. ‘There’s nobody else here. Nobody else needs to know anything. We should be able to… you know… just deal with our needs…’

      Kate jumped to denounce my casual suggestion. ‘But it’s hardly fair to Krish…’  

      And here was the crux of my solution.

      I said, ‘Maybe… Krish needs to be a part of it.’

      My two housemates looked at me with wide, shocked eyes.

      I guess my idea was a little startling. The funny thing was, I didn’t feel like I’d really thought out my solution at all. I was just tired and hot and frustrated, and my frazzled mind felt we desperately needed to think out of the box. It was almost as though I was brainstorming — no wrong answers — but the words just tumbled out of my mouth, and then the proposal was there.

      Kate said, breathless, ‘We’ve never talked about…’

      And Krish said bashfully, ‘Oh, you don’t have to… I mean…’

      I’d never even fantasized about a threesome. I mean, fucking two women at once had always seemed like a lot of work — and I’d always assumed I would be too jealous to ever conceive of letting a girlfriend bang another guy.

      But suddenly, it seemed strangely appealing to me. Kate was beautiful and fantastic in bed — and Krish was my good friend. Why not share the wealth?

      Maybe I was just incredibly sexually frustrated, but suddenly the idea of seeing my fiancee fucking another guy seemed hot as hell.

      Again, I stressed my bottom line: ‘Nobody needs to know about any of this.’

      I guess I could have just dropped it; they were so shocked by the idea. I mean, I wouldn’t have been surprised if Kate had suddenly started yelling at me and calling me all manner of names before bursting into tears. Calling off the wedding there and then.

      But I saw an unexpected flicker of something in Kate’s dark eyes that I thought might have been excitement — so I felt fresh motivation to stand my ground.

      ‘We’re all consenting adults,’ I said. ‘It’s just sex. It doesn’t have to mean anything. It’ll feel good, and it’ll give us something to do, and then maybe we wouldn’t feel all awkward around each other.’

      My fiancee and my friend looked at each other, and I saw their faces melt from an ‘Are you serious…?’ expression into a ‘Well… he’s got a point…’ kind of attitude.

      I asked Kate, ‘You don’t find him… repulsive… do you?’

      I saw my fiancee run her eyes over our friend, and the corners of her mouth actually curled upward into a flirty smile.

      ‘No,’ she said, ‘I wouldn’t say he’s repulsive…’

      I was surprised that I didn’t feel even a hint of jealousy — quite the reverse, in fact. I saw them look each other over, considering the possibility of something physical happening between them, and it set my pulse racing, my temperature soaring, my manhood thickening.

      ‘We would all have to swear to secrecy,’ Kate said solemnly.

      ‘If you like,’ I shrugged. ‘I swear.’

      We turned to Krish, who looked like someone had told him he’d won the lottery, but he couldn’t work out whether he was dreaming or not. He blurted out, ‘I swear.’

      Kate nodded, and I felt my hard-on reach full stiffness. ‘Okay. And I swear, too.’

      Jesus.

      Trying to make light of the weirdly solemn atmosphere between us, I said, ‘It’s not like it’s cannibalism. It’s just sex.’  

      ‘And you’re not going to get jealous if… if Krish is involved?’ Kate asked me pointedly.

      I shrugged. ‘You’re still marrying me, right?’

      I was trying to keep calm, trying not to scare them away. Trying to deal with my own confusing emotions. Why did I actively want my friend to fuck my wife-to-be?

      Kate stood up, and despite the glistening sheen of sweat all over her body, her lack of clothes and makeup and hair styling, and everything else she would normally consider strictly necessary to go out in public, she looked absolutely stunning to the two horn dogs sitting there gazing up at her.

      And she said simply, ‘Okay… so how do we do this?’
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        * * *

      

      We didn’t really give her any kind of verbal answer.

      Krish and I stood, and then it just seemed to happen. The three of us bore solemn expressions as we quietly stripped off our underwear, as though we were embarking on some kind of religious ceremony. Praising some pagan god with our sex.

      Perhaps we were hoping to be bestowed better weather.

      At first, we were all trying to act as though we weren’t fazed by any of this. We all pretended to be cool and collected and not over-excited by any of this full-frontal nudity going on in front of us. We didn’t want to seem like teenagers whooping and cheering and going crazy because we were all three naked with intentions. We were grown-ups.

      But I saw Kate’s eyes glance down to take in the sight of two naked men standing before her — two exposed cocks stiff and ready for her — and I detected a flicker of excitement. I liked it.

      And I saw Krish’s eyes run all over my bare fiancee, and I liked that he couldn’t quite conceal his desire for her.

      For a moment, we just stood there.

      Then Kate glanced at me as though checking I was paying attention before turning to Krish, reaching to gently touch his chin and direct his face toward hers. She leaned in, and I watched my fiancee kiss another man right in front of me.

      It sparked a shiver of pure arousal that ran right through my entire body.

      Goodness.

      Lips pressed against his, Kate brushed her long, dark hair behind an ear and touched her hand against Krish’s cheek as their kiss extended and deepened.

      I was trembling a little, hearing the soft wet sounds of them sucking on each other’s lips and the quiet moans from each of them.

      Then Kate turned back to me, looking so incredibly beautiful — I think because she was a little flushed from her own arousal, or else because the sight of her making out with another man simply made me desire her more.

      She kissed my lips — tenderly, sweetly, taking her time.

      After that, I whispered to her, ‘I love you.’

      She gave me a wicked smile in return. ‘I love you,’ she said, then went back to making out with Krish.

      It was slow, very slow. The three of us explored each other physically with a highly sedate pace, as though none of us had ever experienced sexual congress before.

      It wasn’t that Krish and I had no idea how to handle a woman. It wasn’t that Kate had no experience outside of our relationship. It was just that the dynamics of three people coming together seemed so different from what we knew.

      What was clear was that none of us wanted to freak out any of the others, and we all had to get used to each other.

      The bottom line was that Krish and I did not want to scare Kate away, so we both paid close attention to her signals and what she was comfortable with.

      There was a lot of lip service, to begin with. Kate and Krish making out while I peppered my sweetheart’s soft neck with kisses. Kate connecting with me while Krish nibbled her earlobe.

      Kate guided our friend’s hands to her bare breasts, and then we both had permission to touch her there. I watched him fondle her, I enjoyed the buzz of appreciating his desire for her gorgeous tits.

      We dropped down onto the bed, two guys exploring my fiancee’s mouth, her neck, her shoulders, her breasts. One sucking on her nipples while the other kept her lips occupied.

      Taking our turns, but keeping things above the waist.

      One of Kate’s hands found its way to my hard cock, stroking me as she had done countless times before. But then it only seemed fair for her to provide the same kind of attention to Krish — and then I was given the startling display of my fiancee giving my friend a handjob.

      He looked like he was putting a lot of effort into simply not shooting off prematurely in her hands.

      I enjoyed the strangeness of the show. The sense that I wasn’t supposed to allow such a depraved thing to happen between my wife-to-be and another man, let alone get off on it. As I watched, I kissed my way down her chest and her stomach, stunned by the extravagance and beauty of my sweetheart giving herself to two men at once.

      For some reason, the fact that another man wanted her as well only seemed to make me want her more than I ever had before.

      It felt instinctive, somehow. The primordial forces of biology.

      I kissed my way down her abdomen and between her thighs, inhaling the thick, exhilarating scent of her arousal as I stirred her little patch of dark fur with my lips and nose. I planted soft little kisses around her vulva, feeling so fortunate that she was mine — while enjoying my ability to wow Krish with my fiancee.

      I slipped my tongue inside her soaking groove, tasting her tangy nectar, and when I glanced up her magnificent form, I saw my friend presenting his hard cock to her to take inside her mouth.

      Wow.

      It was shocking, and yet such a thrill, to watch my sweet bride-to-be take our friend’s big, hard cock in her hands and in her mouth. Stretching her delicate lips around that obscene thing, moaning with joy as she connected with him so intimately.

      One of her hands moved down to tousle my hair, both reassuring me that she was still mine, while at the same time urging me to snap out of my daze and get back to servicing her with my mouth. I didn’t need much encouragement.

      She was so wet, her pussy was drenched. And despite everything, I could not get enough of her flavor, lapping at her copious juices like a man bewitched.

      After a while, she was on all fours, and Krish was holding her head as he stood there, carefully thrusting his tumescent manhood into her willing mouth, fucking her face as I repositioned myself underneath her to continue feasting on her delicious pussy.

      I didn’t need to see her sucking his cock; I could hear everything. I was buzzing as I luxuriated in the intense scent and flavor of my fiancee’s dripping sex.

      It was like this as we all hit climax.

      Well, you could hardly be surprised that it came so soon. We were all so desperate, all so sexually frustrated. And for the three of us to just give up, surrender to our bodily temptations and all pile in together was just magnificently filthy.

      I put my hands on her hips and pulled her down onto my face so I could clamp my mouth over her juicy cunt, and then she was shuddering and shaking over me, her guttural moans stifled by the huge cock jammed in her mouth.

      I swear her pussy throbbed and pulsated as I slid my tongue inside her, as I sucked on her juices and her hot little button, and she leaked come all over my face.

      I devoured her like a ravenous beast, and to my surprise, I hit orgasm myself, my weapon firing without even being touched. I didn’t really care — it felt good. I felt the hot cream spraying all over my stomach and chest as the sweet release came.

      When I pulled myself out from under her, I found my sweet fiancee wiping the edges of her mouth, since Krish had also been unable to hold back as the stimulus of her lips and tongue on his cock had become too intense.

      It was amusing for all of us that we’d reached orgasm like that.

      But we weren’t finished — far from it.

      I went to clean up the mess I’d made, and when I returned found my friend lying with my fiancee, the two of them making out like star-crossed lovers. I sat back and watched for a while as Kate guided Krish’s hand between her thighs, and my friend slid his fingers inside her slick pussy.

      I watched as they sucked on each other’s lips, and my fiancee took my friend’s cock in her hand and gently stroked him back to full hardness.

      It was just sex. It was just a physical exercise. Just people connecting as their bodies were designed to connect. And yet, because Kate was mine, and I had allowed this to happen, it was the hottest thing I had ever seen.

      When she turned on the bed so that he was behind her, spooned against her, and she was reaching to guide his hard cock into her pussy, I wanted nothing more than to watch him fuck her.

      Man, I was hooked. Fascinated.

      Kissing my way along her thigh while watching up close as another man’s prick slid inside my beloved fiancee’s soaking wet sex from behind. I wasn’t squeamish about being so close to another man like that. I didn’t feel threatened. It turned me on to witness something so wicked, so wrong, as my own bride-to-be being taken by someone else.  

      The words circling my mind as I watched: ‘Nobody needs to know... It’s just sex.’

