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            In This Month’s Issue

          

          Issue #3 — November 2025

        

      

    

    
      Okay, now for the tasty stuff.

      On the menu in this third issue of Hotwife Digest, you’ll find stories that range from cool and sweet to hot and tangy.

      Read about Lauren, who finds the idea of anonymous sex with strangers through a glory hole just too tempting to deny. Or Natalie, who enjoys watching Pedro dance during the show but gets more from his horizontal maneuvers backstage. Then there’s Nora, who ups the stakes at her husband’s poker game with his buddies by offering herself as the pot.

      We have a hotwife experiencing her first-ever tryst, and another one taking advantage of the agreement she has with her husband that allows her a new man every quarter. Their husbands know that to share is the best way to show they care.

      A big thanks to the fabulous ACHE authors GK Grayson, Alex Lee, Sunny A Morgan, Skylar Quinn, and Max Sebastian for supplying saucy filling for this issue.

      So flick through the pages and find something you fancy. With so many different flavours on offer, there’s bound to be something that makes you salivate.

      Enjoy every spicy word.

      — The ACHE Collective

      November, 2025
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            My Husband Wanted To Be My Cuckold

          

          GK Grayson

        

      

    

    
      Lucas had been pushing me to become his hotwife. I resisted until Christos came along! Now my husband is wondering whether this was a good idea after all.

      I spent much of our Sunday afternoon sorting through kids’ clothes for the annual holiday sale at our local community center. Kids sprout so fast, don’t they? Often outgrowing the garments long before they wear out. I hoped some needy families could get more use out of them.

      That afternoon, my husband Lucas had more than community service on his mind. While the kids were in the family room watching a movie, he snuck upstairs and locked the door behind him, while I stood next to a pile of clothes on our bed. I knew what he wanted as soon as I heard the click of the lock.

      This was a game we often played. He came up behind me, whispering softly, “You know what to do.”

      Of course I did. I bent over, feet still on the floor, face on the sheets, pretending to protest his interference with my task. My husband knew better. He pressed my legs against the bed, leaving my ass hanging in the air. I mewled softly as Lucas yanked my pants down. 

      That man knew how to push my erotic buttons, that’s for sure! He had been getting me ‘primed’ all morning, dropping hints of his needs, of how he wanted me to satisfy them. I wasn’t in the bedroom because of any looming deadline for this project. Nor had the kids begun that movie by chance. I was already wet, wondering when he would come up to make good on his promise.

      I shuddered as he entered me from behind, grabbing my hips for better leverage. He had his glorious way with me until I had to bury my face in the pile to prevent the kids from hearing me cry out with my repeated climaxes. I pushed back against him, groaning until I milked his shaft for every drop he had. The feeling of his ropes of cum filling me always set me off for a powerful finale.

      Unfortunately, after we cleaned up and got dressed, Lucas could never allow the glow of our pleasure to be what it was. He insisted on bringing up his fantasy. We were in the hallway afterward, walking toward the stairs, arms around each other. The afterglow of our pleasure still filled me.

      But that wasn’t enough. He wanted to talk. Lucas spun me into his arms, pulling my back into his body. His hands found my breasts. Those traitorous nipples broadcast what his words always did to me.

      “Lucas! You’ve had your fun. The kids are in the family room,” I giggled, as I playfully tried getting away… though not really.

      “That didn’t seem a problem when you were enjoying yourself back there,” he chuckled.

      His powerful arms held me tight. I couldn’t help myself… his embrace made me shudder as the pull of this fantasy took me once again. 

      “Think of it, babe. You can’t hide what the idea does to you… not from me.” He rolled my hard nipples in his fingers, chuckling as I gasped. “Imagine the pleasure… surrendering to an enormous cock… an enormous new cock. You know you want to!”

      I reached behind, stroking his rigid shaft through his jeans, already recovered, even though we had done it only moments before. I could only shake my head. His shocking need for this always caught me by surprise, even though he had been pushing me to do it for much of our 12-year marriage.

      “Why do you keep bringing that up?” I said. “You know I don’t want to.”

      “Come on, Becky.” 

      “Come on, yourself,” I said, squirming in his arms as his hand found its way down to my already overheated sex. I moaned at his touch, trembling softly. No! This needs to be said. 

      “I don’t think you’ve thought about what it means for me to sleep with another man. Sex is more than just getting excited, you know. There are genuine risks. There will be emotions involved… diseases… physical needs that develop… time away from the kids. How are you going to explain to them why I’m gone for the evening… or for the entire night?”

      “Those are only details. We can work them out,” he tried to assure me.

      Shaking him off me finally, I shuddered again as exasperation set in. “I need to get supper started.”

      My husband let me loose, even if reluctantly, walking down the stairs ahead of me. That man is incorrigible! I could only shake my head at seeing his shoulders slump like a boy just told he couldn’t have another cookie.
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        * * *

      

      His hotwife fantasy really got him going. No question there. But it wasn’t his constant pushing that caused my irritation. Or my internal shuddering. He had been asking me to cuckold him for nearly our entire marriage. I was used to that. 

      No, that wasn’t it. As I walked into the kitchen, starting supper for our three kids… and my live-in pervert… it was all I could do not to drive my hand down my pants. I had to take a deep breath, as the source of my consternation finally settled in. 

      It wasn’t him at all. His desire had become infectious. Lately, I had wanted his fantasy to come true as much as he did. Despite my protests. We had talked about my becoming his hotwife for so long that this craving to do it wouldn’t go away. Now who’s the pervert, you slut?

      When my husband wasn’t around, I found myself online, searching for the right man. The one who would give me what I craved. I researched what the terms ‘cuckold’ and ‘hotwife’ meant for real. Even read erotic stories about those in the lifestyle. Those got me blazing hot! Over the last year especially, that desire had inspired me to sign up for several of those sites that promised ‘no-attachments, just sex.’

      I love my husband; I really do. Leaving him was never a consideration. Yet our sex life has always been soft and loving. He treats me like a goddess, too tender to be pushed or ravaged the way my body needs.

      Lucas has all the size I could want, both in body and equipment. I come plenty when we make love. Memories of the upstairs session left me with the warm glow he always delivered. But sometimes, buried deep in my heart, I need more. 

      I had a boyfriend in college, long before I met my husband, who used me relentlessly. He took me anyway he wanted, and I came to love this rougher, more demanding style. Even yearned to feel it again.

      This growing desire to experience that same rough style again had my sex soaked with arousal every time I thought about becoming my husband’s hotwife. I wanted someone to plunder my willing body for their own pleasure… and mine. 

      As I stared at the food cooking on the stove, images of my clothes being torn off flooded into me. The man pushes me aggressively to my knees, his rigid shaft pointing toward my face, demanding I open wide. I wanted my mystery man to have his way with me. To use me the way I wanted to be used. 

      I know that sounds perverted. And you’d be right to say that. But it’s my husband’s fault! All our discussion about how much he wanted me to be his hotwife had infected my own desires. I had resisted any thought of it for years, not wanting it to interfere with the great relationship we had. Now, I couldn’t resist anymore.

      Just a fantasy, right? I didn’t want to live with this person every day. It’s just for a night; for a session, as Lucas always called it. I wanted this man to take me so hard I could barely breathe from all the releases. To feel helpless in his arms, wanting his seed to fill me as often as he desired. To spread my legs, eager for him to take what we both wanted.

      I shuddered as the timer went off, suddenly returning me from my standing fantasy. Back to the kitchen. Back to my family. I took a deep breath. This is real life, not some schoolgirl image of total fulfillment. Did I want to give up everything I had, our kids, the incredible life we had built together, only to experience that one night of pleasure?

      No! The answer was no, as I called my precious family to the dinner table. Nothing was more important than this.
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        * * *

      

      But my resident pervert was persistent. And now my growing desire pushed me to discuss it more openly. We talked about how we would do it. I needed some rules. Some assurances that my going out for a night wouldn’t find me returning to an empty house and the kids taken away. 

      These quickly fell into disquieting conversations, revealing how deep his fantasy went. This made me more resistant, not less. The truth came down to what happened afterwards. He wanted me to go out, have my fun, and then come home for another round with him. What if I’m exhausted… or sore down there… just plain worn out? He’d be flexible, he assured me, because he knew the guys that would pick me up would give me a solid workout. 

      As strong as this fantasy was for him, I wondered how true that was. Would he really leave me untouched until I was ready for him? The more we talked about it, the less likely that seemed. Yet, as he talked about it more, I slowly came around, even if not fast enough for my cuckold-in-waiting. 

      Everything changed after spending the evening at Rick’s Tavern on 62nd Street. Rick’s was a typical American sports bar. One where large-screen TVs seemed to cover every square inch of wall space. On this chilly Friday night in November, basketball filled those screens. Patrons cheered and moaned as the action progressed. We had come to watch State U play in one of those games.

      At least, that’s what Lucas told me. During the game, when fans were cheering for our team, my husband was notably uninterested.

      Instead, he riveted his attention on the bar. A friend had told him this was one of the most popular places in the city for casual ‘hook-ups.’ He was eager to see how it was done. Once he told me what was going on, I became just as eager to learn.

      We watched the visitors doing the ‘dance of attraction.’ At first, it looked random, like bigeye jacks swimming in giant fish schools. After a bit, we could see the patterns. I reached under the table, rubbing my husband’s shaft. It was stiff as a post, of course. That got me just as aroused, despite my focus being mainly on technique. 

      Both men and women would appear. They would make their moves. They would either succeed or they would be shot down. Watching the winners walk out the door together left me simply leaking with my desire. My husband was worse. That stiff post started rutting against my hand as I stroked him.

      That’s what finally convinced me to try it. The thrill of walking out that door while my husband watched had me needing to clean my arousal off my panties before we went home. That night, the game no longer held any interest for me. I demanded that we leave, unable to hide that his fantasy had become my own… 

      After that torrid session when we got home, I practically tore his clothes off as soon as the babysitter was gone and I got the door locked. Afterward, we talked and talked. Our conversation went on that night and throughout the rest of the weekend. We finally had a working plan. 

      We would return to Rick’s on Friday nights. I would go in ahead of him, dressed in a slinky outfit, and find a place at the bar. Lucas would follow 15 minutes later, sitting near the entrance so he could watch the guys hit on me.

      Despite my only being 35, I had gained a little weight after the kids came along. Who hasn’t? I hoped my bit of curvy spread would not interfere, but was confident my large breasts and pretty face would attract some attention. If I found someone, I had permission to leave with the new guy for a few hours, returning home to allow Lucas to highlight the night with another rigorous ‘session.’ 

      And I got hit on a lot. Over the next several weeks, we went back to Rick’s every Friday night looking for the right partner for our little game. Regrettably, no one seemed to be the right fit, despite my being quite tipsy by the end of each night as the suitors plied me with drinks. The experience wasn’t a total loss. I got fairly good at chatting with guys at the bar and even gained more comfort in my open display of skin.

      The best part was how it got Lucas’ engine revving. After these attempts at Rick’s, he took me back to the house and… how to describe it… fucked me something fierce! It was the best sex we ever had as a couple, filling my need for being taken aggressively like never before. Our need for more blazed like a sputtering volcano ready to erupt.

      Unfortunately, the entire experience at the bar turned out to be a bust. I could never get over the risk of leaving with some guy I had only spoken to briefly over drinks. Many were attractive, even hot. But going back to their place to allow my fantasy of rougher sex to play out just seemed too much. I could never get over my nervousness.

      Lucas and I grew increasingly despondent, thinking that this would never work.
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        * * *

      

      Until I saw Christos on one of those online services. I shouldn’t have been browsing through the listings; I knew that. We had only visited Rick’s for three weeks. Yet, the fire my husband had lit inside me would not go out. 

      Lucas was on one of his business trips, and the kids were in bed. I grabbed a glass of wine late that evening, heading to our home office with the lockable door. My robe, with nothing underneath, gave my fingers open access to provide relief. I giggled to myself, remembering the last time I had done this. I had moaned so loudly as I played with myself that night, imagining these guys taking it to me, that it woke our youngest.

      For this night, I gasped as I saw his picture. My dream guy. I knew it was him as soon as he appeared on the screen. Christos was tall, at least six feet. Solid, with a muscular build, though more lanky than large. His olive skin and black, close-cropped hair, highlighted by a closely trimmed beard, spoke of a Mediterranean heritage. He gave several pics of himself, everything except his equipment. That was likely to be proportional to the rest of him. I giggled again.

      I swiped ‘Interested’ before I could even think about it. I shouldn’t have done that, knew the risks I was taking, yet I couldn’t resist. Visions of his leaning down to my mid-5 feet height, pulling me into a passionate embrace, caused my sex to ache with need. 

      My left hand traced around my clit as a chat bubble appeared on the screen, forcing me back to reality. He was online at the same time. The chat window asked whether I would like to join a conversation. It was as if my body was on autopilot. I immediately clicked ‘Accept.’

      It started innocently enough, chatting about who we were and our interests. I skipped my having three kids and a husband at first. Probably should have let him in on that detail right away.

      Then he sent a video chat request. Not looking like this! I ran upstairs, pushed a brush through my hair, washing my face. He seemed so fit. I wondered if he would object to my curves. My D-cup breasts still stood out firm and ample. My looks would have to be enough.

      I thought about putting clothes on… No, deep inside, I knew that wasn’t a choice. I went into the closest, finding a skimpy negligee Lucas had bought me five years before. It hid almost nothing. I desperately wanted him to ask me to take my robe off. I knew I would do it if he asked. 

      When I returned, the video request still hung on my screen, taunting me. I hit ‘Accept’ again.

      “Hello, Becky. My name is Christos.”

      The conversation quickly became personal… and revealing. Still, we just chatted. At first, I wanted to yank my robe open, revealing the transparent garment underneath, though he never asked me to do it. Truthfully, after we spoke for almost an hour, I had forgotten about the robe and the negligee. He was pulling me into his world.

      My new ‘friend’ was a salesman who came to town several times a year. He had clients here and needed to service the accounts. He asked if we could chat again in the future. I quickly agreed. Every night that week, during Lucas’ trip, we chatted more. The second night, I dropped the heavy robe, answering his video call only in the negligee. Things heated rapidly after that.

      Before the last conversation ended, Christos asked if we could meet. He was returning to our city the next month and would be happy to arrange a trip for the weekend.

      Inside, I knew the answer. My nipples were screaming yes, yes, yes! Though guilt was already seeping into my lust-filled brain. I had to talk to Lucas first. This had become uncomfortably close to cheating, even if it was video-only. And cheating was unacceptable to me. I had to tell Lucas about the call and Christos coming to town.
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        * * *

      

      “You did this for me?” Lucas said, almost in disbelief, as I recounted the contact with Christos, his planned trip to town. We were lying in bed late one night, despite sleep being the last thing on my mind!

      “I think it’s time to see where this goes,” I said, conveniently leaving out how often Christos and I had been chatting by then. Lucas was an engineer by trade. Periodically, he would travel a lot as projects came to full development. For the last three weeks, he had left each Monday morning, returning Friday midday. Our conversation was on a Friday night after we put the kids to bed.

      My video chats with Christos had become a part of every night Lucas was away. And we were long past ‘easy chatting’ and video calls. I typically wore nothing under my robe and seldom spent much time with the robe on after the call started. By the end of each call, Christos had me masturbating in front of him as he pleasured himself. 

      That cock… oh god! I needed to feel that inside me. He was enormous, at least 8-9 inches. I wondered whether my hand would even go around it. The first time I watched his seed erupt out of that monster, I groaned, coming hard as I twisted my clit frantically. All this video contact had worked us into a frenzy of need for the real thing.

      Unfortunately, a lot of guilt came with that excitement. This confession to my husband was just what I needed. Christos’ trip to town was coming next week, and I wanted to see him when he did.

      “Not just for you, silly,” I assured my husband. “All your talking about it has gotten me excited, too.” A stab of guilt hit me, despite my husband’s excitement. I covered my worried look by crawling between his legs, driving my lips over his spongy cockhead, loving his groan as I worked his shaft.

      Even though we had talked about this constantly for multiple years, I still couldn’t believe his reaction when the situation actually came. His cock pulsed in my grip as I sucked him slowly.

      Pulling off, I looked up his body. Our eyes locked on each other as I waved his rod in front of my face. I needn’t have worried. His cock stood hard, a steel bar throbbing in my hand.

