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            Welcome to Issue #5 of Hotwife Digest

          

          Brought to you by the ACHE Collective

        

      

    

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

      This month, we have five stories that, honestly, we're really proud to be putting in front of you. Five writers, five couples, five completely different takes on what happens when two people decide to push the boundaries of wedded bliss. Some of these stories will make you laugh a little. Some will make you squirm in the best way. At least one will probably make you feel something you weren't quite expecting. And, hopefully, they’ll all get you excited and turned on.

      That's what we're here for.

      
        
        This Month's Stories

      

      

      He Knew I Was Ready to Become His Hotwife by GK Grayson: Archer has always seen something in his wife that she has kept locked away, even from herself, and one very particular party is where it finally gets to come out.

      The Edge We Chose by Sunny Morgan:  Ellie texts her husband from the office to confess she can't stop thinking about her new boss, and instead of shutting her down, Jon leans all the way in.

      Distance Learning by Max Sebastian: A husband on a business trip realises his wife's Zoom call never quite ended, and what he watches unfold on his laptop screen turns out to be the fantasy he never thought would actually happen.

      While I Watched by Skylar Quinn: A husband watches his wife spend an evening being desired by another man, and discovers that being exposed and being loved can feel like the same thing.

      A New Way of Life by Delores Swallows: When Kelly takes a year-long promotion two hundred miles from home, a tipsy birthday confession kicks off a conversation that quietly changes everything between her and Ben.

      And don’t skip over our letters page. This section of the digest is, frankly, one of our favourite parts of putting this magazine together every month. Each letter gives a different perspective on the writer’s erotic experiences, confessions, questions, and some stories that make even us blush. This month's mailbag does not disappoint. We love them all, the hotter the better.

      Five stories. All of them good, all of them horny. We hope you enjoy them.

      The Editorial Team, ACHE Hotwife Digest
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            He Knew I Was Ready to Become His Hotwife

          

          GK Grayson

        

      

    

    
      
        
        My husband thought it was time for me to be the hotwife he wanted me to be. I was still a little reluctant. We had only been married for three years when Archer suggested we go to a party to meet his friends from college. Little did I know my husband thought I was ready for some new experiences. I had no idea how right he was!

      

      

      “What’s this?” I asked, looking at the box my husband had just handed me. It was a beautifully wrapped package, done by someone who knew what they were doing… not him, obviously!

      “For the party tonight,” he replied. “Something special for you to wear.”

      “You bought me a party dress?”

      “Kind of,” he chuckled. “You’ll see. It’s special. You’ve been wanting to meet my friends for a long time, and I wanted you to have something that showed all you had to offer.”

      “Okay…” I wasn’t sure how to react to that, uncertainty growing suddenly. These were college friends in town for the weekend. His group had arranged a party to welcome them back. What was I offering, or would need to show off for them?

      Archer just grinned. “You’ll see. They have special talents that you’ll love.” 

      What could I say to that? Not sure, so I opened the package. The black dress inside made me gasp. Not because it wasn’t beautiful. No, because its sheerness exposed more skin than I had ever shown in public.

      “Archer… I can’t wear this. It’s… it’s… I just can’t. Too revealing.”

      My shocked expression just made him smile. “Sure you can,” he laughed, pushing aside my objections as if they meant nothing. He grabbed his keys. “Need to run a couple of errands. Be back by 5 o’clock. We need to leave by 7 to get to Sarra’s house. Can you be ready by then?” 

      I nodded.
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      Later that afternoon, as I poured water for a soaking bath before the big party, his words kept coming back to me. Why would my husband want me to wear such a revealing dress? Does he really want me parading in front of everyone? With that sheer piece of nothing, I might as well be naked! 

      The scent of lavender bath oil touched my senses as I dropped myself into the hot water. It felt so good! Memories of our conversations over the last year kept coming back. About how sensual a woman he thought I was. About how much he enjoyed that I loved being naked around him. And… this part made me shudder… about how he always felt I needed more from our lovemaking than he could provide.

      My finger slowly traced along my slit as I thought about that. He was right, of course. Even though I came frequently with my husband, it was difficult to hide my disappointment when it was over. It’s not that he came too quickly, or that I wasn’t satisfied. Nothing like that. It’s just… my need seemed unquenchable once he got me going.

      Maybe that’s because Archer always seems to focus on my pleasure more than his own. The sign of a great lover, right? And he was, though it became frustrating after a while. This need I have inside wants him to take me more forcefully, to take control and use me for his needs, not just my own. 

      Occasionally, he doesn’t even come before I’m so exhausted we have to stop. He claims that the focus on my needs distracts him. That doesn’t happen very often, thankfully. When it does, I invariably feel unfulfilled, as if something were missing.

      To me, sexual satisfaction comes as much from giving into his needs as from his delivering the same for me. I want him to use my body to deliver his own pleasure, too! 

      My fingers found more purpose teasing my clit as I thought more about the dress. Archer had always encouraged me to wear sexier clothes than I did when we first met. I chuckled at a very different memory. My mother would absolutely swoon if she saw me go out in public dressed like such a… What was that word she loved when I was in high school? A ‘hussy’. Yes, she hated me to look like a hussy. It would be a terrible thing, she kept telling me. Give people the ‘wrong’ impression, whatever that was. I must have taken my mother’s ‘hussy’ warning to heart. 

      Archer didn’t care what ‘wrong’ impression I might give, apparently. In the last four months, with his encouragement, I had become more comfortable showing a little skin. Okay… maybe this was more than a little. 

      The dress he bought for this party was the very definition of hussy. It was kind of scandalous, really. The mini-dress featured a sheer, nearly transparent material that clung tightly to my hips. And the cleavage? Let’s just say I would have to keep pulling at the top to keep my large ‘girls’ from falling out. Anyone looking would see more than a suggestion of what was underneath. At the other end, only the sheerest of thongs hid my charms down below.

      I moaned softly, fiercely twirling my sensitive nub, at the thought of walking into a room full of people dressed like a woman who didn’t care what they thought. Images of people staring took me deeper into my arousal. The unquenchable ‘more’ had me in its grip.

      A pulse of pleasure washed through me as I moved my hand lower to push inside and pinched a nipple with my other hand. I shuddered as I imagined myself leaning over, unable to stop every eye in the room from seeing nipples I knew would be hard as small pebbles. The thrill of doing that on purpose set my sex on fire! The dress was so short the thong would only cover the sex itself if I needed to bend over. And even then, tugging would be required to keep that space hidden when I sat down.

      The arousal, the shame, the swirl on my clit, the plunging. All of it combined to deliver a trembling orgasm in that tub. While I recovered, one thought kept returning: why would my husband want me to dress like this?
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      “I’m looking forward to meeting your friends, Archer,” I said, looking at him in the mirror. I was brushing my light brown, mid-back hair, feeling a little more uncertain about how much of my back was showing.

      Over the last three years, I had expressed an interest in meeting more of my husband’s circle. He would smile and repeat the same curious phrase. ‘When you’re ready, babe.’ 

      Archer had always been a mystery to me. His work as an electrical contractor meant he got around our town quite a bit, but even considering that, he had a surprisingly wide circle of people he knew. And not a close-knit group of guys in their early 30s like we were. They came in all sizes, ages, ethnicities, and income brackets. An amazing variety, really. We couldn’t walk through a restaurant, or even a store, without him recognizing someone. He would greet them warmly, and I would have to pull him away gently to get to our car. It was fun that he had so many friends, though occasionally irritating if we were in a hurry.

      It shouldn’t have surprised me he had so many. We had met four years before at a party of a mutual friend. What attracted me to him was his warm, friendly manner and how welcoming he was to everyone around him. We hit it off that night, and, as they say, the rest is history. Married a year later. 

      Two weeks ago, he sent me a calendar invite to the party. I was excited. It was my first chance to meet these friends from State U that he spoke so much about.

      “Yeah, babe,” he replied. “You’ll have a good time. Sweet people. I think you’re ready.”

      “Ready?” I asked as I checked out the short black dress again. “Ready for what?” My trim body and clear blue eyes looked back at me. He just smiled. “I can’t believe you want me to meet your friends dressed in this outfit,” I giggled. “What kind of party is this?”

      “The fun kind. You’ll see; you’ll fit right in.” He smiled again, winking at me. “Lots of people are ready to meet you.”

      Another of those curious comments he had been making lately. This party was important to him somehow. I sensed it in his growing excitement and the words he chose. I felt a little like a debutante being introduced to society in an old movie. My husband clearly saw this as my ‘coming out’ to his friends. 

      But dressed in this? I could only smile to myself. 

      Thankfully, as we walked to the car, Archer handed me a wrap to hide my exposure. He helped me into the passenger seat, chuckling as I struggled to get my legs in without revealing too much underneath.

      We chatted all the way there, as if we were on a normal date. In the back of my mind, I was growing more nervous with each mile. When we arrived, pulling into a spot down the street, his hand caressed my thigh actively.

      “I want you to have a good time tonight,” he said. “You have my permission to do whatever you want. Anything you desire.”

      “Okay…” I said, suddenly uncertain again. “What am I going to desire at a party?”

      Several individual actions over the last week seemed to snap into perspective. His asking me to shave my pubic hair before going to the party. The dress. His comfort at seeing me prance around in public looking like this. The constant touching and how often we made love in the last two weeks. 

      A tickle of need formed in my sex, causing me to frown. Did he want…?

      He saw the worried look, but ignored it, tapping my leg. “We’d better get going.”

      He helped me out of the car. I straightened my dress and waited for him to grab something out of the car. A small athletic bag. Then he gave me the first sign of what was really happening tonight. He kneeled in front of me, reaching up to pull my thong down gently.

      “What are you doing?” I shrieked, trying to push his hands away.

      I tried to whisper because his actions had exposed my ass and sex to anyone on the street. Stepping quickly out of the panties, I pushed my dress back into place. “Archer!”

      He just smiled again, pushing his reward into his pocket.

      “What are you going to do with those?” I asked, still trying to recover from my already intense exposure.

      “Nothing. You won’t need them.” Since when would I not need panties? 

      Before I could respond, he had me by the arm, hurrying toward the entrance. All I could feel was my nakedness as we approached the front door. This dress did not allow for a bra. I was now totally naked under a sheer dress as he pushed the doorbell.

      As soon as the door opened, I forgot all about coming to a party with no underwear. Another worry emerged. I was getting wet… down there. Going in like this had given me feelings I didn’t know how to handle. I was getting very aroused as moisture gathered with nothing to stop it dripping down my thighs. I couldn’t believe the unfamiliar sensations that had shaken me. So strong…

      The host welcomed us in. I stopped in shock after the door closed behind us. What kind of party was this? I could see people in the room to the left. Some were standing around with drinks in hand. Others kissing actively. Still others were openly having sex. All were in some stage of undress.

      “The fun’s already started,” Archer chuckled. “Let’s go out back.”

      I could only stare, gripping his arm tightly. “Archer? What’s going on here? These people are…”

      Several partygoers interrupted my nervousness, greeting Archer like a long-lost friend. He introduced me to everyone as he led me through the kitchen to the deck at the back of the house. Some people were nearly nude as we hugged and shook hands. More naked people filled the family room as we passed, many touching each other actively. What kind of party is this?

      The host had remarkable privacy on the deck out back. Forest surrounded much of the yard. People out here were in the same state of undress; some couples were completely nude. A faint whiff of marijuana vapor hung in the air. 

      I tugged on his arm to create some isolation. “Archer, what is this?” I asked. “You brought me to a lifestyle party?”

      “We’ve been talking about your becoming a hotwife, haven’t we?”

      “No, you’ve been talking about me becoming a hotwife.” I shuddered against him, trying to contain these feelings that were pushing at me. “Do you really want me to have sex with these people… in front of you?”

      “It’s not what I want, babe.” He turned me away from the crowd, toward the side of the deck. He reached between my legs, his fingers finding a naked opening. I moaned, realizing he could feel how wet I had become. He kissed my neck, chuckling. “See? All this skin has gotten you very aroused. You want to do this. I’ve always known that about you.”

      How could he have known about my fantasies? I’d never told him any of them… or about… oh god… Would he want me to go into those rooms… to let other men…

      That tingle below became a surge of need as Archer pulled his hand away, startling me out of my thoughts.

      He turned back to the people on the deck, accepting a vape pen that was being passed around. He had introduced me to the pleasure of sex while stoned only three months ago. Since then, we have vaped before making love several times. All were amazing, sensual experiences. We each took several drags as the vape pens went around the deck.
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      Just as the effect set in, he touched my arm again, guiding me past the family room. Almost everyone there was actively humping now. The only ones not playing were standing around watching.

      He guided me to a bedroom off the main hall. They had already pushed a bed to the side. He pointed at a space on one side with a hole cut in the wall. I looked back at Archer, confused, wondering what this was.

      “Our host installed this for these occasions,” he said. “It’s called a gloryhole. Women use it to offer pleasure while remaining anonymous. Do you understand what I mean by that?”

      Was he thinking I would do that? Kneel and pleasure a shaft poking through? 

      My lips abruptly went dry as I stared at the hole. There was movement on the other side.

      Archer stepped up behind me, slowly raising my arms, and my dress with it. I briefly tried to stop him, but my gushing sex gave me a different message.

      I stood there naked, facing away from him, toward the gaping hole, as he pressed his stiff, still-clothed rod against me from behind. His hands grasped my breasts, twisting my nipples, teasing me further.

      My husband leaned down to whisper in my ear. “Be the hussy your mother has always warned you about. You want to do this. I’ve known it since we met. You’re ready now. This is your chance to let go of all the desire you have bottled up so tightly. All you have to do is kneel there, put your hands visibly on the hole, then open your mouth and pleasure whatever comes out.”

      How can he expect me to do that? Yet inside, something was stirring.

      He reached down, swirling his fingers through my sex. Shards of intense pleasure shot through me. I shuddered with the frenzied thirst that gripped me while I imagined being so willing to service whatever pushed through the hole. 

      “You want to, don’t you?” Archer continued whispering. I could feel his hot breath on my neck as his fingers found me growing even wetter. “You want to see what it’s like to give yourself over to your lust. To suck a strange cock. You’ve always wanted me to be more forceful in bed. Now’s your chance to really give yourself over to whatever that cock demands. To do everything you can to pleasure a shaft hungry for your touch. We both know the truth about this moment. You’re not doing it for them. You’re doing it because you love sucking cock, always have. Here’s your chance to have as many down your throat as you like. Let that desire flow freely; discover that hussy you’ve tried to hide from me.”

      Almost of their own accord, my knees gave way directly in front of the hole. Desire filled me, my hands quivering as I raised them, touching the edges of the hole; my fingers extended visibly beyond. He was right. Inside, I wanted this very badly. My body quivered, thinking of what was going to happen.

      There was a shuffling of movement on the other side. A man poked his shaft through the hole. The pink tip, already leaking pre-cum, came at the end of a very long, if not wide, example of man-meat. 8 to 9 inches at least, already half hard. I reached across, wrapping my hand gently around the rod.

      I could hear the groan through the wall on the other side as I turned to look back at Archer. 

      “Is this what you meant outside? That you were giving me permission. Why you took my thong off?”

      He nodded. “Tonight, I want you to be as dirty as you want to be. To give yourself to as many men as you like. This party is your chance to give in to that need you’ve buried so deeply you didn’t think I noticed. I want you to.” 

      He leaned close to me while I used my fingers on the shaft poking through the hole. My heart raced as I kneaded it, feeling the growing hardness throbbing against my fingers! 

      “Even before we got married, I knew the truth of what you really were,” Archer went on. “You crave this. Need to feel the joy of giving yourself to a man’s control. This is your chance to be who you want to be.”

      All the while I listened to his scorching message of freedom, my hands were working the shaft, listening to the groans of the man on the other side of the wall. I edged my mouth closer, that hunger now unquenchable. A craving hit me so strongly that I couldn’t resist. 

      I drove myself onto the shaft, feeling the firmness flow down my throat. I had never felt more alive! Soon my head was bobbing back and forth, pleasuring this stranger, finding everything I wanted. 

      Ecstasy filled me! I simply loved the freedom of being able to do this. All the restraint that had controlled my sexual behavior suddenly disappeared, leaving only lust in its wake. 

      It was as if an impenetrable door I had kept locked and hidden inside me had burst open, allowing those dark fantasies to break free. Somehow, despite all my efforts to hide it, my husband had seen through my ‘good girl’ cover to reveal the ‘dirty girl’ underneath. 

      And I wanted to let my inner slut experience everything I would never have allowed myself to do before my husband gave me permission. In that moment, as I licked up and down the shaft, using my hands and mouth to work the stranger’s manhood actively, I became his hotwife, knowing I would do this as often as he let me.
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      The shaft hardened, becoming a solid post, yet the skin surrounding it remained soft and inviting. Archer was right. I truly loved feeling a man harden under my care, especially knowing it was my actions that had made him so aroused.

      I lavished all my attention on delivering this pleasure. Yet my sex throbbed with need. One hand fell away from the rod, slowly circling my clit, while my mouth continued its repeated plunging down his shaft. 

      Archer quickly came up, pushing my hand away. “Concentrate on your partner… on his needs,” he said, replacing my fingers with his. I mewled under the sensual assault above and below. 

      My insides were on fire as I abruptly gave myself to the task, finally understanding what he meant. This was all about me and what I wanted to do for my husband. By concentrating on the task I loved, the pleasure would come for us both. I shook at the fervor and depth of my satisfaction. This was exactly what I wanted to do!

      The shaft throbbed in my grip. I knew he was close. My eyes kept looking back, making sure my husband could see what I was doing. He had pulled back from our touch, yet his intense gaze showed me how much he was enjoying the show. 

      The man’s groans were growing deeper, the hip movements more pronounced. I sucked with all the power I had. Abruptly, a splash filled my throat as he came hard. My lips fastened on the head, trying to keep his seed inside. I gagged a little at the sheer volume. It must have been a while!

      That quivering inside me became a tremor. I had done it, sucked a stranger until he came in my mouth! I had had oral sex before, but this seemed so much dirtier… and hotter. My entire body filled with a rush so strong it made me groan around the shaft softening in my mouth.

      My eyes nervously found Archer’s again. He smiled, pointing at me to pay attention to the wall, not him. I turned to find another shaft poking through. This one was a black man’s, and it was truly huge, longer and wider than any I had ever seen. My husband pressed against me, controlling my head.

      His control created a surge of internal fire. I yearned for that control over my every action, relaxing to allow his hand to guide my movements. I wanted to do what he wanted… to submit to anything… give myself to him. The payoff in pleasure was indescribable. 

      He pressed my head toward the monster in front of me. I brought my hands up again, barely able to get them around the damn thing. Only the head and a couple more inches made it into my mouth before resistance formed. The cockhead pressed at the back of my throat, breaths becoming hard to find.

      Archer whispered, carefully instructing how to get this monster further down my throat. How I should work it in and out, catching breaths in between. He pressed against my head, forcing it deeper. I gave myself to him completely, allowing him to use me as he wanted. Soon, I was halfway down the shaft with my hands doing the other half. I smiled back at Archer as I sensed the man in my throat was getting close.

      Abruptly, the cock snapped back from the hole. The man had clearly had enough, or wasn’t ready for the finish. I flew back on my heels, as if slapped, wondering what had just happened. I needed to have that back in my mouth.

      Before I could find myself again, Archer helped me off the floor. “I think there’s somewhere else you want to be, babe.”

      I turned to him, hugging him with all the passion that was coursing through me, still trying to catch my breath. 

      “How did you know I would do this?” I asked, wondering how he had woven his way past all the barriers I had raised, even to hide it from myself.

      “You are one of the most sensual women I know. You’ve never turned me down when I touched you, even came after me when I hadn’t given you enough. Why not?” His expression turned serious for a moment. “I have a confession to make. I was active in the lifestyle before we got together. That’s how I know so many people around town. I gave it up when we met. You seemed so conservative in bed; I didn’t want to endanger what we had together. But now, over the last three years, you’ve responded to every new thing I tried. Having more than one seemed the next logical step for you… and for us.”

      His warm smile told me he was glad he had guessed right. I simply nodded my acceptance. 

      “I’ll do whatever you want me to,” I said. A shudder drove it all home. The path for the night had already become clear. My desire had reached full power. My sex needed relief from this throbbing that wouldn’t stop. 

      He nodded his approval, leading me toward the door. I turned to get my dress off the floor.

      “You won’t need it,” he said, pushing me into the hall.

      He was right. No one noticed that I was naked. Nearly everyone else was, too. By this time, the floor and furniture were a mass of writhing bodies. I barely understood what I was seeing. They were all making love to each other, all at the same time. And some women had more than one guy.

      Archer chuckled, bringing me closer to the action. As soon as we entered the room, two men walked toward me, nodding to Archer. They took me into their embrace. Archer waved me to go on, enjoy them.