      After that, I sat back for a while. I sat on the armchair and stroked my own cock as I watched another man fucking my fiancee. It was an extraordinary sight.

      Then, her beauty seemed to draw me back in. Had she ever looked this stunning?

      I went down on my knees, leaning in to kiss her pretty mouth.

      It was the strangest kiss — I could taste another man on her lips. Another man had come while she sucked his cock, and now I was kissing her mouth. It was so strange. Everything I’d been led to believe — the whole indoctrination from mainstream society during my adolescence — made me expect I’d be freaked out by such a thing. Repulsed, even. And yet, if anything, it had the opposite effect on me.

      It was like proof of my fiancee’s defiance of monogamy, evidence of her sexual liberation, affirmation of her oh-so-sexy wickedness.    

      I tasted another man on Kate’s lips, and it just made the flames of arousal inside me flare up.

      It was confirmation my bride-to-be was being unfaithful — at least as mainstream society would judge it — and it was so unbelievably erotic.
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        * * *

      

      After that, Krish made way so that I could take my turn fucking her.

      She went up on all fours on the bed, and then there was a cock lining up to take her pussy, while another one was presented for her mouth. It was a little overwhelming for her at first.

      She took hold of his cock with one hand as though not quite sure what to do with it. Then she gasped as I penetrated her and glanced back over her shoulder as though to take in the strange sight of being between two naked men like that. Of having another man’s cock in her hand while I slid my cock into her pussy from behind.

      She just moaned for a while as I thrust into her, pumping Krish with her hand. It took a few moments for her to cope with it enough to go back to taking him in her mouth. Then there she was, on the proverbial spit.

      Oh, it felt just sensational.

      After all that time burning with desire for her, and now I felt her tight, hot pussy clamped around my hard cock like a vice. And the sight of her sucking on another guy as I fucked her — the rhythm of my thrusting into her pussy translating into the rhythm of her mouth on his cock — was just breathtaking.

      It was so unbelievably hot, so sexy — and yet, with the three of us going at it, it seemed so weirdly simple; it made me wonder why we’d never tried anything like this before. Why does society emphasize the importance of monogamy when it’s so sexy to break those boundaries?

      This was the biggest thrill ever.

      It seemed so easy. We moved around each other, trying things that seemed like they needed trying. Enjoying one position for a while before progressing to another.

      There was no rush, there was no obligation to do things a certain way. If we felt like kissing, we did. If we felt like touching or sucking or fondling, we did. If Krish or I wanted to fuck her, we all moved into a good position for him to fuck her, and the same when it was my turn.

      We were just three bodies moving together — hot, sweaty, driven by sexual need.

      I could not get enough of seeing my Kate being taken by another man.

      Lying there under her while she sucked my cock, gazing up at another cock pumping into her soaking wet pussy. A weird but thrilling sight. The sound of his cock moving in her sex was loud — she was so wet — and it was just exhilarating to me. I breathed in the thick smell of sex that saturated the hot air around us and fought to avoid coming too soon.

      We got so sweaty it was ridiculous.

      Imagine the most insane workout you ever had, and then think about how it would be to do that in a sauna. That was what it was like for us.

      Three bodies just squirming together on a single bed, every inch of skin glistening with sweat, the air hot and humid around us, saturated with perspiration and the smell of sex, our hair dripping, our faces and chests flushed.

      All three of us sliding up against each other as though we were smothered in oil, two stiff cocks sliding into Kate from this angle or that.  

      It just went on and on — Krish and I got into a groove where we could hold off our own orgasms, pace ourselves. It was practically tantric. We moved through some kind of barrier where we weren’t being competitive anymore about who could hold out the longest.

      Sometimes, I took a break and just watched Krish fucking my fiancee for a while. Sometimes, Krish stepped away for a drink or something to nibble on, and Kate would hop onto my lap and ride me without him.

      I loved holding her while he fucked her. Gazing into her eyes, maybe sucking on her mouth as she moaned each time he thrust his big tool into her. I’d fuck her while she was bobbing down on his hard-on, jamming it down her throat. Lying on the floor as she rubbed her drenched pussy all over my face, getting herself off as Krish stood and fucked her mouth.

      It just went on and on — we didn’t need to stop.

      At one point, Kate went outside to cool off in the rain, and then we were out there with her, dancing in a raging thunderstorm, then pressing together, three slippery bodies moving as one, kissing, touching, fucking in the cold and the wet and the wind.

      We were so pumped up, even the elements didn’t stop us.
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        * * *

      

      After that, we slept. Properly. A deep and restful sleep. 

      We put that single bed out in the rain and made ourselves a bigger bed on the floor with all the blankets we could find, and then all three of us just collapsed. 

      We slept under the influence of a massive flood of endorphins, drugged by a powerful sexual satisfaction. 

      All was right with the world.

      Artistically, there probably should have been a metaphorical end to the storm — the rain dried up, the clouds went away, the sun came out and shone beautifully down upon us, because all of our frustrations were resolved, our problems evaporated, our desires fulfilled. 

      But that didn’t happen. There was simply more rain. Lots more rain. 

      We had to battle through the storm to get our mapping project done, diligently recording the various types of rocks outcropping throughout the valley so that we could sketch out an idea of the underlying geology. 

      Yet then, when we got back to our little hobbit hole and stoked up the fire, there was something fun for us to do to while away the time. 

      ‘You won’t regret any of this when we get back to civilization?’ Kate said to me at one point, come from two men leaking out of her.

      ‘Of course not,’ I answered, confidently enough. 

      ‘When we’re married?’

      ‘Why should I? It’s only sex. We’re just doing what we need to get through the summer.’ 

      The weather did improve a little, thankfully, before the project was complete. It made things a little easier. We even enjoyed some nights out in Galway, though the three of us now looked forward to returning to the little cottage to peel off each other’s clothes and indulge in more primal, hot, sweaty sex.

      Well, nobody needed to know about any of that. 
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        * * *

      

      You want to know what happened after Kate and I were married? 

      Krish was our best man, of course. He fulfilled his duties perfectly — and he even came with us on our honeymoon. 

      If you want some kind of metaphor to provide a final flourish for the story, then I’ll tell you that the resort was terribly apologetic about messing up the booking for our vacation. There was only one room available since it was in the middle of peak season. 

      We didn’t tell them we were on our honeymoon. We told them Krish would stay in a nearby hotel. Naturally we didn’t actually need another room for the duration of our stay. By then, our three-body problem had a ready solution. 

      And soon after that, we had a four-body problem. But that’s another story.

      

      
        
          	
        Check out The Man Before Me here.
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      A newlywed couple’s honeymoon in Jamaica turns steamy when a harmless flirtation leads to a playful exploration of the hotwife lifestyle.

      When the plane made its approach into Sangster International Airport, Kenny’s new bride stared intently out of the window. Jade buzzed with energy as she flashed her beautiful smile when the plane touched down. 

      On leaving the plane, Jade took a deep breath. “Ah, Montego Bay. It’s been too long.”

      Kenny gripped her hand in his big paw as they made their way to the terminal building. He knew Jade’s mother had grown up in Jamaica, and that the family had made numerous trips back over the years since Jade was born. “When were you last here?” he asked.

      “2002, so that’ll be twelve years.”

      “Have your grandparents ever visited you in London?” He knew Jade was disappointed they couldn’t come to their wedding.

      “No, but my mum comes to Jamaica every couple of years.”

      They made their way through passport control to baggage reclaim. Jade was dressed in a pair of faded cut-offs and a tight white vest, drawing the attention of the male tourists. Luggage collected, they made their way outside and found a taxi. Jade gave the driver the name of the hotel in Saint Ann’s, and the newlyweds watched the buildings, palm trees and blue-green sea pass by as the car made its way along the northern coast road of the island.

      The hotel was a huge white building with grounds running down to a private beach of white sand. Once they’d checked in and unpacked, Kenny let his eyes wander around the room.

      “I’ve never stayed anywhere like this before,” he said, his hand caressing the back of the leather sofa by the huge floor-to-ceiling windows. Bottles of spirits, mixers, and beer topped the minibar.

      “What do you think?” Jade asked, pacing around the room and inspecting the huge bed before checking out the bathroom.

      “I think Jamaicans seem to expect all their tourists to have some sort of drink problem.” 

      “Well, I’ll tell you what kind of problem this tourist has.” Jade stepped close and peeled off her vest top, revealing the white bra stretched over her breasts. Next, she unbuttoned her cutoffs and pushed them down her long, shapely legs. “My problem is that I’ve been sitting on a plane for too many hours next to a guy with a really hot body.”

      He smiled. “You have?”

      “Uh huh. He was all big chest, flat stomach and bulging shoulders.”

      “Sounds like the type of guy you usually go for.” Kenny pulled his t-shirt off over his head and flexed his muscles for effect.

      “Oh, he was. And during the whole flight, I kept wondering what it’d be like to run my hand over that big leg of his and give his cock a squeeze.” Jade unbuckled his belt for him.

      As she pushed down his jeans, he looked into her big brown eyes. “So why didn’t you?”

      She slipped her hand down his shorts and gripped his cock, which was getting harder by the second. “I didn’t because I’m married now.”

      “You’re married?”

      “Mm hmm.” She wanked his cock with a slow, twisting motion.

      He reached around, unclipped her bra and slid it down her arms. He loved her tits. Big and firm with almost black nipples, they sat high on her chest and seemed to defy gravity. “You don’t look married.” 

      “Well, I am.” Without interrupting the rhythm of jacking his cock with her right hand, she wiggled the fingers of her left in front of his face. “See? That’s my wedding ring.”

      “How long you been married?”

      She glanced at her watch. “I’d say about a hundred and five hours, though that’s not taking the time difference into account.”

      “So, what are we going to do?”

      “I thought we could try out that nice big shower, then get dressed and go for dinner.”

      Kenny frowned, which made her laugh out loud. He loved her laugh almost as much as he loved her body. “How about I give you something to wash off in the shower?”

      She wanked him faster and leaned in to kiss his chest. “Did I mention I was married?”

      “Yeah, but that’s okay.” He held up his own wedding ring. “I’m married too, so the rings cancel each other out.”

      Jade gave him a beautiful smile, released his cock and put her arms around his neck. Then she lifted herself up and wrapped her legs around his waist. Kenny carried her effortlessly across the room and lowered her onto the bed. He peeled her white panties down her legs and off, then stared at her perfect brown body spread out on the ivory-coloured coverlet. He kicked off his shoes, jeans and shorts.

      She opened her legs and ran her hand down her body, cupping her sex as she smiled up at him. “You can’t fuck me.”

      “Huh?” Kenny’s cock was standing at full attention.

      “I want to wait until we come to bed later.”