      “Are you sure about this… wanting me to fuck another man?” I asked.

      “How do you want to do this?” he asked, ignoring my question. Of course he did! 

      His tentative tone told me a fresh worry had surfaced to challenge the strength of his long-held fantasy. I had been chatting with another man for three weeks behind his back. No matter how arousing, that had to feed whatever insecurity he might have buried there.

      “Christos suggested we meet at a local bar.” Between sentences, my mouth and hands were actively edging his shaft, his need growing ever more frantic. I didn’t let him find relief.

      “He doesn’t know about you yet,” I lied, not wanting my husband to know the extent of our conversations. “Why don’t we return to Rick’s? You can take a seat near the door while I wait at the bar. Christos will come in. We’ll have a drink. Along the way, I’ll look at you. If you approve, I’ll leave with him right in front of you.”

      I plunged my mouth forcefully onto his cock several times, getting him ever closer, but not yet.

      “That’s what you want, isn’t it, my cuckold? To see me leave with another man. A man with an enormous cock… who is going to fuck your wife all night long?”

      He couldn’t maintain our eye contact any longer, laying his head back on the pillow as I savaged his cock with my mouth. He groaned again, louder this time, as I pulled back, denying his release again and again. His eyes never opened. I knew where he was. Floating in his cuckold need. 

      “Christos says he can stay hard for long periods, fucking me over and over. You want that, don’t you? For me to come repeatedly as he pounds into me?”

      Then I remembered something Christos had suggested for my cuckold husband, to feed his fantasy. I crawled up, pressing my breasts against his side while I cuddled close, but denying him access to my openings.

      “Use your hands to pleasure yourself,” I whispered. He needed no encouragement. His hand flew up to stroke his throbbing shaft, now in need of relief after my edging him for so long.

      “This is how you will be that night,” I teased seductively. “While my friend does whatever he wants with me, you will be here, on this bed, by yourself, imagining what we are doing.”

      His groan deepened as the pace of his strokes picked up. I could only imagine how all those nights of fantasizing about this event had suddenly become a real possibility for the first time.

      “Your wife… with another man… while you lie here, only your hand to provide comfort… while I spread my legs, encouraging him to give me his seed another time.”

      That was all he could take. He slammed his shaft. The twisted mask of anguish on his face told me of the war going on inside. Yet, his blast covered his stomach, blowing all the way up his chest as I giggled beside him.

      “You want this, don’t you, babe?” I giggled as he heaved for a breath. I cuddled closer, feeling the quivering aftershocks of his fantasy coming to life. “Do you want me to be your slut? To suck his cock. To spread my legs for him. To swallow every drop of his seed he wants to give me?”

      All the while I did that, I scooped his seed with my fingers, putting it in my mouth, staring at him.

      His eyes, glazed with the lust that consumed him, met my gaze. He smiled, the pressure of the fantasy now giving way to the reality of what was to come. Lucas had often talked about the war between jealousy and arousal that seemed such a part of his wanting to be a cuckold. This war left him hard as stone.

      He chuckled softly. “I don’t know if this is all about me any longer, Becky. You want this yourself.”

      My husband reached down, scooping what remained of his seed into my mouth. I sucked greedily on his fingers.

      “Yes, I think you want this very much.” His laughter proved equally infectious as I hugged him against me, giggling my agreement. He was right, of course. We were both ready to make his fantasy our reality.
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        * * *

      

      On the following Friday night, I looked at Lucas in the driver’s seat. We had parked just down the street from Rick’s.

      “Remember to wait a few minutes before you follow me in,” I said. “We’re early, but I want you in position before Christos arrives. I’ll be standing at the bar as agreed.”

      He nodded, leaning over to kiss me. I giggled, turning my head so only my cheek presented itself, pushing him away. “You’ll smear my makeup, you goof!”

      Lucas chuckled, pulling back. Instead, he reached over, tweaking my hard nipples, clearly visible in the sleeveless tank top under my coat. We had purchased this outfit just for tonight. No bra protected them, of course.

      My husband had talked his folks into taking the kids for the night. Christos and I had been texting back and forth, making final arrangements. Though with my husband in town, we did not have the flexibility of our more intimate video chats. It wouldn’t have mattered. Lucas and I had been humping all week like teenagers who had just discovered pleasure.

      I reached down to grip his man-meat, pressing against his jeans. He was just as excited as I was. As we agreed, we hadn’t made it since Wednesday night, wanting to build his frustration before he watched me walk out with my new ‘boyfriend.’

      Looking at my hand, I openly reached down, pulling my wedding rings off. 

      “Are you ready for this?” I asked, holding them out to my husband. His cock almost throbbed in his pants as he accepted the rings from me.

      “They’ll be safe until your return,” he smiled. The ‘war’ was back in eyes that held that mix of jealousy and arousal I had seen so many times. Wow! The thought of it still surprised me. I was going on a ‘date’ with the full permission of my husband. He even knew in advance that the purpose of the date was a happy ending… for us all.

      Before he could say anything more, I winked at him, getting out of the car. I sashayed my ass as I walked away, though never looking back at him. If this was what he wanted, his wife was going to give him the full cuckold treatment.

      Rick’s usual Friday night crowd packed the bar area. Luckily, I found a spot near the end and ordered a white wine. All my previous visits had made me comfortable with what was to come, though none of those visits included a guaranteed happy ending. I kept rubbing my legs together as the ache down there became unbearable.

      Worse, I was a little self-conscious, both from the low V-neck of the tank top, showing my deep cleavage without a bra, and because of the extra pounds I could not hide. Christos had seen me naked. On video, at least. He did not seem to care about my baggage, but I noticed every ounce as I waited at the bar.

      Just as my wine arrived, Lucas walked in, finding a spot at a booth near the entrance. This position forced Christos and me to exit right in front of him. My nipples throbbed at the prospect of being so brazen in front of my husband. 

      I had already planned a full show for our departure: I’d hold my new friend’s arm, press close to him, and be very affectionate as I walked out with him. That should get my cuckold going!

      Several guys approached me over the next few minutes. I brushed them off with practiced ease, telling them I was waiting for my boyfriend. Arousal threatened to drip down my leg as I counted down the seconds, realizing I really was waiting for my boyfriend.

      My heart pounded, noticing Christos walk in, surveying the place, smiling at me as he walked across the room. I recognized him immediately. He was just as gorgeous in person as online. Christos leaned over, grabbing me in his arms, as I turned in welcome, kissing me passionately on the lips. 

      A glance over at Lucas made me smile. He literally sat on the edge of his seat, not wanting to miss a single moment. Christos ordered a drink, replenishing my wine. The situation seemed so strange, yet I could not help being pulled toward this new man who had captured my erotic imagination.

      I subtly showed him where my husband was sitting. Christos played right along. I had hidden from my husband that Christos knew I was a hotwife, and that my husband would be at the bar. Christos played his role perfectly. Our skin stayed in constant contact while we chatted. I moaned when he openly grazed my throbbing nipples. He even reached between my legs, pressing against my sex. He made sure my husband could see everything he was doing.

      This was actually too much for me. There may be people here we knew! I giggled, pushing his hand away, making sure he knew I didn’t want to go that far in public. He smiled, nodding his understanding.

      After we finished our drinks, he asked me if I was ready to go. I was so ready! He helped me get my coat on. These actions told my husband we were leaving.

      Christos turned toward the door, extending his arm, inviting me to join him. I took it, positioning myself on the side where my husband sat. As we drew closer, I winked at Lucas. Arousal flushed his face. But he made no move to stop us, simply smiling at me, quietly mouthing, ‘Have fun.’

      Just as we got out the door, Christos put his arm around me, pulling me into the alley beside the bar. It was a cool November night, but not freezing. Neither of us cared. His lips were on me as soon as he had me pressed against the wall.

      His hands found every spot he wanted to touch, freely given, with no resistance from me. Whatever concern I’d felt in the bar from public exposure was gone as soon as his hand covered my breast with his own desire. 

      I groaned at his touch, pressing my lips hungrily against his. My hand reached down to feel my first new cock in many, many years.

      “Are you ready for me, Becky?” Christos said, his hands emphasizing every word with dramatic action. “Ready for me to take you back to my hotel?”

      I couldn’t have been more ready. Instead of answering, I pulled away, drowning in his warm brown eyes. “Am I what you expected?”

      “And so much more. Let’s get out of here before your husband leaves. I don’t want him to see us in the alley. Time for some quality time with you in my bed.”

      I nodded, straightening my clothes as we moved toward his car. “Thank you for understanding about my husband,” I said. “He’s had this fantasy for such a long time. I just didn’t understand how excited it would leave me, especially now that I’ve met you.”

      “The excitement is yet to come. We have all night. Let’s take full advantage.”

      He opened the door, helping me into his car like an old-fashioned gentleman. I sat back in the passenger seat, looking back at Rick’s. There was my husband, staring at me. I flushed red, understanding he must have seen us come out of the alley.

      None of that mattered anymore. His wife, and the mother of his three children, was ready to add another descriptor to her legacy. She was now his hotwife as well. 

      Unknowingly, my husband had awakened a desire in me not easily extinguished. As I winked at my husband, driving off to a night of the greatest bliss I had ever felt, neither of us knew our lives together would never be the same.

      About GK
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      A birthday escape to Cancún turns daring when an adults-only show pulls modest Natalie into the spotlight. Behind the curtain, a playful invitation becomes a line crossed as Ryan watches fantasy turn real. Desire, jealousy, and consequence entwine in a night neither of them can ever take back.

      Sunshine. White beaches. Cocktails. Laughter.

      Natalie and I had come to Cancun to celebrate her thirty-third birthday. It was our first time in Mexico, and it felt hot in more ways than one. Everywhere we looked there were young women in skimpy bikinis, sometimes revealing more than they should with men strutting around them, flaunting muscles and swagger. Couples flirted openly on the beach, around the pools, at the bars—teasing, laughing, some even making out. Sex was in the air, everywhere.

      Naturally, the resort’s atmosphere rubbed off on us, and with the kids left at home with my parents, it felt like a second honeymoon. I couldn’t keep my hands off Natalie, and even she, usually modest and reserved, seemed caught up in the mood. For the first time, at my urging, she’d agreed to wear a G-string bikini on the beach—drawing plenty of lustful eyes.

      The attention wasn’t surprising. My wife had always been beautiful, always turning heads. At five foot six, she had that enviable hourglass figure—slender waist, toned stomach, firm natural B-cups balanced by a peach-shaped bum and long, graceful legs that gave her an elegant poise. Her fair skin glowed in the Mexican sun, and her light-brown hair with golden hues glinted like the sunlit sand. And those hazel eyes—large, expressive—caught every flicker of light.

      So, it made sense that men noticed her. They always had. But Natalie was a faithful wife, and for years she’d brushed off the stares, never offering more than a polite smile. Modest, reserved, dependable—that was Natalie.

      For me, with my hotwife fantasy, it was always a strange tension—seeing how men wanted her, yet knowing nothing would ever come of it. She’d made that plain the one time I raised the idea. She cut me off: “No, Ryan. You think it would be fun—but if I ever did it, you’d regret it. And I’m not that kind of woman.” After that, I never pushed it again. At most, I’d joke about men taking an interest in her, but she never indulged me—just a soft smile and a gentle, “You’re imagining it.”

      But Cancun was different. There, whenever I teased her about men staring, she seemed to take it more lightly. Instead of brushing me off, she’d just laugh. “I’m so sexy, aren’t I?” Sometimes she’d even tease back, “Mmm…not bad, is he?” It was playful, new, and it thrilled me to see her acknowledge her own allure at last.

      This way, with the relaxed, sexy vibe all around us, by the fourth day, Natalie and I had settled into a rhythm—laughing, joking, flirting more openly than ever. That evening, we were strolling through the hotel lobby, still buzzing from endless cocktails on the beach and wine at dinner. Natalie was lightly dressed for the hot evening—miniskirt, crop top that showed her flat stomach, and plenty of leg—and I couldn’t help but catch the receptionist staring at her.

      I was about to smirk when I noticed a poster on the wall behind him: Last-Minute Tickets—Fuego Latino. Ladies and gentlemen welcome. On impulse, I said, “Shall we do something different tonight?”

      Natalie smiled. “Why not?”

      We approached the receptionist, and I pointed at the poster. “Is this a dance show?”

      He grinned. “Yes, adults-only.”

      “Do you have tickets for tonight?”

      “Yes—just a few left.”

      “How much?”

      “Four hundred pesos each.”

      I whistled softly. “Cheap.”

      Natalie chimed in. “Cheap indeed.”

      The receptionist tapped a map on the desk. “It’s close, just down the street. But you’ve got to hurry—it starts at nine.”

      I leaned closer to Natalie. “Shall we go, love?”

      “You’ll love it,” the receptionist said, winking at Natalie. “The best male strippers in Mexico.”

      She blinked. “Male strippers?”

      “Precisely.” He slid two pre-printed tickets across the desk.

      “Charge them to room 304,” I said, picking up the tickets.

      Natalie tugged my arm, half-protesting. “Ryan, it’s a male stripper show.”

      “Why not?” I chuckled. “We’ve never been.” Sliding an arm around her waist, I guided her towards the exit. “Come on—let’s go see it.”

      We got outside, and she stopped. “But…shouldn’t we change?”

      I glanced at my watch. “We’ve only got ten minutes, love. You look perfect.”

      She hesitated for a beat, then gave in. “Alright.”

      And just like that, we headed down the street, tickets in hand—Natalie still in her miniskirt, crop top and strappy sandals and me in shorts, T-shirt, and sandals.
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        * * *

      

      When we entered the Showroom, five male strippers with hard, sculpted bodies were already on stage, bare-chested, briefs straining with their bulges. The music was pounding, lights flashing, women cheering. There were quite a few men among the crowd—boyfriends and husbands, like me, I guessed. They were less enthusiastic but still watched with amusement.

      I nudged Natalie’s ribs. “Like it, love?”

      She flushed, smiling faintly. “It’s…interesting.”

      A couple of women right at the front stepped back, and we slipped quickly into their place at the edge of the stage. From there we could see everything. The performers prowled along the lip, teasing the audience, reaching as if to pull women up at random.

      The first woman dragged up was clearly a plant—they set her on a prepositioned chair in the centre of the stage, and within seconds she was topless, breasts being fondled to roars from the crowd.

      “Wow,” I whispered. “This is like the Dancing Bear show.”

      Natalie leaned close, her voice almost lost in the cheers. “I get it—exciting for men. For women…not so much.”

      I chuckled, gesturing at the crowd. “Don’t know about that, love. Seems to me more women are cheering than not.”

      She glanced around, shook her head, then looked back to the stage, where the woman slipped her top on and headed down the steps.

      Next, two strippers crouched at the edge just a few metres from us and coaxed another woman to join. She seemed genuine—the way she blushed and protested, clinging to her partner’s hand—yet laughing, she finally let one of the strippers lift her onto the stage.

      She was set on the chair and treated to a teasing routine: lap dances, grinding hips, suggestive moves that stopped short of crossing the line. The audience went wild, clapping and chanting as she was escorted back to her partner.

      The strippers carried on, calling into their headset mics for another volunteer.

      I teased Natalie about going up.

      She laughed, slapping me playfully on the bum. “As if.”

      That laugh must’ve caught the attention of one of the strippers. He was taller than the rest, broad shoulders, abs like carved stone, his smile dazzling under the lights. The bulge in his briefs was unmistakable. He looked straight at Natalie, then crooked a finger.

      Her hand found mine, trembling. “Oh, no…” she whispered.

      But he was already at the edge, reaching down.

      She shook her head, her voice barely above a whisper. “No.”

      “We won’t make you do anything you don’t want, honey,” he said into the mic, hand extended.

      She shook her head again, slower this time, yet firm.

      He tilted his head to the side, his grin enticing.

      The crowd quieted, caught by the tension between these two.

      Natalie bit her lip, eyes fixed on him. I could see it—she was hesitating. He could see it too—his grin widened.

      I leaned closer, my lips brushing her ear. “Go on, love. It’s just fun.”

      The stripper gave a small nod. “He’s right—it’s just fun.” He beckoned with his hand, encouraging her forward.

      She still hesitated, but when the audience broke into cheers, urging her on, she let go of my hand and slipped hers into his, murmuring, “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

      “That’s it, here we go,” he shouted into the mic, his voice rising above the roar of approval from the crowd.