      “Have fun, babe. I’ll be back later,” he said, walking out of the room.

      At first, I couldn’t believe my husband would leave me here with all these naked bodies, but the guys surrounded me, demanding attention. In a snap, it was as if I transferred my sexual ownership from my husband to these men. They seemed to understand that. Their hands were all over me, pulling me toward the center of the room.

      A place seemed reserved for us. A leather ottoman. They pointed, telling me to crawl on it. Hands and knees.

      It was as if every part of me wanted to obey. As soon as I was on the ottoman, their hands pushed my head down onto the surface. They pulled at my arms, pressing my legs apart. Soon, my sex pointed up into the room, my body as tight up against my legs as it would go. Strong male hands stretched my arms fully forward. My knees were so far apart I could feel my muscles pulling.

      But I gushed with arousal. The excess dripped down my inner thighs. At first, I wondered if I was there as a sculpture, as someone stood behind, holding my ass cheeks open, seeming to display my charms to the room. I let them. 

      Thankfully, that didn’t last. A powerful hand turned my head forward so I couldn’t see what was happening, just as a cock pressed against my hungry opening. I groaned at the need that filled me.

      “Please… please…” I said to the room. “I need something inside me.” Chuckles filled the space as I sensed a crowd forming around us.

      That cock pressed inward. His ease of passage betrayed how wet I had become. The mystery man gave me all I wanted, slamming himself into me repeatedly. Something about my inability to move, the pleasure of his active penetration, and the people watching escalated into a blast that shook my entire body.

      He barely slowed as I recovered. Inside, I suddenly understood. I was nothing but a hole for his pleasure. That’s when the real shock came. My husband was right. This was just where I wanted to be. The man worked me to another climax, only to start again. I howled my obscene pleasure into the room, now free to enjoy what I was doing!

      When he came, another man replaced him. They lifted my head, bringing me up onto hands and knees again. Another strange cock forced its way into my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, as the men took me at both ends. 

      I couldn’t believe I was being penetrated by two at the same time. With a crowd watching, no less! My body knew what it wanted. Pleasure consumed me, spreading to every pore. I came again, and then another time as the shafts used my openings, switching off as they found their satisfaction.

      But I was close to being done. Something had opened up inside me that needed more. I hungered for the pleasure to continue.

      My body had other ideas. Breath became hard to find. The men must have sensed it.

      They rolled me onto my back. Hands held my legs spread open. A massive black man walked up. That cock… so big! I stared at it. A recognition forming. It was him. The guy in the gloryhole. That monstrous shaft was going to split me in two! Yet I had never wanted anything more.

      “You pulled away before. I won’t allow it to happen again,” I grinned, holding my arms open to match my legs.

      He smiled as he lunged forward, between my legs, pushing himself inside. Many men, and their seed, had been in me already. I had plenty of moisture. But his girth was incredible, pressing at every crevice of my sheath. An initial discomfort gave way to the exquisite pleasure of being stretched and filled so fully.

      When he was all the way in, I wrapped my arms and legs around him, pulling tight as he gave me everything he had. I barely remember the rest. I came so often that they all merged into one long blast.

      My oversized friend had staying power as well. He gave it to me until I could take no more, then delivered a final payment in seed during one of the best orgasms of my life! I could feel his ropes blasting inside me. The release that followed couldn’t be stopped! I grasped desperately at the man who had delivered so much pleasure.

      Finally, he pulled himself off me. As soon as he did, I saw Archer standing there, a wide grin on his face. That big smile filled my heart as the realization hit me. This is what my husband wanted. For me to experience this!
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      Archer helped me off the ottoman onto shaky legs. The crowd surrounding the ottoman caught my attention. I still couldn’t believe I let those men have me in front of all these people. Talk about a hussy!

      “How did you like Charles?” my husband asked. “He’s something.” So that was his name.

      A woman brought towels over to soak up the mess. Archer used them to clean me up enough so that I could walk to the bathroom. Shards of remembered pleasure filled me every time he would touch my sensitive clit.

      Moments later, I came out of the bathroom, clean and showered. Inside, though, I was a mess, still full of what had happened and the surprising revelation from my husband.

      My mother’s ‘hussy’ warnings had returned. The subtext of her words had drummed itself into me long ago. If you let men see how much you desire sex, they will call you a slut and then abandon you. Would Archer leave me because I enjoyed that so much?

      I trembled as that worry emerged, but when I entered the room, applause filled the space.

      “You’re a hit, babe,” Archer said, coming up to me. Some people had gathered their clothes, preparing to return home. Archer held his hand out, where I found my dress, folded for me to wear.

      Maybe my mother was wrong about that as well. My husband couldn’t have been happier with my ‘performance’. He swept me into his arms, as other hands patted me with whispered congratulations.

      “Thank you,” I said. “For everything. I would never have been able to experience that without your encouragement.”

      “That’s good,” he chuckled, “because we’re not done. The two guys you took in the gloryhole are my close friends from college, the reason for the party. They are going to spend the weekend with us.” He took my head in his big grip, pulling my eyes up. “Is that okay with you?”

      I smiled, kissing him softly. “I’m assuming you’ll want me naked the entire time they are there, open to do whatever they want with me?”

      He chuckled. “Oh, babe. We are going to have so much fun together. Charles loves to be the base of a threesome. You’ll see.”

      I shrieked, wrapping my arms around him in delight! He smiled at my positive response. More of that? Three at a time? After what I had just experienced, I was all the way in. And thankfully, so was my husband. I had finally become the hotwife he wanted me to be.
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        Ellie and Jon don’t have a broken marriage. They have an honest one.

        When Ellie texts her husband during a meeting to confess she’s fantasizing about her new boss, Jon doesn’t shut her down—he leans in. Because desire has never been the enemy in their marriage, secrecy is.

      

      

      JON

      I’d sat through worse meetings, but today my attention had been elsewhere long before my phone vibrated. My cell went off during a conference call with my board of directors. It was my wife. 

      Ellie: How’s the meeting going? 

      Me: Boring as fuck. How’s your day? 

      Ellie: The new owner of the company just arrived. And, babe, he is hot. 

      Me: Okay. What else? 

      I knew where this was going. My sweet, sexy wife wanted to fuck her new boss. It wasn’t the first time Ellie had confessed a fantasy like this about workplace tension, authority, the thrill of being wanted by someone powerful. 

      I could still remember the night she’d told me, curled against my chest, voice soft but unashamed, that the idea of being desired by another man made her feel alive—and that knowing I wanted to hear about it made her feel even bolder. 

      Back then, I’d felt that same conflicting rush I felt now. Pride, sharp and undeniable, because she was mine and other men wanted her. Jealousy, hot and irrational, tightened my chest even as it fed the fire. My arousal was relentless because her choosing to share those thoughts did things to my body I couldn’t ignore. 

      This wasn’t betrayal. Not to us. It was the edge we walked together, the unspoken agreement that desire didn’t disappear just because we were married. Still, knowing who she wanted and how close he was to her daily. That made it different. Riskier. And the danger of that realization sent a slow, undeniable heat through me as I sat in that boardroom, pretending to listen while my wife texted all her dirty desires.

      Ellie: I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to fuck him 

      Me: Tell me more 

      Ellie: I’ve always had a fantasy about being fucked over my desk just moments before a meeting. He would pound into me and I would have to stay quiet as his fat cock destroyed my pussy. And when he finally came, he wouldn’t let me clean up before the meeting. I would have to sit during a meeting with all the managers and partners with my boss’s cum settling in my panties. 

      Jon: Fuck, I am getting so turned on.

      I cupped my cock through my pants under my desk. 

      Ellie: Then I would come home and let you clean my pussy while I told you every dirty detail. 

      Jon: How old is he? 

      Ellie: Around fifty 

      Jon: Married?

      Ellie: Divorced 

      I had to end this conversation because I would end up coming in my pants right in the middle of this conference call. 

      Jon: Have fun and tell me all about it tonight 

      Ellie: Love you 

       

      ELLIE

      After my text with my husband, I walked over to my new boss’s office and knocked on his door. I paused just outside. Smoothed my skirt. Adjusted the strap of my bra beneath my blouse, making sure it sat just right. 

      I caught my reflection in the glass panel beside his door and assessed myself one last time. Calm on the surface. Pulse skittering underneath. The woman looking back at me knew exactly what she wanted. 

      Jon’s voice echoed in my head from other nights. Previous confessions, other experiences. His careful questions. His quiet encouragement. The way he never told me what to do, but somehow always let me know what the boundaries were. He trusted us. I trusted him to be honest with me. 

      I opened the door, and Leo Bennett looked at me with polite interest. I straightened instinctively, shoulders back, chin lifted. Professional. Composed. But beneath that exterior, awareness hummed. I knew how I looked. I knew the effect I had on men.  

      As I stepped inside, I felt a strange sense of clarity. I wasn’t here to lose control. I was here to explore it. To see what would happen when desire, permission, and opportunity aligned. The door closed behind me with a soft click, and something in my chest loosened, as if I’d finally stopped holding my breath. Whatever happened next, I wasn’t pretending anymore. 

      “Mr. Bennett, I wanted to check in to see if you needed anything.” 

      He stood and motioned for me to sit down. He was probably around six feet two inches, with sandy blond hair and bright blue eyes that made him look playful and mischievous. Just looking at him caused my belly to fill with butterflies. 

      “Thank you, Ellie. Actually, I’ll take you up on that offer.” Leo Bennett smiled. “That is, if you’re able to take time away from your schedule?” 

      With a smile, I shook my head. “I am quite capable of multitasking and rearranging my day.” I intentionally leaned forward, allowing him a peek of my cleavage and black lace bra. 

      I inwardly smirked when I saw he took the bait and his eyes wandered down toward my breasts. I sat back in my seat and noticed his cheeks turned a bit red.

      “I’ve spent the last week reading over everyone’s files, and you are one of the company’s top earners,” Leo said as he leaned back in his chair. 

      I crossed my legs, giving him a view of my other assets, and quirked a brow at him. “One of the top earners? Not the top?” 

      “Frank Tucker made more in sales last year,” Leo said. 

      “True, but he also costs the company forty-two thousand dollars more in expenses than me and lost a long-standing client because of his negligence,” I added. 

      I didn’t like Frank, but I regretted what I had just said seconds after the words slipped from my lips. 

      “Is that so? I’ll have to look further into his accounts,” Leo conceded. “However, my point was that you are a valued employee and I am glad you did not accept the buyout option when I bought the company.” 

      “Thank you, sir,” I said. “I didn’t just come in here to see what I could do for you.”

       Once more, I leaned forward to give him another good look at my breasts. 

      “Oh? Then what can I do for you?” he asked. 

      I wanted to say fuck me on your desk but thought I may need to be a bit more subtle. A bit, not completely. I leaned even further, practically lying across his desk. I noticed his eyes widen, and he loosened his tie. 

      “I have a walk-through of our newest building, and I wanted to know if you would join me?” 

      Leo, to his credit, remained calm. Even though I had basically just flashed him my tits.  “I would love to. What time?” 

      “I need to leave right away,” I replied, and sat back down. 

      “Give me a couple of minutes, and I will meet you out front,” he said. 

      “Perfect.” I pushed myself to my feet and left his office to go grab my purse.

      As soon as I stepped into the hallway, my phone was already in my hand.

      Jon and I had discussed about this earlier. Not directly—never in the kind of words someone could read over your shoulder—but enough that we both understood exactly what was happening.

      I typed quickly.

      Ellie: Leo’s taking me to the new building for a walkthrough. Leaving now. Follow in a minute.

      The three little dots appeared almost instantly.

      Jon’s office building was only a block away. Close enough that if he slipped out for a “late lunch,” no one would think twice.

      Jon: The one on Front Street?

      A small smile tugged at my lips as I walked toward the elevator.

      Ellie: Yes.

      Jon: I’ll follow.

      My stomach fluttered the way it always did when we stepped onto this edge together.

      Ellie: Front entrance.

      Another pause.

      Jon: I know the one.

      I slipped the phone into my purse just as the elevator doors opened.

      Leo was already waiting near the front doors when I stepped outside, keys in his hand.

      “You ready?” he asked.

      “Absolutely,” I said.

      Behind him, across the street and down the block where Jon’s office sat, traffic moved slowly through the afternoon light. Somewhere in that direction, my husband was probably grabbing his jacket, locking his office door, and heading down the stairs.

      And if everything went the way we had planned. Jon wouldn’t be far behind us.

       

      LEO 

      I wasn’t sure what to expect when Ellie walked into my office this morning. I’ve been in positions of authority long enough to recognize patterns. Ambition dresses itself in many forms. Such as polished resumes, eager smiles, calculated charm. Over the years, there have been moments. Lingering looks. A hand that brushed for just a second too long. Invitations disguised as professional courtesy. 

      I’d always recognized them for what they were and stepped around them without much thought. Not because I lacked desire, but because I understood the cost of indulgence. Control, once surrendered, is rarely reclaimed without damage. 

      Ellie was different. She didn’t enter the room trying to impress me. She entered as if she already belonged there. Confident, composed, eyes sharp with intelligence rather than hunger. I’d read her file before she ever knocked. Top performer. Precise. Unapologetically competent. The kind of employee who didn’t need favors to succeed. That alone made her dangerous in a way the others never were. 

      When she spoke, it wasn’t rehearsed. When she met my gaze, she didn’t flinch or rush to look away. There was curiosity, but also assessment. As if she were deciding something, weighing me the same way I was weighing her. That unsettled me more than outright flirtation ever could. I’d turned down temptation before because it was easy to dismiss. 

      Ellie didn’t present herself as temptation, but she was just that. And temptations are where control was tested. Control mattered to me because I’ve lived without it. Because I’ve seen what happens when men mistake power for entitlement and impulse for strength. I built my reputation by being measured, by never allowing desire to dictate my actions. 

      As Ellie stood there, asking polite questions, leaning just enough to be noticed without crossing an obvious line, I felt something shift. I told myself I was reading too much into it. But as the conversation continued, as she challenged a point I made with quiet precision, I understood something essential. 

      Ellie didn’t want to be overpowered. She wanted to know whether I could hold power without abusing it. Whether I could take control deliberately, consciously, without apology. That kind of control wasn’t about force. It’s about restraint. About knowing exactly where the line was and deciding whether to cross it or not. 

      When she finally left my office, the door closed softly behind her. I remained seated longer than necessary. Once I made it to the front doors of the building, She was gorgeous. She had an incredible body. I thought her tits and legs were spectacular, but damn, her ass was perfection. I needed to stop thinking about her like this because at this moment, all my blood was rushing to my cock with thoughts of burying myself deep in her ass. 

      “Are you ready?” I asked as I walked up to her. 

      My car was waiting in front of the building. Before I went downstairs, I contacted the valet service. 

      “Absolutely.” She smirked at me. 

      At her quip, I cleared my throat. “I have no doubt you are always prepared,” I said with a wink. 

      “I can drive my car if it is easier for you since you’re new to the area,” she offered. 

      “Control is important to me. I’ll drive.” I smirked as I opened the passenger-side door. 

      I couldn’t help but let my gaze fall to her legs when we stopped at a red light. I slowly followed the length of her body, taking in every curve visible until the light changed. As we drove, she arched and stretched, making it impossible not to notice her. I was at the point of no return. My dick took over my brain. 

      I became aware of the space between us before I closed it. Not distance but the proximity. Every movement she made felt considered. The angle of her legs and the curve of her spine. The way she tilted her head and didn’t look at me when she knew I was looking at her.

      That was my first test of control. Not whether I wanted her, but whether I was going to act on it.

      My hand flexed once against the steering wheel. I exhaled slowly through my nose, grounding myself.

      She shifted again, just enough that her knee brushed closer to mine.

      Not an accident.

      An invitation.

      I could still choose not to accept it.

      I knew exactly what would happen if I did accept. I’d spent years avoiding moments like this because they were predictable in the worst ways.

      But this didn’t feel predictable.

      My hand left the wheel before I could change my mind. I placed my hand on her thigh and squeezed. The contact was brief at first. A test, more than a claim. The kind of touch that could still be explained away if either of us retreated. My fingers rested there, warm through the thin fabric of her skirt. I told myself I should pull back. 

      Nothing had been crossed yet. Not officially. I waited for her to stop me. She didn’t. She didn’t stiffen or shift away. She didn’t glance down in surprise or clear her throat and redirect the conversation. Instead, she breathed out slowly, almost imperceptibly, and the tension in her body softened rather than tightened. 

      Again, a subtle invitation. Permission hadn’t been spoken aloud, but consent was given. I understood where we were. That this wasn’t a misread or a fantasy getting ahead of itself. I let my hand remain where it was, my thumb pressing lightly, as if to confirm she was real. My pulse thudded steadily and controlled, but my awareness sharpened, narrowing until there was nothing but the heat of her skin beneath my palm and the knowledge that she had noticed and chosen not to object. I didn’t look at her. Not yet. And in that quiet stretch of road, with my hand still on her thigh and her silence answering for her, I knew we were no longer deciding if this would happen. Only when. 

      “You know I am married, Mr. Bennett, correct?” She smirked. 

      “I do. Is this a problem for you?” I asked, pushing my hand a little further up her bare thigh. 

      “No, sir. This is not a problem at all.” She moaned as her hand went to palm my cock through my pants. 

      I noticed a wooded area just off the main road. I swerved quickly and followed the road to the dirt road. 

      “What are you doing?” she asked. 

      I stopped my car in a hidden area with lots of trees. 

      “Get out of the car, Ellie,” I demanded. 

       

      JON 

      I had followed my wife and her new boss’s car the moment they pulled out of the parking lot.

      Ellie’s text had come through only a few minutes before.

      Ellie: Leo’s taking me to the new building for a walkthrough. Leaving now. Follow after a minute.

      Jon: The one on Front Street?

      Ellie: Yes.

      Jon: I’ll follow.

      Ellie: Front entrance.

      Jon: I know the one.

      Her office was barely a block from mine, so when I saw them step out of the building and climb into his car, I already had my jacket on and my keys in hand.

      I kept two cars between us. I expected them to head all the way to the construction site.

      Instead, Leo’s car slowed and turned onto a narrow road that cut away from the main street sooner than I thought it would. A stretch of trees and brush lined both sides, hiding the dirt access road that led back toward the unfinished property.

      My heart started hammering. I pulled over near the edge of the road, parking just out of sight. I moved carefully through the trees, staying low until I had a clear line of sight through the branches.

      Ellie stood beside Leo’s car. Leo said something I couldn’t hear, stepping closer to her. Ellie tilted her head slightly as she looked up at him, that familiar expression on her face. The one she wore when she knew exactly what she was doing and what she wanted.

      Then the distance between them disappeared. Their lips met suddenly, almost violently, like the tension between them had finally snapped. Leo’s hands came up around her waist as Ellie leaned into him, her fingers curling into the front of his shirt.

      I stood frozen in the shadows of the trees, watching my wife wrapped in another man’s arms.

      Every second stretched longer than the last.

      Ellie shifted slightly, her body pressed close to Leo’s as they continued kissing beside the car. 

      They tore at each other’s mouths. My cock got harder and my pulse pounded in my ears each second I watched them.  

       

      ELLIE 

      Leo’s hand pushed my skirt up and found its way to my wet pussy. His finger slid along the inner lips as his tongue dueled with mine. My hips bucked, and I became wetter. I soaked his hand, but he didn’t seem to care. He kept playing with my body. His fingers slipped inside my pussy and my body instantly squeezed around his digits. His free hand went under my fitted blouse and squeezed my tit over my bra. 

      I squirmed against his body, rubbing myself like a cat in heat. 

      “I need you naked, now,” he demanded. 

      Time didn’t move the way it should have. It stretched and stalled in strange, breathless pockets, as if the world had decided to wait and see what I would do next. Between each movement, each shift of weight or intake of breath, there was a pause where I felt everything at once. I pressed my palms against the hood, grounding myself, and in that suspended second, I became acutely aware of more than just the man behind me. 

      The woods were quiet, but not empty. The air felt watched. I turned my head just enough to scan the treeline, my heart kicking harder when I saw him. 

      Jon. 

      He was half-hidden by the brush.  

      His attention locked on me with an intensity I felt all the way down my spine. The sight of him there sent a sharp, unexpected thrill through me. Not fear. Not guilt. Something stronger. He’s choosing to see me. I didn’t call him out. I let my gaze linger just long enough for him to know I saw him. 

      Behind me, Leo paused. I felt it in the way his body stilled, the way his breath shifted against my neck. For a moment, nothing happened. And in that nothingness, I wondered if he’d sensed it as well. If he knew. Then I felt his attention angle outward, not at me, but past me. 

      Toward the trees.

      Toward the quiet.

      He knew. 