      He gripped his raging cock in his hand. “So what am I going to do with this?”

      “I thought you were going to give me something to wash off.” Jade grinned as she dragged her fingers through her folds. Then she placed a finger on either side of her clit. “I know you like watching me do this.”

      “This isn’t fair.”

      “Oh yes it is.” She began to move her fingers, and he could see the swollen wet nub of her clit being teased.

      “Jade!”

      She slowly pumped her hips and continued to play with herself, circling and stroking her clit with her fingertips. “How about we have a race?”

      Kenny placed a knee on the bed between her spread thighs and leaned over her body. “You want to race?”

      She half-closed her eyes and let out a breathy sigh. “What I want is for you to watch me come.”

      “Oh, I’ll watch you come.” He gripped his cock and pumped his hand. “But you’re going to have some watching of your own to do first.”

      “Want to bet?” Jade pushed her feet down and raised her body off the mattress.

      They stared into each other’s eyes as they masturbated, their breathing getting more laboured. Kenny doubled his hand-speed. With a grunt, he shot out a thick rope of cum that splattered on her chest and stomach. She gasped in surprise, then groaned as her own orgasm arrived. He kept pumping his hand and sent a second spurt as high as the first, coating her brown tits in creamy white. He could see his wife’s thighs trembling as she moved her hand down from her clit and pushed three fingers into her pussy. His third splurge hit the back of the hand and her mons. Jade rode out her own pleasure with her eyes squeezed shut, finally lowering back to the mattress and opening her eyes. She removed her fingers from her sex and used both hands to smear his cum over her breasts and belly.

      She smiled. “Now I have something to shower off.”

      He chuckled. “Yeah, but the next load is going inside you.”

      “Promises, promises.” 

      Jade got up from the bed and padded naked across the room. He watched her arse as she walked. That defied gravity even more than her tits did, her firm cheeks standing out without a hint of sag. Smiling to himself, he followed her into the bathroom. 

      While Jade used tissues to remove most of his cum, Kenny turned on the shower. He stepped into the stall and enjoyed the pummelling from the water. Jade joined him. Without shoes, she was almost a foot shorter than him. When she kissed his chest, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close.

      During his late teens and early twenties, Kenny had a lot of fun with a lot of women. At nursing college, it felt like most of the white women wanted to try the big black guy in their class, and he’d been only happy to oblige. When he met Jade, he knew she was the one. She made no attempt to deny how much fun she’d had with other men before him, and none of that mattered. He’d never been the jealous type. 

      Jade squirted shower gel into her hands and started washing his chest, so he did the same for hers. They spent over ten minutes washing each other, and by the time he stepped out of the shower, his cock was swelling again.

      She laughed and swatted it with her towel. “You can keep that to yourself until after we’ve eaten.”

      They dressed and went down to the hotel bar for a pre-dinner drink, which they took out to the terrace. The sun was close to the horizon, casting shades of pinks and purples across the sky.

      “It must have been great coming here as a child,” he said.

      “Yeah, magical. We’d stay for a month in the summer.”

      Kenny had brothers, and his memories of holidays involved playing with them. “It must have been hard as an only child. Weren’t you bored?”

      She laughed and shook her head. “There was a family who lived next door, and I played with their eldest kid, Jahmar. He had a couple of sisters, but they were three or four years younger. We’d swim in the sea, chase each other on the sand, and climb trees to pick mangoes.” She yawned. “Come on, let’s go eat. I’m fading fast.”

      Kenny nodded. It’d been a long day. They’d had to be at the airport early to catch their plane, and it’d been a ten-hour flight. Even though it was only seven in the evening local time, they’d been awake for almost twenty hours.

      The hotel dining room’s huge windows showed sweeping views of the grounds, swimming pool and beaches beyond. The food was as good as any restaurant Kenny had ever been to. After sharing a bottle of wine, they retired to their room. He was the first to get into bed, sliding between the cool Egyptian cotton sheets. 

      Jade came out of the bathroom naked and stood at the side of the bed. “Don’t you be falling asleep before you’ve done your husbandly duties.”

      He laughed. “Maybe you shouldn’t have teased me earlier. It’d be your own fault if I was too tired.”

      “You liked being teased, and you liked glazing my body.” She pulled the sheet down and grinned when she saw he was already half-hard. “Besides, we’re on our honeymoon, so you can’t say no.”

      “When have I ever⁠—?”

      Before he could finish the sentence, Jade dipped her head and took his full length into her mouth and throat. Kenny let out a long sigh. Nobody sucked his cock like Jade. 

      She kept him there for only a short time, then she lay beside him and spread her legs. “Don’t just lie there. Get it inside me and don’t stop pumping your hips until you’ve flooded my cooch.”

      “Is this your idea of sexy seduction?”

      “Sexy seducing is something single girls do to get laid. I’m a married woman, so I expect you to fulfil your nuptial obligations.”

      Kenny got into position, swiped the tip of his cock through her slick folds and pushed in. 

      Jade let out a groan and pushed her hips up to meet his. “Oh, fuck yeah.” She dug her nails into his buttocks and ground her clit against his pubic bone each time he bottomed out. “Just keep doing me slow like that.”

      Kenny maintained his steady rhythm, enjoying the feel of her firm body moving against his. Jade’s breathing became more ragged, so he extended the length of each stroke He pulled back until the tip of his cock was just between her lips, then slid all the way in until his balls slapped against her arse. He knew she was getting close, and he held his upper body up so he could watch her face.

      Jade gave him a shy smile. “What you looking at?”

      “I’m going to watch my wife’s face when she comes.”

      “Have I married some kind of Peeping Tom?”

      “Yeah, but I only like to watch you.”

      “That’s okay then.” She placed her hands on his cheeks. “Keeping feeding me that big dick of yours, and keep watching because I’m…” Her eyes fluttered closed and her lips became a perfect O.

      He pushed deep and felt the vice-like grip of her orgasm. Kenny increased the speed and intensity of his thrusts as she slammed her body up to meet his. Then he erupted inside her. They both groaned and continued to writhe together. Eventually their movements slowed and finally stopped. Jade opened her eyes and smiled up at him. 

      He leaned down and kissed her forehead. “I prefer glazing you on the inside.”

      “Hmm, me too.” She kissed his mouth. “Welcome to Jamaica.”

      He laughed, and they fell asleep with his cock softening inside her.
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        * * *

      

      Kenny and Jade were both awake before sunrise, their bodies still on UK time. They showered and were the first to arrive for breakfast. After Kenny had sampled most things from the buffet counter, they took their coffee out to the terrace. 

      Jade checked her phone. “Granni and Papa said to come over whenever.” She tapped out a quick text, then smiled. “I told her we’d be right there.”

      “Shall I ask reception to phone us a taxi?”

      “We can walk, it’s only ten minutes away. But we’ll bring them here in a taxi.” Jade had already arranged with the hotel to bring two guests for lunch.

      They left the hotel grounds and entered the streets of Saint Ann’s. Jade pointed out places she remembered. When they got to the end of the road where her grandparents lived, her eyes filled with tears.

      “This is exactly how I remember it,” she said.

      Kenny looked at the houses set back from the road. Each one stood on a similar sized plot of land, but they were all different. Most were single-storey buildings of painted blocks and mortar with tiled roofs, but a few were wooden structures topped with corrugated iron.

      The front door of a white-painted block house opened as soon as they reached the gate, and Jade’s grandma rushed down the path to meet them. Kenny stood back as the women hugged and cried. After Jade had also embraced her grandfather, she did the introductions.

      “Granni, Papa, this is Kenny, my husband.” 

      “Wah gwan, handsome,” Granni said, cuddling him around the waist.

      Papa shook Kenny’s hand and gave him a warm smile from behind thick-lensed glasses. “Welcome.”

      The four of them walked slowly up the path. Granni made them all a hot drink and talked without seeming to take a breath. Kenny struggled to understand her accent, but Jade obviously had no trouble as she and her grandparents caught up on each other’s news. 

      The older couple seemed more impressed about Kenny being a paramedic than they were about Jade being an interior designer, even though she earned more than twice as much as he did. While they gushed about his profession, their pride in Jade was undeniable. The walls contained many photos of her as a child. There were at least half a dozen pictures of her in school uniform, ranging from primary to high school. 

      Kenny pointed at one where she had her hair in braids and her teeth in braces. “Ooh, that’s a cute look.”

      Jade slapped his arm and turned to her grandma. “I hope you put a picture of me in my wedding dress here instead of the one where I have a mouthful of metal.”

      “I’ll put the one of you in your wedding dress in my best room.” Her grandma peered at the photo Jade had criticised. “I like that one, but Jahmar always laughs at it.”

      Jade’s eyes went wide. “Jahmar still lives next door?”

      “His folks do. He moved to Kingston but comes to visit often.” She frowned. “His mama ain’t doing so well with her health.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. She’s a nice lady.”

      “Yeah. Got arthritis that makes it hard for her to get about, and she’s twenty years younger than me.” Granni smiled. “I told Jahmar you were coming over to Jamaica, and he said he’d love to see you.”

      “Ah, that’d be really nice.” Jade turned to Kenny. “I spent more time with Jahmar during summer holidays than any of my friends back in Islington.”

      “Those two were like brother and sister,” Papa said. “Peas in a pod. Always laughing and jibing each other.”

      Jade laughed. “It’s true.” She turned her attention back to her grandparents. “Right, go and put on your finest clothes because we’re taking you for lunch at our posh hotel.”

      The older couple exchanged glances, then went to get ready. While Jade phoned a taxi, Kenny used his phone to take pictures of all the framed photos on the wall, especially the one of the braided and braced thirteen-year-old.

      Granni and Papa were obviously overwhelmed by the grandeur of the hotel. Kenny could see his wife’s pride at being able to give her grandparents such a treat. After three courses of excellent food and a wander around the grounds, the four of them took another taxi back to Granni and Papa’s house.

      As they got out at the gate, Granni waved to someone in the neighbouring garden. “Jahmar, come say hello to our girl.”

      Kenny watched as a guy came down the path and looked at Jade with big eyes. After a brief pause, the two of them stepped close and hugged, laughing like old friends. When they stepped apart, they continued to hold hands.

      “Wow,” Jahmar said, looking her up and down. “You’re all grown up.”

      Jade beamed. “So are you.”

      “I’ll go and put the kettle on,” Granni said. “Jahmar, come for coffee.”

      As the older couple headed up the path, Jade introduced Kenny. The two men shook hands. Kenny liked Jahmar immediately. He wasn’t as big as Kenny, maybe six-one, but he looked fit and strong. His skin was a few shades darker, and he had a shaved head and a goatee. But the most striking feature was his smile; when he smiled, his whole face seemed to light up.