      He leaned lower and, still holding her hand, wrapped his other arm around her waist. In one swift motion, he lifted her onto the stage.

      He guided her to the chair and made her sit. The crowd was chanting, clapping, spurring them on.

      He stepped behind her and leaned down, his chin almost hooked over her shoulder, cheek grazing hers. “What’s your name?” he asked into the mic, his voice carrying over the roar.

      She flushed scarlet as her lips moved, too soft to catch in the noisy Showroom.

      He straightened, flashing a smile at the audience. “Natalie!” he called, then thumped his chest. “And I’m Pedro.”

      The names drew another round of whistles and applause.

      Pedro moved in front of Natalie, squatted over her lap and began grinding his bulge against her. She covered her face with both hands, her shoulders shaking in a nervous giggle, while the other strippers danced in rhythm just behind, framing the scene so everyone had a clear view. The audience clapped louder, cheers and shouts of encouragement filling the room.

      A minute later, Pedro stood, slipped behind Natalie and leaned in. His hands slid slowly up her sides, stroking in time with the music. Little by little, she relaxed and lowered her hands. Her eyes searched for me, and when our gazes met, she gave a quick wave. I waved back.

      Then, suddenly, Pedro’s hands came around her, his palms closing over her breasts. She jolted, caught off guard, and grabbed his wrists. The crowd erupted, chanting louder, urging her on. For a moment, she held his hands, but the pressure of all those voices was overwhelming. She let go, leaving him free, and he seized the moment—squeezing her breasts firmly through her crop top.

      “Nice…” he murmured into the mic.

      Cheers and whistles exploded. “We want more!” voices rang out in English, Spanish, other tongues.

      And then—Pedro obliged. In one swift motion, his hands slipped beneath Natalie’s top and slid up to cup her breasts directly. She jolted again, her hands shooting up as if to grip his, but the roar of approval shook the room. Her hands hovered, then fell, not pulling him away—just letting it happen.

      Kneading her breasts, Pedro whispered into her ear, his voice carrying clearly through the mic: “Very nice…firm, perfect to touch. B-cup, yeah?”

      She gave the faintest nod.

      “Love them,” Pedro said into the mic.

      Natalie even managed a faint nod of her own, mouthing what looked like a breathless “thanks.”

      He gave her breasts one final squeeze, then eased his hands away.

      Straightening, he took her hand and helped her to her feet. He bowed with her to a loud ovation before guiding her down the steps from the stage, all the way to me.

      Natalie, blushing furiously, slipped her arm through mine.

      I kissed her cheek. “You did very well, love.”

      “Thank you,” she murmured, still flushed.

      Pedro vaulted smoothly back onto the stage as two of his partners pulled another woman from the crowd. Within moments, her top was yanked up, breasts bared to wild applause.

      “A plant,” Natalie whispered in my ear.

      The performers dragged the woman’s skirt and knickers down, baring her pussy. One of the men bent theatrically between her thighs, moving his head side to side in exaggerated mimicry of oral sex, while another groped her breasts from behind. When it was over, the woman was carried naked to the lip of the stage, clothes in hand, and handed over to her supposed husband. Only then did she put her clothes back on.

      “Clearly planted,” Natalie murmured.

      She was right—but I couldn’t resist teasing. “Could be a real woman, though.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      “Why not? It’s fun out there. Arousing, exciting. Easy to get carried away in their hands with the crowd chanting. You felt it when you were up there, didn’t you?”

      Natalie pulled back, looking up at me. “Are you okay with that?”

      “That?”

      “What he did to me on stage.”

      I grinned. “I actually enjoyed it.”

      She shook her head slowly, a tiny smile tugging at her lips. “I can’t believe I did that, Ryan.” She turned back to the stage, where Pedro and his partners were coaxing more women forward.

      I kissed her hair and whispered, “You might not believe it, but I’m very glad you did it.”

      She turned again, her eyes questioning. Mine answered with a smile.

      We looked back at the stage as Pedro’s partners pulled up another woman who seemed genuine. The embarrassment on her face was real. Pedro fondled her breasts through her T-shirt while the other strippers clapped behind her chair. Then she was invited to grind on Pedro. She hesitated, but after some back-and-forth, under the cheers and whistles, she finally agreed. She swapped places with him and sat in his lap, grinding against him to wild applause.

      “She’s brave,” I whispered.

      Natalie kept her eyes fixed on the stage. “Is she?”

      “Yes—she’s pressing right against his cock. She can feel it.”

      Still not looking at me, Natalie’s lips curved faintly. “What makes you think I didn’t feel it?”

      My gaze snapped to her. “Did you?”

      Her eyes flicked to mine—mischievous, daring, a spark of heat behind them.

      “When he was grinding on your lap?” I asked.

      She nodded.

      “Through his briefs?”

      Another nod.

      We held each other’s eyes. I smiled first; she smiled back.

      “And?” I prodded.

      She gave a little shrug, the smile still there. “I felt it.”

      “Like how?”

      “Like you saw it.”

      “No, I didn’t.”

      “When he pressed against my stomach.”

      “Was he hard?” I asked, my cock twitching at the thought.

      She shook her head slowly, her eyes sparkling—knowing exactly what that did to me.

      We stood in silence for a beat before she leaned close and whispered, “He’s big, though.”

      “Oh, is he?” I pulled back, grinning wider.

      She nodded, and we turned back to the stage. 

      Pedro helped the woman down from his lap to another round of applause and escorted her back into the crowd.

      The music swelled and cheers erupted—the audience sensing the show was reaching its climax.

      Pedro and his partners started circling the edge, thrusting their crotches towards the crowd. Squeals filled the room as women stuffed banknotes into the bulging pouches of the strippers’ briefs—this was what many had come for: the thrill of that brief, shameless contact. Their boyfriends and husbands mostly watched with amusement, though a few looked away, unwilling to give the impression they were enjoying it as much as the women.

      After a couple of minutes, the five performers stepped back.

      A woman from the staff, dressed in a skimpy outfit that drew whistles from the men in the crowd, slid up onto the stage. Something about her looked familiar, and I couldn’t shake the thought she might have been one of the earlier plants, though the makeup and hair made it hard to be sure. She moved to the strippers one by one, reaching into their briefs and pulling the money out, dropping it onto a tray and sending the women in the audience into fresh screams, the men joining in too—more reserved, mostly clapping and whistling.

      As the staffer left the stage with the tray, the lights dimmed, washing the stage in red and gold, and the music shifted—slower, darker, more provocative. Pedro and his friends began rolling their hips, thumbs hooked under their waistbands, dragging their briefs lower with every sway, teasing the crowd mercilessly.

      The lights started pulsing, the chanting grew louder.

      And then—the strippers yanked their briefs down in unison. Their cocks sprang free to screams of ecstasy.

      Pedro’s cock was by far the biggest—heavy, fleshy, hanging long.

      The strippers stepped out of their briefs, picked them up, and twirled them overhead as they strutted around the stage, cocks bouncing with every move.

      I slid my hand over Natalie’s bum. She almost jolted at my touch—she was so tense, so absorbed in the show that I’d startled her—but she didn’t push me away. She kept staring, transfixed by the sight of the strippers’ cocks. And above all, I suspected, it was Pedro’s that held her the most.

      I leaned close. “Pedro’s cock’s the biggest. Right, love?”

      Her eyes stayed fixed on the stage as she whispered, “It is.”

      I squeezed her bum, daring. “Ever wondered what it would feel like inside you?”

      She turned and slapped me lightly, giggling. “Stop it, Ryan.”

      I chuckled. “I’m just saying. Since it’s out there…don’t you feel tempted?”

      Her gaze flicked back to the stage.

      As if sensing we’d been talking about him, Pedro moved and began dancing directly in front of us—hips thrusting, cock bouncing heavily, his cockhead still half-covered by foreskin, the tip poking out. Both Natalie and I stared.

      After a few more gyrations, he stopped and covered his cock with his briefs. The crowd erupted.

      Natalie and I looked up at his face.

      He pointed deliberately at Natalie, a provocative smile tugging at his lips—nothing more. What did he mean? That she was the best? Or…that he wanted her?

      He turned and circled the stage, flexing his glutes, briefs spinning in the air again, before disappearing backstage with his companions.

      The lights dimmed to black as the music faded, leaving only the echo of cheers and stamping feet.

      Moments later, the house lights flared back to life, the beat shifting to a bright, triumphant rhythm. The strippers reappeared—briefs hastily pulled back on—and bowed deeply, muscles gleaming under the lights.

      The same woman who had collected the money earlier stepped forward, inviting the audience to stay for drinks.

      I slipped an arm around Natalie’s waist, and we joined the stream of people heading to the bar, both of us quiet, reflecting on what we’d just seen—and what we’d just done.
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        * * *

      

      After queuing—which took some patience given the length of the queue—we finally got our cocktails and drifted to a slightly darker spot between the bar and the stage. We stopped by a tall table and sipped.

      While we’d been queueing, the strippers had come from backstage and started mingling with the audience. Now Pedro drew our attention as he walked up to the woman who’d given him the lap dance. His colleagues had slipped into skimpy costumes, but he was still in his briefs—clearly showing off, flexing slightly as he spoke to her, his chest and abs gleaming under the lights, his strong legs taut and defined.

      “Oh, meet the star, I guess,” I said, my voice edged with mockery.

      Natalie sipped quietly, watching Pedro chat with the woman. “Do you think they actually see themselves as stars?” she asked after a while, her eyes still on him.

      “Perhaps they do,” I said. “And in a way, they are. Think about it—staying confident, half-naked, pulling women from the audience, always toeing the line between playful and too much.”

      Silence settled again. Natalie sipped, her gaze following Pedro as he moved to talk to a couple nearby. Her eyes lingered on him longer than I’d ever seen her look at another man. Too long for me not to notice.

      At last she turned back to me, setting her empty glass on the table. “So you think I kept it just the right amount of fun up there?”

      I met her gaze with a soft smile. “I think you did. As did he.”

      “Did he?”

      “Yes.”

      She exhaled, half-relieved.

      “Though he might’ve pulled your crop top up,” I teased.

      “I’m glad he didn’t,” she said evenly, her gaze drifting back to Pedro.

      “No?” I chuckled. “Wouldn’t you have let him bare your tits?”

      She shook her head firmly. “No.”

      “You sure? There on stage, would you have made a scene?”

      She turned to me. “Not a scene. But if he had, I’d have pulled it straight back down.”

      “He liked your tits,” I teased again. “Compared to the others, he squeezed them more.”

      “He did.” Her reply was almost absent-minded, her eyes dropping to her cleavage, as if reminded of how his hands had closed around her breasts.

      I drained my glass and set it on the table.

      She looked at me. “You really are okay with all this, aren’t you?”

      “Definitely,” I said. “In fact…I wouldn’t have minded more.”

      Her brows lifted. “More? What do you mean?”

      I leaned closer, whispering, “Feeling you. Down there.”

      She pulled back, our eyes locking. Her lips parted, about to reply⁠—

      “Hola,” Pedro’s voice cut through, smooth and confident.

      We turned, startled; in our focus on each other, we hadn’t noticed him approach.

      “Hi,” Natalie said with a small wave, cheeks flushing.

      “Everything okay?” Pedro asked, touching her shoulder lightly in greeting before turning to me, offering his hand.

      I shook his hand. “Good show.”

      “Not bad for a touring show, is it?”

      “Touring? You guys go around Mexico?”

      “Yeah—the resorts mainly.”

      He grinned as he caught my gaze—his bare chest and sculpted arms were impossible not to miss. The guy was strong, masculine, and he knew it.

      A silence settled.

      Pedro glanced towards the stage, then back at Natalie. He nodded towards the dark folds of curtain fabric. “Would you like to see backstage?”

      “I’m not sure—” Natalie started.

      Pedro slid an arm around her waist. “Come on, you did so well—you’ve got to see backstage.”

      And with that, he steered her towards the side of the stage, his hand firm at her waist. I followed close behind as we slipped past a few lingering guests and through a narrow gap in the drapes. The music and chatter dulled the instant the fabric fell closed behind us, replaced by a dim stillness that felt almost secret. Pedro led us a short way along the shadowed passage, then opened a door tucked into the corner. He guided Natalie through, and I stepped in after her.
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        * * *

      

      The room wasn’t large—barely more than a storage space, crammed with the makeshift gear of a travelling troupe: folding wardrobes on wheels, crates of props, a couple of lights shoved into corners. Nothing permanent, everything ready to be packed up and moved.

      Pedro shut the door, the click sealing us in. He slipped his arm back around Natalie’s waist as he gestured with his free hand towards two reclined chairs set against the wall.

      “These,” he said with a grin, “have seen plenty of action.”

      “What kind of action?” I asked.

      He winked. “Various positions. More brazen things.”

      I stared at the chairs, imagining women stripped naked and posed on them, spread, teased for the audience.

      “With girls you pull from the crowd?” I pressed.

      “Yes.” His hand slid a little higher on Natalie’s side, fingertips brushing the hem of her crop top.

      She trembled but didn’t move away.

      Silence lingered before she asked, tilting her face up to meet his, “That one—the one who was naked—was a planted girl, right?”

      Pedro’s smile widened. “Well…yes, we use plants sometimes.”

      Natalie glanced back at me, triumphant. “Told you.”

      “But not always,” he went on, his voice lower, more suggestive. “Some genuine audience members go for it—the full monty.”

      Her mouth parted slightly. “You mean…naked?”

      He nodded, pulling her tighter against him.

      “Do you ever fuck them on stage?” I cut in.

      “Ryan!” Natalie hissed.

      Pedro chuckled. “No. Even with the plants, there’s a line. On stage, no. Backstage…” He let the word hang.

      She pulled back an inch, eyes darting to him.

      “Yes,” he said smoothly. “Back here, it happens. With women who want the adventure.”

      Her voice dropped to a whisper. “From the audience?”

      “Quite a few.”

      The silence that followed seemed to thicken.

      She stared at the chairs, as if weighing whether Pedro was telling the truth. He stood close beside her, his thumb tracing lazy circles on her side.

      After a few beats, her gaze drifted to the corner of the room. My eyes followed and found what had caught her attention: a rail draped with women’s knickers in every style and colour.

      I gestured towards it. “Is that…what I think it is?”

      Pedro nodded. “Yes. From women who came backstage.”

      Natalie swallowed. “You keep them? Like trophies?”

      “Only if they choose to leave them,” he said. “It’s tradition. A little memento.”

      She stepped back, looking up at him. “So you’re saying…you really invite women back here?”

      “The ones we like,” Pedro replied, his eyes glinting. “The prettiest. The sexiest.”

      I shifted beside her and leaned in—my lips brushing her ear as I whispered, “Like you, love.”

      She shivered against me.

      Pedro’s smile broadened, catching my words. “Yes. Like you, Natalie.”

      The air hung heavy. She held his gaze, trembling, lips parted as if she wanted to speak but couldn’t.

      “It’s only natural,” he murmured. “Once they’ve seen what we offer, they want to try it.”

      He thrust his pelvis forward. Natalie’s gaze dropped to the heavy bulge straining his briefs.

      He stepped closer to her. “If you’d like to try it, now’s the time.”

      She swallowed hard, her eyes fixed on that bulge.

      He reached for her hand—slowly, deliberately. She didn’t move. His fingers closed around her wrist, and with steady pressure he guided her hand down to his crotch. She resisted just enough to show she knew exactly what he was doing…but not enough to stop him.

      She gasped as her palm pressed against his cock through the thin fabric.

      “It’s thick, isn’t it?” he said softly.

      Her lips parted. No words—only a faint, breathless nod.

      I smirked. “Would’ve been more impressive if you’d done it without briefs.”

      Her breath caught, and she pulled her hand back as if my words had snapped her out of a trance. But Pedro still held her wrist, keeping her hand hovering just an inch from his bulge.

      “I agree,” he said with a low chuckle. With his free hand he hooked the waistband of his briefs and, in one swift motion, yanked them down to his thighs.

      His cock sprang free—thick, veined, already swelling.

      “Oh God…” Natalie gasped, her eyes fixed on the heavy shaft.

      Pedro smiled, clearly reading the tension in her face—the pull between resistance and raw temptation. Then, without hesitation, he guided her hand forward until her palm rested against the hot flesh.