      The pause stretched, tight and deliberate. He could have stopped. Could have stepped back, broken the spell, restored the order of things. Instead, he exhaled slowly, the sound controlled, almost thoughtful. When he moved again, it was with intention. 

      No urgency. 

      Leo wasn’t unaware. He was deciding. The knowledge settled into me with a heavy, electric clarity. 

      This wasn’t happening because we’d lost control. It was happening because the men in my life—both of them—were choosing their roles. One watching. One acting. And me, impossibly centered between them, aware of every breath, every second, every boundary being redrawn without a single word spoken. In that space between motion and stillness, I understood something new about power. And I didn’t look away. 

      When I took too long to start undressing, my boss yanked my shirt open, causing buttons to fly. If I didn’t want a ruined skirt, I needed to comply quickly. I unzipped my skirt and stepped out of it and out of my panties. I heard him remove his belt as I shrugged out of the rest of my clothes. 

      When his cock was free, I swallowed hard. He was freaking huge. 

      “Bend over the hood of the car and get ready,” he hissed. 

      Oh, fuck, he was aggressive. I was used to calling the shots with sex, but that was not the case here. Leo was going to take control, and my body couldn’t wait to let him. He took his belt and smacked my ass as soon as I leaned over the hood of the car. 

      “Fuck,” I screamed. 

      “Come now, little Ellie, don’t tell me you’ve never been spanked.” He chuckled as he smacked my ass again. 

      “Never,” I said honestly. 

      I never thought this was something I would enjoy, but the way my pussy was flowing like a fountain, I clearly had a new kink. 

      “A virgin ass? Is your ass a virgin in other things too?” he asked as he leaned down and kissed her neck. 

      I nodded. “Yes, sir.” 

      “Not for long, little Ellie,” he said as his belt came down again hard on my ass. 

      He spanked me harder this time. The belt landed with such a sting, I jumped. 

      Thwack. 

      Thwack. 

      Thwack. 

      My ass was on fire when he finally tossed his belt to the ground. Leo didn’t waste any time; he rammed his cock into my pussy. He thrust in and out hard and fast several times before he slowed down and swirled his hips. 

      “No lube for the first time. It’s a good thing you are drenched.” He grunted as he pulled out, and I felt his head start to penetrate my puckered hole. 

      I tensed when his hands grabbed my hips and pulled me back, and he pushed in hard and fast, tearing into me. I cried out, a sharp pain shooting through my body. My boss didn’t care or take it easy on me. He didn’t give me a chance to adjust to his size. Leo just shoved his dick up into my ass in one hard thrust. I finally felt a pop, and it was like my ass just opened up and swallowed his dick inside. 

      “Oww!” I screamed. “Fuck!” 

      “That’s it, baby, scream for me,” Leo chuckled. 

      My pain only seemed to excite him more. I turned my head and saw a head peeking through the bushes. My husband, I saw his arm moving and then looked down and saw he had his dick in his hand, stroking as he watched my boss fuck my ass. Leo pulled almost all the way out, then pushed back inside hard. I struggled to take his cock and endure the pain as he pounded into my ass. My tears and cries did nothing but make him slam into me harder and faster. 

      “Fuck, you’re tight, but your pussy juices are dripping down my thighs. You love it, don’t you, slut?” My boss groaned and thrust hard inside my ass. 

      Leo wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me back against his chest. His cock felt like it went even further inside of me. He sucked my neck as his hand roamed over my tits. 

      “Does your husband know what a slut you are?” he snarled as he kept fucking my ass. 

      “Yes,” I moaned. 

      “Does he get off on you fucking other men?” Leo asked. 

      “Oh, God, yes. I’m going to come,” I cried. 

      I couldn’t believe I was going to come with his dick in my ass, but I was about to have the biggest orgasm of my life. 

      “What kind of wife cheats on her husband with someone she just met? Her fucking boss, no less.” He bit my neck and his cock pulsed inside my ass. He was getting close, too. 

      “A slut,” I moaned. 

      “Does he satisfy you in bed?” Leo asked. “Is his dick too small?” he taunted. 

      I didn’t answer, but the truth was Jon’s dick was average. I loved him, and he worked hard to satisfy me. He knew this too, but he wouldn’t be satisfied with a normal married sex life either. He fucking loved hearing about and now watching other men fuck me. I heard a moan from the bushes and knew Jon was close, too. 

      Leo looked toward the sound. “Is that your fucking husband watching?” he snarled as he slammed into me harder. 

      “Yes.” 

      “Fuck!” Leo growled as he filled me with his seed. His white-hot cum filled my ass, throwing me into an orgasm. My body shook with my release, and Leo’s cock pulsed and throbbed as he continued to shoot inside of me. I moaned and convulsed, then collapsed against the hood of his car. 

      When he finally pulled out of me, he looked over toward my husband. “Come clean your wife up,” he demanded. 

      My loving husband stumbled from the bushes with his pants open. 

      “Eat my cum from her ass,” Leo demanded again. 

      My dutiful husband did just that. He kneeled behind me and ate my ass like his life depended on it. He had never done this before. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, but from the way he moaned and lapped up my boss’s cum, it was clear Jon did not mind at all. When he finally finished cleaning up all of Leo’s mess, he fell back on his haunches. 

      “Help her get dressed and take her home. I’ll check the site myself. I’ll see you at the office tomorrow,” Leo said as he finished dressing. 

      Once my boss was gone, I looked at Jon. He looked a little embarrassed, but also very satisfied.

      “Are you alright, honey?” I asked, just to make sure he was good with everything. 

      “You were perfect, babe. I couldn’t take my eyes off how beautiful you looked with him fucking you.” He smiled at me before he kissed me. 

      I smiled against his lips. “Let me clean you up, honey.” I said as I went to my knees. 

      After pushing his open pants down, I took his softened cock in my hand. I stroked him slowly as he came to life. I leaned in and sucked his cockhead between my lips, slowly savoring his taste. His hand wove through my hair. He moaned as my tongue slid down his length. I licked along the length of his dick from root to tip. 

      He groaned and pushed his hips forward. I flattened my tongue and let him thrust in and out of my mouth before I closed my lips around him and sucked. I cupped his balls and lightly massaged them as he got closer to coming. He hissed loudly and thrust one last time before I felt the first spurt of his release. I continued to suck and swallow his cum until I took the last drop. He held my head against his groin for a moment before he released me and helped me to stand. 

      “So, do you mind my fucking my boss regularly?” The words came out lightly, almost teasing, but my heart was pounding too hard for it to be casual. 

      I searched Jon’s face the moment I said it, reading the micro-expressions I knew so well—the way his jaw tightened before he smiled, the flicker of something thoughtful behind his eyes. It was a question that mattered. 

      He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he reached for my hand, grounding me with the familiar weight of his fingers lacing through mine. That simple contact steadied my nerves more than anything else could have. Whatever we were about to say next would become real the moment it was spoken. 

      “I don’t mind the fantasy,” he said finally, voice calm but deliberate. “And I don’t mind what happened today because we chose it together. But ‘regularly’ means something. It means patterns. Expectations. Lines we don’t get to pretend aren’t there.” 

      Relief loosened my chest because he was being honest. This was why we worked. Jon didn’t disappear into jealousy or bravado. He stayed present. Thoughtful. Protective in his own way. 

      I nodded, squeezing his hand. “I don’t want secrets,” I said. “And I don’t want to do anything that makes you feel small or pushed aside. I need you to know that what excites me about this is that it comes back to us. To what we share.” 

      That was the truth. The thrill wasn’t just being wanted. It was being seen and then returning home to the man who knew me best. The man who didn’t ask me to be less. He exhaled, a slow release of tension. 

      “Then here’s the boundary,” he said. “I don’t want to hear about you wanting my boss, coworkers, my partners, our friends, or anyone who bleeds into my life. That’s where it stops being erotic and starts being personal and dangerous to us.” 

      I smiled, soft and genuine. “I know. I wouldn’t cross that line.” 

      He lifted an eyebrow. “You’ve thought about it, though.” 

      I laughed quietly, a little sheepish, a little proud. “I think about a lot of things. That doesn’t mean I’d do them.” 

      “That’s the difference,” he said. “Thinking versus doing.” 

      The weight of this conversation settled between us. We weren’t drafting a rulebook. We were setting intentions and boundaries. Ones that lived in trust instead of jealousy, control, and fear.

      I leaned into him, resting my head against his shoulder. All kinds of emotions coursed through me. My body hummed with leftover energy from this afternoon. But what I felt now was softer, warmer. 

      Safer. 

      Love.

      “So,” I said, voice low. “Do you want to know if it happens again?” 

      “Yes,” he said without hesitation. “Before, during, and after. I want the truth. And I want the choice to say yes or no.” 

      “That’s fair,” I whispered. “And I want you to know that if you ever say no, it doesn’t mean I’ve broken something.” 

      His arm tightened around me. “It means we’re protecting it.” 

      That was the rule then. 

      Protection. Of each other. 

      Of the marriage we’d chosen.

      Honest. I tilted my head up and kissed him.

      Whatever this was becoming, it wasn’t about replacing us. It was about choosing us—again, and again—no matter who else stepped into the space between our desires. And that, more than anything, made me feel free. 

      

      JON 

      Giving this to Ellie hadn’t broken us. I wasn’t competing with anyone. I was allowing us to forge our own path. To enjoy what works for us. 

      What we had wasn’t about power, it was about choice. About the fact that she came back to me. She chose us not out of obligation, but because she wanted to. The boundaries we created mattered because they protected us both. It meant I didn’t have to pretend I was endlessly accommodating, and she didn’t have to pretend she didn’t crave more than one version of desire. We weren’t erasing jealousy or fear. We were acknowledging them and deciding not to let them drive. 

      I realized then that control, for me, didn’t mean directing her actions. It meant knowing where I stood. Knowing what I could say yes to without resentment, and what I couldn’t without losing myself. 

      That clarity felt steady. 

      Ellie leaned into me, and I held her tight. 

      Whatever paths we explored from here, they would circle back to this moment. To our trust spoken aloud. The lines drawn were not to limit us, but to keep us intact. And for the first time since the day began, I felt calm.
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        A businessman talks to his beloved wife on Zoom, but discovers her dark secret when she accidentally fails to hang up the call...

      

      

      ‘Hey, honey!’ she said, smiling broadly as she leaned into the camera. ‘I’ve missed you so much!’

      She seemed cheerful, which was a relief. Last time I did one of these trips, Emma was depressed the whole time. I had to call her practically every time I was not actively in a business meeting.

      ‘Hey sweetie,’ I said. ‘How’re you doing?’

      ‘I’m good.’

      ‘I’m sorry I didn’t manage to call last night — the flight got in so late, and then…’

      ‘It’s okay. I have you here now.’

      It struck me that she’d put makeup on. It wasn’t the usual kind of thing for a Zoom call, but I suppose she’d only just gotten home from work. She was wearing one of my old hoodies, her long dark hair up in a ponytail.

      ‘It’s not such a long trip this time,’ I said. ‘I’ll be back in a couple of days.’

      ‘Yeah, that’s good,’ she said, shifting slightly so I could see her full body lying on the bed — jean shorts, white socks. Nice glimpse of thigh.

      ‘So, everything’s good at work?’ I asked.

      ‘Yeah… really good, actually. My new team is working out so well…’

      We chatted about work. I won’t bore you with details, but there had been personnel changes recently. Cutbacks after her firm went through a big merger. Emma had gone through a lot of stress, but thankfully now had emerged at the other end of the tunnel.

      Kinda frustrating when your wife gets so stressed, and there’s really nothing you can do about it.

      But anyway, tonight she was cheerful, bubbly. I got the feeling I wasn’t going to have to spend hours this evening keeping her from sobbing her guts out.

      I even started thinking I might tell her I was feeling a little horny, see if she could be in the mood for a little long-distance fun — particularly when she took off her hoodie to reveal a tight tank top and bare midriff.

      It had been ages since we’d shared that kind of intimacy. It was different from doing things in person.

      Yet about a half hour into our conversation, she suddenly told me she had to go. That she was going out to meet Wanda and Lisa at that new bar down Holland.

      Despite the abrupt termination of my hopes to have filthy Zoom sex with her, I was actually thrilled that she was going out with the girls. Being social like that meant she was finally in a good place mentally.

      I guess selfishly, it meant I knew she wouldn’t have to lean on me quite so much.

      In fact, I even thought I might have an early night for once, benefiting from my old policy of not booking any meetings on the first evening of the conference, so I'd have more energy for that long second day.

      ‘Well, that’s great, honey!’ I said, encouraging her, making it clear I wasn’t disappointed I wouldn’t have her all to myself that night.

      ‘Yeah, you know Wanda’s got that new job at SMT, so I get to see her a lot more now.’

      ‘Oh right, I forgot about that.’

      ‘But anyway, she’s just about to come over and then we’re going out, so…’ Her tone turned apologetic. ‘So, I kinda gotta go…’

      ‘Hey, that’s okay, I’ll see you pretty soon, huh?’

      ‘Of course! And you can text me any time.’

      I smiled, thinking that she was now worried I might be the one getting lonely. Well, this was a better state of affairs. I was just happy she wasn’t down in the dumps.

      ‘Aww… I love you, Pumpkin,’ she said.

      ‘I love you, Honey Bunny.’

      There was one of those moments where we both waited for the other to hang up. Then she told me to hang up, and I told her to hang up. She blew me a kiss, then seemed to press something on her trackpad.

      Yet the call did not end.

      I really had been waiting until she ended the call to hang up. But now I saw her get up from the bed, her expression flat and neutral, like she honestly believed she was on her own and there was no one looking at her.

      She thought she’d ended our call. But I was still watching her via the little webcam built into her computer screen.

      Amused, I called out, ‘Hey, Em?’

      I waved in front of my camera like an idiot lost at sea, to see if she’d see that our call was still active. But she totally ignored me — as though she’d closed or minimized the window on her computer in which our Zoom call was displayed.

      I watched her get up from the bed in those little jean shorts and her tiny tank top, and felt a tickle of arousal bloom inside my loins. God, she looked good. I was a lucky guy.

      And my Neanderthal brain was thinking, maybe she needs to get changed to go out with Wanda and the girls. Maybe I’ll get to see her take off a few clothes before her computer goes into standby.

      Feeling confident she couldn’t see me at that point, I lay back on my bed and even pulled my thickening cock out of my fly. Well, nobody would ever know. I watched as Emma stood in front of her full-length mirror by the dresser and, after a moment gazing at her reflection, slowly pulled down her jean shorts to reveal a pair of black panties. The sound from her computer’s laptop was so good, I could hear the silky noise of her dragging her shorts down over her thighs.

      I caught my breath. She was so sexy, particularly because I wasn’t supposed to be watching her like this. I guessed it was true what they said about absence making the heart grow fonder.

      I watched her peel off her top and then her bra. Her nipples were stiff as she examined her breasts in the mirror. I was disappointed, however, that she then walked out of shot before I could see her remove her panties.

      Ah well. I was here all night. And apparently, Emma wasn’t going to end our Zoom call. I was hopeful I might sneak a glimpse of her as she retrieved new clothes from her dresser.

      For now, though, I heard her turn on the shower in the bathroom. Fairly easy to hear, since our city apartment was so small. I put my softening cock away and flicked on the TV, thinking I’d find a movie I’d watched countless times before, so I didn’t have to concentrate on it too much.

      It turned out that the view into our bedroom at home was more interesting than anything I could find on TV anyway. Particularly with the prospect of seeing Emma come out of the bathroom to dress before going out with the girls.

      After what I can only describe as a leisurely shower, I did indeed get to see Emma return wearing her thick white bathrobe. I was then rewarded with the sight of her dropping the robe as she stepped in front of her dresser and the mirror.

      Oh, Jeez. She looked so stunning. All that time at the gym while she’d been depressed had at least brought some benefits. As I watched her, I wondered why I wasn’t craving her body every night. We usually only had sex, like, once or twice a week.

      She was smiling as she glanced into the mirror — no doubt thinking about going out with the girls — and that only added to her beauty.

      I watched her reach into a drawer in her dresser to retrieve underwear — just a couple of scraps of black lace. Seemed like fancy underwear for a night out with the girls — and man, as she slipped one leg and the other into her panties, I could see it was thong-style. I couldn’t even remember the last time she’d worn something as sexy as that for me.

      But I’d heard the old thing about needing to wear underwear that made you feel sexy, even if you weren’t intending to show it to anybody. For confidence reasons.

      Oh, God, I just wanted to get down on my knees and worship her. I stroked my stiff shaft as I watched her tug her thong into place and then put on a matching bra. Then she donned a pair of pale blue jeans and a top that showed off her cleavage nicely. Wherever the girls were going, Emma was going to draw plenty of attention.

      Maybe Wanda and Lisa wanted to go dancing.

      For some reason, I liked the thought of my wife going dancing. I even liked the thought of guys swooning as they laid eyes on her on the dance floor.

      Emma looked truly mouth-watering.

      Why did I feel oddly excited at her going for a night out without me, looking so unbelievably gorgeous?

      I guess I just wanted her to have fun — after all the gloom we’d been through recently.

      I watched her touch up her makeup and then dab on a little perfume here and there, and I once again called out, waving at my computer screen to try to alert her to the fact that I was still here, and I was able to see her.

      I know, I could have just ended the call myself. I could have closed my laptop. Whatever. I guess I wanted to make her jump, give her a surprise that I was still watching.

      But anyway, she didn’t notice my attempts to alert her to my presence.

      She walked out of the boundaries of the screen, and I assumed that would be that. Only — I still didn’t end our call. I picked up my laptop and put it on the table by the window, thinking that perhaps she might get home after her night out, and I might get to talk to her again before she went to sleep. I could remind her next time to actually click the red button to end the call.

      I went into the bathroom to use the facilities. When I came out, I heard Emma’s voice from my laptop.

      ‘Good, good…’ she was saying.

      Then I heard a man’s voice, which startled me. I couldn’t quite hear what he said, though.

      I heard Emma say in a very cheery voice, ‘So our apartment’s really small…’

      And the guy said, ‘Hey, that’s alright.’

      She giggled — and it was a flirtatious giggle, not a response to being amused.

      I was holding my breath. Had something gone wrong with the plumbing? Had she called in the building super? Was it something that couldn’t wait until the morning, after her night out with her friends?

      Then I heard the guy saying, ‘So your husband is out of town?’

      Wait, what?

      My whole body seemed to chill to the bone.

      I heard Emma say, ‘Uh-huh.’

      Then there were sounds that I couldn’t quite identify… until I detected Emma moaning quietly.

      I froze — I swear, even my heartbeat stopped.

      Then I heard another little giggle from Emma — but like she was doing it with her mouth full. Then there were wet smacking sounds, and the clear heaving of labored breathing. Whoever she was with, they were coming into the bedroom together.

      And they were quite clearly making out.

      I felt my insides churn.

      My brain was whirring, trying to figure out what the hell was going on. My body was firing up with all kinds of adrenaline, seeming to already know exactly what was going on. I had the most insane hard-on I’d had in years.

      After a moment, my brain caught up with my body’s response.

      My wife was cheating on me.

      Oh, God.

      As they entered the bedroom, the sounds of them kissing mouth-to-mouth became clearer still, Emma gasping for breath, moaning with pure exhilaration.

      I felt the shock of pure terror from the feeling that I’d lost my wife. Some charmer from work had swooped in while I was out of town and swiped her out from under me.

      At the same time, I was brutally turned on.

      I’m not going to lie, I’d had this fantasy about Emma cheating on me for ages. Basically, since we were married. I just never, ever thought it would actually happen. She wasn’t that type of woman. Was she?

      But here she was, now stepping beside the bed where I could see her — and the guy she had welcomed into our apartment, our bedroom. Who was he?

      He was taller than her, probably taller than me. Dark-haired rather than blond like me. Certainly good-looking, though it was difficult to see his face when it had Emma’s clamped over it.

      How long had she been seeing this guy?

      They parted a while, and he gazed at her, just looking her over. Delighted at his clear attraction toward her, she positively beamed. ‘What?’ She giggled as his pause dragged on.

      ‘Just can’t believe how beautiful you are,’ he said.

      Pass the sick bag.

      I know, I know. I was probably the same back when I was in the dating game. I’d been married too long, huh?

      I watched them just stand there by the bed, making out for a long while, and it made me certain this had only just begun. They weren’t taking shortcuts to quick sex yet. They were reveling in that new relationship energy.

      My brain went into damage limitation mode. I wasn’t actively jealous, I wasn’t a raging ball of fury. I tried to calm down and think this through.

      We’d had no particular arguments recently. We rarely did. We had always been good together. Sure, I wasn’t always a throbbing mound of lust around her anymore, but we still had a perfectly adequate sex life, didn’t we?

      I certainly hadn’t given her any reason to want to leave me.