      The three of them made their way up the path and into the house, where Granni had set out a plate of home-made cookies. She explained that after the lunch she’d just eaten, she wouldn’t be needing cookies for a week, but she knew that Jahmar liked them.

      “I’m sorry to hear your mum’s not doing too well,” Jade said, as they all sat down around the kitchen table.

      “Thanks. It’s hard, but it is what it is. We just got to help her through.” He shrugged. “Tali and Bess are both still in the parish, so they come in and help most days. I’m in Kingston, so I tend to only come over once a week.”

      Jade smiled. “I guess your sisters are grown up, too.”

      “Yeah. Tali is living with her boyfriend in Claremont, and Bess is a waitress in Ocho Rios and has her own quarters at the hotel complex.”

      Jade smiled. “What about you? What do you do in Kingston?”

      “I’m a teacher.” 

      “What?” she gasped.

      He gave a self-conscious laugh and shook his head. “I know, it surprised me too.”

      Jade turned to Kenny. “He was always in trouble at school for not doing his homework and acting up.”

      Jahmar nodded. “I must have been a pain in the ass to teach. Any kids who act that way in my class are in trouble.”

      “What do you teach?”

      “Children.”

      She slapped his arm. “Stop being a wise-ass.”

      Jahmar chuckled at his own joke. “Math and Phys Ed.”

      When Jahmar said he needed to go and sort out some stuff, Kenny watched Jade hug him, saying how good it’d been to catch up.

      “Are you going back to Kingston tonight?” Kenny asked.

      “No, I usually stay over and drive back the next morning.”

      “Why not come to the hotel for dinner later?” He looked from Jahmar to Jade. Both appeared shocked at his suggestion. Kenny shrugged. “If you guys haven’t seen each other in so long, why not make the most of the fact you’re both in the same town?”

      Jade looked at Jahmar. “What do you think?”

      “I…” He glanced at Kenny again, then gave his characteristic smile. “That’d be really nice, if you don’t mind.”

      “Okay, that’s settled.” Jade told him which hotel they were in, and suggested he come over at seven.

      After Jahmar had left, Jade suggested they let Granni and Papa rest. “We’ll go back to the hotel,” she said. “That big swimming pool’s calling out to me.”

      “What was it like meeting your old childhood buddy?” Kenny asked as they walked through the streets. 

      “It was strange but nice.” She wouldn’t meet his eyes. “I still can’t believe he’s a teacher, though.”

      Kenny nodded but didn’t say more.

      Once back at the hotel, they changed into their swimming costumes and went out to enjoy the pool, making full use of the facilities and the waiter service. Kenny did more swimming than Jade, and she did more drinking than him. He got the impression she was a little nervous about their upcoming evening, but he didn’t mention it.
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        * * *

      

      It was after six when they returned to their room to shower and get dressed for dinner. Kenny was dressed first, so Jade suggested he go to the bar in case their guest arrived early. 

      Kenny ordered himself a beer and took it out to the terrace. Jade joined ten minutes later. She wore a pale yellow summer dress with spaghetti straps over the shoulders and a hemline several inches above the knee. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, and her toned arms, legs and shoulders glistened with whatever lotion she’d rubbed on them. She wore gold mules with a three-inch heel.

      Kenny nodded appreciatively. “You look fabulous.”

      “Thank you.” She leaned close and offered her cheek so as not to smudge the dark red lipstick she’d applied. 

      A waiter approached and Jade asked for a rum and coke. Kenny knew Jade wasn’t usually a big drinker. Maybe the local rum was better than what she could get at home, or maybe she was a little more apprehensive than she admitted.

      When the waiter brought Jade’s drink, he informed them their guest was waiting in reception. Kenny went to collect him. Jahmar looked simultaneously astounded and embarrassed when he saw Jade in her sexy dress and shoes. The three of them sat at a table on the terrace and chatted. The sun dropped toward the horizon, turning the sky orange.

      Drinks finished, they went into the restaurant and ate dinner. The conversation was relaxed and friendly, with the two old friends laughing at their antics as kids. After they’d eaten, they returned to the terrace with more drinks. The moon was now high in the sky, an ivory disc casting its light over the sweet-smelling bushes and plants that surrounded the terrace. When Jade sat down on one of the low wicker chairs, her dress rode up her thighs, but she didn’t bother covering up. 

      As they talked, Kenny could see Jahmar was struggling to keep his eyes off Jade’s legs. And every time she laughed, her tits jiggled invitingly inside the light summer dress. For some reason, this gave Kenny a warm feeling. He liked that Jahmar fancied his wife. Even more surprising, he didn’t mind that Jade’s obvious attraction to Jahmar. Her grandfather claimed they’d been like brother and sister when they were kids, but it was evident from the way they were behaving towards each other as grown-ups that there was some sexual tension.

      “Everything was a competition,” Jahmar told Kenny. “It was always who could swim the farthest underwater, who could climb the highest or run the fastest.”

      “And I always won,” Jade said, grinning smugly. “He could never catch me in a race.”

      Jahmar nodded at her exposed legs, which were now on display up to her buttock. “If you’d looked like you do now, I’d have tried harder to catch you.”

      Jade laughed. “And if you’d looked like you do now, I’d have slowed down just to let you.”

      Both laughed, but then Jahmar frowned and glanced at Kenny. “Sorry man, I just⁠—”

      Kenny smiled and held up his hand. “It’s all good. Don’t worry about me.”

      When Jade looked at Kenny, he gave her a reassuring smile. Even though it was weird seeing his wife flirt with another man, he couldn’t deny the buzz it gave him. 

      When the waiter returned to see if they needed more drinks, Kenny shook his head. In reply to Jade’s questioning look, he pointed out that they had a fully stocked bar in their room. Jade’s eyes widened, but she got up and led the way. Kenny wasn’t sure why he’d suggested it. He didn’t know how far things would go, but he was enjoying the vibe.

      Jahmar and Jade sat on the leather couch overlooking the floodlit swimming pool and surrounding gardens while Kenny fixed the drinks. She was sitting sideways to face Jahmar, flashing even more leg than she had earlier. The men drank beer while Jade stuck to rum and coke. Taking one of the armchairs opposite their couch, Kenny raised his glass. “Cheers.”

      Jade took a sip and watched him over the rim of her glass, her big eyes studying him closely. Kenny gave her a warm smile and tried to show he was cool with the situation, and that he’d remain cool if she wanted to take things any further. But getting across notions like that were not easy.

      As they resumed their conversation, Jade revealed she and Kenny had dated for two years before tying the knot.

      Jahmar flashed him a sincere smile. “You’re a lucky guy.”

      “I know.”

      “And I’m a lucky girl,” she added. “He’s got lots of admirers back home.”

      Jahmar laughed. “I don’t doubt it.”

      “How about you, Jahmar?” Jade asked, nudging her bare knee against his thigh. “What’s your love-life situation?”

      “I’m single. I saw one of the women I met at teacher training college for a while, but she was offered a twelve-month contract teaching in Dubai.” He shrugged. “We decided to make a clean break.”

      Jade gave a sad smile. “That’s a shame.”

      “Yeah.” Jahmar held her eye for a few seconds.

      Kenny could sense the electricity flowing between the two of them. Jade glanced at her husband, then leaned forward to look into Jahmar’s eyes, their faces only inches apart. Kenny held his breath.

      She licked her lips. “I can’t imagine a guy like you will stay single for long, though.”

      Jahmar opened his mouth to answer but before he could get a word out, Jade moved in and kissed him. Kenny’s heart crashed in his chest, and there was an even stronger reaction in his groin. His cock thickened and his balls tingled. Jahmar didn’t seem to respond to the kiss, and Jade pulled back and gave him another smile. She looked over at Kenny again, and he gave her another smile to show he was good with the latest escalation.

      She peered into Jahmar’s eyes. “Don’t be shy. I’ve seen where your eyes have been all evening.” Then she placed her hand on his cheek and leaned in to kiss him again. 

      This time he did respond, and Kenny watched with a strange mix of emotions coursing through him. Their kissing got more heated, with Jade running a hand over Jahmar’s shaved head and then down to his big shoulders and arms. Jahmar placed his hand on her bare thigh and squeezed. She let out a muted moan. Kenny watched Jahmar run his hand up Jade’s leg, over her hip, and up her side.

      Jade broke the kiss and turned her head. She was breathing heavily as Jahmar moved in and kissed her neck. Jade looked at Kenny, who nodded and mouthed, ‘It’s okay’. She mouthed ‘Are you sure?’ and he nodded again.

      He watched as his wife resumed kissing her childhood friend, and this time Jahmar moved both hands up and caressed Jade’s breasts through her dress. After just a few seconds, she stood up and faced Jahmar. Holding his gaze, she slipped the spaghetti straps off her shoulders and pulled her dress down to her waist, exposing her tits. Jahmar’s eyes widened. Then Jade reached up her dress, rolled her panties down her legs and dropped to her knees by Jahmar’s feet. Her hands made short work of his belt and zip. As soon as she’d released his cock, she took it into her mouth.

      From his position, all Kenny could see was Jade’s bobbing head and the thankful expression on Jahmar’s face. Even though he was witnessing his wife sucking another man’s dick, Kenny’s overriding emotions were arousal and pride. Jealousy and anger were completely absent. He’d been the architect of this situation and was enjoying how it was playing out.

      She raised her head and kissed Jahmar, no doubt giving the guy a taste of his own cock. Then she stood up, hoisted up her dress and straddled his lap. This time Kenny could see the action. He saw Jahmar holding his long, thick cock upright, and he saw Jade lowering down and impaling herself on it. He heard them both let out sighs, then Jade began to slowly move up and down, riding Jahmar’s cock. 

      Jahmar reached around and gripped her buttocks. Kenny kept getting glimpses of the guy’s thick shaft, glistening with his wife’s juices, as she rose up and dropped down on it time and again. Jahmar sucked her nipples. Jade dropped her head back and offered murmurs of encouragement, bouncing harder on his cock. Kenny felt precum seep into his boxers.

      Jade became more vocal, her moans and whispered words sounding more urgent. She was moving towards her orgasm. Jahmar’s fingers dug into her buttocks as he bounced her up and down. 

      Kenny had been to parties where several couples fucked in the same room. None of those occasions had affected him the way watching his wife did. Seeing strangers fuck is kind of quirky, but seeing his wife ride another man’s cock was off-the-scale sexy. Jade screamed when she came, and Kenny had to force himself not to rub his own cock. Jade was thrusting her hips back and forth, riding out her own orgasm while trying to bring on Jahmar’s. She was kissing the guy’s face and whispering stuff Kenny couldn’t make out. 