      She trembled.

      “Grip it,” he whispered.

      Her gaze never left his cock as her fingers curled around his shaft.

      “You feel that?” he asked.

      “Yes,” she breathed.

      He guided her hand up and down the length, setting the rhythm. After a few strokes, he let go. She didn’t stop—her hand kept moving on its own. Within moments, he was stiff, twitching in her grip. Her tiny fingers looked fragile against the thick shaft, sliding down from the tip, drawing the foreskin back to reveal the swollen head, gripping the thickness down to the girthy base, then up again to the tip, rolling the foreskin forward in a slow, rhythmic motion.

      My cock pulsed at the sight—my wife stroking another man.

      I reached for her free hand. Without looking, she found mine, our fingers lacing together as her other hand stroked Pedro’s cock.

      For a few long seconds, nothing else filled the room but the sound of her quickened breaths and the faint wet glide of skin.

      Then Pedro broke the silence. “Why don’t you slip off your panties, Natalie?”

      She froze, her gaze snapping up to his face.

      He nodded towards the reclined chairs. “Try it on one of those.”

      “I can’t…” she whispered, still clutching his shaft.

      “You can,” he murmured.

      The thought of her being fucked by him on those chairs made my balls tighten, cum threatening to spill before anything had even happened.

      I clenched my buttocks, willing myself to hold back, and whispered close to her ear, “Go on, love.”

      That snapped her out of her trance. She pulled her hand from Pedro’s cock and stepped back, her wide eyes flicking from his face to mine. “Ryan…what are we doing?”

      My cock jerked at her words. I forced a steady shrug. “Fulfilling fantasies.”

      She drew a shaky breath. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes.”

      She held my gaze, silent.

      “I want to watch,” I said.

      Her lips parted, but no words came. Then, after a long beat, she looked back at Pedro.

      He hadn’t moved, eyes locked on her, waiting.

      But now he pushed his briefs down, bent slightly, and stepped out of them, his gaze never leaving hers. Straightening, he offered her his hand.

      Her chest rose and fell fast, eyes fixed on his.

      He gave the faintest nod, and she slipped her hand from mine to his. He tugged gently towards the chairs.

      Almost dreamlike, she followed him. And I followed them.
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        * * *

      

      Pedro stopped beside one of the chairs, released her hand, and crouched in front of her.

      Natalie bit her lip, tilting her head back, eyes fixed on the ceiling. Her legs trembled as his hands came to rest on her knees. His palms glided up her thighs, steady and possessive, before disappearing beneath her miniskirt.

      For a heartbeat, his hands stilled—then a soft rustle followed. 

      She gasped.

      He tugged her thong down, dragging the fabric past her knees until it pooled at her ankles.

      With one quick motion, he hitched her skirt higher, baring her pale thighs. His gaze locked on the smooth curve of her freshly shaved pussy—exposed to another man for the first time in our marriage.

      “Nice,” he murmured. He let the skirt fall back into place.

      Her eyes darted to me. “Ryan…?”

      I stepped to her side, stroking her back. “It’s okay. Go with it.”

      She hesitated. I nodded. And then she stepped out of her thong.

      She looked back at Pedro. His smile softened.

      I crouched beside the chair, my cock throbbing and twitching at the thought of what was about to happen—for the first time, I was about to watch my wife get fucked by another man.

      Pedro lay back, his broad shoulders sinking into the reclining chair, cock jutting up thick and hard. He reached for her, and she stepped closer. His hands slid to her hips.

      “Oh God,” she breathed, clutching his arms for balance, her leg swinging over him as she climbed onto his lap, facing him.

      The chair creaked under their combined weight. His biceps flexed as he lowered her steadily until she was straddling him, her knees resting on the seat on either side of his hips. Her skirt rode high, her trembling thighs spread, and her pussy hovered over his cock.

      “Just ease yourself down, Natalie,” he murmured.

      She let go of his arms, leaned forward slightly, and braced her hands against his broad shoulders, her breath unsteady.

      Smiling, his hands firm on her hips, he gently pulled her lower. Her pussy brushed his swollen cockhead, and she trembled.

      Pedro gave the faintest thrust upward, and his cockhead pressed between her pussy lips, nestling against her entrance.

      “Ahh!” she gasped, eyes wide, mouth falling open.

      “Oh yeah…” Pedro whispered. “You’re already so wet.”

      Her gaze flicked over her shoulder to me. “Ryan…he’s going to…fuck me.”

      “Yes,” I whispered. “Let him, love.”

      She reached out, found my hand, and our fingers locked tightly. Holding my hand, and propping on her other hand against Pedro’s shoulder, she looked back at him.

      Their eyes locked. He tugged her hips lower.

      Her pussy lips parted around his thick cockhead—she gasped—and his cock slipped inside.

      “Oh God,” she breathed. “He’s huge.”

      Her thighs trembled—part arousal, part excitement, part shock at the sudden stretch inside her.

      Pedro groaned. “Oh yeah. Tight, wet, warm…”

      He drew back an inch, then thrust again, deeper, until his cock sank all the way, burying to the hilt.

      “Oh God!” she cried, her voice breaking as his full length filled her.

      She’d never taken anything like it—nine thick, veined inches driving into a place that had only ever known my five and a half.

      My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts. I squeezed myself hard, fighting the urge to spill too soon.

      Pedro started guiding her hips, coaxing her to ride him. She let go of my hand and braced both palms on his shoulders. Her skirt bunched high, his cock plunging into her with each rise and fall.

      My wife was riding another man.

      The thought seared through me as I watched her—gasping, moaning, body jerking while wet, slick sounds filled the cramped backstage room.

      “Ohhh…ohhh…ohhh…” she moaned, bouncing faster, her breasts jiggling under her crop top. Pedro grunted beneath her, his grip tightening on her hips.

      It lasted a minute, maybe two, before her rhythm faltered. Her breath hitched; her moan cracked into a throaty cry⁠—

      And she slumped against him, shuddering in orgasm, cheek pressed to his, her whole body shaking.

      Pedro groaned, then suddenly stilled. His face contorted. His legs convulsed. He was coming—there was no mistaking it. Deep inside my wife. The thought jolted me—he could get her pregnant. We should’ve thought of it, but it was too late now.

      He gripped her hips, spilling himself into her.

      That was all it took for me to unravel. My body betrayed me—I couldn’t hold back. With a strangled breath, I came in my shorts, groaning low as my cock pulsed in my grip.

      Natalie and Pedro clung together, gasping through the aftershocks.

      Slowly, the storm ebbed, and she sagged against his chest. He relaxed his grip on her hips, and I let go of my spent cock.

      Silence set in, the three of us suspended in the afterglow.

      “I enjoyed that,” Pedro finally panted, rubbing Natalie’s back.

      She whispered a soft “Mmm,” pushing herself upright. His cock was still buried deep, and as she lifted her torso from his shoulders and sat back, her pussy sank down onto him, impaling her to the base. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she felt him sliding even deeper, her body trembling. He steadied her—one hand firm against her chest, the other gripping her hip.

      She rose to her knees, and his cock slipped wetly from her, still hard, streaked with her juices and his cum. Swinging a leg off the chair, she stood beside me, still trembling.

      I caught the glisten of his seed trickling down the inside of her thigh. It was done now—my fantasy had come true. My wife had just been fucked by another man. He’d just emptied himself inside her.

      I pushed myself upright—the show was over. My briefs clung damp and uncomfortable, my cock already softening.

      Natalie drew a long breath, her chest rising and falling. At last, the weight of what we’d done seemed to hit her. She looked at me, eyes searching my face, her expression sombre.

      I managed a small smile, though my heart ached with jealousy and regret creeping in beneath the afterglow.

      We held each other’s gaze for a beat before her features sharpened with sudden realisation. She whipped her head back to Pedro. “You haven’t had the snip, have you?”

      He looked aside, inhaled, then met her gaze again with a guilty smile. “No. I still want children.”

      Her tone turned sharp, her eyes narrowing. “You should have used a condom.”

      “Sorry,” he murmured, the smile lingering. “I was too excited.”

      Natalie stared for a long moment, then exhaled heavily. “I’ll take the pill,” she whispered, more to herself than to anyone else.

      She bent and picked up her thong, about to step into it—when Pedro stopped her. “Wait.”

      Her eyes flicked up at him.

      He sat forward and pointed at the rail hung with other women’s underwear. “If you don’t mind…”

      She remained bent, the thong dangling from her fingers, her eyes fixed on him.

      I could read it on her face—she was frustrated with his audacity. He’d tempted and fucked her—her, the decent and faithful wife until now—and now he wanted her thong as a trophy?

      Pedro shrugged lightly, offering a disarming smile. “If I may keep it? A little tradition…and a memory of you.”

      She stared at him a heartbeat longer, tense, exasperated, but then her expression softened. She straightened and tossed him the thong. “Okay.”

      He caught it deftly, grinning as he gripped the scrap of fabric. “Gracias.”

      She turned back to me, found my hand, and tugged gently. “Let’s go.”

      We’d barely taken a few steps when Pedro called after us. “There are tissues.”

      We stopped, and I followed his gesture to a cabinet in the corner, where a box of tissues sat.

      “If you want to clean up,” he added.

      “Thanks,” Natalie said.

      She guided me over, let go of my hand, and pulled a handful of tissues free. Squatting slightly, she reached beneath her skirt, wiping her thighs and pussy with careful strokes before folding the tissues and dropping them into the bin by the cabinet.

      Then she took my hand again. “Let’s go, Ryan.”

      I nodded, my heart hammering—walking out with my wife, freshly fucked by another man, proof of him still inside her.

      “Bye,” Pedro called after us.

      We didn’t look back. Hand in hand, we slipped out into the hall.
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      Jason and his friends are ready for their weekly poker night, but his wife has other activities in mind for them. Playful flirting soon turned into a night of passion for the foursome.
      One thing is for sure; poker night will never be the same again.

      “Hey guys. Do ya’ll need anything?” I asked, taking the last step into the finished basement.

      “Nora, I thought you were going for drinks with friends,” Jason said, not looking away from his cards.

      “That’s tomorrow night. Looks like you’re stuck with me tonight.”

      Jason sighed. “Babe, we’re playing cards.” 

      “I won’t bother you. Play your game. I just came down to see if you needed anything.” 

      “We’re good,” Jason said. 

      “I’d like to watch. I always wanted to learn how to play poker,” I said before sitting on the leather sofa facing the card table.

      “You’ll be bored,” Jason said. He still hadn’t looked away from his cards. 

      “Fuck, man, let her stay. I’m losing too much money here. At least let me enjoy the view.” His friend Wes smirked. 

      Jason finally looked at me, and his eyes flashed with anger. I was in just a gray zip-up sweater that barely covered my ass cheeks.

      “Yeah, man, let Nora stay,” Chris added.

      “Whatever,” Jason muttered. 

      I glanced at my husband’s lap and saw his jeans tenting out a little. He might be annoyed, but he was getting turned on too. Maybe he liked the idea of his friends fucking me while he watched. We’ve joked about it before but maybe we were past the point of joking now.

      “Let’s play,” Jason growled. 

      I watched as he looked back down at his cards, his eyes scanning them intently. They went back to playing cards. The only sounds in the room were of them shuffling cards and tossing chips. Instead of leaving, I grabbed a book on the side table and settled back into the sofa. The soft leather cushions molded to my body as I pretended to read. I caught all of them watching me as I crossed and uncrossed my legs.

      “Can I play?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. 

      I moved to the table and stepped behind Jason, the scent of his cologne filling my nostrils. I massaged his shoulders. The tension in his muscles made them feel like steel under my fingertips. My cardigan fell open as I massaged his shoulder. I leaned my breasts into his back; the softness contrasting with the hardness of his body.

      “No,” Jason hissed. His tone was angry, but he didn’t remove me from his body. 

      “Please,” I begged. 

      I knew I could get what I wanted from my husband if I just kept pushing. Jason squirmed uncomfortably, the sound of the chair creaking under his weight. 

      “We play for high stakes,” he said, his voice strained.

      “I have plenty of money,” I said. My hands continued to massage his shoulders. I could feel the tension in him slowly easing under my touch.

      “We wouldn’t want to take your money, Nora,” Chris said. His voice was deep and smooth.

      I perked up and smiled at him, feeling my heart racing in my chest. “What could we play for if not money?” I asked.

      Chris and Wes’s eyes fixed on me, their gaze intense. “What are you willing to offer?” Wes asked, smirking as he leaned back in his chair. 

      I glanced at my husband, who gave me a curious look. His eyebrow lifted, as if he were waiting for my response to finally reveal itself.

      My heart raced as I considered my offer. “I’ll give the winner a blowjob,” I said.

      Chris chuckled, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “And if you win?” he asked, his tone teasing.

      I chewed my bottom lip nervously, waiting for Jason to step in, but he remained silent. 

      “Then all three of you can fuck all my holes,” I replied boldly, surprising even myself. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but I was committed to seeing how far this would go.

      “Come here, Nora,” Chris demanded.

      I could hear Jason growling behind me, but I ignored him. I walked over to Chris and stepped between his legs, feeling his gaze rake over my body.

      “Open your sweater,” Chris ordered, his eyes smoldering with desire. “Maybe we forget playing poker and do what we all want to do instead?” 

      My hands trembled as I lowered the zip at the front. Chris helped me out of the sweater and tossed it to the side.

      I heard all three men hiss in appreciation as they took in my exposed flesh. Chris’s eyes turned predatory and hungry as he looked at me, making me feel vulnerable and exposed. My hands instinctively covered my breasts, but Chris shot me a warning look and pulled them away.

      “Do not cover yourself up. Down here, you play by our rules,” Chris said as he pulled me onto his lap. 

      His large hand cupped my breast and squeezed it hard, causing me to gasp in pain. But pleasure quickly replaced the pain as he massaged both of my globes gently and flicked his tongue across my nipples. I ground my hips against his lap and felt his hard cock pressed against my pussy.

      He sucked my nipple into his mouth, and I dropped my head back as his hands roamed over my body. I was close to coming just from the way he sucked my tits. I lost track of time as I continued to grind myself against his lap.

      Suddenly, I heard my husband growl and lift me from Chris’s lap. 

      “Jason,” I whispered as I looked into his feral eyes.

      “You want to act like a little slut, then I’ll treat you like a whore,” he snarled at me and forced me to my knees. 

      I looked up at Jason, and my mouth watered. His body was better than most guys his age. He had a full head of thick, dark brown hair and a scruffy beard, and I knew for a fact that he had an enormous cock.

      He quickly fumbled with his belt buckle and zipper, pushing his jeans and boxers down his muscular thighs. The monster between his legs was scary big, and my mouth watered at the sight of it. But, I felt nervous about doing this in front of his friends.

      “Suck, Nora,” Jason sneered.

      “In front of your friends?” I asked. 

      I wasn’t sure why I asked because this was what I wanted, but I was still nervous.

      “You let Chris suck your tits in front of us. Are you suddenly shy?” Jason asked. 

      His hands fisted on both sides of my head, and I could smell the musky scent of his arousal.

      “Now suck,” he ordered. 

      His friends snickered but remained seated and silent. I opened my mouth, and Jason pushed his hips forward, forcing his dick into my mouth. I could feel the heat and hardness of his shaft against my tongue. Jason started slowly at first, despite his firm grip on my head. His cock slid in and out of my mouth, making wet, sucking sounds.

      “Suck the tip, watch the teeth,” he groaned. “Flatten your tongue along the underside of my dick.” 

      He pushed his cock deeper, making me gag. 

      “Relax, baby,” he said. “Fuck, your tight throat feels so fucking good.” Jason pushed in and out slowly, going further with each slide until his full length was buried. 

      against my tongue, and the sensation turned me on. Chris kneeled behind me. I could feel his hot breath against my exposed skin. 

      “I bet she’s soaked,” Wes said, laughing from above me.

      “Are you wet, wife?” Jason asked, knowing I couldn’t answer. My heart raced as I felt Chris’s hand slip between my legs. I couldn’t help but moan.

      “Fuck, she’s drenched,” Chris said. 

      Wes lowered himself to my level and sucked one rosy nipple into his hot mouth. I could feel the wetness between my legs intensifying, and I knew I was close to climaxing.

      “She’s dripping down my hand,” Chris said. His finger slid along my slick slit. I moaned softly, feeling the sensation of his touch send shivers down my spine. “She likes all three of us touching her.”