      People have affairs all the time, I told myself. Doesn’t mean they want to end their marriages. Whoever this guy is, he knows she’s married. They’ve had to wait until I was out of town.

      Emma and I had sex, like, three days ago. It was nice. Wasn’t it? She wouldn’t have been like that if she’d been having an affair. Or at least if she’d been intending to leave me.

      I couldn’t entirely let go of the uneasy feeling inside me, even if I lawyered myself into believing my marriage wasn’t over.

      But my cock was still hard as I watched him peel off Emma’s top, so I clung to it and tried to focus on the arousing part of the experience. Hadn’t I always had cuckold fantasies with Emma? And now wasn’t this what I’d wanted to happen?

      My wife was secretly very naughty. And it was thrilling, even though the reality of it all seemed just a little more emotionally overwhelming than I’d expected.

      He picked her up briefly and laid her down on the bed — Emma letting out a little squeal of surprise as he revealed his hidden strength. I liked that he wanted her so badly. The sense that she was my wife, and when she was finished with him, she’d still be my wife.

      His desire for her definitely strengthened my desire for her. Like crazy.

      It was just as I’d read online. My research into my kink had not been wasted, not been purely for quick masturbatory fixes during moments when Emma had not been in the mood. I had actually prepared myself for this to some degree. I knew it was going to be a mental battle, even while I responded so physically to it as well.

      I had to keep my focus on the positive emotions. Avoid the negative ones. Assume Emma was just out for a quick adventure while I wasn’t looking. To enhance her marriage, not replace it.

      ‘God, it feels so good,’ she moaned as he draped himself all over her on the bed, kissing her neck.

      Man, it was weird watching sex on my laptop — and my wife was one of the performers. Dario — for some reason I guessed his name as ‘Dario’ — slipped the strap of Emma’s bra off her shoulder, and then brushed the cups down from her breasts, freeing those stiff nipples.

      She pulled her bra away, tossed it toward the floor, and then he was massaging her pert breasts, ducking his head down, sucking on her gorgeous flesh as she gasped and moaned.

      So sexy. I couldn’t hear everything they were murmuring to each other, though I tried. I wanted clues as to how they felt about each other — were they in love? Were they planning on eloping? Was Emma done with her husband? But they didn’t reveal their hand.

      I have to admit, he was seriously taking his time exploring her, and in watching, it made me feel like perhaps I had been taking my wife a little too much for granted recently.

      Man, I wanted to suck on her nipples, just like he was now.

      ‘Oh God, it feels so good…’ I heard her moan. Then he was kneeling up, and she was helping him tear off his shirt.

      He was ripped. Made me wonder if he was even some guy from work — perhaps he was some guy from the gym.

      I watched them both wrestling for a while on the bed, kissing and sucking on each other, him on top, then her on top, for a while.

      I had one of the down moments of what would prove to be a rollercoaster of an evening. I had to get up from the bed and pace around the room for a while. Get myself back into the right headspace.

      Emma wasn’t leaving me. She’d just been too tempted by a handsome guy who had been hitting on her in the gym.

      I liked that she’d been too tempted.

      I returned to my place on the hotel bed, lying back against the pillows and the headboard, my laptop between my ankles. On screen, Emma was sitting on Dario’s lap, riding him, grinding her pussy against his cock, albeit with their jeans between.

      I decided not to think about the possibility that my marriage might be over. For now, I could fantasize that it was fine while I watched my sweet wife making my main fantasy come true. I took off my pants and grasped my hard cock while I watched Dario climb off the bed, holding Emma in his strong arms. Watching him lay her down on the mattress before removing her jeans.

      Emma helping him take the pale blue jeans off her legs, exposing the tiny black lace thong she’d worn just for him.

      Then he was on her again, kissing her hungrily — her mouth, her breasts, her stomach, her legs. He moved so he was lying beside her, so he could take in the sight of her full, near-naked body, and properly appreciate her beauty.

      God, when had I last done that? Appreciated Emma’s beauty. Most of the time when we were in the mood for sex, we jumped in the sack and got right to the bouncy-bouncy part.

      It was so hot watching him with her. Particularly as I got better at letting go of my fear and embracing my lust. Emma and Dario flirting with each other as he worshipped her like I was craving to do. As she moved on the bed so his head and shoulders were between her knees, making it clear what she wanted.

      Why didn’t she ever tell me to do that?

      Well, now I wanted to do exactly what he was doing, more than ever. Grabbing the waistband of her thong, pulling it down — or, I should say, up, since her knees were now draped over his shoulders — to reveal her freshly shaven pussy.

      Jeez, she’d even removed her landing strip for him. She’d never done that with me. Was she planning on hiding that from me, now she’d done it for Dario?

      But it was sexy as hell that she’d shaven her pussy like that for him. For another man.

      It was like she’d researched my kink. She seemed to know how to push all my buttons.

      Then Dario had his handsome face wedged between Emma’s taut thighs, and she was moaning like nobody had ever done this for her before.

      I had. I had. Could she not remember?

      I was great at this.

      Nevertheless, it was so sexy to watch him eating her. She lay across the bed, her closest leg down while the other one was pushed up, so that from my angle I could see practically everything. Dario lapped at her sweet petals while she stroked his mane of thick, dark hair.

      Maybe this was what our marriage needed — what I needed, to remind me that I hadn’t been paying her enough attention. I hadn’t appreciated her enough recently. I had been cutting too many corners during sex, cutting to the chase too much, failing to recognize how unbelievably lucky a husband I was.

      I needed to learn my place.

      ‘Oh God, that feels amazing…’ Emma moaned, and various sentiments like it. ‘Yeah, right there…’

      He didn’t make her come, however. Not with his mouth. He pushed himself up, and kneeling so she could unfasten his fly.

      I held my breath again, apprehensive about what she was about to expose.

      His cock. Huge. Of course it was. I couldn’t believe I was watching my wife handle another man’s manhood. It was shocking. Disturbing. Erotic as hell.

      She kissed his gym-toned chest as she grasped his dick in one hand, the other working on pulling down his jeans further. He backed up slightly, standing on the floor to remove the rest of his clothes.

      Then he was back on the bed, Emma making way so that he could lie on his back, and she could lie over him, one hand taking hold of his cock as she leaned in to kiss his mouth.

      My paranoia was trying to jump in: what if she liked his cock more than mine? What if his gym-bunny bod was so impressive to her that she never wants to have sex with me ever again?

      At the same time, I felt myself watching like it was an edge-of-the-seat thriller, and I was mentally urging her on. Is she going to suck his cock? What will it be like to watch Emma jam another man’s dick in her mouth?

      I was such a weird mixture of emotions.

      I’d read plenty of material suggesting it would be this way. Still didn’t quite prepare me for what a tangle of feelings it would be.

      There she was, my gorgeous wife in her birthday suit, kissing her way down his male-model body as he lay back against the pillows — my pillows. Parting his legs wide on my bed. Emma was kneeling between his legs.

      Emma taking his cock in her hands, lowering her head.

      Squeezing that thing in between her lips.

      Oh God. My wife had a stranger’s cock in her mouth.

      I nearly came just watching her. My naughty wife sucking on a hard-on that was not her husband’s. She was so smiley, telling him how much she loved it. Looking like she’d gotten the ultimate birthday present. Like she’d won the lottery. Purring about how hard he was.

      Revving his shaft with her hand like it was the throttle on a motorbike.

      God, she was so pretty. How did I not think about that every moment that I saw her? How had I not told her in ages that she was so stunningly beautiful? Only with another man’s cock did my attention return to her exquisite good looks.

      I got lulled into a nice rhythm, stroking my cock while I watched her bobbing her head down on his hardness, managing to indulge myself without going too near the precipice of orgasm.

      But then all too soon she was picking herself up from the bed, climbing onto him. Straddling his thighs.

      Oh my God.

      She’s going to do it.

      She’s going to fuck another man.

      I froze again, statue-still as I saw her shapely thighs part over his lap, her gorgeous ass offering me the most incredible view. And there was his big cock pointing right up at her dripping pussy.

      Oh, man.

      She shook her long hair like she was in a shampoo commercial, just emphasizing her beauty as though she needed to. Then she was gently stirring her hips, stroking her sex against the tip of his manhood.

      Oh Jeez.

      It was happening.

      How long had I fantasized about this?

      She let out another flirty little giggle, then sat up straight — and her sensational body sank down on his pole.

      ‘Oh my God…’ she breathed.

      I was stunned. Another man’s cock was inside my wife’s pussy.

      She leaned forward over him, but he was still inside her. His hands spread out over her bare buttocks, and now she was rocking back and forth on him.

      Oh my God, they weren’t even using condoms.

      Gasping, moaning, she mashed her mouth against his as she fucked him.

      I tried not to think about divorce.

      This was my fantasy. I’d wanted this since we were married. Emma getting to have sex with a real live stud. And now she was really doing it, riding a huge cock on our marital bed, she was making the kind of noises I’d always dreamed of hearing.

      Nothing like the noises she’d ever made with me. But that was the point, wasn’t it? I loved her so much, I wanted the very best for her.

      God, I could hardly breathe. From this angle, I could see his dick pushing its way into her sex. I could see his shaft glistening with her copious juices every time it emerged from the tight confines of her pussy.

      I watched them lie side-by-side and again was able to see him push that massive organ inside her shaven snatch.

      Everything I’d read was coming true. I watched my wife mating with a rival suitor and it made me desperate to pull him away and get in there myself. It made me want her so badly, I could think of almost nothing else.

      I watched them fuck for so long, I could hardly believe his stamina was even possible.

      And I watched Emma come more than five times. How was that even possible?

      Dario came twice himself. I mean, after the first time, how the hell did he get hard again so quickly? It was almost instant. On. Off. On again.

      Even porn stars needed fluffing, didn’t they?

      Somehow, I managed to avoid coming myself. Well, I knew well enough that if I came, it would be all over for me. The good feelings would lose their battle with the bad. My fear and loathing would win out, and I would be terrified about the impending doom of my marriage.

      The last time, Emma was facing the end of the bed, and he was fucking her from behind. I had such a good view of her pretty face as she pounded into her again and again, it was even hotter than seeing his dick squeeze into her pussy. I liked seeing how good he made her feel. The intensity of the feelings imprinted on her features. Her feverish brow, her open mouth. Her soprano cries as he made her come yet again.

      ‘Oh my God… oh my God… that’s so fucking good… oh fuck… fuck… fuck…’

      Her heart-shaped behind pushed up as his cock disappeared into it.

      ‘Oh my… don’t stop… don’t stop… I’m gonna come… oh fuck… I’m coming… I’m coming… oh… oh…’

      As she came, gasping like her life was in danger, she moved her behind like she was milking his dick with it.

      But that time he didn’t come inside her.

      He dismounted as she fought to get her breath back and walked up to her at the end of the bed. She moved around to suck his cock some more, to lick his shaft. He held her hair in one hand and pumped his dick with the other, and then he shot his thick, white cream all over her pretty face.

      Oh, man.

      It was so wrong. It was so hot.

      She giggled at how much cream he smeared all over her cheeks and her chin.

      To my surprise, after that, he was grabbing his clothes, making like he needed to get out of there quickly.

      She said, ‘You’ll get home in time?’

      It felt like Dario might be cheating on his spouse, too. And he had limited time to make it home without being discovered.

      ‘I’ll see you tomorrow?’ she asked.

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      Oh man. How desirable did my wife look with another man’s -cum all over her face? Dario left her there on the bed, and she was still moaning at how good she felt. The hormones from her multi-orgasmic experience no doubt still rushing around her petite frame.

      She lay there on the bed on her side, facing me as though she knew I was there, a perfect beauty in all her freshly-fucked glory. Dipping her fingers in some of the cream on her cheek before slipping them into her mouth, moaning in utter bliss at her lover’s flavor.

      Had I lost my wife?

      But it had been a hell of a night. Some guys never got to realize their deepest, darkest desires. I was lucky in many respects. I just had to face the possibility of the devastating loss of my marriage.

      I stroked my hard-on, trying to cling onto my arousal, and ignore my fear. To appreciate the extraordinary sight of her fully nude form, only just fucked by another man.

      Would I get to kiss that body ever again? Taste her lips? Slide my own manhood inside her?

      Oh, man. I’d been lucky to be married to her as long as I had. It was plain for all to see that she was way out of my league. She always had been. Just look at her. Incredible.

      She tasted her lover’s cum and then slipped her fingers down between her thighs to touch her quivering sex. Oh God, she was so sexy.

      Then she turned her head slightly, back towards me. And her eyes moved directly to mine as though she could still see me.

      She was looking right at the camera, breaking the fourth wall. I felt devastated by her gaze.

      Then she said quietly, ‘Did you like that, Pumpkin?’

      Her words completely stunned me. In that moment, I felt certain she knew about my fantasies. Had she snooped on my laptop, like I never thought she could?

      She added, ‘Did you like watching your sweet wife get fucked like that?’
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        She wanted to be wanted. He wanted to watch. When teasing turns raw and humiliation cuts deeper than expected, the real question becomes whether he’ll stay — and whether she’ll always come back.

      

      

      I knew the night was going to tilt the moment she asked me to zip her dress.

      Not because she needed help. She could have done it herself. She asked because she wanted my hands on her first — an anchor before she stepped into the storm.

      The dress was black, smooth, fitted like a promise. Low in the back, a slit that looked polite until she moved. I drew the zipper up slowly, my fingertips grazing warm skin. The motion was careful, almost reverent, and the quiet sound it made felt loud in the bedroom.

      She watched us in the mirror. Her expression was calm, but her eyes had that brightness they got when she was about to do something bold, controlled, and a little dangerous.

      “You ready?” she asked.

      She wasn’t asking if I trusted her. She was asking if I could tolerate being tested.

      I put my palm at her waist and held her there, feeling the shape of her beneath the fabric. “I’m ready.”

      She turned, slid her fingers into my hair, and kissed me with the kind of slow intention that always made me feel chosen. Not owned. Not trapped. Chosen.

      “I like being wanted,” she said softly against my mouth. “Tonight I want it in a way that makes you feel it too.”

      I swallowed. “I feel it already.”

      Her smile widened just a fraction. “Good.”

      She smoothed the front of her dress like she was sealing herself into a role, then took my hand and led me toward the door. Her grip was warm. Confident.

      Walking beside her always did something to me. She had a presence that made rooms adjust around her. She was not loud. She was not desperate for attention. She simply carried herself like she expected the world to notice.

      And it always did.

      Tonight, we were going to make that attention purposeful.
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      Daniel was already waiting when we arrived at the restaurant.

      He stood when he saw her, and the first few seconds were unguarded. His gaze settled on her as if his body reacted before his manners did. He recovered quickly, reaching for my hand.

      “Good to meet you,” he said.

      Firm handshake. Direct eye contact. The courtesy was real. Then his attention returned to her, not rudely, but inevitably.

      She smiled like she knew exactly what effect she was having and had no intention of pretending otherwise. “Daniel.”

      His voice softened when he spoke to her. “You look incredible.”

      She thanked him with an ease that felt practiced, but not fake. She wasn’t collecting compliments like trophies. She was letting them warm her from the inside out.

      We sat. Drinks came. Conversation began in safe territory. Work. Travel. Mutual acquaintances.

      Daniel was charming in a clean way. Controlled. Clever. He didn’t push too hard, which told me he understood the kind of night this could become. A man who rushes ruins it. A man who waits earns it.

      She waited with him. Then she shifted. Small movements. Bigger consequences.

      I saw the moment he realized he’d been seen. She noticed too. And she did not rescue him from it.

      Instead, she asked him a question that made him talk, made him lean forward, made him invest. While he spoke, her fingers brushed his forearm in a way that looked casual to anyone else and felt intentional to anyone paying attention.

      His voice grew lower. The space at the table felt smaller.

      Under the table, her hand found my thigh, not gentle, not soothing. Firm. Possessive in a way that said I am the one she’s touching while she tempts someone else.

      It should have settled me. It didn’t. It tightened something in my stomach — pride and sting twisting together.

      The waiter cleared the plates, and Daniel hesitated before speaking again. “She mentioned you two have an arrangement.”

      I met his gaze. “She can share what she’s comfortable sharing.”

      She lifted her wine glass with that calm, almost lazy confidence that made men forget what they were trying to hide. “I told him you like to watch.”

      Daniel’s lips parted slightly. Then he closed it and tried again, more carefully. “Is that true?”

      She answered him, not me. “Yes.”

      His eyes flicked to mine. Curious now, and a little hungry. “And you do?”

      My throat tightened. “Yes.”

      The honesty felt sharper out loud. But somehow my body already started responding to the sting.

      She slid her hand higher on my thigh beneath the table. She was not checking on me. She was reminding me that she was driving.

      Daniel watched her face as if he was learning her language. “I’ve been thinking about you since the gala,” he admitted.

      Her expression did not change much, but her breath did. “I’ve been thinking of you too.”

      “And I’ve imagined what you look like when you lose control,” he continued, voice low. “What you would look like naked, pinned under me.”

      I felt her fingers tense. I felt my own pulse climb hearing his words.

      She turned her head toward me, slow and deliberate, like she was offering me the moment. “If he said he wanted to see me come undone,” she murmured, “would you want to watch?”

      Daniel held still, waiting. The restaurant noise blurred at the edges.

      I forced the words through my tight throat. “Yes.”

      Her lips curved, pleased. “Tell him why.”

      I didn’t look away from Daniel. “Because she likes being wanted. And because I like knowing another man can’t stop himself when she lets him get close.”

      Daniel’s jaw tightened, not in anger. In focus.

      “And what do you get out of it?” he asked, direct now.

      I should have been offended. I wasn’t.

      “I get to see who she becomes,” I said. “I get to feel what it does to her. I get her after.”

      She breathed out slowly, as if those words slid through her like heat.

      Daniel leaned forward. “And if I told you I want her naked right now?”

      She didn’t flinch. She didn’t look embarrassed. She looked excited.

      “If you told me that,” I replied, steadying my voice, “I’d believe you. But you’d need to understand the difference between being invited and taking.”

      Daniel held my gaze. “I understand.”

      She set her glass down and stood looking at him. “Walk me to the restroom.”

      Daniel rose immediately. She didn’t look at me as they left. That was new.

      That small omission stung more than I expected. Not because I thought she’d vanish. Because I knew she was testing the emotional edge. Making me sit alone for a few minutes with nothing but my own imagination and the awareness that he was close enough to touch her in a hallway while I stayed at the table. Thinking about his hands along her curves, his dick pressed against her thigh as they kissed.

      I sat there, staring at my drink like it might explain me to myself.

      Jealousy was a neat word people use when they want to make it sound manageable.

      This was not neat.

      This was heat and humiliation braided together, because I wanted her, and another man wanted her, and she wanted me to watch that wanting become real.

      When they returned, she was calm, composed, but her lipstick was faintly smudged at the corner of her mouth. Daniel’s tie was slightly looser. His eyes were darker, his attention less guarded.

      She slid into her seat beside me and leaned in just enough that her perfume wrapped around me. “You alright?” she asked quietly.

      “Yes,” I said.

      She placed her hand on my thigh again, higher this time, and held it there. She wasn’t soothing me. She was keeping me in place. I was almost ashamed my own dick had grown hard in the momentary absence of them and she was now resting her finger against it.

      Daniel cleared his throat. “She told me you enjoy seeing her desired.”

      “I do.”

      “And she told me she likes knowing you’re watching.”

      Her fingers tightened. My breath caught.

      She smiled, not sweetly. Sharp. “Maybe we should stop pretending this is just dinner.”

      Daniel’s gaze stayed on her. “Where do you want this to go?”

      She looked at me now. “Tell him.”

      My mouth went dry. “We’re going to a hotel.”

      Daniel’s nostrils flared as if he’d been holding his breath for an hour. “I can get a room.”

      “I know you can,” she said, and the way she said it made me feel smaller. Not because she was cruel. Because she knew she could say it — and I wouldn’t move.

      That was the part that mattered. I stayed.
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      Outside, the air was cooler than the restaurant, the city lit with wet pavement and gleaming windows. We walked in a tight triangle. She was between us.

      Daniel’s hand rested at her lower back now. Mine stayed at her hip.

      At the corner between buildings, where the sidewalk dipped into a dimmer stretch and the street noise softened, she stopped.

      She turned toward Daniel with the kind of calm certainty that made my stomach tighten again. “Show me,” she said.

      He stepped in close. His hand slid from her waist to her thigh, gripping firmly through fabric. He kissed her like the restraint of the restaurant had been a temporary inconvenience.

      Her sound was quiet, but it landed in my chest like a punch. And then she looked at me while still pressed to him. Not apologetic. Not checking. Commanding.

      Stay.

      I didn’t move.

      Daniel broke the kiss just enough to speak. “He’s really going to stand there and watch?”