      With a grunt, Jahmar lifted his bum off the couch. Kenny watched as the guy’s big balls jumped in his sack three or four times. He knew that with each spasm, Jahmar was shooting cum into his wife. His heart crashed in his chest.

      The two on the couch were still moaning and moving more slowly, Jade’s hips now rolling from side to side as she used Jahmar’s cock to stir the pool of cum inside her. A dribble of white seeped out onto Jahmar’s balls. When they’d stopped moving altogether, the room became eerily quiet. Kenny hoped the pair weren’t regretting things. He certainly wasn’t.

      Jade raised herself and sat next to Jahmar on the couch, covering her crotch and tits with her dress. He tucked his softening cock into his trousers and zipped up.

      “Well,” she said, looking from one man to the other. “That probably went a lot further than it should have done.”

      Jahmar nodded, looking guiltily in Kenny’s direction.

      Kenny shook his head. “It seemed to be something you both needed to get out of your system.”

      Jade frowned, looking anxious. 

      “I should be getting back to the house,” Jahmar said, standing up and avoiding looking at Kenny or Jade. The others stood up as well. 

      Kenny made a point of shaking Jahmar’s hand. “It was good to meet you, Jahmar, and I’m glad that you two were able to reconnect.” He gave the shorter man a smile. “Don’t worry on my behalf. I love her and want her to be happy, and I’m pretty sure what just happened made her happy.” He turned to look at Jade. “You’re happy, right?”

      She held his gaze and nodded, then stepped close to Jahmar and kissed his cheek. “Very happy.”

      After the two of them embraced for one more time, she led Jahmar to the door. He gave Kenny a final smile and left. 

      Jade walked slowly back to stand opposite her husband. “I can’t believe you let that happen.”

      “It seemed destined to happen. As soon as you saw each other, it was obvious you both had urges.”

      She sighed. “I’ve been married five days and already been unfaithful.”

      “That wasn’t being unfaithful. I was there, and I let it happen.” He decided to own up. “In fact, I probably made it happen. I was the one who suggested he visit the room.”

      “Why did you do that?”

      “Because you’re sexy as fuck, and I wanted to show him what a lucky man I am.”

      “You showed him you’re lucky by sharing me?”

      He thought about it and nodded.

      Jade frowned. “And you didn’t mind the two of us fucking?”

      “No.” He felt a little guilty admitting it, so tried to clarify his answer. “That’s not because I don’t care about you. It’s because I care so much I want you to have all the fun you can get.”

      “Really?”

      Kenny unfastened his trousers and pulled out his cock, which was fully hard with a wet tip. “I’ve been dribbling for the last half-hour.”

      She stared at his cock, then looked up into his eyes. “Want me to go shower?”

      “No.”

      “He came in me.”

      “I know. I watched him do it.” He tugged her dress down again to free her breasts. “I’m going to come in you as well.”

      Jade sat the couch where she’d just fucked Jahmar, lifted her dress and spread her legs. Kenny saw the creamy mess covering her outer lips and upper thighs. He dropped to his knees, gripped his cock and stabbed it inside her hot, well-used cunt. 

      She cried out, wrapped her legs around his waist and fell against the backrest. “Fuck me,” she rasped.

      He did, slamming into her so hard the feet of the heavy couch scraped across the wooden floor. All too soon, Kenny pushed in deep and came hard. Jade clenched round him and rocked her hips, but she didn’t come again. When he withdrew, a flood of white ran out. That it was a mix of his and Jahmar’s cum gave him a perverted thrill. He watched it run between her buttocks and onto the cushion of the leather couch. When he looked up, she was studying his face.

      “What?” he asked.

      “You really did like watching it.”

      “Yeah.” He gave an embarrassed smile. “Is it wrong to enjoy watching the woman you love get railed?”

      “No.” She leaned up and kissed him tenderly. “Is it wrong to enjoy getting railed in front of the man I love?”

      “I don’t think so.”

      “A few days ago, we promised to forsake all others.”

      He nodded. “That’s about competing loves, and that still stands. You’re not allowed to love anyone but me. But sharing the physical stuff, that’s okay.”

      A smile creased her face. “I think I’m going to like your version of the vows.”

      “Me too.”

      Jade frowned and rubbed her thighs together. “I really need a shower.”

      He nodded. “I’ll join you. And after that, I’m going to fuck you again.”

      “Promises, promises.”

      

      
        
          	
        Check out The Hotwife Games: Invincible, an earlier story featuring Jade and Kenny   here.
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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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Star In Our Neighborhood

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      We were new in the neighborhood. Doing our best to be as social as possible — talking to everybody. And that included attending the annual 4th of July celebration, which was held at #34 this year.

      During the party, we mostly mingled as a couple, but at one point, I ducked out to use the restroom and grab another beer from the bar. 

      When I came back, I found my wife talking to none other than Marcus Bennett! You might remember him as the star of hundreds of porn movies some years back, when Lucy and I were still in college.

      I was shocked to see that as Lucy was chatting with him, she was flirting like crazy. Did she even know who he was? Or who he used to be? 

      I must admit, though, it was strangely exciting to see my wife flirting with him. 

      Anyway, I went over to them, somewhat hesitantly because I didn’t like the idea of revealing that I knew who he was — essentially admitting I was a partaker of adult entertainment back in the day. And yet to my surprise, on returning to Lucy’s company, my sweet wife not only introduced her new friend, but also explained to me that he’d been a bona fide porn star — using the stage name Marcus Bennett!

      My surprise at learning that Lucy had watched much of Marcus’s output when she’d been in college was compounded by the news that she’d invited him round for dinner at our house the next weekend.

      A little more chat, and I had to concede that Danny was a really nice guy. And still as physically fit as he always was. He told us that since stepping away from the limelight, these days he worked to help couples bring back the passion into the bedroom. 

      I couldn’t hide my curiosity about how he managed that. Danny said he’d tell us more when he came over for dinner. 

      At the end of the night, Lucy and I headed home after a delightful evening. Egged on by the alcohol in our systems, we ended up going at it like a couple of rabbits in heat. It didn’t take a genius to realize that my wife’s fires had been lit by her little flirtation with Marcus Bennett. I couldn’t help but ask her if she remembered any of his particular performances from watching back in college. 

      More than a little tipsy, she seemed happy enough to reminisce about some of the scenes she remembered — while I went down on her incredibly wet pussy. I was surprised how much it turned me on to hear her talking about another guy like that. She obviously had a huge crush on him, but why didn’t that bother me?

      I asked her whether she would sleep with him if he showed interest, and she was honest enough to admit that she would, though she at least added the proviso that I allowed her to do so.

      I was so hard as I fucked her and realized that I would let her sleep with him if she wanted. It was so strange, so seemingly against everything a husband should do — and yet I couldn’t deny how hot the idea seemed of letting my beautiful wife fuck another man. 

      Even after the booze wore off, the whole week we couldn’t stop thinking about Marcus coming to dinner on Saturday. We contemplated what it meant that I would want her to sleep with someone else. It turns out it’s not so uncommon a male fantasy.

      Lucy even tracked down clips of Marcus’s old porn movies for us to watch as we had sex every night that week. Man, we’d never been so into each other.

      And then there he was on our doorstep — tall, dark, and handsome, and bearing a nice bottle of Beaujolais.

      We had a nice dinner in which small talk soon led on to discussion of Danny’s new role as a couples consultant. We were fascinated to know how he succeeded in bringing the heat back to the bedroom for couples who had lost that spark between them.

      He said it involved careful discussion to get them to open up about what kinds of things turned them both on. For some couples, it meant getting them to open up about sex in ways they weren’t used to, hadn’t done in years. He said it was illuminating for all couples, particularly because fantasies change over the years, and couples often were no longer aware of the kinds of things that turned each other on.

      After a fair amount of wine, we felt more comfortable opening up to Danny. And we couldn’t help but admit our new fantasy, of Lucy getting to sleep with a porn star she used to fantasize about as a college girl.

      Danny was only too pleased to hear what we’d been doing the past week. He said it showed a real strength in our relationship. I was bold enough to ask him if he’d consider testing our new fantasy, and he beckoned Lucy over. 

      Lucy was a little scared at first, but then she started kissing him right in front of me, and just kind of melted into it.

      It was such a beautiful sight as she put her arms around his shoulders, and quietly moaned while they sucked on each other’s lips. 

      I could tell how much he wanted her, which made me feel amazing. The famous Marcus Bennett wanted my wife. It was a big ego boost.

      Enjoying the sight of them making out like giddy teenagers, hands sprawling all over each other, I told her to take off his shirt, which she did without hesitation. Then Danny moved her hands to his belt, and she didn’t need much prompting to help him remove the rest of his clothes, too.

      It was just captivating watching my wife’s face light up as this handsome stud stood naked before her. His cock was absolutely huge. I mean, we’d both seen it before on screen, but in real life it was startling.

      Lucy nervously knelt down then and there and started sucking it. 

      I couldn’t believe how erotic it was to watch my sweet wife working on such a huge dick like that. Moaning with pure bliss as she took it inside her mouth.  

      Danny was so patient, giving her the space to explore without pressure. 

      Soon, we decided to move things to the bedroom. Lucy dispensed with her dress and sat on the end of the bed in her bra and panties to continue pleasuring Danny with her mouth. She seemed totally obsessed with his cock — not just its gigantic size, but the fact that it was the first cock other than mine that she’d handled in years.

      I loved how she occasionally turned her eyes toward me as I got comfortable in the armchair in the corner. Gazing at me for approval as she sucked on another man’s dick. 

      Danny helped her remove her bra and then her panties, and then he kissed his way down her chest and her stomach, before tending to her pussy with his mouth. It was so hot watching how she responded to him, writhing and rocking on the bed as he ate her.

      I couldn’t believe how much I envied him — and this was my wife he was licking and fingering. Somehow, his interest in her only made me want her more.

      She asked me if I wanted to see him fuck her. I had my own cock out and in my hands by this point, and I eagerly nodded and urged Danny to fuck my wife.

      Danny turned Lucy so she was on all fours, kneeling close to the end of the bed so that our resident porn star could stand on the floor and guide his massive tool into her from behind. 

      I was shocked to see him direct that colossal thing in between her pert ass cheeks — and then lean into her, his dick disappearing slowly inside her. She must have been so wet for him, he just glided in.

      And then I watched Marcus Bennet fucking my wife on our marital bed.

      I moved around a little so that I could maintain eye contact with her while he fucked her. I couldn’t believe how sexy it was, watching. Danny was in such good shape, his massive cock pounding into her as he gripped her hips. 

      His expertise was unquestionable. He worked her like a virtuoso might work a musical instrument. I watched Lucy go on top, riding him like a champion jockey. In that position I could watch from the armchair as his huge dick thrust into her gaping pussy over and over again.