      “Is that right? You want all of us to share you, little slut?” Wes asked as Chris’s finger thrust in and out of my pussy. I nodded eagerly, my body yearning for their touch.

      “Take her mouth and ass; no one gets that pussy but me,” Jason declared. 

      His possessiveness made me feel wanted and desired. I wanted to be his little slut. Jason pulled out of my mouth, and I gasped for air. I took a few quick breaths, feeling the air filling my lungs before Chris shoved his cock in my mouth. The smell of sex and sweat filled my nostrils, and I tasted the saltiness of his skin.

      Chris wasn’t as thick as Jason, but he was longer. His dick slid down my throat in fast and hard motions. I felt his hands grab my cheeks roughly as he fucked my face. Tears streamed down my face, and I saw Jason slowly stroking his cock through the haze. The sound of their moans and my own muffled cries filled the room, and I was lost in a sea of pleasure and desire.

      “Your wife is so sexy,” Wes purred. His hand caressed my back and slid down to my ass before giving it a firm smack.

      “Fuck yeah, she is,” Jason hissed. “She looks so hot with her mouth full of cock and her pretty eyes glued to mine.”

      Chris sneered and demanded, “Get my dick nice and wet, slut. Trust me, you’ll appreciate it once I’m in your ass.”

      Wes chuckled, and Jason slapped my ass, causing my pussy to gush with my excitement.

      “On the table. I need to be in that ass,” Chris hissed. With a loud pop, he pulled his cock from my mouth, and Wes dragged me by my hair to the table.

      “Stand up, Nora,” Wes said, and I quickly obeyed. As I stood there naked, I could feel my skin heating under their intense gazes.
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      “On the table,” Wes demanded. He forcefully shoved me onto the poker table. The sharp edges of the cards and chips pressed into my stomach and breasts, causing slight discomfort. The sound of the chips rattling and the cards shuffling reverberated through the room, mixing with the sound of heavy breathing and moans.

      “I can’t wait to take this ass. You’re going to have a gaping hole when we’re done with you,” Chris whispered into my ear. His hot breath sent shivers down my spine. His hands roamed my body, making me yearn for more. I should have been afraid, but when I looked up at Jason, who stroked his hard cock, I felt safe. Jason knew what I could handle, and he knew what I needed. 

      Chris shoved his fingers inside my pussy, finger-fucking me relentlessly. The sensation of his fingers inside me made me moan and shake uncontrollably, and my wetness dripped down my thighs, drenching his hand.

      “Do you like the idea of taking three men, fucking every hole?” Chris demanded.

      I closed my eyes, letting the sensations take over, focusing on the pleasure and the overwhelming feeling of being desired by these men.

      “Answer him,” Jason demanded.

      I felt Chris’s rough fingers plunging in and out of my wet pussy, his thick digits stretching me wide. I moaned, unable to control the pleasure coursing through me.

      “Yes,” I breathed. I closed my eyes as I focused on the sensation of Chris’s fingers inside me. “I love the idea of being taken by you three.” 

      The sound of chuckles surrounded me, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

      “Spread your ass,” Chris said, his voice deep and guttural. 

      I swallowed hard, with a mix of anticipation and fear making my heart race. Reaching around my back, I grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing myself completely. I’d never felt more vulnerable than I did in that moment.

      Suddenly, the fear that Jason had diminished came rushing back, making my breath catch in my throat. I felt a finger circling my puckered hole, and I wasn’t sure who it was because all three men were behind me.

      “Spread your legs and keep your ass open,” Chris instructed. 

      Someone kneeled behind me, and I assumed it was Chris since he seemed to be leading things.

      I jumped when I felt a tongue swirling around my asshole, the sensation foreign yet arousing. Fuck, it felt weird but so good. Chris continued to lick and eat my ass as his fingers traced the outline of my pussy lips, dipping inside and thrusting a few times before the finger replaced his tongue at my ass. The thick digit circled my asshole, causing my body to shake with nerves and need.

      Then he pushed his finger into my forbidden hole. It hurt at first, but the pain soon gave way to pleasure. The feeling of being filled, of being taken, was overwhelming. Then he pulled his finger from my puckered hole, and I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against me.

      He pushed hard and fast, tearing through my body with a force that made me cry out in pain. The sharp, shooting pain made me gasp for air, but Chris didn’t give me a chance to adjust to him. He just shoved his dick up into my ass in one hard thrust. I felt the pop, and it was like my ass just opened up and swallowed his cock inside. 

      “Oww!” I screamed, feeling the sharp pain in my backside. “No!”

      “Shh, let me in.” Chris chuckled as he continued to push into me. 

      The men seemed to be getting more excited by my pain. I turned my head and saw Jason and Wes with their erect dicks in their hands, stroking themselves as they watched their friend fuck my ass.

      I felt Chris pull almost all the way out before pushing back inside me with force. I struggled to take his length and endure the pain. My tears and cries did nothing but cause him to slam into me even harder. I tried to push myself away from the table, but Wes held my arms, and Jason held me down by my neck.

      Jason whispered in my ear, “You’re such a good girl. I’m proud of you.” His breath was warm against my skin, and his words made me feel a mix of shame and pride.

      Then he kissed me, his tongue swirling with mine, savagely devouring my mouth. I forgot about the pain for a moment because Jason was proud of me.

      “I can’t take it anymore; I need to get in that mouth,” Wes demanded, pushing Jason away. Jason growled but let Wes shove his dick in my mouth.

      I wrapped my lips around Wes’s cock as best I could, with Chris relentlessly pounding my ass. Wes helped me by turning and tilting my head more and guiding it with his hand. 

      I sucked and slurped his cock, feeling the sensation of having these two men use me pushing me over the edge. The pain in my ass was still there, but pleasure outweighed it, and I could feel my body coming close to climaxing.

      The only sounds in the room were the wet sounds of flesh against flesh, the grunts and moans of the men, and my own muffled cries as Wes thrusted into my mouth. I was a vessel for their pleasure, and I loved it.

      “Fuck, I’m coming!” Chris hissed, the sound of his voice mixed with the wet squelching sound of his fingers thrusting into my soaking cunt. His other hand pressed hard on my clit, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I could feel my orgasm building, and I knew I was close. Suddenly, he erupted inside my ass, sending me over the edge with him. My body trembled as I came, my muscles clenching around his fingers.

      Chris stayed inside me, letting me come down from my high. Then Wes took over, his cock thrusting in and out, making wet slurping sounds as he fucked my face with abandon. “Take this dick, slut,” he hissed. “Yes, squeeze my cock in your tight throat! Fuck! Here it comes. Swallow it all!”

      I struggled to keep up, trying my best to swallow every drop of his seed, but some of it spilled out of my mouth and dribbled down my chin. I knew I must look like a dirty cum slut, but I didn’t care. All I could think about was Jason.

      “Jason,” I purred. My voice was barely audible over the sounds of Chris and Wes’s moans.

      Finally, Chris pulled out of my ass, and Wes helped me up from the table. My legs felt weak and unsteady, and I almost fell. Jason rushed in and scooped me up in his arms, carrying me to the sofa.

      “I need you, Jason,” I whispered. 

      He smirked down at me. “Even after they treated you like a fuck toy, you’re still ready for me?”

      I nodded, my body buzzing with desire. “I need your cock, Jason. I need you to fuck me. Please, Jason, reclaim my body.”

      Jason climbed on top of me, his body pressing against mine. He kissed my nose and brushed light kisses over my eyes and cheeks before finally kissing my lips. It was such a gentle thing for him to do, and it caused butterflies to dance in my stomach.

      He kissed down my jawline, sucking and nipping a trail to my neck and my breasts, stopping and sucking one pebbled nipple into his mouth before moving to the next. I spread my legs wider for Jason, feeling his cock bounce against my pussy. I wanted so badly to feel him inside me. I moaned loudly when he pushed his dick inside of me. I needed Chris and Wes to know Jason was the only man for me. I let them use me because of Jason. I wanted Jason to realize it was his cock I craved inside of me.

      “Fuck, you’re tight, always so fucking tight,” he groaned. Jason slowly pushed his dick inside me. It was the oddest thing after he’d let his friends abuse me. He tried to be careful with my body.

      “Jason, you’re so big; just push it in hard,” I panted. 

      “Fuck, you’re strangling me.” 

      He tilted his hips back and rammed his cock so hard and fast inside me that my back arched from the impact. This is what I had been waiting for, my husband’s cock to fill me. 

      “You like my big dick splitting you open?” Jason whispered in my ear.

      My heart raced as I responded. “Oh God, yes Jason. No one will ever fill me up like you do.”

      He smirked and fucked me harder and faster. I could feel his weight on me, and the sofa creaked with each thrust. He was so big that I was sure he bruised my cervix with how hard and deep he went. 

      As he continued to pound my pussy, I looked around at Chris and Wes. They were both hard again, their cocks back in their hands as they stroked them while watching their friend destroy my pussy.

      My walls tightened around Jason’s cock, and I knew I was close. He must have been close too because he slipped his hand between our bodies and rubbed my clit furiously.

      “Get there, baby, because we come together,” he growled as he pounded me harder.

      “I’m ready; I’m so close, Jason. You feel so good!” I cried, closing my eyes.

      “Eyes on me!” Jason demanded. I opened my eyes and saw his handsome face looking down at me. His dark eyes held mine as he continued to pump into my body. My cunt clamped down around his cock, and my orgasm tore through my body.

      “Fuck!” he growled, his deep voice rumbling through my body as his hot seed filled my cunt. I felt his cum go deep, coating my womb and filling me completely. 

      I felt boneless under his weight. Jason lifted his body from mine, his expression one of adoration as he looked down at me. I heard Chris and Wes hiss as they came, their cum hitting the side of my body. A minute later I saw them gather their clothes and slip out of the room, leaving us alone in our post-coital bliss.

      As Jason leaned in to kiss me, I felt the softness of his lips against mine. His slow, sensual kiss made my body tingle with desire again, and I reveled in the feeling of being desired. When he tore away from my mouth, he whispered. “I love you, baby.” 

      I smiled and touched his cheek. “I love you more.” 
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      Cherry’s quarterly outings keep her quite busy with the men she meets around town. But what she enjoys most is Harold’s reclaiming the morning after. What Harold enjoys most is punishing her for all of those naughty orgasms …

      “Tell me something,” I heard the man beside me say.

      Looking over my shoulder, I grinned. “Yes?”

      “Are you always this sexy, or is it just my lucky day?”

      I did not know who this guy was, but he had just called me sexy, and I was in a spicy mood. “I’m always this sexy, and it is your lucky day.”

      “Well, that sounds just perfect. Can I buy you a drink?”

      I turned my head, looking across the bar for my husband. He had walked off to the bathroom after we made our ground rules for our little weekend fun. When our eyes met, I winked at him, and he grinned. Game on.

      “Sure, I’d love a drink,” I said as I turned my head back around. “The name is Cherry.”

      The man grinned. “Somehow, I don’t believe that. But it’s nice to meet you, Cherry.”

      “And your name?” I spun my body to face him and crossed my legs, letting my skirt ride up my thigh more than was socially acceptable.

      “Mitchel, but you can call me Mitch.”

      The bartender set down more drinks for my new friend and me. I reached over, picked up the fresh glass of bourbon, and raised it in a toasting manner. “To my new friend, Mitch.”

      “To my new friend, Cherry,” he mirrored.

      As our glasses clinked, my body shivered. When my husband and I agreed to this weekend’s activities, I didn’t know how much I could go through with. But with this sexy man in front of me, suddenly it was less of what I could do and more of what I wanted to do running through my head.

      “What’s a sexy woman like you doing all alone at the bar?”

      “Can I tell you a secret?” I whispered as I moved in closer to him.

      “Please do,” he said, also moving in closer.

      “My husband and I have a deal that one weekend a quarter I can go out to the bar and have some fun. He’s over there watching us. I’d like to make him jealous.”

      “Well,” Mitch said excitedly. “I’ve never knowingly hit on a woman in front of her man before.”

      “First time for everything,” I said, smirking at him. “What do you say? You wanna come play along with me?” I  moved my hand towards his knee and let my fingers dangle along the top of his kneecap. Lowering my eyes, I saw the tent forming in his pants. “I see part of you is already ready for action.”

      “Guess tonight is also your lucky night too, then. Because I’m going to let him do all the thinking for me.”

      I laughed, dropping my head back so my hair tumbled around my shoulders. “You’re going to be so much fun.”

      “You have no idea,” he said right before placing his hand on my inner thigh.

      Our eyes met. I felt the heat radiating from his hand and onto my skin through my dress.

      “It’s my turn for a secret.” Mitch said the words, but my brain wasn’t listening. I was focusing on his lips and the sexy grin he kept shooting my way.

      “Mhmm hmm,” I said in response.

      “I love fucking married women. No attachments, and they are usually beasts in bed.”

      “You have one thing right,” I said. “I will rock your world.”

      “And your husband, does he watch when you fuck others?”

      I shrugged. “Sometimes. But this weekend is mine. I’m celebrating.”

      “What is it you're celebrating?” He took another drink from his glass.

      “It’s my birthday. I just turned forty-five.”

      “Oh my, you don’t look a day over twenty-nine.”

      “Look who is flirting. I like your style.” I drained my glass. “Come walk with me?”

      “Sure.” He pulled his wallet out, tossed a few bills down on the counter, and then stood up from his chair. Mitch offered me his hand, and I stood up, leaning on him for support.

      “What do you say to a walk along the lake?”

      “The one over at the hotel?”

      I nodded. “Yes, that one.”

      “Perfect. I have a room there. We can walk for a while and then go lie down and rest.”

      I licked my lips. “Are you in town for work or pleasure?”

      “Work during the day, pleasure at night.”

      “Good answer. Come on, let’s go work up an appetite.” I took his hand and started walking towards the door. I stopped and turned around, looking to see if I could find my husband. When I saw Harold grin at me, I knew I had his blessing. I would make the most of this brief night out, and I would have no regrets.

      “What do you do for a living?” Mitch asked.

      “I’m a stay-at-home wife. You could say I’m a bit of a trophy wife.”

      Mitch laughed. “Well, this will be a first for me then.”

      “Good, means you will remember me.”

      “Oh, something tells me I will remember you for a long, long time.”

      “Damn straight.”

      We walked out of the bar and over towards the lake. The night was cool, and the sky was clear. This was going to be so much fun.
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        * * *

      

      “What is your favorite animal?” I asked Mitch as we circled the lake a second time. Our hands were locked together, and I couldn’t stop smiling. For some reason, I felt like a young schoolgirl who had just been asked to the prom by the hot football player.

      “Probably a dog, but it does bark loudly.”

      “I like dogs too. Because they are so loyal. You love them; they love you. That simple.”

      “Do you really want to keep talking about animals?” Mitch asked as he stopped us from making a third circle around the lake.

      “No, my feet are starting to hurt. I’d like to sit down on the bench over there.”

      “Why not go up to my room?”

      I grinned. “And miss this lovely night?”

      “Oh, I see what you’re doing. Fine, have it your way. Let’s sit. Come on over here, ma’am.” He walked us to the park table and bench, where we sat together.

      “Thank you,” I said as I took my seat, crossing my legs.

      “You do that with such grace and elegance.”

      “Do what?” I looked over at him.

      “You know exactly what I am talking about.” He reached out and placed his hand on the inner thigh of my left leg. “Let me give you a little preview of what’s coming…” He slid his hand up my thigh until it pressed against my pussy.

      I loved being dominated, and Mitch seemed like the kind of guy who would easily dominate me. Following his wish, I let his hand push my legs apart, my left ankle now resting on the top of my right knee.

      “Oh, you’re a good girl, aren’t you?” He grinned.

      I nodded. “Only for the right man.” I lowered my left leg and arched backwards, balancing myself on the bench. “Are you the right man?”

      “I am,” Mitch said as he slipped his hand inside my skirt and slid it up my thigh. I felt his fingers pressing against my panties, pushing to get into my sweet spot.

      “What’s the password?” I teased.

      “Mine.”

      He didn’t give me time to decline his command. Mitch pushed my panties aside and slipped his fingers into my warm cunt. My pussy was wet; I could feel my juices pooling as we were verbally teasing each other along the walk. This was the foreplay I loved.

      “My, you’re wet. You are mine.”