      She smiled against his mouth. “Yes.”

      My face heated. She knew what she was doing. She was letting him say it out loud. Letting me hear it. Letting me feel how exposed I was.

      Daniel’s eyes flicked toward me. A quick assessment. A slight lift of his brows. Not mocking. Not exactly respectful either. More like curiosity about what kind of man I was to allow this.

      She answered him without words by pulling him back in.

      He kissed her again, and her body reacted. The curve of her spine, the way she leaned. She was not acting.

      She was letting herself be wanted.

      And I stood there, watching, feeling humiliated by how much it turned me on.

      When they finally separated, Daniel’s breathing was uneven. “I want you,” he said to her. “And I want him to see how much.”

      “He will,” she replied, and her tone made it clear that this was not a request.

      This was the design.
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      The hotel elevator was a quiet kind of torture. She stood between us, eyes forward, expression calm, but her fingers kept brushing mine. Just enough contact to keep me tethered to her while she carried the anticipation like a secret.

      Daniel watched her reflection in the mirrored wall. He looked like a man trying to remain civilized while his body was making other plans.

      When the doors opened and we stepped into the hallway, she paused outside the room and turned toward me.

      Her eyes softened just slightly. “Still with me?”

      I nodded. “Yes.”

      She kissed me then. Not performative. Not for him.

      For us. It steadied me. It also made what happened next feel even sharper. Because it reminded me exactly what I was letting another man touch.
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      Inside, the door clicked shut, and the air changed. She slipped off her heels. Practical. Controlled. She poured water into three glasses like a hostess. The normalcy was unsettling. It made the tension heavier.

      Daniel took his glass, fingers brushing hers. His touch lingered. She allowed it. Then she stepped back toward me. Always back toward me, even when she was about to drift away.

      I kissed her first. Slow. Deep. The kind of kiss that carried history and ownership and choice. Her hands gripped my shirt, and for a moment it felt like we were alone.

      Then she turned to Daniel.

      He approached carefully, like he understood she was not a prize to seize. He was being invited into a system, and he wanted to keep the invitation open.

      His hand cupped her jaw. He kissed her gently at first. Then deeper. Her breathing changed.

      She pulled back slightly and looked at him. “Slow.”

      He nodded immediately. “Tell me if anything feels off.”

      “It won’t,” she said, and the confidence in her voice made Daniel inhale sharply.

      She reached for his tie and tugged him closer. “I want you distracted,” she murmured. “But I want you controlled.”

      Daniel exhaled, half laugh, half surrender. He removed his jacket. Then his tie. Neat, deliberate motions. She watched him, then looked at me. The look was not sweet. It was bright and hungry and challenging. She unzipped her dress slowly, letting the fabric loosen, then slide. Daniel stared.

      He said, “You’re stunning,” again, and this time his voice cracked slightly on the word.

      “Say it to him,” she told Daniel softly.

      Daniel glanced at me, surprised.

      “Tell him what you see,” she repeated, voice calm, eyes on mine.

      Heat crawled up my neck.

      Daniel swallowed. “She’s… unreal,” he said, and he looked at me while he said it. “I don’t know how you’re standing there letting me watch her get naked.”

      The sting of that sentence was immediate.

      She smiled faintly, pleased by my discomfort. “Because he wants to,” she said.

      I moved to the chair by the window. Not retreating. Positioning. Watching. My jacket slid off my arms and I loosened my own tie. I was in for a long night.

      Daniel’s hands moved over her waist, then her hips, then down her thigh. He was careful, but the hunger was in his fingers.

      She reacted with controlled breaths. She wasn’t performing. She was enjoying.

      “You like how my hands feel on you?” Daniel asked her, voice low.

      She glanced at me. “Answer him,” she said to herself, almost like a reminder to stay in the moment.

      “Yes,” she told Daniel. “He’s eager.”

      Daniel’s eyes flicked toward me again. That was the first comparison. Light. Teasing. But it still landed like a bruise.

      She leaned closer to Daniel and murmured something that made him smile, then she spoke louder. “He likes seeing me respond.”

      Daniel’s mouth curved. “Do you like knowing he’s watching?”

      “Yes,” she said, and she didn’t soften it. “It makes me feel… bold.”

      Daniel’s hand slid firmer at her waist. She inhaled sharply.

      “And it makes him feel what?” Daniel asked, still looking at her, but asking about me.

      She turned her head toward me slowly. “Exposed,” she said softly.

      It wasn’t said cruelly. It was said truthfully. The word hit me hard enough that I had to grip the arms of the chair. She saw that reaction. Her eyes darkened with satisfaction. That was still teasing.

      Still controlled.

      Still safe.

      Then it dipped.
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      Daniel guided her toward the bed. She sat. He stood between her knees, his hands resting at her shoulders. He looked at her for a moment, as if he was choosing his next words. Then he looked at me.

      “You’re really going to sit there,” he said quietly, “while I make her breathe like that?”

      The sentence was direct. It was not polite. It was the first time he pushed past diplomacy. My face heated again. My chest tightened. She didn’t correct him. She didn’t soften it. She let him say it.

      Then she added, even quieter, “He doesn’t have to sit.”

      Daniel’s gaze sharpened. “But he will.”

      I felt it then. The shift from teasing humiliation into something raw. Because it wasn’t just that she wanted him. It was that she was letting him mark the dynamic out loud. She was letting me be spoken about while I watched.

      She turned her face toward me, eyes bright. “Tell him you’re staying.”

      I forced the words out. “I’m staying.”

      Daniel’s mouth curved slightly. “Good.”

      The approval should have irritated me. It didn’t. It made my stomach twist. She watched my reaction like it was part of her pleasure. Then she leaned forward and kissed Daniel again, slow and deep. Her hands slid up his chest. His fingers tightened at her hips. Her breath hitched. And she didn’t look at me for longer than she had all night. That absence hurt more than any sentence. It tilted the ground under me. I sat there, heat climbing my neck, unable to move.

      She finally looked up again, and her eyes were distant for a beat, like she’d forgotten I was there. Then she smiled, as if remembering, as if deciding what to do with me.

      “Tell him,” she said to Daniel, “what you want.”

      Daniel’s gaze stayed on her, but his voice was aimed at me. “I want to hear her,” he said. “And I want you to watch her forget herself.”

      She inhaled sharply at his words.

      Then she spoke, voice calm but edged. “He likes it when I forget him a little.”

      That was the second comparison. Sharper. More personal. Daniel’s eyes flicked to mine. He saw the effect. He didn’t stop.

      “Do you?” he asked me.

      This was the moment, the place where the humiliation turns from implied to acknowledged.

      My throat tightened.

      She looked directly at me. Not kind. Not cruel. Exact.

      “Answer,” she said.

      I exhaled slowly. “Yes.”

      The admission left me feeling exposed, but also strangely relieved.

      Daniel’s mouth curved. “Good.”

      She watched me for a long moment, and then, like she sensed she’d cut close to something fragile, she tilted the tone back toward teasing.

      I watched as my wife opened herself for him. Daniel’s head lowered, dove into the sweetness that was my wife. I could imagine what he was tasting at that moment. His tongue sliding along her slit, pushing into her folds and flicking her clit.

      It was hard not to come unglued watching. My cock ached to be touched. I was teetering up on the border of uncomfortable and the only thing I could do was wrap my hand around my own length and watch my wife unravel.
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      She reached behind her and extended her hand without looking away from Daniel. I stood and took it, stepping closer. Her fingers tightened around mine. The tether returned.

      Daniel’s hands back at her waist, his mouth at her neck, but she held my hand firmly as if she was reminding me, and herself, that I was not outside the scene.

      I was inside it.

      She turned her head slightly toward me. “Look at me,” she said softly.

      I did.

      Her expression was flushed, eyes half-lidded, but there was a calm center beneath the heat. She was still present. Still choosing.

      “Tell him,” she said, voice soft, “what you see.”

      My mouth went dry again. “I see you enjoying him.”

      Daniel’s breath caught.

      “And?” she prompted.

      “And I see you still coming back to me.”

      She smiled at that, faint and pleased.

      Daniel paused and looked at me. “She’s incredible,” he said quietly. “You’re letting me touch something that could ruin a man.”

      The sentence was almost respectful. Almost. But the implication stung again.

      She laughed softly. “He isn’t ruined,” she said softly. “He’s awake.”

      Daniel leaned in, voice low. “Do you like how he looks when he’s affected?”

      She turned her face toward me and studied me like a work of art. “Yes,” she said. “He tries to be strong. It’s adorable.”

      Teasing again. The sting returned, but lighter. She didn’t push deeper. She let it hover.

      Daniel’s hands moved with careful hunger. Her breath deepened. Her shoulders tensed, then loosened.

      She tightened her grip on my hand as Daniel entered her completely. I watched her eyes roll back in her head with each thrust he gave. My own cock needing to be where his was, but unable to. 

      When her control finally slipped in small, honest ways, it was not theatrical. It was layered. Built. Earned. Her breath catching, her body shivering, her expression softening into something helpless for a moment. I watched the orgasm take her under completely. Our hands still connected, but only our hands.

      Daniel held her steady, as if he understood he was borrowing, not claiming. His mouth now latched around my wife’s breast as her body shook. I could see the grin plastered on his face even if he thought it was hidden.

      And she kept holding my hand throughout. Never letting go, never loosening. That detail mattered. It kept me from falling too far into the raw ache. It kept the humiliation from becoming harm.
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      After, Daniel dressed quietly. He didn’t swagger. He didn’t brag. His respect returned with his shirt buttons and his careful movements.

      He paused near the door and looked at her. “Thank you,” he said, and then he glanced at me. “Thank you.”

      I nodded once. He left. The door clicked shut again, and the room felt suddenly still. 

      She sat on the edge of the bed, hair slightly mussed, skin warm. She stared at the carpet for a moment as if listening to her own pulse.

      Then she looked up at me.

      “Come here,” she said softly.

      I approached slowly.

      She reached for my hand and pulled me down in front of her, her fingers tracing my knuckles like she was re-learning me.

      “How do you feel?” she asked.

      I swallowed. “Small.”

      Her eyes softened. Not pity. Recognition.

      “And?” she asked.

      “And turned on,” I admitted, voice low. “More than I want to be.”

      She nodded once, like that honesty was exactly what she wanted.

      She touched my face gently. “I saw you,” she said. “I saw the moment it got raw for you.”

      I exhaled. “You didn’t look at me for a while.”

      “I know,” she whispered. “That was the point. I wanted to see if you’d stay when it stung.”

      My chest tightened again. “I stayed.”

      She leaned forward and kissed me. Slow. Certain. Not a reward. A reconnection.

      “I’m proud of you,” she murmured against my mouth.

      The words were soft, but they landed heavy.

      I pulled back slightly. “Did you like it,” I asked, “when he talked to me like that?”

      She smiled faintly. “Yes. Because it made it real.”

      “And when you said I liked being forgotten a little?”

      Her gaze held mine. “That one was true,” she said. “But only for a second. Only because I knew you’d come back when I reached.”

      She squeezed my hand. “I did not lose you.”

      I nodded, unable to speak for a moment.

      Then she smiled again, teasing returning like silk. “Besides,” she added softly, “you like it when I’m bold.”

      I exhaled a shaky laugh. “I do.”

      “And you like it when you feel affected,” she said, eyes bright. “You hate that you like it, but you like it.”

      I didn’t deny it.

      She brushed her thumb over my cheek. “Next time,” she murmured, “I’ll keep it teasing longer before I go raw.”

      My stomach tightened. “You planned that?”

      She smiled, unapologetic. “I planned the curve. I didn’t plan exactly where you’d break.”

      The word break made my breath hitch.

      She softened instantly, hand pressing to my chest. “Not break in a bad way,” she corrected. “Break open. Let me see you.”

      I swallowed. “You did.”

      She kissed me again, longer this time, more intimate than anything in the hotel room with Daniel, because this kiss belonged only to us.

      I guided her back down on the bed, her legs parting for me. My hands traveled her body and when they found her wet cunt, filled with his seed, I knew what I had to do.

      “I’m going to clean you.”

      My body repositioned and now my head nestled between her legs. I could see his leftover seed dripping from her folds. Inhaling, I let his scent fill me. Not to arouse me but to fuel my need to experience what I let him have. My lips pressed to hers, my tongue diving in, lapping up his seed. 

      I knew what I was tasting wasn’t the same as he enjoyed, his seed had tainted her natural juices, but I didn’t care. I had one purpose and one purpose only.
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      At home, the quiet felt different. The house didn’t know what we’d done. The walls didn’t hum with tension the way the hotel did. But her body still carried the echo of the night, and so did mine. She stood in the bedroom doorway for a moment, watching me, her expression unreadable.

      Then she stepped closer and placed her hands on my shoulders.

      “You’re home,” she said.

      I nodded. “So are you.”

      She smiled, and the warmth in that smile made my throat tighten. She guided me to sit on the edge of the bed, then stood between my knees, fingertips lifting my chin.

      “Look at me,” she said softly.

      I did. Her eyes were steady now. The teasing was still there, but gentler.

      “I want you to hear this clearly,” she said. “You were never second. Not once.”

      My chest tightened.

      “You felt exposed,” she continued, “because I wanted you to feel it. Not because you are.”

      I swallowed hard. “It didn’t feel like a game in the moment.”

      “I know,” she whispered. “That’s why it mattered.”

      She kissed me, slow and deliberate, then rested her forehead against mine.

      “I love you,” she said.

      It wasn’t dramatic. It was absolute. I exhaled shakily, the ache in my chest loosening. “I love you too.”

      She smiled faintly. “And I love that you stayed.”

      Her hands slid into my hair, cradling my head like I was something precious.

      “I could have done a thousand things tonight,” she murmured. “But the only thing that mattered was coming back to you with my eyes open.”

      She kissed me again, deeper now, and the heat returned, different than before. Not humiliating. Not sharp.

      Ours. Her voice dropped. “You want to know what turned me on the most?”

      I swallowed. “Tell me.”

      “The moment you admitted it,” she said softly. “When you said yes. When you let me see the part of you that wanted it even while it stung.”

      I exhaled, my forehead pressing against hers.

      “That’s intimacy,” she whispered. “Not just bodies. Not just attention. The truth.”

      She straddled my lap, nothing between us. Our naked bodies are as exposed as our raw emotions. She pulled me into her, and the night folded inward, turning from public tension into private devotion. The ache softened into something steady. The sting became warmth.

      And when she finally curled against me afterward, her fingers tracing slow circles on my chest, she whispered the only thing I needed to hear.

      “You’re my choice,” she said.

      Not because she had to. Because she wanted to. And that made every sharp edge worth surviving.
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      Morning came slower than expected.

      The light filtered through the curtains in soft gray lines, cutting across the room in quiet stripes. She was already awake when I opened my eyes. I could feel it. Her body wasn’t fully resting against mine. It was alert. Thoughtful.

      She was on her side, propped on one elbow, watching me.

      “You didn’t sleep much,” she said softly.

      It wasn’t a question.

      “No,” I admitted.

      She didn’t look worried. She looked curious.

      “What kept you up?”

      I stared at the ceiling for a moment before answering. The truth felt heavier in daylight.

      “The part where you didn’t look at me,” I said finally.

      Her expression shifted, not defensive. Reflective.

      “In the middle,” I continued. “There was a stretch where you forgot I was there.”

      She studied me carefully.

      “I didn’t forget you,” she said.

      “It felt like it.”

      Silence settled between us. Not tense. Not fragile. Just honest. She reached out and traced a line down my chest with her fingertip. Slow. Measured.

      “That was the raw part,” she said quietly.

      “You planned that.”

      “I planned the curve,” she corrected. “I didn’t know exactly when it would turn.”

      I turned my head to look at her fully.

      “You wanted to see how far I’d go.”

      “Yes.”

      No hesitation.

      “Why?”

      Her hand paused against my skin.

      “Because you always stay strong,” she said. “You hold everything steady. You’re composed. Confident. I wanted to see what happened when you weren’t.”

      I swallowed.

      “You saw.”

      “I did.”

      She shifted closer, her thigh sliding over mine. Not seduction. Connection.

      “You were shaken,” she said softly. “But you didn’t leave. You didn’t interrupt. You didn’t shut it down.”

      “I thought about it,” I admitted.

      She nodded. “I know.”

      That startled me. “You saw that?”

      “I felt it,” she said. “Your energy changed. It got quieter. Tighter.”

      I exhaled slowly. “And you kept going.”

      “Yes.”

      The word wasn’t cruel. It wasn’t apologetic. It was factual.

      “Because I wanted to see if you trusted me enough to stay even when it hurt.”

      The honesty made my chest tighten. “It did hurt,” I said.

      “I know.”

      She leaned in and kissed me gently. No hunger. No edge. Just warmth. “And you liked it,” she added softly.

      I hesitated.

      She waited.

      “That’s the part that’s messing with me,” I admitted. “I hated feeling small. But I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to stop it.”

      Her lips curved faintly. “You liked being exposed.”

      “Yes.”

      “You liked that I saw you affected.”

      “Yes.”

      “You liked that he knew.”

      That one landed heavier. I took a breath before answering. “Yes.”

      She smiled in a way that wasn’t teasing this time. It was intimate. “That’s not weakness,” she said. “That’s vulnerability.”

      “It didn’t feel powerful.”

      “It wasn’t supposed to.” She shifted so she was half over me now, her hair falling around her shoulders.

      “You know what turned me on the most?” she asked quietly.

      “The comparison?” I guessed.

      She shook her head. “The moment you said yes.”

      I frowned slightly.

      “When he asked if you liked it,” she clarified. “When you admitted it out loud. That’s when it stopped being just heat and became real.”

      I stared at her.

      “You’re not attracted to dominance,” she said softly. “You’re attracted to truth. So am I.” She pressed her palm flat against my chest.

      “When you said yes, you let me see the part of you that doesn’t pretend.”

      The room felt smaller in a different way now. Not charged. Close. “I was embarrassed,” I admitted.

      “I know.”

      “And you liked that.”

      “Yes.” She didn’t dodge it.

      “I liked seeing you stripped of the performance,” she continued. “You weren’t trying to be the strong husband. You were just you. Wanting. A little shaken. Still choosing to stay.”

      Her thumb brushed slowly along my jaw. “That’s intimacy.”

      I let that settle.

      “What about the comparisons?” I asked quietly. “When you called him eager. When you said I liked being forgotten.”

      Her expression softened. “I said those because they were true in the moment,” she said. “And because I knew you could handle the sting.”

      “You weren’t sure,” I corrected.

      She paused. “No,” she admitted. “I wasn’t completely sure.”

      That honesty surprised me more than anything else. “You took a risk,” I said.

      “Yes.”

      “With me.”

      “Yes.” She leaned down and kissed my forehead gently.

      “And you took one too.”

      We lay there in silence for a few breaths.

      Then she spoke again. “When it went raw,” she said softly, “I almost pulled it back sooner.”

      “Why didn’t you?”

      “Because I saw something in your eyes,” she said. “You were shaken, but you weren’t broken. You were awake.”

      The word echoed. Awake.

      “I didn’t want to humiliate you,” she continued. “I wanted to open you.”

      I swallowed. “You did.”

      She smiled gently. “I know.”

      She shifted so she was fully lying against me now, her head resting on my chest. “I would never push past the point where you lose yourself,” she said quietly. “I push right up to it. That’s the line.”

      “I felt close.”

      “I know.” She tilted her head up to look at me again. “Did you ever feel like I wasn’t coming back to you?” The question was careful.

      I considered it. “In the raw part,” I admitted, “for a second.”

      She nodded slowly. “That’s the most honest answer you’ve given me.”

      I frowned slightly.

      “Because you didn’t say yes or no,” she explained. “You said for a second.” She kissed me again, deeper now. “That second is what made the rest matter.” 

      I pulled her closer. “You came back,” I said.

      “Always.” Her voice was steady. “I didn’t leave you,” she continued. “I stretched you.”

      I let out a slow breath. “And I liked it,” I admitted quietly.

      She smiled against my chest. “I know you did.”

      Silence settled again, but this time it felt grounded. After a moment, she spoke with a faint teasing note returning. “Next time,” she murmured, “I’ll keep the comparisons lighter before I sharpen them.”

      I huffed a quiet laugh. “You’re planning a next time?”

      She lifted her head and met my eyes. “Only if you want one.”

      The invitation was real. I studied her for a long moment. “I do,” I said finally.

      Her smile widened slowly.

      “But,” I added, “I need to know something.”

      “What?”

      “If I ever said stop.”

      She didn’t hesitate. “We stop.” No delay. No caveat.

      That answer settled the last tight place in my chest.

      She saw it. “You stayed last night because you wanted to,” she said. “Not because you felt trapped.”

      “Yes.”

      “And that’s the only way this works.”