      Then he had her on her back, fucking her missionary style, both of them getting seriously sweaty. My wife had never looked so beautiful — flushed, beaming from ear to ear, gasping for breath as another man pumped his cock into her.

      It was such a strange and yet exhilarating feeling to watch them. To see my wife feeling so good, to see another man make her come harder than she’d ever come before. I was surprised there was no hint of jealousy. It was like I had given her this gift of a porn star with an enormous cock. It felt like I was fucking her, and making her feel this way. 

      Danny’s stamina was as impressive as his equipment, but eventually it was time for him to hit his peak. I wanted to see him come inside my wife — there was something so deliciously naughty about it. As his orgasm approached, he started grunting and groaning, and warned us that he was about to come. Lucy asked me where I wanted him to come, and I said inside you, honey. Let him come inside you.

      Man, it was just stunning to watch as this other man’s body began to shudder and jerk, and then his cock was inside my wife as he began to shoot his load. From where I was sitting, I could see it wedged inside her, throbbing as he released jet after jet of hot cream deep within her sex.

      Then before he’d finished, he withdrew his glistening cock from her body, and fired off a few spurts of his pearly white cream all over her stomach and chest.

      My wife was a real mess as Danny stood and told her how incredible she was in bed. 

      I couldn’t take my eyes off her as he quietly put on his clothes, telling me how lucky I was to have a wife as beautiful and as sexy as Lucy. My wife looked at me and I could tell she was still horny AF. Even more so than ever, now she’d just been fucked by a porn star in front of me. 

      I was already pulling off my clothes as Danny headed for the door.

      I asked him if we could make use of his consulting services in future, and Danny just nodded and smiled, saying, ‘Of course. I have a special discount available for gorgeous neighbors.’ 

      As I lay with my wife, feeling her hot, sticky flesh under me, reeking of sex with another man, I knew that Danny wouldn’t be the only man I’d enjoy seeing with my wife.

      - M., Westchester, New York

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Satisfied at Last

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I never imagined I'd be writing to you, but after the incredible journey my husband and I have embarked on, I feel compelled to share our story. Perhaps it might inspire other couples who find themselves in similar situations.

      For years, I've been happily married to my loving husband, Tom. He's everything I could ask for—attentive, caring, and supportive. However, there was always something missing in our bedroom. At just four inches, my husband's penis size left me wanting more, though I never had the heart to tell him. I tried to convince myself that it didn't matter, that our emotional connection was enough, but the dissatisfaction lingered.

      About three months ago, after a particularly honest conversation fuelled by a bottle of wine, I finally confessed my fantasies to Tom: that I often imagined sex with a well-endowed man, rather than him with his small dick. To my surprise, instead of being hurt or defensive, he was understanding. He admitted he'd suspected my dissatisfaction for some time. He’d noticed that I never orgasm from penetration, and so, he proposed something I'd never considered—he suggested I find someone well-endowed to fulfil my needs, while he watched, to see if he could pick up any tips on how to be a better lover.

      At first, I dismissed the idea. I couldn't imagine getting naked with anyone else, let alone while my husband watched. But Tom persisted, explaining how the thought excited him. He showed me articles about the "hotwife lifestyle", and gradually, my curiosity grew.

      After weeks of discussion, establishing boundaries, and honest communication, we decided to take the plunge. Tom created a profile for me on a lifestyle website, and we began our search for what the community calls a "bull"—a well-hung man who would pleasure me while respecting our boundaries.

      We connected with James, a charming, athletic man in his early thirties, over a decade younger than us. After several meetings in public to establish comfort and trust, we invited him to a hotel room. I was incredibly nervous—my hands trembled as I applied my makeup, and my stomach fluttered with butterflies. What if I couldn't go through with it? What if it changed my feelings for Tom?

      The moment James and I began, however, all doubts vanished. He kissed me deeply, his hands exploring my body with a confidence that made me tremble. When he undressed, I gasped audibly—he’d sent us pictures and told us he was eight inches—but seeing it was something else. He was at least twice Tom's size, both in length and thickness. Tom's eyes widened from his seat in the corner, and I caught the unmistakable look of excitement on his face.

      James laid me back on the bed and I couldn’t help but feel his muscular body. The first touch of his impressive cock against me sent electric shocks through my body. He was already hard, much harder than Tom gets. When he finally entered me, I cried out involuntarily—the sensation of being completely, utterly filled was overwhelming. My body had to adjust to his size, something I'd never experienced before. He moved slowly at first, allowing me to accommodate him, watching my face for reactions.

      He asked if this was what I’d wanted—what I’d been craving—and all I could do was nod and whimper.

      From his chair, Tom watched intently, his breathing heavy. His voice was husky with arousal rather than jealousy as he asked if it felt good, and I nodded. I couldn’t speak—it felt so good it took my breath away.

      James flipped me onto my hands and knees, taking me from behind—a position that had never provided much satisfaction with Tom due to his size. With James, however, it was incredible. He reached places inside me I didn't know existed, each thrust sending waves of pleasure I’d never felt before. I found myself pushing back against him, my confidence growing.

      My first orgasm caught me by surprise—it built rapidly and crashed over me with an intensity that left me shaking and crying out. My entire body convulsed around him, so much that it was almost embarrassing. James didn't stop, maintaining his pace through my climax, which only prolonged the sensation.

      Tom encouraged from across the room, telling me I looked beautiful as James and I moved through various positions—me on top, riding him while facing Tom so my husband could see every expression of pleasure on my face; my legs over James's shoulders as he drove deep into me; standing with my back against the wall, my legs wrapped around his waist as he supported my weight effortlessly.

      I lost count of my orgasms after the fourth or fifth. They blended together into a continuous state of ecstasy I'd never known possible. My body responded to James in ways it never had with anyone else—I was wetter, more vocal, more uninhibited.

      When James finally approached his own climax, he asked where I wanted him to finish. Tom was wanking himself off and spoke before I could, saying he wanted him to cum on my tits. The fact that my husband was directing this moment made it even more erotic.

      James obliged, and seeing him spurt all over me seemed to push Tom over the edge as well. He came all over his hand, not as much spunk as James, but Tom never did seem to cum much. James totally covered me in it. So much cum!

      Afterward, James cleaned up and left respectfully, leaving Tom and me to reconnect. My body still tingled everywhere, sensitive to the slightest touch. I felt transformed—physically satisfied in a way I'd never experienced, yet emotionally more connected to Tom than ever before. The experience was mind-blowing—intense, passionate, and deeply satisfying in ways I couldn't have imagined.

      Afterward, as we lay in bed together at home, Tom and I connected on a deeper level than ever before. We talked for hours about the experience, and the sex we had that night was electric, both of us turned on like never before.

      Since then, we've met with James twice more, and we're now discussing finding additional partners. What started as addressing a physical incompatibility has blossomed into an exciting journey that has strengthened our marriage in ways I never imagined possible. The open communication required has spilled over into other aspects of our relationship, making us more honest and vulnerable with each other.

      For any women reading this who might be unsatisfied but afraid to speak up, or for couples considering this lifestyle, I encourage you to communicate openly with your partner. What seemed impossible to discuss has led to the most fulfilling chapter of our marriage. The hotwife lifestyle isn't for everyone, but for us, it's been the best decision we’ve ever made.

      Tom and I are now planning a weekend away with two new bulls we've been chatting with. He wants to see me spit-roasted between two strangers. The anticipation alone has brought a new spark to our relationship. I've gone from being shy and reserved to embracing my sexuality fully, all with the enthusiastic support of my loving husband.

      Who would have thought that acknowledging our limitations would lead to us overcoming them?

      Yours truly,

      Satisfied in London
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      It was completely unexpected. The feeling I had brewing inside. For twenty years, I’d been the dutiful wife, always. And I mean always taking care of my husband’s needs. Taking the time to think about what I may or may not want wasn’t a luxury I had until last night.

      You see, Frank, my husband, pulled me into his home office and sat me down at his desk and the look he gave me made me think I was in trouble. But in reality, he was giving me a reward.

      “Connie, you know I love you, right?” he said to me.

      Naturally, I replied with, “Of course, Frank. I know.”

      But what happened next is where I just lost all sense of control. He opened the closet door, and his best friend stepped out. A man who was the best man at our wedding. A man who is godfather to our son. A man who is family to me.

      “Frank, what’s going on?”

      My husband put his finger on my lips and silenced me. “Tonight, you’re going to do something special for me.”

      All I could do was nod my head as I watched Sean walk across the room to the door of the office. He then closed and locked it. “We can’t be disturbed.” The grin he had made my body shiver.

      “Frank?” I asked.

      My eyes were moving back and forth between the two men, and then it hit me. What they were waiting on. Me.

      I stood up, and Sean quickly came over to me. “Do you trust us?”

      Trust? Honestly, I was starting to get scared.

      “Yes,” I said as I nodded my head.

      “Good,” Frank said.

      What happened next was almost too bizarre to believe.

      “Connie, I know you have had a crush on Sean for a while now.”

      I shook my head “No, Frank.”

      “Shh, honey, it’s okay. Sean and I have a deal. We are giving you this one night.”

      “One night?” I asked.

      Sean stepped up and started to trace his fingers down my arm. “Yes, one night. You and me, Connie.”

      I couldn’t keep my eyes off his hand as he traced my freckles and teased my skin with his nails. One night…

      “Frank,” I started to protest. 

      My husband leaned down, kissed me. Our lips touched together, intertwined as one. “Let me give this to you. I’m going to be over there in the corner, watching.”

      “Watching!”

      Frank kissed me again and nodded. “Watching, I love you.”

      I watched as Frank walked away over to his chair. When he turned around, I noticed right before he sat down, he unbuckled his pants and lowered his zipper. His hands pushed on the waistband slightly, and then he took his seat. Was he thinking he would get live action porn or something? My heart started to race, and then Sean pulled my attention to him.

      Sean leaned close to me, his lips right next to my ear. In a whispered breath, he said, “I’ve wanted you, too. Now strip.”

      There was no hiding the palpitations wracking my heart. It sounded like a drum beating away in a wild song. With one last glance at Frank, who smiled and waved me on, I took a deep breath and unbuttoned my shirt.

      “That’s it. Show me those sexy breasts.” Sean’s face had a grin on it.

      When my shirt fell off my shoulders, my nipples perked up, feeling the cold air against my skin. I wasn’t sure what came over me. I reached around, unsnapped my bra, and took it off. I tossed it over to my husband, who caught it with one hand.

      Sean moved swiftly as he stripped his clothes off. My eyes went wide as I saw his enormous cock bouncing free.

      It was instinctual, what happened next. I don’t even remember who started it, but I was on my knees, licking my lips and opening wide.