      I adjusted my body, opened my legs wider, and then closed my eyes.

      “Look at you, so breathtaking.” Mitch flicked my sensitive clit with his nail as he grazed past it over and over. He had three fingers inside and was slowly pumping in and out of my body.

      “Mhmm,” I moaned as he kept working me over.

      “That’s it, open for me.” He used his other hand to push my legs open even wider.

      I watched as he then knelt. My body was on fire, and I hoped he would lean in and kiss me.

      “Look at this,” he said, pulling his digits out of my wet pussy.

      “You’re doing something right, clearly,” I responded.

      “Open your mouth,” Mitch ordered.

      As my jaw fell open, he pushed his three fingers in. I could taste my juices on them, smell their scent, relish their sweetness.

      “That’s it, clean my fingers.”

      My nipples were hard, and my bra material was starting to hurt them. This was erotic and sensual, and I needed more. Craved it. When his fingers slid out of my mouth, I grinned at him. “It's your turn to clean my lips.”

      His smile widened from ear to ear. “Oh, I will.”

      Mitch leaned his head down and pushed his face inside my skirt. I felt his tongue at my slit. He was teasing me, licking up and down the outside of my folds. His hands wrapped around my legs, and I was held frozen in place as he pushed my petals apart and dove inside them with his tongue.

      “Oh, fuck,” I said, trying to stay put. My body was on fire, and all I wanted to do was feel the orgasm release.

      Mitch’s nose pressed against my clit with a rough force I hadn’t expected. It was like an explosion was on the brink, and I couldn’t contain it. As he licked my pussy over and over, I leaned my head back, looking up at the sky and thinking about my husband. This weekend he gave to me for pure sexual enjoyment, and I wanted it badly.

      It was thinking about Harold and the birthday present he had given me that did me in. My pussy released Mitch’s prize for the job well done.

      “Ahh, yes! Yes!” I moaned loudly into the empty field.

      Mitch brought his head out from under my skirt, and I could see my juices smeared all over his face. He looked happy, but he most certainly needed to be cleaned up.

      “My, you’re quite the screamer, aren’t you?” Mitch pulled his pocket square out of his suit jacket and ran it over his face a few times.

      “Unapologetically yes, I am.”

      He laughed, “I wasn’t complaining. Come on, I need to get you back to my room. There is so much more I want to do with you.”

      When he grabbed my hand, I lifted a finger up, showing I needed him to wait. “Let me call my husband.”

      Mitch didn’t act shaken by my comment. I reached into my purse and pulled my phone out and clicked on Harold’s name.

      “Hey sweetie, are you okay?” My husband’s voice was full of concern.

      “I am fine. I just wanted you to know that Mitch just made me cum near the lake. We are going to go to his hotel. I’ll see you in the morning. I didn’t want you to worry.”

      “As long as you’re enjoying your birthday,” Harold said.

      “I am very much enjoying it. See you tomorrow. I love you.”

      “I love you too,” he said.

      As I closed my phone and put it away, I noticed Mitch smiling at me. “Hope it’s okay. I invited myself to spend the night.”

      “Oh, it’s more than okay. Come on, let’s get you out of these clothes.”

      As we walked over to the hotel, Mitch put his hand in mine, and we walked with our hands locked. He seemed to be the perfect gentleman, and I wanted to peel more and more layers of him away.

      “Now, I have neighbors. Remember that.”

      I looked at Mitch and smiled. “Oh, I know you have neighbors in the hotel. I’m ready to put on a show for them.”

      Laughing, Mitch said, “Oh, this is going to be fun!”
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        * * *

      

      “Cherry, would you like something to drink?” Mitch asked as we walked into his hotel room.

      I looked around and saw that everything appeared tidy. His bed was made; his laundry wasn’t thrown about; I was impressed. “Sure, what are you offering?”

      Mitch walked over to the mini-fridge, opened it, and pulled out a bottle of water. “I’m sure you’re going to need the hydration.”

      I laughed. “Oh, so cocky.”

      “Well,” he said with the most sinister grin, “if what we just did outside was any sign, I think you will most certainly need hydration.”

      I couldn’t deny what he said. He was making very valid points. Reaching my hand out, I accepted the water, twisted the top off, and took a few long drinks from it. I hadn’t realized just how thirsty I was.

      “You’re exquisite,” Mitch said to me.

      “Thank you.” I smiled. “Not sure what I did to deserve that, but it is always good for a girl to hear.”

      Mitch closed the distance between us. He ran his hand along my arm, giving my body chills. When our eyes locked, my core tingled, and my nipples hardened. Everything about this moment was exhilarating, and I couldn’t wait for more.

      “Do you have any birthday wishes?” Mitch asked.

      I grinned. “Well, I wouldn’t mind a little worshiping.”

      “That’s it? No problem with that request. I could worship your body for hours.”

      Mitch leaned in and kissed me. Our tongues teased each other, my body responding with tingles all over it. When his hands cupped my breast, I sighed. The passion this man brought to this was almost as good as my husband’s. But it would be perfect for tonight.

      We moved toward the bed. When the back of my legs hit the mattress, I fell backwards, laughing as I looked up at the man who would be my lover for the night.

      “You keep staring at me like that, and I’m going to think you’re falling for me,” Mitch joked.

      I shook my head, laughing. “Shut up and fuck me.”

      Mitch’s hands worked quickly, removing my clothes and tossing them onto the floor. I watched him remove his shirt, pulling it over his head and tossing it aside. His chest was chiseled to perfection. I couldn’t wait to run my nails along his pecs and then down his abs. As he moved toward me, I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled my hips up, pressing my core against his hard cock. Our eyes were locked together, and when his cock pushed past my lips and filled me, I moaned out in pleasure. 

      “That’s right,” Mitch murmured into my ear as he thrust his hips with a force I wasn’t used to. The sensation sent my nerves into overdrive. I could feel my pussy dripping with juice as he slid in and out of me with each of his thrusts.

      There was something about having sex with a stranger that made my body burn with desire. I wanted more, craved more. It was as if the world would stop for these brief moments as his cock pounded away inside of me.

      “More,” I panted out. My core squeezed tight around his shaft, working to keep him deep inside of me. This birthday would be remembered for quite some time.

      “Yes, Cherry, fuck yes!” Mitch cried out as he pumped in and out of me.

      I felt his body jerking on top of me, his hips gyrating. There was a surge of euphoria that took me to another plane.

      “Mitch!” I moaned as the climax hit me. It was all I could do not to dig my nails into his back.

      “See, I told you that you would need the hydration.” Mitch pulled his cock out of my body and slithered his way down between my legs.

      With wide eyes, I watched him line his mouth up with my wet cunt. His tongue darted in and out, lapping up my juices.

      “Oh, ahhh,” I moaned repeatedly.

      I could feel his fingers inside of me, pushing against my clit, milking my orgasm for every drop.

      “You’re so fucking sexy, damn Cherry.”

      I balled the comforter in my fists, wiggling all over as he finger-fucked me and dined on my cunt.

      I wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but I knew I’d had three more orgasms flow over my body by the time his cock slid back into me.

      “You’re going to ride me,” Mitch said. He rotated our positions, and when I looked down on him, our eyes locked again.

      My body moved back and forth, rocking along his hard cock. I could feel his shaft pressing against my G-spot, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came again. Mitch grabbed my breasts,his thumb and forefinger tweaking my nipples. Pulling and teasing them made me want to moan out loud again, but I stayed focused on the task at hand. I positioned my legs properly and bounced up and down on his cock. The sensation of this motion plus Mitch playing with my nipples was enough to send me into overdrive. I grabbed his thighs behind me, and I came again, creaming his cock.

      Mitch grabbed my hips and held me in place as he gave one last thrust before exploding into my cunt. I felt the powerful spray of his cum hitting the back of my pussy. That’s when I realized that there was no condom on.

      “You didn’t use protection?”

      He grinned up at me. “I thought you were aware of that before we started.”

      This was going to make for an awkward conversation between Harold and me in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, when I woke up, I noticed that Mitch’s cock was hard and pressing against my ass. I couldn’t believe he could still be hard after how many times we’d had sex last night. After our first round, we ordered room service and then went back at it again around two in the morning. The sun was shining in the room, and I could tell from the clock on the nightstand it was almost ten.

      “Good morning,” I heard him say.

      I smiled. “Good morning.”

      “I hope you enjoyed your birthday.”

      Nodding, “I did, thank you.”

      “It was my pleasure. Do you get to have an after-birthday treat?” He leaned over and kissed my naked shoulder.

      “I should really call Harold.”

      “You will see him soon enough. Come on, stay in bed with me until noon at least.”

      There was no arguing; I wasn’t ready to leave the bed just yet. Turning over, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. “You win.”

      “Great.” He grinned and took one of my hands under the covers and placed it on his hard cock. “Someone needs some attention.”

      I wrapped my fingers around his hard length and started stroking it. “Yes, sir.”

      “That feels great. But I really want your mouth.”

      It was only fair, after all. He had spent so much time between my legs it was my turn to return the favor. Slinking down the bed, my body nuzzled into position, and I inhaled. The smell of his sex was intoxicating, and I could feel my pussy moisten just from that. I pushed my tongue out and ran it along the length of his manhood. He was large, and it would be a challenge to take him completely. But I was more than capable of doing it.

      I opened my mouth and teased his head with my tongue before slowly taking him in. My nose grazed his skin; my fingers tickled his balls. I could tell he was enjoying what little I had just done based on the sighs coming from the top of the bed.

      My mouth watered, tasting his sex. His precum was the perfect level of salty, and it made me want to orgasm again. Without letting his cock fall from my mouth, I repositioned my body on the bed to where I could still service him and finger myself. I stroked his cock as my mouth moved up and down, and moved my other hand to my pussy. Parting my lips with my second and fourth fingers while my middle finger dipped inside. I moaned around his cock as I played with my clit.

      His salty precum seeped into my mouth, and I had to focus on my breathing.

      “More, Cherry, more,” he said. I felt his hand touch the top of my head as he guided my speed faster, over and over along his cock. Feeling his cock moving inside my mouth, I moaned as Mitch pushed on the back of my head, holding me in place. I knew he was about to explode.

      Mentally I braced for the impact as his cum spewed from the tip of his cock and hit the back of my throat, traveling down as I swallowed. When I pulled my mouth from his member, the popping sound echoed in the quiet room. There was a lingering line of cum seeping from my mouth that I wiped away with my hand.

      “That was great,” he said before pulling me back down to the bed.

      “You’re welcome,” I replied.

      “How about I order us some food and then you can get on your way?”

      “That sounds good. I will call Harold while you’re doing that,” I said before getting out of bed. I knew I was naked. But there was something about parading around this man still in my birthday suit that made me feel good. I wasn’t ready to cover up just yet.

      Without thinking, I pressed the FaceTime button on my phone and called my husband.

      “Hey there.” Harold’s voice came on right before his image.

      “Hey yourself,” I said, grinning.

      “You look like you have enjoyed yourself. Is that cum dripping from your lip?”

      My hand went up to my mouth and wiped. “Oh, sorry. I thought I’d got it all off.”

      Harold laughed. “So, you enjoyed yourself. Why don’t you angle the phone down a bit?”

      I giggled and tilted the camera so he could see my breasts. 

      “Miss me?”

      “Of course. But Mitch has kept me occupied and company, so it is okay.”

      “I’m sure he is a happy man,” Harold said, smiling.

      “I am, thanks!” Mitch yelled from across the room.

      “Maybe next time we should do this with me on the phone so I can watch what I’m missing.”

      I smiled. “Are you jealous?”

      He shook his head. “Not really, I just miss you.”

      “We are going to eat. Mitch is procuring food as we speak. Then, I will catch an Uber home.”

      “Sounds good, my love. See you soon.”

      I gave him kisses through the phone and then hung up.

      “How long have you two been married?” Mitch asked.

      “About ten years together and eight married.”

      “Have you two always had this type of relationship?”

      I shook my head. “He cheated on me once. And gave me a hall pass to do with it what I pleased. One thing led to another, and now I get to do this once a quarter.”

      “Makes sense. What about him? Does he get to have fun too?”

      “At first, no. But now, I let him decide what he wants for his birthday. He can either go on a vacation with me or get his hall pass.”

      “Whatever keeps your marriage strong, that's great.”

      There was a knock at the door. “Wow, room service was fast,” I said.

      “I offered them a good tip if they got here in ten minutes.”

      He opened the door, and the aroma of pancakes and fruit traveled in the air. I was famished. 
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        * * *

      

      When I walked into my house, the familiar fragrances of lavender and vanilla gave my body goosebumps. It was always like this when I came home from a night out. Harold would wait for me in our bedroom with a bath set up for me to clean off. Today was no different. I put my purse down on the chair and made my way back to our bedroom. There he was on the bed, waiting for me.

      “Your bath is all set.” He smiled at me before standing up to come greet me.

      “I don’t want to kiss you; I haven’t brushed my teeth yet.”

      “I don’t care,” he said before pulling me into his arms and putting his lips over mine. He held me as we kissed passionately together. “I missed you.”

      I cupped his face in my hand and grinned. “I missed you too.”

      “Let’s get you all cleaned up.” He spanked my ass. 

      I jumped and laughed. “Hey!”

      “Well, you’re later than normal. I have to punish you somehow, don’t I?” He grinned at me and then took my hand. “Let’s not let the water cool down.”

      The bathroom had candles lit, and it smelled great. I stripped off my clothes and then slid into the bathtub. He had my favorite bubbles made, my favorite candles and a romantic melody playing softly on the speaker.

      Harold came to sit on the side of the tub with a washcloth in hand. His usual ritual, bathing me. I let him run the cloth over every inch of my body. There was something peaceful about how he would cleanse me.

      He turned the water on and grabbed a cup. Harold started pouring the fresh water over my head and then took the shampoo to clean my hair. He rinsed and repeated with the conditioner. When he was done, I felt very clean and ready for him.

      “There is something I have to tell you,” I said.

      “What’s that, my love?”

      “I didn’t realize that when he fucked me, he didn’t wear a condom.”

      “I see,” he said as he poured water over my body. “Well, someone will just have to be punished for that, won’t they?”

      I nodded.“I know.”

      When the bath was done, I stood up and he handed me my towel. Helping me steady myself, he held my hand as I stepped out of the tub. He took the towel and dried me off, paying special attention to the nooks and crannies I had. When I was dry, we walked into the bedroom together.

      “Now, go get in position.”

      I hurried over to the bed, got on all fours and placed my cheek onto the mattress. This was my favorite part, Harold reclaiming my body.

      When he touched me next, he was naked. I felt his cock pressing against the back of my leg. 

      “I love this view,” he said before running his palm over my butt cheek. He loved to do this right before he spanked me.

      “One,” he said. “Two. How many times did you cum with him?”

      “Six, sir.”

      “Six!” Harold exclaimed before spanking me again. “Three. Now four and five.”

      I knew the sixth one would be special. His hand rubbed against my pussy and, just as expected, the sixth came with a spanking to my cunt.

      “Ow!” I yelped.

      “Good. Now, hold still.”

      His hands parted my pussy, and his cock pushed inside. He thrust repeatidly as he fucked me over and over, adding in spankings sporadically as he made me orgasm.

      “I’m going to come!” I yelled out.

      Harold grabbed hold of my hips and held me tight as he finished his last thrust, spilling his seed into me. It was amazing and one of the best parts of opening our marriage up.

      “Now that we've taken care of that,” he said as he withdrew from me. “Come here, my love.” Harold turned me around, laid me on my back and settled his hips between my legs. “I love you so much.”

      “I love you too.”

      He placed kisses up and down my breasts. His fingertips tickled my skin as he let them roam all over.

      When his lips came back to me, we kissed. There was passion and love flowing through this tender moment that couldn’t be replicated. As our tongues battled for dominance, I knew that letting him take control would always be the outcome. I enjoyed the playful dominance game he let me have.

      Harold’s enormous arms engulfed me, pulling me close.

      “Your heart is beating so loudly,” I said.

      “Because you’re next to me, naked.”

      I laughed. “Good answer.”

      “It always does this when you’re near.”

      “Such a smooth talker.”

      Harold grinned. “Well, someone’s gotta keep you on your toes.”

      I shook my head. “You’re too much.”

      “Oh?” He slid his hand down my side and then spanked my thigh. “I’ll show you too much.” His smirk sent chills down my body.