      She kissed me again, lingering this time. “I love you,” she whispered.

      The words felt steadier now than they had the night before.

      “I love you too.”

      She settled back against me, her fingers tracing slow, idle patterns over my skin. “You’re my choice,” she said again.

      Not reassurance. Not repair. Statement.

      I wrapped my arms around her and held her there, the sharp edges of last night softened into something warm and solid.

      The humiliation hadn’t broken me. It had revealed me. And she hadn’t left. She had guided me. The edge softened. The sting faded. She was still here.
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        Ben and Kelly had been married for more than eleven years when a career advancement opportunity meant they’d be spending their working weeks apart for a while. If Kelly’s tongue-in-cheek suggestion had been scandalous, then Ben’s response to it was downright outrageous.

      

      

      Ben and Kelly had known each other for fourteen years. Over the first three years they’d gone from colleagues to friends, from friends to fuck-buddies, from fuck-buddies to lovers, and from lovers to a happily married couple. 

      They’d met while working for the same pharmaceutical company. Ben had been immediately impressed; she was smart and pretty. They worked on the same project, attended regular meetings together and soon became friends. Kelly was still seeing a guy called Paul in Oxford, spending every weekend there, and Ben was dating one of the women from the Biology Department. 

      It had been about a year later when Ben got the impression Kelly wasn’t looking forward to her weekends the way she used to. He remembered her always being in a good mood on Fridays, but she’d become sullen and less bright-eyed. Though Ben was no longer seeing the biologist, he tried to be supportive when Kelly revealed she and Paul were going through a rough patch. 

      A few weeks after her revelation, both of them attended a conference at Manchester University. Rather than catch the first train home, a few of the younger crowd – including Ben and Kelly – went out for drinks in the city.  

      They all caught the last train home and, as people drifted away to their own houses, Ben and Kelly decided to have one last drink in the local pub. There was an obvious mutual attraction – the hidden smiles, the way the two of them tended to stay behind in the tearoom when everyone else had returned to the lab – and after Ben walked her back to her house, she invited him in. That was the first time they slept together. Kelly continued seeing Paul at weekends, but she also slept with Ben during the week. This arrangement went on for several months before she and Paul finally ended their relationship.

      It felt like a natural transition for Kelly and Ben to come out as a couple in front of the rest of their colleagues. They enjoyed a happy and healthy relationship, eventually moved in together and got married eighteen months later.

      As their relationship evolved, so did their careers. Ben moved from the research labs to the Process Department, and Kelly transferred into the Regulatory Department. While Ben still dressed in jeans and t-shirts, Kelly was now expected to follow the office dress code. Ben thoroughly approved; she looked so much sexier in a crisp blouse, fitted skirt and high heels than in a loose-fitting labcoat.

      Ben was at work one afternoon when he received an email from Kelly saying she had something they’d need to discuss later. She suggested that rather than going straight home, they meet for dinner and a drink.

      Kelly was already there when Ben arrived, and he smiled when he saw she’d bought him a beer. He gave her a kiss on the cheek before taking the chair opposite hers.

      “So,” he said, picking up his bottle, “what is it we need to discuss?”

      “Roy’s offered me a promotion to a manager’s role.”

      Ben wasn’t surprised. She was bright and good at her job. And he certainly wasn’t the type of man to get offended that his wife earned more than he did. But the way she’d worded it made him pause.

      “What do you mean by ‘offered’ a promotion? Don’t they usually just promote you?”

      She chewed her lower lip. “If the new role was taking Roy’s job, they would have done exactly that.”

      “But it’s not?”

      She shook her head. “It’s at the Guildford site.”

      Ben nodded, his mind racing. Guildford was in Surrey. It was about thirty miles from London, but it was over two-hundred miles from their home. “Do I need to look for a new job?”

      She smiled and shook her head. “I’d just be filling in while the manager down there is on maternity leave. Once she comes back, I’ll return to our office and take over from Roy, who’ll be retiring next year.”

      “So we’ll live apart for the next twelve months?”

      “Just during the week.”

      He didn’t like the idea of them not being together all the time, but he knew this was a great opportunity for her. “I’m sure we could make it work,” he said. “Where will you live?”

      “The company will find me a flat and pay all the bills.”

      “Wow.” Ben struggled to get his own boss to sanction even the most basic expenses when he went anywhere on company business.

      She placed her hand on his. “It’ll make a big difference to my earnings. There’ll be a twenty percent increase in salary, a six grand a year car allowance and a bigger annual bonus.”

      He smiled. “Okay then, go for it.”

      Nothing more was said about the prospect of them spending most of the following year apart. They ate dinner and talked about mundane stuff. When she asked if he wanted to see the pudding menu, he smiled and said he could wait. In bed later, Kelly snuggled close and kissed his chest. She trailed her kisses lower, and he threaded his fingers into her hair and let out a long sigh. After only a couple of minutes he stopped her, pulled her up on top of him and entered her. She rode him slowly until she came, then made him get on top until he came. Lying in the tangled sheets afterwards, Ben realised how much he was going to miss their weeknights of dinner in the pub and dessert in bed.

      Over the following few weeks, Kelly visited Guildford several times. She usually just went down for two days, but on a couple of occasions she stayed for two or three nights in a hotel. Ben soon got used to sleeping alone, and he felt sure their relationship wouldn’t suffer with having to spend most of their time apart. After all, it’d only be for twelve months.

      * * * *

      The weekend before Kelly started her new job, Ben accompanied her down to Guildford. They took both cars, hers filled with her clothes, and his filled with things like the fresh bedding they’d bought for her, a couple of kitchen gadgets only she used, her smart speaker and the rest of her clothes. 

      It was the first time either of them had seen her flat, and they were impressed. It was in a modern building with views over the River Wey and the castle. It had secure parking and was in easy walking distance of the town centre. After they’d unpacked Kelly’s stuff, they headed into the town to find something to eat. Guildford turned out to be a much nicer town than Ben had imagined. It had lots of medieval architecture and a vibrant town centre of bustling shops and nice pubs. After they’d eaten, they took a walk along the side of the river.

      “It’s really nice here,” he said.

      Kelly nodded. “It is, but I’m not sure how much of it I’ll actually see because I’ll be working most of the time I’m here.”

      “We could alternate weekends,” he said. “You come home one weekend, I’ll come stay down here the next. That way you don’t have to drive four hundred miles every weekend.”

      Kelly gave him a beautiful smile. “Good idea. That means we’ll get to spend time exploring this area and still go to the usual places back home.”

      They spent the rest of the weekend making the flat ‘homely’ for Kelly, and then Ben left on Sunday afternoon to drive home.

      Ben had expected spending weeknights alone to feel weird, but he found he soon got used to it. He and Kelly spoke on the phone every night, and he was relieved to hear that she was enjoying her new role and that the people in her team seemed to be focused and competent. 

      When she returned on the first Friday evening, Ben had prepared dinner. They ate and shared a bottle of wine, then snuggled on the couch watching a movie. He knew Kelly would be tired after a full day at work and a three-hour drive, so when they got into bed he just held her close, and that was enough for both of them. The following morning, though, Ben woke to gentle kisses on his neck. He rolled onto his back and Kelly slid on top of him, her body soft and warm.

      “Good morning,” she whispered, her hair hanging on either side of his face and she smiled down at him.

      “Hi.” He ran his hands down her bare back and gripped her buttocks.

      She kissed him gently. “It’s nice waking up next to a big strong man.”

      “Hmm, I’m not sure I’d enjoy that.” He reached down and guided his cock inside her. “But having soft, smooth legs rubbing against mine is nice.”

      She kissed him again, then began to move in a slow, sensual rhythm. He gripped her hips as she rode him. Kelly moved faster, her breathing becoming ragged until it caught and he felt the clench of her orgasm. After the spasms had faded, he rolled them both over and fucked her with a week’s worth of passion. She moaned and rose to meet his thrusts, encouraging him to take her roughly. Ben pinned her hands to the mattress above her head and pounded her as hard as he could until he came.

      They spent the rest of the day pottering around the house and garden, then went out for dinner on Saturday night. They made love again on Sunday morning, and Kelly left to drive south in the late afternoon.

      The following weekend followed a similar pattern, though this time Ben drove down on Friday evening and they spent Saturday and Sunday morning exploring Guildford.

      * * * *

      It was about three months after she’d moved to Guildford when Ben phoned her on Tuesday evening and heard a lot of background noise. She was clearly not in her flat.

      “Have I called at a bad time?” he asked.

      “No, it’s just… Hang on.” He heard her excuse herself, then muffled sounds of her walking until the hubbub diminished and she came back on the line. “Sorry, we’re in a pub but I’ve come out to the beer garden where it’s quieter.”

      “We?”

      “Yeah, a bunch of us from the office decided to come out for a couple of drinks.”

      “Cool. Is it somebody’s birthday?”

      “No, nothing like that. One phase of the work we’ve been doing has just wrapped up, so we thought we’d celebrate.”

      “Oh, okay. I’m sorry for disturbing your evening.”

      “Your phone calls are always welcome.”

      He could see her smile in his mind’s eye. “Well, get back to your friends. You can phone me when you get home, but if it’s late I may be asleep.”

      “Okay, I’ll text first to see if you’re awake.”

      Ben laughed. “Good plan. Have a good night.”

      “Bye, love.”

      After he’d hung up, Ben went to the fridge and got himself a beer. He approved of Kelly going out to celebrate with all her new work colleagues. A little part of him had worried that if she spent every hour of her downtime alone in her flat, she’d start to go stir-crazy. Knowing she was developing a social life outside office hours was a relief.

      He imagined her at that moment, relaxing in a pub while dressed in a smart blouse, pencil line skirt and high heels. She probably had her hair pinned up or pulled back in a ponytail, which was how she usually wore it at work. No doubt most of the men in the pub would notice her, and his immediate reaction to that surprised him. He wasn’t jealous that strangers would be eyeing up his 35-year-old wife; he was proud that his beautiful wife would be turning heads.

      The morning after her night out, he’d woke to find a text from Kelly asking if he was still awake. It had arrived at half-past midnight. He replied with ‘Of course I wasn’t!’ and told her to phone him later when she was free to talk.

      When he went to stay with her in Guildford the following weekend, Kelly said she’d been out for drinks again since the night he’d phoned. She never said who she’d gone with and he never asked, but he wondered if it was a group of people or a single person.

      Their next weekend was spent back at home. As it was Kelly’s birthday later the following week, Ben had booked a table at her favourite restaurant for the Saturday night. He waited in their lounge while she got ready. When she came downstairs, he was stunned by how good she looked. She was wearing a fitted black dress, black nylons and heeled black suede shoes. Her long brown hair was tied in a braid over one shoulder, and the eyeliner and mascara she’d applied made her brown eyes look even bigger than usual. Her lips were painted bright red.

      “Wow,” was all he could say.

      She did a slow twirl to show how the dress hugged her bum. “Not bad for someone who’s moving into her late thirties, eh?”

      “You look incredible. And you’re only going to be thirty-six. I’m thirty-eight and still describe myself as in my mid-thirties.” He grinned. “I’ll admit to being in my late thirties when I’m thirty-nine-and-a half.”

      Kelly laughed and slipped her hand into his. “Come on. Take me out to dinner, get me tipsy, then bring me home and roger me senseless.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Ben felt a swell of pride at the way all the other men in the restaurant – customers and staff alike – let their eyes linger on Kelly when they were shown to their table. The food was as fabulous as always, and she claimed her new salary justified choosing a very expensive bottle of wine. Ben only had half a glass of it because he was driving, so Kelly drank the majority. She also had two glasses of prosecco before eating and a double brandy afterwards. When they got home, she thanked him for driving.

      “You’re welcome,” he said, slipping off his jacket and sitting on the couch.

      “So,” she said, standing on the rug directly in front of him. “You’ve taken me out to dinner, and you’ve gotten me tipsy.”

      Ben smiled and nodded his head. “I have, but I seem to remember there were three things on your list.”

      “Hmm.” Kelly reached around, unzipped her dress and pushed it down. When it pooled around her feet, she stepped out of it.

      Ben stared at her body. The lump that formed in his throat was far less prominent than the one growing in his trousers. Kelly had on a sheer black chemise, and her black nylons were lace-topped hold-up stockings.

      She smiled at his wide-eyed reaction. “I believe the third thing on my list was that you roger me senseless.” She raised her leg and placed her heeled shoe on his groin. “Is that okay with you?”

      He placed his hand on her foot and slowly ran it up her stockinged calf. “It’s more than okay with me.” He leaned forward and kissed her bent knee. “Shall we retire to the bedroom?”

      Kelly took her foot from his groin and stood in front of him. “No. Fuck me here.”

      He looked up into her eyes. “I can do that.” 

      Lowering his gaze, he took in her firm breasts, the dark areolas clearly visible through the sheer lace of the chemise. He placed his hands on her hips, leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on her mound. Then he carefully undid the three buttons at her crotch, the material there already slick with her juices.

      Ben stood up and kissed her on the mouth. He held her close for a moment before turning her around and sitting her on the couch he’d just vacated. After dropping to kneel between her feet, he eased her legs apart and ran his hands up her legs. He got a thrill when the contact went from nylon to bare skin, especially because the insides of her soft thighs were damp with her arousal.

      He glanced up at her face and saw her staring at him through half-closed eyes. Holding her hips, he eased her forwards on the cushion until she was sitting right on the edge. Then he pushed the chemise up further to reveal her neatly trimmed landing strip. Without breaking eye contact, he leaned in and swept his tongue upwards through her drenched crease. Kelly let out a quiet sigh. He repeated the action, this time finishing by running his tongue around her clit.

      Kelly’s eyes closed and she let out a long exhale. “Oh, that feels so good.”

      “It does?”

      She took her lower lip between her teeth and nodded. “Hmm.”

      “Would it be okay if I make you come like this and then roger you senseless?”

      “Certainly.”

      He pushed as deep into her channel as he could manage and tongue-fucked her for a couple of minutes. Kelly moaned and slowly rocked her hips. His lower face was soon coated with her juices. When her breathing became shallow and her hip movements became erratic, her knew she was close. He pulled back his tongue and repositioned his mouth. Taking her swollen clit between his lips, he pushed two fingers deep into her pussy and pressed upwards.

      Kelly screamed, pressing her feet down and raising her bum off the cushion. Ben didn’t relent. He kept sucking her clit and prodding her G-spot. She screamed again, her whole body trembling as the orgasm surged through her. In the end she placed her hand on his forehead and pushed him away, laughing.

      “Fuck, that was…” She blinked, then shook her head. “God, that was intense.”

      “Sorry.”

      She smiled. “Don’t be. But now I want your cock.”

      “You do?”

      “Oh yeah.” She tugged the top of the chemise down to reveal her perfect breasts, then spread her legs wide, placing her heeled shoes on the rug. “I want you to fuck me senseless.”

      Ben smiled as he unfastened his trousers and released his cock. It was rock hard and had been dripping throughout him eating her out. He inched forward and swiped the tip through her folds.

      Kelly pushed down with her feet and raised her hips slightly to give him easier access. Gripping her hips, he eased forwards and sank into her molten centre. Both of them let out a sigh.

      “Oh God,” she whispered.

      He felt her clench around him, and then slid his cock slowly in and out while watching her beautiful face.

      “I miss your cock during the week,” she murmured, her eyes on his face.

      “Want me to buy you a vibrator to take to Guildford?”

      She smiled and shook her head. “They’re too cold. I want something warm.” He raised her eyebrows. “Maybe I should go back to my old habits…”

      He wasn’t sure what she was getting at. “Old habits?”

      “Hmm. Where I come home at weekends for sex but find myself a fuck-buddy for during the week.” 

      She held his gaze as Ben’s mind raced. Years earlier, he’d been her fuck-buddy during the week, and Kelly had gone home to her regular boyfriend in Oxford at weekends.

      Ben stabbed his cock into her with force. Kelly cried out in surprise, then clenched around him again.

      “You want a fuck-buddy?” He slammed into her again, then reached up and twisted her nipples.

      Kelly yelped, then raised her eyebrows again. “What do you think?”

      Ben withdrew, dragged her off the couch and manhandled her onto her knees. He bent her over until she was resting her upper body on the cushion, pushed her chemise up to her waist and re-entered her from behind. He pounded her with force. Kelly dropped her head onto the cushion and let out gasps with each thrust. 

      The thought of her finding a fuck-buddy drove his aggression, but he soon realised his actions weren’t jealousy-based. They were driven by his lust. The idea of her taking a lover turned him on.

      “So, your fuck-buddy,” he hissed, pulling her head back by the long braid. “You want him to fuck you like this?”

      Kelly didn’t respond immediately. He was just about to repeat his question when he felt the clench of her orgasm. She let out a guttural grunt and pushed back to meet his thrusts.

      “Oh, you dirty bitch.” He slammed into her harder still, amazed he hadn’t come yet. “Was it the idea of your fuck-buddy that got you off?”

      Kelly turned her head and stared at him over her shoulder. Her eyes seemed unfocused. “Shut up and fuck me.”

      “I bet you say that to all the boys.”

      She held his gaze. “It could be.”

      Ben looked down and slapped her bum cheek. Then, before she could react, he slid his thumb up her arsehole. Kelly squealed and came again. Her contractions were so strong they brought on his own orgasm. He shuddered and groaned as he emptied himself into her spasming pussy. For over a minute they moved together as one, her pushing back into his body as he ran his hands over her legs, hips and bum.

      When he finally pulled out, Kelly said she needed to visit the bathroom. While she was upstairs he fastened his trousers, picked her dress up, and draped it over the back of an armchair.

      When she returned, she stood just inside the lounge door and looked hesitantly at him. She’d removed her shoes and stockings but kept on the chemise. “Shall we go to bed now?”

      He nodded, turning off the lights as he followed her upstairs. As soon as they got to the bedroom, she turned and opened her mouth to say something, but he pulled her close and kissed her. She kissed him back, and he wrapped her in his arms.

      When they finally broke the kiss, he shrugged. “I’m sorry if I was rough.”

      “I loved it.” She smiled. “I wanted to be fucked hard, and that’s exactly what I got.”

      He wondered if her fuck-buddy comment had been just a ruse to rile him. He stripped to his boxers and got into bed. Kelly slid in beside him still wearing the black chemise. 

      She leaned in and kissed him. “You taste of me.” 

      “I like the taste.”

      “Hmm. Well, while I don’t mind it at the height of passion, I probably won’t appreciate it in the morning. So, before you fall asleep, I think you should wash your face and brush your teeth.”

      “Okay, but I’m not ready for sleep yet.”

      “You’re not?”

      He shook his head. “Funnily enough, there’s something on my mind.”

      “I see.”

      When she didn’t say more, he pushed his leg against hers. “Is there something we need to discuss?”

      She narrowed her eyes as if racking her brain, then shook her head. “Probably not.”

      “That’s not the impression I got downstairs.”

      She nodded but avoided eye contact.

      “Tell me what happened,” he said quietly.

      She looked directly at him, eyes wide. “Nothing’s happened.”

      It only took a moment to consider her answer, but it took him much longer to reflect on his own reaction to it. He didn’t know if he was relieved or disappointed. “But you’d like something to happen?”

      She started to reply but frowned, then shrugged. “It was just…” She let out a sigh. “No. What we have isn’t something I’m prepared to lose.”

      “Good, because I’m not prepared to lose it either.” He pushed his leg against hers again. “So why don’t you tell me what you’d like to happen.”

      Kelly sucked air through her teeth, then let it all out in a long exhale. “I miss not having you around. Sometimes it gets lonely, and sometimes⁠—”

      “You get horny?”

      She smiled and nodded. “Yes, sometimes I get horny.”

      “How horny?”

      She held his gaze for a moment, then seemed to come to a decision. “One night last week, a few of us had been out for a drink. It was all relaxed and we chatted about lots of things, but eventually the subject got on to sex.”

      “Were the people you were out with men or women?”

      “Both. Four men and three women, including me.”

      “So what exactly was the sex conversation about?”

      “Nothing specific but mainly about our past relationships. I confessed that I’d started sleeping with you while still seeing someone else. One of the other women had done the same, though she’d actually been married rather than just seeing a boyfriend.”

      “So you were talking about fuck-buddies.”

      “Yeah, I guess.” Kelly pushed the quilt down and swung her leg over his, sitting up and straddling his thighs. “But when I got home, I lay in bed and remembered how difficult it had been when I first started work. My fella was back in Oxford, and I was miles away and only getting sex at weekends.”

      “Kind of like what’s happening now.”

      “Hmm.” She ran her hand over Ben’s boxers. His cock stirred at her touch.

      He could see where this was going. “But you got around that problem by sleeping with me during the week.”

      “Yes, I did.” She pulled his shorts down and wrapped her warm, soft hand around his flaccid shaft. “But I wasn’t good at keeping secrets, and Paul soon guessed what I was up to.”