      When his cock slid inside my mouth, I moaned. He tasted like salty greatness. My husband isn’t circumcised, so every time I had his cock in my mouth, I had to be gentle. But that wasn’t the case with Sean, so I didn’t have to hold back. 

      His hands went to my head, his fingers teasing my strands of hair. I didn’t need him to guide me. I undulated my head on his shaft to the best of my ability, like my life depended on it.

      I thought I heard my husband moaning in the background. It almost threw me out of the moment, but I focused. I wanted to see this through. My hands moved as I reached around his body and grasped his firm cheeks. The tips of my nails dug into his skin and when he bucked his hips towards my mouth, I felt his cock pressing into the back of my throat.

      It was instinct, humming. And I hummed a merry tune into his cock. When Sean rewarded my efforts with his delectable treat, my pussy ached. As I swallowed every last drop of cum he poured down my throat, I felt myself begging for more.

      “You’re right. She is such a good girl,” Sean said, as his hand cupped my cheek “I’ll be back next Friday when it will be your turn to come.”

      Frank called out, “That’s not what we agreed on.”

      My head turned. I looked at my husband with pleading eyes.

      “Fine, next Friday.”

      When Sean left our house that night, and it was time for me to go to bed, I had a sudden rush of guilt. As I confessed this to my husband, he cupped my cheeks, kissed me, and told me this.

      “Seeing you with my best friend was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. You did nothing wrong. I can’t wait for next Friday.”

      So that’s how it happened… my first time as a hotwife.

      I wasn’t sure what I liked more, the thrill of a new cock in my mouth after 20 years, or having someone watch me perform a sexual act.

      I’ll keep you posted on what happens next because I am pretty sure I’ll need to talk about this with someone. And none of my friends would understand.

      -Desperate in Texas-

      (Names were changed to protect the guilty…)
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      A while ago, one of my wife’s friends reached the grand old age of thirty. As part of her celebrations, she organised a get together with their old university crowd. The plan was to meet up for dinner in the West End, then go for a few drinks afterwards. One of the men in the group — I’ll call him Jack — now lives in Cornwall, so we offered him our spare room for the night. I’d met him a few times at weddings, including our own, and he seemed like a nice guy.

      The evening was a success, and it was nice for me to watch my wife Sarah (not her real name) catch up with her old friends. People started drifting away around midnight, and we eventually said our goodbyes and took a cab back to our house. Even though it was past one in the morning by the time we got home, Sarah insisted on opening a bottle of wine. The three of us sat in our living room, shooting the breeze. By the time we called it a night, we were all pretty wasted. Sarah showed Jack to the spare room while I used the bathroom, and she joined me in bed a couple of minutes later. She was still buzzing from her night out with her old friends and seemed to fall asleep almost immediately. I dozed but before I fell asleep, I sensed her getting out of bed. At first I worried she might be feeling ill after all the drink, so I listened for sounds of retching from the bathroom. I didn’t hear anything but when she hadn’t returned after about five minutes, I became concerned.

      I got out of bed and stepped 0nto the landing. It was dark, and there was no light coming through the open bathroom door. I thought maybe she’d gone downstairs, and as I walked along the landing I heard a noise from the spare room. I turned and saw the door was slightly ajar, and a coldness gripped my guts.

      I stepped closer to the door and peered in. The bed was behind the door but there was a mirror on the dressing table in the corner. It was too dark to make out anything in detail, but I could see the outline of Sarah kneeling on the bed. She bent down, and Jack let out a sigh and a quiet groan. He whispered something, then let out another sigh. I knew my wife was sucking his cock but for some reason I didn’t burst in and cause a scene. I was hurt, and angry as fuck. My arms hung by my sides, fists clenched tight, and yet I just stood on the landing while my wife sucked another man’s cock. 

      In the mirror I saw her raise her head and move further up the bed. I knew what was about to happen. I also knew that if I was going to stop things going any further, I had to do something. It wouldn’t have had to be anything major. I didn’t need to cause a scene. I could have just turned the landing light on, banged the bathroom door, flushed the chain – anything of those things would have been enough to interrupt them. 

      Instead, I stayed rooted to the spot. I saw her silhouette lift up and then lower down. This time, both of them let out muted sighs and I knew she had his cock inside her. My wife was committing adultery in our spare bedroom, and all I could do was watch from the landing. What did that say about me?

      Her breathing soon became more ragged, and her sighs grew less muted. In the mirror, I could see she was pushing her hips forward and back quickly, the bed creaking slightly from her movements. She was building up to an orgasm, and for reasons I still don’t understand, I was willing it to happen. And it did. I heard her breathing catch, then she let out a throaty sigh. My heart crashed in my chest, and it was only then that I realised I had a hard-on. I squeezed it through my boxers, willing it to shrivel. I knew I shouldn’t be hard. 

      The reflection of Sarah’s outline showed her leaning down so she was face to face with Jack, then the bed creaked and he rolled her over and got on top. She let out little gasps as he banged her, and I squeezed my hard-on again. I could feel the pulse in my cock. I don’t think I’ve ever been so hard before. 

      Jack grunted, and Sarah let out a few quiet oohs and aahs. There was a sound of smacking lips and heavy breathing through their noses, which told me they were kissing. When I saw more movement in the mirror, I realised Sarah was getting up. 

      I hurried back to our room, slipped into bed and lay facing the wall. I heard the bathroom door close, and a minute later the chain flush. Sarah came into our bedroom and slid into bed beside me. I could smell the alcohol and her perfume like before, but there was also the lingering aroma of sex. I lay in the dark and waited. Her breathing was even and steady, with no sign of a guilty conscience. 

      Sarah soon fell asleep. I waited another ten minutes, then turned over to face her. I placed my hand on her thigh, which was soft and warm. She didn’t stir, so I moved my hand a little higher. Her skin there was clammy. Although I was pretty sure I knew the answer, I still needed confirmation. I eased my finger past the gusset of her panties and felt the slick, gooey mess oozing out. It was as I’d thought; he’d finished inside her. I withdrew my hand and turned over to face the wall again. My erection raged harder than ever, and I hated myself for it. I eventually fell asleep. 

      It was light when Sarah woke me with a cup of coffee. She explained Jack had already left for the long drive home, but I didn’t mention knowing what she’d done with him in the night.

      I know I should man up and confront her, but my biggest fear is that she’d ask why I didn’t stop her. She’d want to know why I chose to let it happen. Maybe we’d both blame our actions on being drunk, but I for one know it’d be a lie. I’ll never be able to confess that I got hard when she fucked him. That I was glad when she came on his cock, and happier still knowing he’d shot his load inside her.

      I probably feel more guilt about that night than she does. Like I said, I really need to man up.

      DS, London.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            What If I Tell Him the Truth?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I’m in a bit of a pickle.

      Yesterday, I slept with another man for the first time. My husband was with me, watching. He’s been asking—begging me—for years to do it. And finally, I said yes.

      I wasn’t sure what to expect. I thought it might feel strange. Maybe clinical. Or exciting but distant. But what happened caught me completely off guard. I didn’t expect to feel what I felt. Not just in my body—but in my mind, my chest, my gut, my whole self. It was intense. Real. And I loved it.

      And now… my husband wants to know how much I liked it. What it was like. He’s always been open, supportive, and kind. He loves me, and I love him. We trust each other. But this? If I tell him everything—if I’m honest about just how deeply I responded—will he be able to take it?

      Because he’s asking me what it felt like down there. What it did to me. How I reacted. And I don’t know how to answer. Because the truth is…

      It’s still with me. Like I’m back there. It’s so vivid. Like it’s happening all over again⁠—

      I’m on my back, the other man above me.

      His cock presses gently against me… and this is it. No turning back. My husband’s hand is in mine—warm, steady. I squeeze it, needing to feel him as this other man begins to enter me. I’m wet, aching, nervous—but so aware. My body wants this. Craves it. But my heart’s pounding with questions.

      Can I really do this? Is he okay? Am I okay?

      The first inch slides in, slow, deliberate. I gasp—from the stretch, from the heat, from the realisation that I’m being filled by someone else, and my husband is right here, watching, holding me.

      Is this wrong?

      No… no, we talked about it. He wanted it too. This is our fantasy. This is trust.

      Another inch… deeper. I feel exposed. Desired. Aroused in a way I’ve never felt before—like something primal has woken up inside me.

      Fullness like never before. I’ve never felt this full with my husband. And yet… I don’t feel distant from him. I feel closer. Like I’m sharing a secret only we understand. I look at him. He nods. His eyes say: I see you. I love you.

      And then I let go. Let myself feel it all. The stretch. The pleasure. The surrender. The heat between us. Between me and this man—and me and my husband. All of it.

      I want to talk to him. To my husband. Whisper something. Share the moment. But we agreed—no talking. Just touch. Just presence. He said that would make it more real. More raw.

      I glance at the man above me. He meets my eyes and just… smiles. Calm. Confident. I don’t even know his name. He doesn’t know mine. We wanted it that way. No names. No strings. Just one night. A stranger from the bar.

      He thrusts.

      Ohh…!

      He fills me. God, my pussy’s already on fire. If he keeps going like this…

      I’ll come.

      No, I can’t. Not in front of my husband… can I?

      Another thrust—deep, slow.

      Oh God… he’s good. Too good.

      His cock is buried inside me—hot, thick, stretching me in a way that feels almost too much. My legs are trembling. My hips won’t stay still. He moves, and the friction hits that place—that place—again and again. Deep, full strokes. Strong, confident, relentless.

      Every thrust sets off a chain reaction. My nipples ache. My skin prickles. My thighs are slick. My breath comes in short, shallow bursts. I can feel every inch of him, and somehow my body is pulling him in even more.

      He moans—not loud, but deep. And now… now he’s fucking me. No more slow teasing. He’s giving it to me.

      I try to hold it off. I try to stay quiet. I squeeze my husband’s hand tighter. But my body’s taking over. My muscles are tensing, curling inwards, and I know⁠—

      Oh God, I’m coming.

      And it’s not a gentle wave—it’s a crash. It rips through me. My pussy clenches around him, pulsing, shaking, drenching. I cry out. I can’t help it. My whole body shudders.

      Oh, Jeez!

      It tears through me—waves of heat, wetness, clenching around him.

      Ohh… ohh… ohh…

      He groans—deep, raw—and I feel him twitch inside me. A low, masculine growl from his chest, like something he can’t hold back. I see his face twist. His brow tightens. His jaw clenches. I see his orgasm, raw and silent, painted in the tension of his face. He’s pulsing. I feel it. Yes—he’s coming too. Filling the condom. I feel the warmth. The pressure. The presence of it.

      Ohh… ohh… ohh…

      The warmth spreads. He’s filling the condom, but it still feels like he’s filling me.