      “Oh no,” I teased.

      “Oh yes…” he said.

      “Go get the chocolate; I’ll get the towels. I’m going to have myself a wife sundae,” he said, grinning.

      “I love it when we add chocolate to our sexual fun.”

      Harold stood up and walked towards the bathroom as I got out of bed. “Oh, grab the strawberries and whipped cream.”

      “Yes, sir!” 

      As I walked off towards the kitchen, I couldn’t help smiling. I really loved the morning after most of all.

      If you enjoyed this story, check out my other books in My Hotwife Adventures series.
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      A husband and wife accidentally stumble upon a common sexual fantasy involving him watching her fooling around with strangers. And as itches go, this one needs scratching…

      I was reading a newspaper story to Lauren about a billionaire who got caught in a local sex shop having sex with a woman who was not his wife. It wasn’t the scandal of the man’s infidelity that made me question the article. 

      ‘Why would a billionaire need to go to a sex shop to find someone to sleep with?’ I asked Lauren.

      I don’t even remember what I was doing when I asked her this. Probably having breakfast while she scurried around getting ready to go out to the hotel where she works. 

      ‘He’s probably really ugly,’ she said, amused that I would want to talk about such a subject, since I’m normally uncomfortable discussing sex. 

      ‘But he’s a billionaire. There’s plenty of good-looking women who’ll overlook that kind of thing. Or he could afford plastic surgery…’ 

      I remember Lauren smirking at me before she came over to kiss me goodbye. ‘Maybe it’s just a really good sex shop,’ she said with a twinkle in her bright, blue eyes. 

      I don’t know. It was just one of those random incidents of small-talk that pass between a husband and his wife. I didn’t suppose the subject would come up again. I probably had a fairly ordinary day, and didn’t think of it at all as I pushed paperwork around my desk and applied the necessary number of clicks to my computer’s mouse in order to comply with the day’s quota. 

      But then a few days later, in a similar breakfast situation to the one before, Lauren told me that the billionaire who was caught having sex with a woman in the sex shop had been using a glory hole at the time.

      ‘Janine on Reception told me he got into a scuffle with another guy who wanted to use it instead,’ she said. 

      ‘A glory hole?’ I said, in wonderment that a billionaire would need to use a hole through a wall in order to bang a chick.

      But Lauren mistook my surprised tone as one of cluelessness. 

      She flashed me the grin she offers up just before she begins relentlessly teasing somebody — usually me — and said, ‘You don’t know what a glory hole is?’ 

      ‘No,’ I said, indignant. 

      ‘Sweet summer child,’ she said softly, kissing me on the forehead on her way to the front door. 

      ‘No, I mean ‘no’ I do know what a glory hole is. Of course I do.’ 

      She turned at the door like Columbo asking one more thing. ‘Of course you do,’ she grinned wickedly. ‘All that porn you watch.’

      Well, that comment made me blush bright red. Sure, I watched porn occasionally, like any red-blooded male. When I was horny, and she wasn’t. But honestly, I’d been married to Lauren for three years, and most of the time I didn’t need porn, we weren’t one of those couples that has problems in the bedroom.

      But once upon a time, Lauren had caught me looking at porn. It was completely stupid, I hadn’t even been doing anything particularly filthy when I looked at it, but it was a highly embarrassing incident. Mortified, I had been unable to deny being an ‘avid’ porn aficionado, and she’d teased me about it for weeks.

      Anyway. 

      That night after we got back from work, had dinner, and enjoyed the usual evening hangout on the couch watching Traitors in our sweatpants, Lauren’s hand was quietly wandering all over my thigh. It’s something she does when she’s horny, and she wants me to initiate sex because she prefers it when I do.

      For some reason — probably that morning’s comment about porn — I was amused at her subtle attempt to get me interested in sex. I felt like teasing her a little, pretending not to notice her hand because I was so engrossed in reality TV stars screwing each other over in a gothic Scottish castle. 

      But, you know, I’m not made of stone. Knowing that a beautiful blonde wants to have sex with me has a certain effect on me that I can’t exactly hide — particularly when her hand quietly crawls over to the monster lurking between my legs.  

      ‘Mmm…’ Lauren moaned softly, and murmured, ‘Somebody is feeling a little hot under the collar.’ 

      I only chuckled, instead of responding that her remark seemed a little rich, coming from her at this moment.

      Then totally out of the blue, she said, ‘Are you thinking about that glory hole?’ 

      The thing was, I hadn’t been thinking about that glory hole. I’d practically forgotten it, even if she had brought up the topic again that morning. But in that moment, it was fascinating to me that Lauren obviously was thinking about that glory hole. How else would it be on her mind such that she would bring it up?

      Her question of me was pure projection. A fully-fledged Freudian slip. 

      But, you know, I don’t like to make fun of my wife, she doesn’t always respond well to it, even though she likes dishing it out. So I didn’t point out that she was the one who kept mentioning the glory hole.

      Instead, I joked, ‘Well, you know, when you came out and told me about that thing, I had to go find some porn featuring a glory hole.’ 

      It was supposed to be a witty remark that indicated that in reality I don’t actually look at porn all that much, otherwise I wouldn’t be joking about it. 

      But Lauren said, ‘Really?’ Sounding surprised, and like she totally hadn’t got my somewhat over-engineered ‘joke’. 

      I felt myself blushing once again at the idea that I watched a lot of porn. I don’t know why it makes me so uncomfortable. Lauren never scolded me for watching porn, she never pouted or sulked or demanded I never look at another female again. 

      Then to my utter astonishment, my sweet wife said, ‘What was it you were watching?’ 

      She spoke softly, without a hint of amusement, without any suggestion she was mocking me — and she was stroking my erection through my sweatpants as she asked me. 

      She took me by such surprise that I didn’t even think to blurt out an instant denial, like I ordinarily would. No, I wasn’t actually watching porn. It was a joke.

      Maybe it was the fact that she was stroking my cock at the time. I was fascinated by her innocent curiosity at the thought I had looked up some porn featuring a glory hole. I decided to dig into it a little deeper, thinking I could later claim I was messing with her. 

      I said, ‘I found this clip of a woman standing by a glory hole…’

      Again, my sweet wife surprised me by not tormenting me for being a complete pervert. She prompted me, ‘What was she doing?’ 

      I paused, having to think of something, my imagination being somewhat short-circuited by my surprise at Lauren’s curiosity. Then I said, ’To begin with, she was just looking at the guy’s… you know… sticking through the wall…’ 

      I heard Lauren catch her breath. She said, in barely more than a whisper, ‘Did she… touch it?’ 

      And as she asked me, she fished my own erection from my sweatpants, as though imagining she was the woman in the clip I was recounting.

      Was this a particular fantasy of hers that I had stumbled upon? I was intrigued.

      I said, ‘Uh-huh…’ as she started jacking my bare cock. 

      I heard her quietly moan, and noticed her squirm a little in her seat. Hmm, interesting.

      Then she asked me, ‘What did she look like?’ 

      Now Lauren’s not a particularly jealous person. But, you know, she’s a married woman. I wasn’t in the habit of telling her I ever fantasized about anyone else — and I knew she didn’t like to dwell on the fact that I’d actually dated women before she came into my life. 

      And so I purposefully hinted that the woman in the clip I’d supposedly watched looked uncannily like her. 

      ‘Well… I mean, she had blonde hair down to her shoulder blades… blue eyes… a scattering of freckles on her face…’

      Lauren seemed in a kind of trance as she gently tugged on my cock and asked, ‘What did she do?’ 

      Man. We’d never talked about porn like this before. It was strange — but somehow exciting. Like a step in our relationship that we’d never taken before, that might lead to some thrilling new adventure. I wasn’t normally comfortable talking about sex — or porn — but somehow I was able to right now. Perhaps because I felt I had the joker up my sleeve that this was all imagined, I hadn’t actually watched any porn recently.

      Enjoying the feeling of her hand on my hard-on, I said, ‘She knelt down beside the hole in the wall… and took the stranger’s cock in her hands…’ 

      ‘And then?’ 

      ‘She slipped it into her mouth…’ 

      Lauren moaned, and I wasn’t even touching her anywhere sexual. Then she ducked down on my lap and took my cock in her hot mouth. Wow. Oh, my God, that felt good. 

      The thing was, as she was sucking my cock, I got the distinct sense that she was imagining being the woman in my hypothetical porn clip, kneeling in front of a glory hole, sucking a complete stranger’s dick.

      And to my continuing surprise, the thought of my wife fantasizing about sucking a stranger’s cock was an absolutely incredible turn-on. 

      I hadn’t felt like this since Lauren had first decided to wear stockings and suspenders for me in bed. 

      After a few moments, Lauren rose from my cock, red-faced and bright-eyed. ‘You’re so hard, honey,’ she breathed. 

      ‘Well, you’re making me feel pretty good…’ I explained, innocently, not really wanting to admit to finding the thought of her sucking a stranger’s cock arousing. I was supposed to be jealous at the thought of Lauren touching another guy, wasn’t I?

      But I couldn’t identify an ounce of jealousy in my entire being.

      ’It’s more than just that,’ she said, gazing at my hardness in wonderment. 

      What can I say, I’ve been married to Lauren for a while now, and while I still find her incredibly attractive, I’ve gotten somewhat used to having her as my wife. My cock isn’t always one hundred percent hard when we’re doing the fandango. But right now it was.

      I was wracking my brain for some alternative explanation for my current tumescent success, but Lauren wasn’t going to wait for it. Squeezing my shaft like she’d never touched a man’s cock before, she asked, ‘When you were watching the clip… were you imagining you were the stranger she was sucking…?’ 

      Well, here again, my married male brain was very much en garde, and sensitive to the possibility of a trap being set for me. I figured that if I told her I fantasized about being the guy getting his dick sucked through a glory hole, she might have grounds to accuse me of fantasizing about another woman.

      So I said, ‘No…’ while I tried to come up with some other option. 

      Lauren wasn’t going to let it lie. She said, ‘What were you thinking? That you were in there too, watching her with the stranger?’ 

      Oh God. It was the tone of her voice. I couldn’t help myself. It sounded like she was totally turned on by the thought of sucking that stranger’s cock through the wall — and that I would be there watching. And that that would turn me on. 

      My brain got into tangles — my logic said that I couldn’t be the stranger poking his dick through the wall, because I was her husband, and so I wasn’t a stranger. 

      She leaned in and kissed me, and I could taste my own dick on her mouth. Oh, Jesus. It made me think of kissing her after she’d been sucking a stranger through a glory hole. Why was I so turned on by that? 

      I felt unable to come up with a suitable story to tell her, so feeling the pressure to answer her question, I said simply, ‘Yes… I was in there too. Watching.’ 

      I don’t know. I was so taken by the thought of Lauren sharing a sexual fantasy with me. This didn’t happen at all. But in that moment, I still didn’t want the chance that she would think of me watching porn and fantasizing about another woman. It made those feelings of icy-hot embarrassment rise inside me again. 

      So I said, ‘She looked just like you…’ 

      I heard her gasp at that. 

      She gripped my erection tightly and said quietly, ‘You thought it was me taking a stranger in my mouth?’ 

      I didn’t even need to say anything. My cock was throbbing in her hands. I saw her glance down at it, her eyes widening in astonishment. 

      Then she said, ‘Oh honey…’ Like I’d just done the most wonderful thing for her ever. As though I’d bought her a brand new truck, or as though I’d done all the household chores and made the house look amazing even when it wasn’t my turn, or I’d walked on my hands and knees across burning coals just to retrieve her favorite earring that she’d lost. 

      And with that, she ducked back down and jammed my cock back into her eager mouth — and there was no possible doubt that she was fantasizing that this was some stranger’s cock she was servicing, not mine. 

      I came in next to no time, and she was swallowing my cum like it tasted of sugar. I swear she was purring as she sat up and wiped her mouth on her forearm, casting me the broadest grin I’d seen from her in a while. 
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        * * *

      

      There were a lot of questions after that. From her, but also that I needed to answer for myself. 

      And those questions and answers seemed to make both of us horny as hell. Suddenly sex wasn’t once or twice a week between Lauren and me — it was every night, and sometimes multiple times a night. 

      It was like the opposite of a vicious circle. Talking about the fantasy of me watching her sucking a stranger’s cock at a glory hole turned her on, made her wet as hell in fact, and that turned me on even more. And the fact that I was so turned on fantasizing about her seemed to make her constantly cheerful, constantly bright and even more self-confident than usual. And that was sexy as hell, which turned me on even more.

      We talked about it all practically every time we were together. And naturally, Lauren wanted me to dig out the particular porn clip I’d told her about. I had to delay her — stating that I wasn’t sure it was entirely wise to do that, or that I wasn’t sure I could find the precise clip I’d seen — until I could actually locate a clip that complied with my description.

      I couldn’t face telling her I’d made up the whole thing about watching it. It felt like that would be hugely disappointing. 

      But, I spent the very next day secretly searching for a clip that would assuage her. It couldn’t just be any clip, either. It had to feature a woman who looked like Lauren. It took a while to find something suitable. There were scenes of blondes sucking guys through glory holes, but they didn’t look like Lauren.

      Then here it was. We watched it together. Lauren was just entranced by it. She wanted to suck my cock while watching it, but it was difficult to do both at once. 

      I knelt between her knees and helped her remove her leggings and her soaking panties, then I went down on her while she watched the scene. I’d watched the whole clip before, when I was vetting it. I knew what she was seeing. It was hot to take in how she was responding to it. 

      The staccato rhythm of her breathing, disrupted by her excitement. The way her body moved while I licked her delicious pussy. The moans she made, which I knew weren’t provoked merely by the sensation of my mouth on her clit.

      I felt good about finding a clip featuring a woman who really did look like Lauren. 

      But then, after Lauren had come a couple of times, I rose from the humid vale between her thighs, and found that she was now watching an entirely different porn clip on Pornhub. 

      ‘Look,’ she said, all smiles as I sat beside her to take in her iPad screen. ‘I found another one.’ 

      This one featured a brunette who didn’t look anything like Lauren — but I quickly realized that wasn’t the point for her. Lauren watched the clip and imagined she was the brunette, not the person watching the brunette. 

      ‘The first one just touches her,’ she said, touching the screen to return the clip to the beginning. The clip was titled ‘husband watches wife at the gloryhole’.

      We watched an obviously excited brunette sitting down on a stool in a cramped little booth that had purple-painted walls and a black floor. The husband, presumably, was the one behind the camera. A male arm emerged through the hole in the wall beside her, and the woman leaned in to allow the stranger to grope her ample breasts.

      Lauren was riveted. I slipped a hand between her thighs, and slid a finger into her drenched pussy.

      In the clip, the wife stood to allow her mystery groper to discover that she wasn’t wearing any panties, and that her pussy was shaven and wet as could be. While the stranger fingered the sweet brunette, we watched her lean down to take another man’s cock in her mouth — that of the camera operator, who was in the booth with her.

      ‘He’s watching her,’ Lauren said, as though I couldn’t tell. 

      After that, the wife sat herself comfortably, then reached through the glory hole to draw out a complete stranger’s hard cock. She turned to glance and smirk at her husband as she took the man’s dick in her hand. Amused at her wickedness, turned on by her opportunity. 

      I heard Lauren gasp as the woman leaned down to take the stranger’s hard-on in her mouth. 

      It was a hot clip, partly because the woman acted like it was her first time doing this — not quite believing what was happening to her, giddy with excitement — which would be how Lauren might behave in such a situation. As she sucked a few different cocks, her wedding ring was right front and center, which seemed to emphasize the fact that her husband was involved in this, too. And in between strangers, she was excitedly talking to her husband, occasionally jamming his cock into her mouth for good effect. 

      There was no sound for this clip, so we couldn’t hear what they were saying to each other, but their excitement was infectious.

      Toward the end of the clip, the wife was offering her pussy up to the glory hole. At first I assumed she was after more groping — which she certainly achieved. But then another stranger’s manhood emerged through the hole and sank into her married sex.

      Wow. That took the breath away. 

      And it pushed Lauren over the edge. She put the iPad down on the coffee table and then shoved me back onto the couch before straddling me, taking my hardness inside her blistering-hot pussy before riding me hard. 

      Both of us came quickly, collapsing breathlessly on the couch. 
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        * * *

      

      One evening Lauren told me she’d been doing some research into cuckolding. 