      “He did?” This was news to Ben. “But you two stayed together for months after we started seeing each other.”

      She nodded. “I think by then we knew we weren’t going to stay together, so we just kind of…” She shrugged. “We became fuck-buddies, too.”

      “Your relationship changed from boyfriend-girlfriend to a couple who just had sex?”

      “Yeah, sort of. He stopped seeing me as someone who was exclusively his, and he started asking things about us.”

      “What sort of things?”

      “How often we saw each other, what we did.”

      “What we did as in, what we did in bed?”

      She gripped his cock tighter and started to slowly pump her hand. “Hmm. He wanted to know if I made you use a condom, if I went down on you, if you had a bigger dick than he did. That sort of thing.”

      Ben was gobsmacked. “And did you tell him?”

      “Yeah.” She shrugged. “It made him horny, so it was a win-win for me. I told him about that time we’d gone for a walk in the countryside, when you fucked me standing up against a tree. He insisted on fucking me standing up, though we did it in his garden.”

      Ben frowned, unsure of how he felt about Kelly turning her ex on with tales of their passion. But when he realised his cock was fully erect, he couldn’t say if it was down to what she was doing with her hand or what she was telling him.

      “Anyway,” she said, now pumping his cock with long, languid strokes. “When I got back to my flat after our sexy chat the other night, I lay in bed and masturbated.”

      “You did?”

      She nodded. “I can’t remember the last time I’d jilled off, but I did it and I enjoyed it.”

      “You came?”

      “Hmm.” She pumped his cock faster. “Twice.”

      “And what were you thinking about while you rubbed yourself off?”

      She held his gaze for a second, then crawled further up the bed, quickly unbuttoned the chemise between her legs and impaled herself on his cock. She let out a groan, then leaned forwards and placed a hand on either side of his head. “I fantasised that I’d brought a fuck-buddy back to my flat, and rather than it being my fingers going in and out of my greedy hole, it was his cock.”

      Ben’s throat was suddenly dry. He stared up into her face, wondering if these revelations were in part due to the amount she’d drunk. “And was your fantasy fuck-buddy well-hung?”

      She smiled. “I’m not a size queen. I just imagined his dick was hard, and much bigger than my finger.”

      “And would you tell me about it when you come home at the weekend?”

      Her eyes opened a little wider. “Would you want me to?”

      He paused, then frowned. “I’m going to come.”

      She jerked her hips faster. “Would you want me to tell you about it, Ben?”

      He arched his back and exploded inside her. She gasped and ground herself against him, her braid swinging wildly over his face, then she came as well. 

      After her orgasm had passed, she dropped onto his chest.

      He kissed her cheek, then whispered, “Yes, I’d want you to tell me everything.”

      * * * *

      When Ben woke up next morning, he got up and went to wash his face and brush his teeth. Then he made his way back to bed and found Kelly was awake. He kissed her. 

      “Good morning,” he said.

      She smiled. “Hi.”

      “How’s the hangover?”

      “Non-existent. I wasn’t drunk.” She leaned up on one elbow, eyes searching his face. “I remember everything we talked about.”

      He nodded but didn’t answer. He’d spent over an hour lying in the dark last night thinking about what had been said.

      She licked her lips. “I also remember how you reacted downstairs when I mentioned it.”

      “Me too.”

      “Was it angry sex, Ben?”

      “No.”

      “So what was it?”

      “You told me later that Paul got horny when you told him about what you did with me.”

      “Yeah, he did.”

      He shrugged. “Maybe I got a bit horny thinking about it, too.”

      “You did?”

      He nodded. 

      She looked worried. “But that was because me and Paul knew our relationship was effectively over. We just stayed together for convenience. And sex.”

      He smiled and stroked her face. “That’s not the case with us. Our relationship is strong and it always will be.” He kissed her gently on the lips. “What we have will always be more than just sex.”

      “But what about⁠—?"

      “Anything you have with other people will be just sex. You’re not allowed to fall for them.”

      Her mouth dropped open, and her eyes bore into his. “Are you serious?”

      “Were you?”

      She frowned, then shrugged. Maybe she thought he was trying to trap her. “I don’t know.”

      “I think you do.” He pushed her down and rolled on top of her. She spread her legs and he placed his knees between hers. “I think you want to sleep with somebody in Guildford. What I don’t know is if it’s someone you already know, or if you want to pick up a stranger.”

      “Does it matter?”

      He thought about it. “Probably not.”

      “What if it’s both?”

      He shrugged. “Do both, I guess.”

      She turned serious. “This will be a new way of life.”

      “I know. If we don’t like it, we can always go back to the old one.” He grinned. “Will you tell me all the stuff Paul asked about?”

      “Things like if I make him use a condom, if I go down on him, or if his dick’s bigger than yours?”

      “Yeah, things like that.”

      “Would you want to know?”

      He nodded.

      “In that case, I’d tell you.” She was quiet for a moment. “Would you want to find yourself a fuck-buddy too?”

      He blinked, surprised by the question. After considering it, he shook his head. “No. I just want you.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yeah.”

      Kelly gave him another beautiful smile. “If we both like the new way of life, what will we do when it’s time for me to move back up here?”

      “I guess you’ll just need to be more discreet.” He reached down and gripped his boxers. “I’ve got another hard-on.”

      “Good.”

      “What do you want me to do with it?”

      She smiled. “You know what I want you to do with it.”

      “And what about next weekend?” he asked. “What’ll happen then?”

      She raised her head and kissed him. “I’ll tell you all about what I’ve done during the week, then you’ll fuck me senseless.”

      
        
        About Delores

      

      

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

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

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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            An Eye Opener

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I thought your readers might like to hear about something that happened to me a few nights ago. Me and some friends followed our regular Saturday night routine of watching the televised game at a sports bar, then going for something to eat. We always finish the evening at one of the bars with music and dancing.

      It was past eleven when we got to the music bar last Saturday, and the place was bouncing. I spotted a sexy brunette in a group of women, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She must have noticed me staring because she gave me a smile when she and her friends stepped onto the dance floor. I immediately dragged a couple of my buddies with me, and we started dancing next to them. In less than a minute she was dancing right next to me. The song changed and we kept dancing. The song after that one was a slow one, and she moved in close and slipped her arms around my waist. I glanced around but couldn’t see her friends or mine.

      She told me her name was Amy, and before the slow song had finished we’d started making out. We stayed on the dance floor, smooching and pressing our bodies together or quite a while. I’d had a hard-on for at least three of the songs, and she’d been grinding herself against it. When I asked if she wanted to come back for a drink, she said she’d have to ask her husband. I nearly fell over.

      I apologised, explaining I’d had no idea she was married, pointing out she wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. She laughed and told me not to worry, her husband wasn’t the possessive type. She left me for a minute, and I glanced around nervously, unsure if her husband was in the bar as well or if she was going to phone him. Then she was back and smiling brightly, asking if my place was close enough to walk or if we’d need a taxi. 

      I was more than a little conflicted. Amy was really sexy, and from the way she’d responded to the kisses and the dry humping, I reckoned she was hot to trot. But she was married. Not only that, she’d told her husband I’d invited her back to my place for a drink. I felt sure he’d be waiting outside with several other guys, and that they’d kick the shit out of me as soon as I left the bar.

      Amy seemed to sense my discomfort. She leaned in and kissed me, then held my hand and led me out of the bar. There were dozens of people milling around on the pavement, but nobody paid us any attention. It was only a ten-minute walk to my building. 

      Once we were inside my apartment, I asked what she wanted to drink. She said she didn’t actually need a drink, then unfastened something behind her neck and her dress slid down and off. I stared wide-eyed at her killer body in just a silky red bra and matching thong. 

      She passed me her phone and told me to take her photo. I was puzzled but did so. She reached around her back, unclipped her bra then struck a pose. I took two photos of her tits, which sat high on her chest and didn’t sag at all. Without saying a word, she stepped close and dropped to her knees in front of me. I held my breath as she unfastened my trousers and fished out my cock. She looked up into my eyes, parted her lips and took it into her mouth. Keeping her eyes fixed on mine, she bobbed her head and took me deeper each time. Then she pulled back and told me to get a couple of photos of her with my dick in her mouth. Though shocked, I did as she asked. She suggested I take a short video-clip, too. As I recorded that, she looked into the lens and took my full length into her mouth. I couldn’t help groaning, which no doubt would be picked up on the video too.

      Amy stood up and kissed me. Her lips were wet and her tongue tasted of my cock, but I didn’t care. She suggested we go through to the bedroom. Once there, she ordered me to strip off and lie on the bed, which I did. Then she passed me her phone again and told me to take another photo. Without waiting for me to get the shot lined up, she slipped off her thong and stood next to the bed, totally naked. I took a few photos, zooming in on her shaved pussy. 

      She said she needed to get her bag from the living room, but when I reached into my bedside drawer and took out a condom, she smiled. After climbing onto the bed, she ripped the foil and rolled the rubber down my hard-on. Then she impaled herself and rode me slowly. Passing me her phone again, which I’d dropped on the bed, she told me to take a couple of photos of my cock buried in her pussy. I did so, then she suggested I shoot another video. After I pressed record, she started talking about me stretching her married pussy with my big cock. I got the impression this was all done for the video, because I know my cock is average in size. She told me to keep filming because she was going to come. I angled the phone up at her face and zoomed in. Her expression was really sexy when she came, her painted mouth wide open and her long lashes fluttering on her cheeks.

      I couldn’t hold the phone steady when she started to bounce harder on my cock, so I stopped recording. She told me to let her know when I was close. I gripped her hips and bounced her up and down, eager to blow my load. She reminded me to tell her when I was close, and I said ‘now’. She lifted off and knelt between my legs, ordering me to film it with her phone. Then she peeled off the condom and pumped me with her hand.

      I watched the screen as she wanked me off. She aimed my cock as I sent spurt after spurt onto her face, oohing and aahing like she was having the best time. Then she took it back into her mouth and sucked me, making me cry out with pleasure.

      Amy eventually released me, took the phone from my hand and asked where the bathroom was. I lay in a happy daze, shocked but thrilled about what had taken place. Nobody had ever asked me to film them having sex before – not even the women I’d been in relationships with.

      When she came back to the bedroom her face was clean and she had her dress on. She stepped into her shoes and put her thong in her bag. I asked if she could stay the night, but she shook her head. She told me she needed to get back because her husband would be eager to see the photos and watch the videos I’d taken. According to her, he’d fuck her brains out when he saw what a naughty girl she’d been. When I asked her to send me a copy of the films, she laughed and said they were for his eyes only. She gave me a kiss, then told me she’d see herself out.

      After she’d left my apartment, I got out of bed and walked to the living room window that overlooked the front of the building. I was worried she’d have to wait ages for a taxi, but as soon as she stepped out of the main door, a car pulled up and she climbed in. It wasn’t a taxi, so I assume it was her husband. Maybe he’d been watching us in the club and followed us here, or maybe she’d sent a text while she cleaned up in the bathroom.

      I went back to bed and thought about my night. I’d had a great time, but what kind of guy gets off on knowing his wife is in bed with another man? Then I imagined her slipping naked into bed with him and passing him her phone. What would she do to him as he looked at the photos of her topless in my living room and with my dick in her mouth? What would he think of the video of her reaching orgasm while riding my cock, or the one of her taking my load on her face? I grew hard again. 

      I stroked myself and wondered if I’d ever be able to see things the same way as Amy’s husband evidently did. 

      I thought about my ex. We were together for a couple of years and had a great sex life. Then she returned from a hen weekend in Benidorm and confessed that one night she’d had too much to drink and fucked a Spanish DJ. At the time I’d been devastated and ended the relationship. Now I wondered what would have happened if instead of dumping her, I’d asked her to tell me about the sex she’d had with the DJ. Would it have turned me on? Would I have listened to all the dirty details then fucked her brains out, just like Amy’s husband was going to do as soon as they got home?

      I honestly don’t know the answer, but my eyes have definitely been opened to the possibility of getting a kick from being a cuckold.

      -Andy W, Portsmouth.
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      It happened on our second night of a week-long stay in Vegas. We weren’t complete rookies — this was our third visit to Sin City — and yet on this occasion we seemed to have spectacularly bad luck in the casino.

      It wasn’t necessarily Brad’s fault, although I don’t think I lost quite as much quite so quickly as he did. Then there we were, not even midnight on our second night, and we’d burned right through our vacation fund.

      We were in the bar, drowning our sorrows — and Googling what there was to do in Las Vegas when you didn’t have much money — when this well-dressed older man perched on a stool beside me. He ordered a glass of expensive Champagne, then casually asked Brad and me if we needed a drink.

      Brad said no, but I was still a little mad at him because, rightly or wrongly, I saw him as more to blame for our gambling losses than I was. So I told the handsome stranger we’d love a drink if he was buying.

      Since he’d bought us drinks, it seemed only right for us to stay and chat with Christopher, as our patron was called. He was in town to lay the groundwork for a conference his company was organizing here in the fall. And on the one night of his trip, he’d allowed himself some time in the casino, he’d done very well for himself.

      Meanwhile, Christopher quickly guessed our situation — that we’d lost all our money much more rapidly than we’d planned for on our vacation. He was sympathetic and reassured us that our situation wasn’t unusual.

      I really enjoyed chatting with him, even though he was a little older than us. I admit, at first, I wanted to get back at Brad by flirting with this charming stranger in front of him. I guess I’d had a bit to drink, and the frustration in me made me want to make my husband jealous so he’d storm off — and then I’d feel right in yelling at him.

      I’m not saying I should have felt that way.

      But the big surprise was that Brad wasn’t getting jealous in the slightest. I guess Christopher was a likable guy. Yet it seemed like the more I flirted with him, the quieter my husband became, allowing me to fill the void by flirting with Christopher even more.

      We had a few more drinks, and I felt this real warmth deep inside me at the way Christopher was looking at me — even though he wasn’t doing anything actively inappropriate. Still, Brad wasn’t objecting.

      Christopher was due to fly out the next morning, and I remember Brad saying that he wished we could do the same, since there was no point in us being in Vegas without casino funds. Christopher suggested giving us his winnings from the evening, so that it might even prove enough to last us the rest of the week if we were more careful.

      At first, I couldn’t understand why he would make us such an offer.

      Then it became clear that the offer was contingent on my spending the rest of the night with Christopher.

      OMG.

      It totally reminded me of that old Robert Redford movie. The one where he buys Demi Moore for a million dollars.

      Well, Christopher wasn’t offering us a million dollars, but he was offering us a fun rest of the week. Of course, when he first made the suggestion, it just seemed like he was joking. I played along with the joke to try to provoke some kind of reaction from my husband.

      But Brad wasn’t being provoked. He took Christopher’s offer seriously. He excused us from Christopher’s company for a moment so we could talk — seriously — about his offer.

      I mean, Jesus. I was astonished my husband would seriously consider such an offer. And yet I accept it was a lot of money we were being offered. The potential for a truly wonderful rest of our vacation. Still. I was somewhat taken aback by Brad's apparent lack of fury that another man wanted to buy me for the night. So I decided to push this as long as I could to see if Brad would break.

      And that is why, a short while later, Christopher and I parted from my husband, and our charming new friend escorted me — and only me — back to his plush hotel suite.

      I swear, I sobered up almost completely during the elevator ride up to his floor. And now I was genuinely frightened that I was obligated to do things with this stranger that would potentially destroy my marriage.

      When we got up to the suite, however, Christopher said, ‘Do you think your husband would really have been okay with us sleeping together?’

      I gave him a confused look.

      He grinned. ‘I don’t really think it’s a good idea, doing this when we’ve all had a few drinks.’

      ‘But you gave Brad all your chips,’ I gasped.

      He laughed. ‘I like you guys. I feel bad for you having a lousy trip to Vegas. I would have given you something anyway, I didn’t need you to cheat on your husband.’

      ‘No,’ I said, feeling equal amounts of relief and disappointment. I mean, I’m telling you, Christopher was an attractive guy.

      Christopher poured us some drinks from the bar while I toured his suite and cooed over how impressive it was. He pointed out how interesting it was that my husband would so readily accept the offer for me to spend a night with another man, particularly when it had been made clear that the offer included the expectation of sex.

      For a moment, I was getting confused again, thinking Christopher really did mean to sleep with me that night.

      But as we discussed the possibility that Brad actually liked the idea of his wife sleeping with another man, it soon became clear that Christopher intended only to give my husband the impression we were doing the fandango up here in the suite.

      Christopher said he believed my husband might have cuckold tendencies. That he’d been too quick to allow us to potentially sleep together for any other explanation. He said if that was the case, I was a lucky woman. That I’d be able to explore the fantasy with Brad and potentially enjoy sleeping with other men while actually strengthening our marriage.

      As he explained the whole thing to me, it really was enlightening.

      We agreed to mount a kind of experiment. After spending a leisurely couple of hours with Christopher, chatting and drinking and enjoying the incredible views from the floor-to-ceiling windows, I took a shower before leaving the suite to give Brad the impression we’d actually had sex.

      The plan was that if Brad reacted badly to being given the impression I’d gone through with sleeping with Christopher, I’d be able to tell him the truth, that nothing had happened.

      When I went back downstairs and found Brad wandering around the casino, watching other people at the tables as a distraction, I actually expected him to get angry with me and start denouncing me. I was even ready for him to suggest he couldn’t stay married to me.

      I had a speech prepared in my head to let him know it had been a little prank. I had just wanted to see what he’d say if he really thought I’d been unfaithful.

      But Brad wasn’t angry. Not at all.

      His eyes widened as he saw me approaching, and then he rushed up to me and took me in his arms. We kissed, and the passion I felt in him was totally unexpected.

      Jesus, I could feel his hard-on pressing against me through our clothes. He was turned on by the thought that I’d cheated on him.

      He asked me point-blank if it had happened. I was so stunned by how excited he seemed by it that I could only nod and tell him yes, it had happened.

      Well, technically, I wasn’t lying. Something had happened. I just never defined what I meant by ‘it’.

      But that was all Brad needed to hear. He dragged me away, out of the casino. We hopped in a taxi, and he was all over me as it took us to our hotel.

      Oh my God. Everything Christopher had claimed was true. It seemed clear that my husband had secret cuckold tendencies. After all Christopher’s explanations, it was a serious turn-on for me to think that my husband got aroused by the prospect of me sleeping with other men. And that only fueled the fire between us as we arrived at the hotel and practically sprinted up to the privacy of our room.

      I couldn’t believe how hot it was that Brad wanted me so badly after I’d been with another man.

      He pulled off all my clothes, then he was kissing me all over, down my neck, my breasts, taking my nipples in his hungry mouth, while asking me what had happened with Christopher. I mean, I couldn’t help but make up a story about the handsome stranger making sweet love to me in his luxurious suite. Every word I uttered seemed to turn Brad on more and more.

      Then he was lying between my thighs, lapping at my pussy like it was the most enjoyable experience he’d ever had. I swear, that was the first time my husband had made me come for months. Maybe even years. It certainly wasn’t the last, however.

      It was so strange. Believing I’d cheated on him made him obsessed with me. We fucked like we were teenagers. And he was so hard when he finally entered me, it was like he’d swallowed a fistful of Viagra.

      I never told him I’d made everything up about sleeping with Christopher. But I did keep hold of the handsome stranger’s phone number — and we’ve already been texting each other to make plans to actually cuckold my husband at the very next opportunity.

      Maybe I’ll write you another letter when the deed has been done.

      - “Demi” from Seattle, Wa.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Curious Husband

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I never thought of myself as the kind of man who would enjoy watching his wife flirt with other men.

      But once you start noticing certain things, it becomes hard to pretend they are not there.

      My wife has always been beautiful. Not the flashy kind that walks into a room demanding attention. Her beauty is quieter than that. The kind that makes men look twice without realizing they are doing it. Soft smile, bright eyes, and a confidence that comes from knowing she does not need anyone’s approval.

      We have been married twelve years, and for most of that time I thought I knew everything about her.

      Then I started noticing how other men looked at her.

      At first it was harmless. We would go out for drinks after work, and I would see the bartender linger a little longer when he set down her glass. At restaurants, waiters remembered her order but forgot mine. At parties, men laughed a little too easily at things she said.

      She never encouraged it. At least that is what I told myself.

      Until one night when she did.

      We were at a friend’s house for a summer barbecue. Music playing, beer in coolers, people wandering in and out of the backyard while the sun dropped behind the trees. Nothing unusual.

      Except I noticed the way she was talking to one of our neighbors.

      His name was Matt. A tall guy who had recently moved into the house down the street. Friendly enough. The kind of guy who made conversation easily and seemed comfortable wherever he stood.

      I was across the yard talking with someone from work when I looked over and saw my wife laughing at something Matt said.