      I’m gasping, trembling, soaking. It lasts and lasts, until I’m sure I can’t take any more.

      And then… it’s quiet.

      My legs are numb. My chest rises and falls, fast. But there’s this… glow. Not guilt. Not confusion. Just warmth. Stillness.

      My husband strokes my hand. I finally look at him. He’s smiling.

      And now, a day later, I’m here—trying to figure out what to say. What to share. Do I tell him everything? That it was more intense than anything I’ve ever felt? That I came harder than I ever have with him? Will it hurt him? Or turn him on? I don’t know. But I think I have to try.

      He asked. And this… this is my truth.

      —Changed by One Night, London

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Coed Bathrooms Rule!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I have always envied the people whose letters are published. When you are on a traveling Australian rugby team, you spend too much time with your mates and not enough time with a beautiful woman. So when I woke up from a bender and found a hot little American named Michelle sharing a room with me and the team, I was shocked. In a youth hostel in London, to boot.

      I wish I could say we had a wild time as soon as we noticed her, but she said she was down on her luck, and none of us wanted to crack onto her for fear of scaring her off.  Instead, we shared our drinks as if she was one of the guys.  She turned out to be cool. Frankly, it nearly ended there.  

      The next night, she found space in the girls’ dorm, and I honestly thought we would never see her again. If I hadn’t been busting for a wee, I would have flogged myself all night thinking about what might have been. 

      Anyway, I peed and washed my hands but I was still feeling a bit sticky, so I decided to take a shower. I couldn’t hear anything because I had my Beats covering my ears.  I always wear them to the bathroom on trips because you are less likely to have people approach you. I planned to hang them on the hook outside the last of the six shower stalls. We shared the bathroom with the girls’ dorm, so I didn’t want anyone watching. 

      Imagine my surprise when I opened the curtain and feasted my eyes on Michelle.  The little minx was on the seat of the shower, frigging herself.

      By the time she climaxed and saw me, my penis was sticking out from my towel.   As I tried to apologize, I turned to leave, but she gently wrapped her hand around my cock.  I’ll never forget the lust in her eyes when I turned back.  She looked like a starving animal about to eat for the first time.

      She told me to shut the curtain and before I was finished, her mouth surrounded my cock. The sensation was incredible. These things never happen to me, so I was skeptical. I told her she didn’t have to do this and asked if she was sure she wanted to.  Instead of stopping, she swallowed more than half my cock until I felt the back of her throat. She sucked me for a few seconds and I nearly filled her mouth with my seed, but then she stood, kissed my chest, and told me to fuck her hard.   I couldn’t hold back anymore. I turned her around, pressed her hands against the walls, and began sliding through her folds. She was dripping wet, and not just from the shower.  

      She was so tight and ready that it was only a few minutes before I nutted on her ass and back and then she sucked me clean, fingering herself to a second climax.  

      We showered and went back to our rooms.

      I told the guys what happened, and we agreed, we were going to ask her to join us for the rest of our European trip, which has a similar itinerary to hers. I anticipate this won’t be the last letter-worthy story I submit.

      Yours, 

      Drained Aussie
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      There are a lot of mixed households here in Central Jersey. When you live on the bubble, you have to choose between Philly or New York sports teams, and my husband and I are die-hard fans. I’m all about the City of Brotherly Love, while my husband is a ride or die for the pinstripes from the city so nice they named it twice. Our passion led me to make a bet that led to the most unexpected consequences. I never thought my love of baseball would lead to me fucking my husband’s best friend.

      We make silly bets on sports all the time. I don’t mind that his wagers are usually sexual. Our love life has kicked into high gear since sending the last one off to college. Lucky for Tom, I’m pretty open-minded about those things. This bet wasn’t even particularly bad. He would have to wear my team’s jersey for a month of games if mine went further. He’d have to buy one because mine would never fit him. I had to do the same, except my husband added that it was all I’d be wearing. I agreed if he did the same. 

      Sadly, my team crashed and burned in the playoffs, while his went all the way to the national championship. His squad lost in 5, but that’s further than my guys went, so this spring I had to pay up. I thought it would be fun to tease Tom for 9 innings. Turns out, he had a surprise waiting for me.

      I proudly strutted into our den with a beer but froze in my tracks when I saw Tom’s best friend, Jimmy, sitting on the big sectional with him. Before I could turn around and get pants, they spotted me, and Jimmy let out a low whistle. I blushed and said I wasn’t expecting company. He replied, “Obviously,” while eating me up with his eyes. 

      The white, pinstriped jersey didn’t show too much skin because it was Tom’s, and it draped my body, but I’ve got nice legs, which Jimmy poured over, and I’d left it half unbuttoned. I was turning 30 shades of red, but Jimmy’s lusty attention got me tingling in all the right places.

      “I forgot to tell you I invited Jimmy over for the game. Sorry.” Tom didn’t sound sorry or seem to mind that his friend was seeing me half-naked.

      He didn’t forget anything. This was just a way for him to rub it in my face that he won the bet. I told him I’d be right back after I ran up to change. Tom wasn’t having it. I lost the bet, and I had to pay up. Jimmy, meanwhile, grinned through the whole thing while trying to will the jersey to fall off my body.

      I should have told Tom to fuck off and changed. But I wouldn’t let him win. I plastered on a smile and sat on the couch between them, sipping my beer. That tingle built into a low throb between my legs because neither of them could keep their eyes off me. A girl likes to be appreciated. I played into it, not bothering to fix the jersey in my lap when I crossed and uncrossed my legs. I wasn’t careful about leaning over to grab snacks off the tray that sat on the ottoman in front of us. Did Jimmy realize I was braless? I ate up his attention. I work hard to stay in shape, but I don’t get that kind of attention much now that I’m in my late 40s.

      No one was paying much attention to the game by the 7th inning stretch. I’ll admit that I probably pushed things too far when I stood up and did a long, hard stretch, but I’d had a few beers and was really horny. I don’t know which flashed more of my panties, when I raised my arms and stood on my tippy-toes, or when I bent forward, folding in half. Thank you, yoga. 

      “Shit, Bianca. I had no idea you were such a tease. Better be careful, or you’re gonna get what you’re asking for,” Jimmy said. He tried to keep it light, but I could tell he wanted me. 

      I laughed and told him I’d be getting it from one of them that night. And that’s when Tom kicked everything off. To this day, I don’t know which shocks me more, what he said or that Jimmy just pounced on it. My husband said, “Why don’t you get her started for me?”

      The words what the fuck, Tom weren’t even out of my mouth before Jimmy was off the couch pulling me into his arms. His kiss was scorching, and I just melted, opening for his insistent tongue. He grabbed my ass, tangled his fingers in my hair and I wrapped my arms around him. I’d been dying to be kissed like that all night, and it wasn’t my fault that Jimmy did it before Tom.

      Jimmy practically tore the buttons off Tom’s jersey getting it open. He hefted my big tits in both hands and his strumming made my nipples throb. I whimpered his name when he suckled them. I’d always thought Jimmy had nice lips, but they felt even better than they looked. He told me my tits were amazing. Maybe I’m an awful slut, but I never thought about pushing him away.

      He laid me back on the ottoman while he feasted on my tits. Tom must have moved the snack tray. The second thoughts finally came when he knelt between my legs and rolled my panties down my legs. Those vanished when he kissed my pussy.

      I was in heaven. Tom is good, but he hadn’t gone down on me with that enthusiasm in ages. Jimmy’s stubble scratching my thighs was a reminder that it wasn’t my husband sucking my button and fingering me. I jammed his shaved head against me with both hands. I was losing my mind.

      My need was such a force of nature that I didn’t think about my husband until I felt his cock against my face. He trailed sticky pre-cum all over my cheeks and forehead until I moaned, and he stuck it in my mouth. I opened my eyes to see him grinning down at me. He wasn’t angry that his friend was licking my pussy. Tom’s joked about his friends wanting me and even teased me in bed, but I never thought he was serious. That’s not a thing. I guess I was wrong.

      Tom loved the way Jimmy made me moan around his cock. He fed it to me harder and harder, tilting my head off the ottoman so he could angle it down my throat. My black hair cascaded to the floor, but he gathered it up and held the back of my head while he fucked my mouth. I love it when he gets aggressive, but this was next level. My body sizzled, and I came like crazy. The strangest sounds came from my plugged throat when I screamed and flooded Jimmy’s face. 

      They didn’t ask what I wanted. They just used me, and I never complained. I couldn’t with Tom’s cock in my throat. I loved every second of it. Having the first new man in my pussy in 27 years just happened like it was no big deal. Jimmy knelt on the edge of the ottoman and held my legs in the air while he fucked me. How was my first spit roast happening as a 48-year-old mom of 2? But that position was awkward, so Jimmy flipped me onto my hands and knees on the ottoman.

      Tom didn’t put his cock right back in my mouth. He wanted to watch his friend ravish me. He knelt and got close, brushed my hair back, and watched my face while Jimmy railed me. I feel like I looked shocked at first, while I moaned and whimpered. My husband watched with pure admiration. 

      But Jimmy had an iron grip on my hips, and he hammered my pussy. Soon, I was screaming and coming again. He balled my long curls in his fist and jerked my head back, punishing my pussy as hard as he could. Tom shoved his cock back in my mouth.

      I don’t know how the guys lasted so long, but it felt like I was coming forever. Jimmy shoved Tom’s cock down my throat with every thrust. My husband held my head to keep my face from crashing into him. Jimmy finished first. He didn’t ask and didn’t pull out, but flooded my pussy. I milked every last drop out of him. I felt so deliciously dirty. Tom started coming down my throat, but when I choked, he finished on my face and in my hair. How did he feel treating his wife like such a slut?

      I don’t know why it wasn’t awkward afterward. I guess because we’ve known each other for so long. I pulled the jersey back on, without my panties, which disappeared, and cuddled in Tom’s lap. Jimmy showed himself out, and I impaled myself on my husband’s cock, furiously riding him until we both came again.

      Afterward, Tom asked if I was angry. I knew he set me up! I said, how could I be angry when I was the center of attention? Tom laughed and said we’d have to invite Jimmy over for another game. I didn’t say no. 

      -B, Hamilton, NJ
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            Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #2

          

          — The ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Coming September 2025

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

      Expect more scorching stories from your favourite ACHE authors — tales of temptation, teasing, watching, sharing, swapping, and the kinds of fantasies that leave you needing a moment (or several) to recover. Whether it’s husbands setting things up, wives taking the lead, or strangers who know just how to play the game… Issue #2 will deliver.

      Dear Hotwife Digest will be back with more juicy letters — and who knows, one of them might be yours.

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

      https://medium.com/authors-of-cuckold-and-hotwife-erotica

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

      See you in September.
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