      It was not the laugh that caught my attention.

      It was the way she touched his arm.

      Light. Casual. Just the tips of her fingers brushing his forearm as if she had done it a hundred times before.

      Something about it made my stomach tighten.

      I should have walked over and joined them.

      Instead, I stayed where I was.

      Watching.

      Over the next hour I found excuses to stay nearby without interrupting them. Every time I glanced in their direction, they were still talking. Still smiling. Still standing a little closer than necessary.

      At one point she leaned in to hear him over the music, and he bent his head toward her. Their faces inches apart.

      She did not step away.

      When she finally noticed me watching, she gave me a small smile. A look that felt almost like a secret being shared across the yard.

      Later that night, when we got home, I could not stop thinking about it.

      About the way she laughed with him. The way she touched his arm.

      The way I had stood there and watched instead of stopping it.

      “You were quiet on the drive home,” she said as she kicked off her shoes in the kitchen.

      “I was just thinking,” I replied.

      “About Matt?”

      She said his name so casually it caught me off guard.

      I nodded.

      Instead of looking guilty, she leaned against the counter and studied me with that same quiet smile.

      “Did it bother you,” she asked, “or did you like watching?”

      The honesty of the question made my throat dry.

      “I’m not sure,” I admitted.

      She walked closer then, close enough that I could smell the faint trace of perfume still on her skin.

      “I saw you looking,” she said softly.

      That conversation should have ended things right there.

      Instead, it started something.

      Over the next few weeks, we ran into Matt a few more times around the neighborhood. Each time my wife seemed a little more relaxed talking to him. A little more playful.

      And every time, I found myself watching.

      Sometimes he would compliment her dress. Sometimes she would tease him about something small and harmless. The kind of light flirting that most couples probably never notice.

      But I noticed. Because she would glance at me while it was happening. Not apologizing.

      Almost asking permission.

      The night it went too far happened about a month later. A group of neighbors had gathered at a small bar down the road. Nothing fancy. Just dim lights, loud music, and people escaping the heat with cold drinks.

      Matt was already there when we arrived.

      Within minutes the three of us were standing together near the bar. Talking. Laughing. Ordering another round.

      I tried to act normal. But the longer the night went on, the more I realized something had shifted. She was not just flirting. She was enjoying being watched.

      At one point she leaned against the bar while Matt stood beside her, talking about something I barely heard. His hand rested near the small of her back. Not quite touching, but close enough that it felt deliberate.

      I should have stepped between them. Instead, I stayed where I was. My drink untouched in my hand. Watching. She looked at me then. And smiled.

      Not the polite smile she gives strangers. The one she gives when she knows exactly what she is doing.

      A few minutes later, Matt suggested stepping outside where it was quieter.

      Before I could respond, my wife looked at me and asked, “Do you mind?”

      The question hung in the air for a second. I could have said yes. I could have ended the entire thing with one word.

      Instead, I heard myself say, “Go ahead.”

      They stepped outside together.

      Through the front window of the bar, I could see them standing near the sidewalk under the glow of the streetlight. Talking close. Laughing again.

      At one point he leaned down and said something into her ear. She tilted her head back slightly. And for the first time that night, he placed his hand fully against her waist.

      Not a friendly gesture anymore. Something else. My heart was pounding so hard I thought someone inside the bar might notice.

      But the strangest part was that I did not feel angry. I felt something far more complicated.

      When they came back inside a few minutes later, her cheeks were slightly flushed.

      Matt finished his drink and said goodnight soon after.

      As we walked home together, neither of us spoke for several minutes.

      Finally, she looked over at me and asked quietly, “Did I take it too far?”

      I thought about the way they stood under that streetlight. The way she had looked back at me through the window.

      And the way I had not stopped any of it.

      “No,” I said.

      Her smile in the darkness told me she knew the truth.

      The next time we see Matt, I have a feeling things might go even further.

      And part of me cannot wait to see what happens.

      - A Curious Husband

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Mistaken Identity

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      Even now, I can’t believe this happened to me. Just had to write to see if my circumstances were unique. 

      My husband’s family had a beach house in South Haven, a beautiful beach town off Lake Michigan. Much of his extended family would get together every summer to enjoy the sun, water, and family fellowship. This time, my husband’s brother and two of his cousins were here with their respective families. They had already been there a week before we arrived.

      By the morning we finally pulled into the driveway, their wives and kids had left for the annual music festival, leaving me at home with the guys… or so I thought. I was actually tired from the extended drive up from Dallas. I planned to take a quick dip in the lake and then nap before the real family fun came later that night.

      The water was freezing. I didn’t really think about the impact that would have on my nipples as I dried off walking up to the house. But the guys noticed. They were all sitting on the deck, facing the water, as I approached. The brazen comments they made while I walked by… I couldn’t believe it. From my husband’s family! They were so sexually graphic and direct that it had my heart racing. We had been coming here every summer for almost our entire 19-year marriage. They had never treated me like that before!

      By the time I got past their male gauntlet, I couldn’t decide if I was outraged or flattered. I’m in my early 40s with three kids. I was still trim, though not like I was in my 20s! It had been a long time since anyone whistled as I passed, or had given me a second look at a bar. Maybe I was leaning to the flattered side, but still… these were family members.

      My husband, Daniel, sitting with the males in his family, winked at me as I passed, letting me know it was all in fun. I smiled back, nodding my head, letting him know I wasn’t upset. The guys in his family were very attractive and fit, especially his brother. That guy could get any girl going, I swear!

      But I was tired. As soon as I was in our room, I stripped off my wet two-piece and slipped into bed. The beach house was 80 years old. No one had thought of installing an air conditioner in all those years. On this hot summer day, the rooms were a little sticky even with the breeze coming off the lake. I closed the door, lying on top of the sheets with only a pair of panties on, and was quickly asleep.

      I came out of my slumber, feeling the touch of soft lips against my neck. My husband had always been a man who liked to awaken me with sensual intentions. I moaned, welcoming his touch, whispering his name without opening my eyes. He gently worked the panties down my legs, massaging my back and ass cheeks. His hands found a warm and moistening welcome below as I relaxed, spreading my legs slightly.

      Daniel straddled me, slowly pushing himself inside. I gasped as he spread me open. Not sure what it was, but my husband felt so much bigger than usual in this setting. I didn’t care, losing myself in his smooth strokes and our mutual pleasure. There was no conversation, only seductive massaging as we both built to what I expected to be a soft, yet satisfying conclusion.

      That wasn’t going to happen! Daniel pressed on my shoulders, trapping me beneath him. I shuddered at the strength of the need that surged inside me. I wanted to be taken just this way. He increased the pace of his plunges until he was slamming himself into me so hard I would groan with every thrust. I had no idea what had gotten into my husband this morning—he wasn’t typically this aggressive—I just wanted it to continue! 

      I couldn’t stop the climax that ripped right out of me as I heaved for a breath, enjoying the incredible pleasure this man was giving me.

      Then everything changed. My eyes snapped open at the sound of the grunting on top of me. That was not my husband! I whipped my head around to see my brother-in-law’s muscular physique pounding away until he exploded, filling me with his seed.

      I struggled, trying to get him off, now in genuine outrage at what he had done. Those struggles stopped as I noticed a man standing in the doorway. It was my husband! His wry grin was unlike anything I had ever seen on him before. A smile of triumph over what he had just seen. He knew what had been done; had seen the entire thing… and approved.

      Unsure of what to do, I relaxed on the bed, whimpering my husband’s name. You can imagine my surprise! Not only had his brother just fucked his wife, but he had watched it happen. That crude word was the only way to describe the treatment I had just endured. 

      Okay, maybe endured is too strong… enjoyed, loved, worshiped… all of those were better choices. My sex was still spasming at the pleasurable assault this man had made as he buried his load inside me. 

      And my husband had witnessed the entire show. I could see him stroking his hard shaft, his swimsuit at his ankles.

      I didn’t know what to say. A gentle slap on the ass followed by a kneading on my buttocks brought me back to the reality of where I was: naked in front of these two men. And only one of them was my husband!

      Daniel told me he had been looking for an opportunity to share me with his brother. The cousins had all driven into town to meet their families. This seemed the right chance.

      His brother withdrew, reaching for his bathing suit. I couldn’t help but focus on his plump cock. It was dripping with our combined juices and still engorged enough that it stuck out in front of him. Even though spent and deflating, it looked even bigger than he had felt inside me.

      This behemoth was much bigger than my husband’s! The prone sex had masked the dramatic difference, I guess. Though as I closed my eyes, I remembered how much I enjoyed those final few inches. No wonder his wife is so happy all the time.

      Still horny and eager to experience that pleasure again, I looked at my husband for guidance. He just bobbed his head toward his brother, mouthing for me to go ahead. I rolled over onto my back, presenting myself to him. My message was obvious, if unspoken: ‘Want to do that again?’ His brother grinned at me, reaching down to spread my legs wide, staring down at the mess he had made.

      Words came from behind my husband, who stepped aside to allow my sister-in-law to enter the room. I shrieked, trying to close my legs and cover myself. Her husband wouldn’t let me, spreading them even wider. I can’t even describe how shocked I was. 

      His wife’s words added to the surprise. ‘He won’t be able to get it up that quickly, sweetie. I don’t mind helping you,’ she told me. Her tone was matter-of-fact, as if her husband taking me so aggressively was something that always happened at the beach house. 

      She crouched between my splayed legs, telling her husband to go get lunch ready, and that she would help me get cleaned up and be right down.

      Barbara’s mouth descended onto my sex, deepening my confusion. I had never had a woman touch me intimately before. Her tongue took broad licks to remove her husband’s seed from the inside and surface of my mound. She had clearly done this before. I was soon moaning at her touch, my hands on her head, directing her where to go.

      After I came in an explosive orgasm, my second in only a few minutes, I could hear her giggling at the look on my face. 

      And you know what she told me? ‘Don’t look so shocked, love. If your husband had sent his cousin Frank to wake you, I’d be doing this to your ass.’ I am not kidding, she said it just like that.

      That’s when understanding came. His cousin? They must have done this with other wives in the family.

      My husband just smiled from the doorway. ‘All the women and children are leaving this afternoon. Only the men are staying… and Barbara, of course. We have plans for you.’

      I gasped at what was coming. All week long, my husband shared me with his brother and two cousins. One at a time, two or four at once. It didn’t matter; I was theirs to use as they wished, and I loved every minute, coming so often the releases seemed to blur together into one gigantic blast. After every deposit in or on me, my sister-in-law gave me the cleanup I came to cherish. 

      I seldom had clothes on when inside the house that week. And his cousin Frank finally had his opportunity to do what he loved, Barbara dutifully cleaning up afterward. It was my first experience with anal sex. It won’t be my last. Let me tell you, having my ass licked after being so thoroughly taken there, was an experience I will always remember.

      At Christmas that year, the other wives asked me how I enjoyed my proper introduction to the family. Apparently, every wife had gone through the same sensual treatment. A family tradition, so to speak. That’s how Barbara discovered her love for eating cum out of the other wives. 

      I will never think of the beach house the same way in the future, and I’m already looking forward to next year.

      - Kendall, Dallas

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Speedtrap

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I didn’t think these things happened, not in real life. They’re the stuff of dirty movies, right? Then last June happened, somewhere between Savannah and nowhere on a two-lane Georgia highway cutting through the pine trees, and now I'm a believer. You never know what you’ll do until you’re properly motivated.

      Let me set the scene properly, because context matters here. I’m not a whore.

      I take care of myself. Three mornings a week at the gym and good genes have given me a figure that I feel good about showing off now that I’m in my mid-forties and past the anxieties of my 30s. I felt like my 20s were my time to be wild, my 30s were the time to regret that and try to be a proper adult, but now that I’m a mature woman, I realize I don’t need to stop having fun. I keep my dark hair in a fashionable lob and have green eyes that my husband, Daniel, says are always looking for trouble. Based on what happened that day, I’d have to say he’s right.

      Daniel and I  have always loved a road trip, and that Sunday afternoon, we were driving back from a long anniversary weekend in Savannah—four days of fun, good food, and good wine. What is it about being away from home that makes you loosen up and want to get sexy? It can’t just be me.

      He was driving, and my bare feet were on the dashboard. My short, white sundress had slid back into my lap, showing off my long legs. His speeding was probably my fault, since I know I was a distraction.

      The radio was hypnotic, and the pines were blurring past, and I had nearly dozed off when I heard Daniel curse under his breath right before I heard the squawk from the police cruiser behind us. I looked back and saw the blue lights.

      I asked how fast he was going. His answer? Way too fast.

      Daniel eased our Audi onto the shoulder and turned on the flashers. I told him to play it cool. He said to let him handle it. My husband can be a hot head. I knew it wasn’t a good idea. The cop took his time coming up to see us. When he finally climbed out of the cruiser, he walked toward our car with the confidence of a man who knew he was in charge. 

      I smiled at Daniel when he appeared beside the car. The driver’s side window whirred down. 

      The young cop was handsome. And I do mean young. I don’t think he was even 30. He was handsome and blond under that silly hat and those mirrored sunglasses. The tan, polyester uniform stretched alluringly across his broad chest. His name tag read R. Hargrove. 

      What followed was, I must confess, entirely on me. Young Deputy Hargrove never pressured me, and my husband certainly didn’t suggest it.

      The deputy was stiff and formal, almost to the point of being hostile. He commented on our Delaware license plate. We were off to a bad start. Daniel knew he was caught and adopted the attitude of if you’re going to give me the ticket, just do it. Unfortunately, going over 80 in a 45 zone was more than a ticket. Deputy Hargrove had grounds to bring Daniel in, and he looked inclined to do it. He wanted to teach the arrogant Northerner a lesson. He asked my husband to step out of the vehicle.

      My stomach dropped, and I acted without thinking, getting out of the car with Daniel. Deputy Hargrove warned me to stay in the vehicle. I walked around to the driver’s side anyway. I didn’t even stop short when he rested his hand on the TASER on his belt. I didn’t stop until I was very close. 

      I smoothed my dress and pushed my sunglasses into my hair. The sun was high, and the air smelled like pine resin and hot asphalt. I was already starting to sweat. I don’t know how  Deputy Hargrove wasn’t in that uniform.

      His eyes lingered on the St. Francis medal hanging in my cleavage as he told me to get back into the vehicle. He didn’t sound like he wanted me to. He was enjoying the view.

      I spoke quietly and close, angling myself between him and Daniel with the instinctive confidence of a woman who’s pretty enough to get men to do what she wants. I leaned into the deputy’s gaze. This wouldn’t be the first time that got me out of a speeding ticket. He only gradually looked up.

      I apologized for my husband, telling Deputy Hargrove it was my fault for distracting Daniel. I kept my voice soft and my eyes on his, and I let the Georgia heat do what it does. A bead of sweat rolled down my chest and into my cleavage. His eyes followed it. My little sundress, with the eyelets giving little teases of what was—or wasn’t—underneath, didn’t cover much. I saw that the deputy appreciated that. The hot breeze stirring my dress helped.

      Deputy Hargrove warned me again that I needed to be in the car for safety reasons. I asked whether he meant mine or his. That at least got a smile. He touched my arm like he was going to steer me. I asked where he thought I could possibly be hiding a weapon. He said I’d be surprised. 

      I don’t know why the next thing came out of my mouth. I told him, “Maybe you need to search me then, Deputy.”

      His demeanor shifted. It was nearly imperceptible, but it was there, and I knew what he was thinking. He’d made a decision about me. If I was looking for trouble, he’d help me find it. 

      Deputy Hargrove told Daniel to stay by the vehicle and walked me back toward his cruiser. My husband’s mouth hung open as he helplessly watched the deputy lead me back to the cruiser parked about 15 feet behind our Audi. I asked if he was going to handcuff me while my sandals crunched on the gravel. He smiled and said, “Only if I need to.”

      He opened the back door of his cruiser on the shoulder side, giving us a smidgen of privacy. Deputy Hargrove asked if there was anything that would stick him when he searched me. I smiled and asked if he had anything that would stick me. I don’t know what came over me. This was not at all how I was back home. I’m a high school history teacher! But once I got started, I couldn’t stop. And then I took it up a notch.

      He began with hands on my hips. They were big and strong. His touch gave me chills. I stared him right in the eyes, bold as can be, and pulled the straps from my shoulders. I don’t have the biggest chest, but it’s enough that the dress hung up on my painfully hard nipples before the dress dropped to the gravel. I watched my reflection in his sunglasses as I exposed myself. I was naked beneath that dress. His quiet groan seemed involuntary.

      I stood there in the Georgia afternoon in nothing but gold sandals and sunlight and let him look at me properly. The hot breeze moved over my skin. A car passed without slowing, unaware of what was happening beside that police cruiser.

      He pushed up his sunglasses and his eyes moved over me with an intensity that was almost uncomfortably direct, like being examined by someone who intended to remember everything, and I felt that gaze the way you feel a hand — with my whole body, all at once.

      “No contraband here,” he said, palming my breasts. 

      I moaned and trembled when he rolled my nipples. I couldn’t help myself. I told him my husband couldn’t handle being locked up and asked if it was possible to let him off with a warning.

      Deputy Hargrove looked at my face when I said it. Not away from it, not past it — directly at it, with those gray-green eyes conducting a very serious assessment. Then he looked down the road in both directions with the focused attention of a man weighing the odds. When he looked back at me, there was no more ambiguity in his expression whatsoever.

      With subtle pressure on my shoulder, he guided me to my knees.

      I kept my eyes on his as I went down in the shade of his cruiser. The dress pooled on the ground was some cushion, but the gravel still bit into my knees. I took my time with his belt buckle, and he slowly exhaled through his nose with one hand braced back against the cruiser's roof. He’d known some version of this was going to happen from the moment I’d stepped out of the car, and he wanted it. I saw just how much when he sprang out and almost smacked 

      I won’t pretend I only did it to get my husband out of trouble. It was a throwback to my single days, when I was a very dirty girl, and I loved every second of it.

      There is something deeply intoxicating about the power I hold over a man—especially one with authority like the deputy—when his dick is in my mouth. There he stood with his gun and badge, his handcuffs and the full force of the law, but he was undone because of how my cheeks hollowed when I bobbed back and forth on him.

      His hand found my hair after the first minute and stayed there, not directing, just subtly signaling that he still had power. It wasn’t true, but I let him have that. He was almost entirely silent except for his breathing, and these determined little grunts that sounded like he was determined to come before we got caught. 

      The deputy needn’t have worried. I knew what I was doing. I moved faster, worked my tongue in that special way, and kept giving him my best fuck me eyes. When he finished, he made a sound low in his chest that I felt as much as heard, and for a long moment afterward, he was perfectly still, one hand still loosely in my hair while I eagerly swallowed every drop, looking down at me with an expression I can only describe as stunned gratitude. When I knew I had it all, I tucked him away and zipped him up.

      I rose from the gravel, holding my dress, and looked up at him while I pulled it back on. I slid the straps over my shoulders and smiled, licking my lips. It was over that fast, like it never happened. 

      His hat was slightly crooked, and he was finally sweating in that uniform. But he slowly pulled himself together and slid back into his persona as the keeper of the law. He looked at me for a long moment before he spoke, and when he did, his voice was lower than it had been, that Georgia drawl stretched out and unhurried and warm.

      “Get on back to your vehicle and tell your husband to slow down, ma’am.”

      I gave him a yessir and a salute as he handed me Daniel’s license and registration.

      Daniel gaped at me as I walked back to the Audi with a swagger that he hadn’t seen in years. I told him we were free to go and slid into the passenger seat, dying for the air conditioning. 

      Deputy Hargrove stood on the shoulder and watched as we pulled out. I watched him disappear in the rearview mirror, feeling oh-so-slutty and extraordinarily pleased with myself. I put my feet back on the dashboard and smoothed my dress in my lap. It took a few miles, but Daniel pressed his hand into my lap and felt how soaked I was. I gasped when his fingers slid inside me. 

      “I guess I need to thank you for getting me out of another jam, honey.”

      I was coming before we crossed the county line. 

      Sometimes, late at night, I think about the deputy and his gray-green eyes going dark, and that stern composure dissolving all at once like it had never existed, and in the darkness, while I make myself come, I think about him using those handcuffs.

      The white dress is still hanging in my closet. Still dirty with a stain that will never come out.

      I left it there on purpose.

      - Name withheld, somewhere in Delaware
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            Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #6

          

          — The ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Coming May 2026

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

      Expect more scorching stories from your favorite ACHE authors — tales of temptation, teasing, watching, sharing, swapping, and the kinds of fantasies that leave you needing a moment (or several) to recover. Whether it’s husbands setting things up, wives taking the lead, or strangers who know just how to play the game… Issue #5 will deliver.

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

      https://medium.com/authors-of-cuckold-and-hotwife-erotica

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

      See you in . May.
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