      It was a shocking word to hear coming out of her mouth. She never actually told me she thought I was a cuckold, or that I was obviously into the whole cuckolding thing. But she inferred it as she told me lots of men were into this, that it was perfectly normal, and it was the hottest thing she had ever heard of. 

      The way she subsequently told me how unbelievably lucky she was to have a husband like me, that finding out I was like this was like winning the lottery — well, I was hardly going to turn round and deny what she was insinuating, was I?

      Besides, I’d been doing my own research. I could hardly not, considering that I turned out to be a sniveling little cuck. So embarrassing. And yet my research helped reassure me — there indeed were plenty of men like me. I felt less of a freak. 

      The research also confirmed that I did get off on the idea of my wife having sex with other men. I couldn’t avoid that. It was now practically everything I thought about whenever I was horny.

      So I acted calmly, told her that I was the lucky one for having such an incredible wife, and managed not to spit out my beer when she said, ‘I want you to take me to that sex shop.’ 
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        * * *

      

      Man, I was nervous as hell. I could hardly believe it was real. 

      Lauren told me that Janine, who works at the reception desk at her hotel, said she knew someone who had been to the sex shop where our tempestuous billionaire had been arrested, and that there was an adult club downstairs that was good and lively on Saturday nights. 

      ‘You talked to Janine on Reception about going to a sex club?’ I said, both amused and horrified. ‘Aren’t you her boss?’ 

      ‘Not directly,’ Lauren said. ‘She’s cool, though. We talk about stuff. It’s no big deal.’

      We got the lowdown on what to expect at the Club from Janine, although it was fairly clear it was Janine herself who had been there before, not a ‘friend’ of Janine. Still, it was all a fairly terrifying prospect. Lauren’s confidence helped keep us on track, though. 

      So here we were, Saturday night. Me watching her dress up in underwear that looked pretty, but could be easily removed. Lauren getting me to help her shave her pussy ready for other men to see, to grope, maybe to touch. She said her research had suggested it would thrill me to help her prepare for our adventure. She was right about that. 

      I showered with her, touching her, amazed that we were doing this, that we would let a bunch of strangers touch her like I was doing. I watched her get dressed up, apply makeup and so on. 

      Then we went out, hoping nobody we knew would see us going to a sex shop on a Saturday night in suburbia. It was terrifying even to book the Uber, and know the driver would see where we were going. 

      Once we arrived at the place, I could hardly believe it was happening. My heart was hammering at a million miles an hour. Everything was a rush and a blur and I had to put in a load of effort just to stay on my feet and not keel over. We made a beeline for the separate basement entrance, as Janine had coached us. There was a bouncer and a line of single guys waiting outside as though it was just a run-of-the-mill nightclub. 

      A glimpse of Lauren was enough for the bouncers to wave us straight through.

      Deep breaths as we descended the stairs, inhaling the thick atmosphere scented with sweat, cologne and that peculiar tang from the smoke machines being used to enhance the atmosphere.

      There was a bar, where we got ourselves something to settle our nerves, but that was where the similarity to a nightclub ended. The rest of the place resembled a modern art gallery, with spacious rooms lit up in neon colors, displaying assorted installations that could have been contemporary art pieces. There were more obvious pieces — those that were various kinds of beds for people to have sex on. Then there were more obscure contraptions that were presumably there to allow people to have sex in various positions and styles. Some bordered on the torturous, but it took all sorts. A few people were even using the facilities already, though I tried not to look. It seemed so shocking to me that people would have sex in front of other people. But wasn’t that kind of what we were there to do? Or Lauren, at least. 

      Here at the back of the place were rooms that seemed more like tiny meeting rooms, police interrogation cells, or places where you could make a private telephone call. 

      As we walked toward the rooms, we could see a number of guys take notice, checking out Lauren as we went. I felt like my heart was about to burst — I’d never experienced adrenaline and anxiety like that before, it was so intense. Were these guys actually going to stick their dicks through a hole for my wife to take in her mouth?

      This was equal parts wondrous and insanity. Horror and enchantment.

      A security guy was standing there, and on seeing us approach, directed us to a particular door. It was kind of a relief to enter the room, and seal ourselves off from the madness outside. But our little fortress had a key weakness in its perimeter: holes in the wall about the size of a large grapefruit. 

      The one at crotch height I could comprehend, but there were also two much higher up that stumped me in that moment. Were there some ridiculously tall dudes out there? Or were there two raised platforms on the other side of this wall, allowing three guys to penetrate our defenses at the same time without having to look at each other?

      Lauren giggled and stood in front of the holes without any apparent confusion. And as a pair of anonymous arms emerged through the upper holes, my questions were resolved. They — he — was groping my wife before she’d even removed any of her clothes. 

      She laughed, dancing to the music as a stranger’s hands cupped her breasts and fondled them through her dress. 

      Lauren said something I didn’t hear, but then she repeated, ‘You wanna shoot some video?’ 

      Oh God, I nearly melted. I dutifully pulled out my phone as the stranger’s hands moved down my wife’s body and yanked up the hem of her dress, revealing her lacy thong like he was offering her to me.

      I was just stunned. Astonished. My wife was letting a complete stranger touch her like this, his hand delving between her thighs, pressing against her most intimate place through the thin lace of her underwear. Slipping inside to connect with her bare pussy.

      Oh Man. Oh Jeez.

      ‘Are you hard, honey?’ she said, but I only understood because I could read her lips. It wasn’t just curiosity — her eyes were instructive. I complied with her unasked demand, fishing out my hard cock to show her as those disembodied arms and hands and fingers invaded her ultimate privacy.

      I had never been so aroused.

      Lauren rubbed her ass against the crotch-high hole in the wall, and then pulled away, turning around to find a stranger’s erect cock poking through. I held my breath as my wife knelt down, brushing rogue strands of her golden hair back out of her face before grabbing this other man’s hard-on to guide it to her lips.

      Oh, good God. My Lauren stretching her lips around an obscene, pink beast. Bobbing her head to slurp it into her mouth. He put an arm through one of the higher holes to place his hand on her head as she massaged his dick with her mouth.

      I’d never seen anything so insane, or so hot.

      Never had I ever expected to witness Lauren blowing another man. She tried to turn toward me while still slurping on that thing, looking at me, checking out how I was responding. Reaching a hand over to try to grab my dick while she sucked on his.

      Then she pulled away, and I saw white spurt from the stranger’s cock — not much volume, but it was unmistakable. He’d only lasted a few minutes. It made Lauren giggle, but I had to force myself not to hit orgasm by the sight of another man’s cream spilling on her chin and onto her chest as she milked the last few spurts from his fading orgasm.

      And then here was another hard-on pushing through the hole, encircled by my wife’s fingers, guided to her lips. These guys were not blessed with large equipment, but that made it easier for her to service them. I found it fascinating, the disparity between her beauty and the obscene pink beasts penetrating her lips.

      Filming her on my phone, but trying to watch it live, rather than via a screen, which wasn’t easy if you wanted to make sure the camera was pointed the right way.

      She was so smiley. So joyous. So captivated by her chance to toy with cocks that were not her husband’s. Tugging them, licking them, engulfing them in her hot mouth. Triggering their orgasms, letting their seed dribble all over her hand, her arm, her body. 

      Some of them used condoms, but not all. 

      After a while, she turned and dove for my lap, taking my hardness between her lips. God, she was insatiable. Irresistible. Erotic as hell.

      She stood to remove her panties, tossed them to me. I breathed in her scent, appreciating how wet they were. How turned on she was by her depravity. Our depravity.

      Sucking on one of the larger cocks of the night, one of the condom-clad ones. Then standing again, making me think she might be done for the night, only to turn to face me, bending to press her ass to the wall. 

      It took me a few moments to realize what was going on. 

      Another man was fucking my wife. 

      I nearly had a seizure. 

      She was bent at the hips, leaning forward to support herself with her hands pressed against the opposite wall. Wiggling her ass against the hole in the wall. The man’s hand came through to hold her lower back and I could hear his thing moving in her soaking pussy. 

      His thrusts coinciding with her moans. 

      I could hardly believe it. We hadn’t talked about this possibility. Her moans were elevating in pitch and volume, turning into cries, into a constant whine. I’d never heard her make these noises with me. 

      I dropped down onto the floor, getting the most astonishing view of another man’s dick slamming into my sweetheart’s freshly shaved pussy. Jeez, the noises she made were like a song from an angel.

      He was fucking her, holding her hips with his hands. She realized I was there after a while, and then she was gazing into my eyes as she moaned and gasped and whined. How could she be so sexy? Being fucked by someone else. She looked at me with such love, such gratitude. 

      I kissed her dirty lips, tasting that weird tinge that indicated she’d had other men in her mouth. 

      What was sexy was her wickedness, her lust, her completely unexpected lewdness. 

      My wife was being the most unbelievable slut, something I’d never thought I’d see, in my wildest imagination. And yet something that thrilled me more than anything else I could remember.

      I watched her suck a couple more guys, and then here was another with a condom in place, which meant she could offer them her sex. 

      Oh, it was like the most powerful drug. I knew from the get-go that I was addicted. 

      And Lauren was totally high as well. 

      I watched her pull away from the hole, telling me to grab her clothes, but not even putting them back on before leaving the confines of our glory booth. I dutifully took her things and followed her out, and then there she was on one of the beds outside, surrounded by naked, virile men. Three of them actively touching her, three more watching up close.

      Astonishing. She was sucking on two different guys while a third started fucking her. I was relieved to see he was using protection. She started on her back, and then flipped onto all fours as the guys took their turns slotting into her drenched pussy. 

      I’ll admit, it all got a little overwhelming for me. These were not small guys fucking her, either. Not like the dicks she sucked through the glory hole. These were big dicks, monsters. How did they even fit inside her?

      She was so beautiful, so stunning, so intensely desirable. I was completely taken by the lines of her body, the way the light glistened on her sweat-covered skin, the way she moved with them. How could I want her more than I did before because a bunch of other men had had their wicked way with her? But I did. It was something biological, something deeply ingrained within me.

      I was hungry for her like I hadn’t been for a while. Perhaps since we first met. 

      The unexpected part for me was that, although I’d never seen anything as hot as Lauren misbehaving with another man — other men — what struck me as the hottest part of it all was the sounds she was making.

      The wet noises of her pussy being stretched and penetrated and pounded by huge cocks that were not mine. The vocal symphony she was producing in response to the most bliss she had ever experienced. The yelps as she came — again and again. 

      When they were done with her, she was a mess. But that only turned me on more.

      I took her in my arms, kissed her. I told her how much I loved her, how much I wanted her. 

      And, still a little out of breath, she told me apologetically that she didn’t think she could stand not to do this again sometime. Probably soon. Well, I wasn’t going to say ‘no’.

      ‘Just don’t get into a scuffle with any of the guys here,’ she smirked.

       

      About Max

      Max Sebastian is a bestselling author who has been writing erotica for more than two decades, and still can’t get enough of the astonishing thrill a husband experiences when he knows his beloved wife is about to be gloriously depraved in the arms of another man before returning to share all the delicious details with him. More here: MaxSebastian.com
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      Welcome back to the Letters page, a.k.a. the part of the magazine you pretend to skim but actually read twice.

      The ACHE Collab continues to get more letters from readers, which we love!  It’s up to you, the reader, to decide which of these letters are true, and which are just our readers’ hopes and dreams. But whether these are real or fantasy, we’re here for them all! Because there isn’t anything better in life than adding some sexy spice to our lives.

      You can think of this section as your monthly guilty pleasure.

      Fair Warning … Some of these letters may make your eyes open wide, your mouth fall open and your drink spit up in shock. All of them will leave you wondering what deep, dark secrets your friends and neighbors have hidden away.

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

      Happy reading,

      — The ACHE Collective
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      Until last month, I had always thought of myself as a traditional young wife, with a low body count and limited experience when I married my husband, Clyde, three years ago. Clyde was just as tradition-minded as I was, or so I thought. 

      That was until his old college roommate came to visit us. Jackson was in town for a week on business and accepted Clyde’s invitation to stay in our guest room while he was here. Clyde and Jackson met when they both joined the State U college football team. Jackson had been their star tight end. Let me tell you, Jackson looked every bit a tight end, massive, well over six feet, and still fit as if he could go into the game this weekend.

      In their last two years of school, they shared an apartment off campus. Regrettably, Jackson had moved to the west coast after he got out of school. This was the first time I had met him. 

      Everything was normal for the first few days. We would go out to dinner most nights, then I’d spend the rest of the evening listening to them trade football stories and describing life after college. I didn’t mind, really. Jackson was witty and charming, handsome with his dark blond hair, crystal clear blue eyes, and a closely trimmed beard. I joined in the conversation often.

      The hard part was my unexpected reaction. After dinner, he would go up to change into something more casual. Gym shorts and a T-shirt. Those shorts did nothing to hide how big he was down there. Several times, when the conversation got a little naughty, his shorts bulged out. I couldn’t keep my eyes off it.

      He returned my gaze. At first, it made me uncomfortable. I was a happily married woman and had no interest in cheating. But as the days went on and I gained greater comfort with him, I grew relaxed about our mutual attraction. Clyde didn’t seem to care.

      We always sat in our living room talking. At first, Jackson and Clyde sat at different ends of the sofa, and I sat on the loveseat nearby. That all changed on Thursday night when my husband invited me to join the two men on the sofa.

      I did what he asked, of course. I didn’t want to make a scene, but I still pressed against my husband’s side, making sure I sat lady-like so our guest didn’t get any mixed messages. The problem was that Jackson was such a big man that, even with my cuddling against Clyde, his leg would occasionally touch mine. And his tool responded with each touch. I was getting more and more frantic, trying to keep some space between us, but I couldn’t stop looking at the bulge that haunted me.

      I tried to avoid looking at it, asking about how he enjoyed his return home. He only chuckled, moving closer, snickering about how it looked better all the time. My husband turned his body, forcing my leg to press against Jackson’s. A flush of heat ran across my face. 

      I jumped up abruptly, thinking to refresh the drinks and escape being squeezed between them. Clyde stood at the same time. I noticed him winking at Jackson as we walked into the kitchen.

      This is when everything changed. First, my husband asked if I thought Jackson was handsome. He was, but I still didn’t understand why that mattered. Then my husband dropped three words that made me catch my breath. ‘He likes you,’ he told me, as if that meant a lot to him.

      When I tried to stay innocent, my husband pulled my eyes to his, making it clear that he and Jackson were VERY close friends. I shivered, somehow knowing what he meant by that.

      I tried to stay calm, despite the sudden heat I was feeling inside. His brown eyes had grown glassy with arousal as he explained what they had actually shared. The shock swept straight to my sex as I remembered the huge rod tenting his gym shorts.

      Clyde tugged at my sundress, trying to get it off. I folded my arms, resisting. He pulled me into his arms, his hand moving down my flat stomach, pushing the dress out of the way, while he traced along my sex covered only by thin panties. His fingers pressed against my clit, teasing my folds. I grabbed his arms, trying to support myself, shuddering at a surge of arousal unlike any I had ever felt before. 

      I was still in shock as he told me their plan. If I wanted to be shared, I should signal that willingness by taking all my clothes off and walking back into the living room completely naked. If not, then I was to come out with my dress still on and we’d leave it the way things were. But if I did, we would spend the rest of his visit with the three of us in bed, and I could experience that rod directly.

      Clyde assured me that Jackson would love to give me everything he had, and that my husband would love to watch him do it. ‘If you are willing,’ he assured me with a smile. I knew what he wanted as he described Jackson’s enormous cock and his knowledge of how to use it. He promised that, by the end of the night, I would climax so often I wouldn’t be able to catch a breath.

      Can you imagine it? Your husband telling you how much pleasure you would get making love to another man? 

      Clyde walked back into the living room, leaving me alone to figure out what I wanted to do. So much for traditional wife!

      I knew what Clyde wanted. My husband had made his preference crystal clear. He wanted me to walk out naked, giving myself to his friend. I had never even thought of such a thing. But my hand flashed to my sex. I was sopping wet.

      The surprise was how much I wanted it too. I had become very comfortable with his friend’s casual touching during his visit. Going the rest of the way no longer seemed… excessive.

      I lifted the dress over my head; bra and panties followed it onto the floor. I looked at my reflection in the window. Full, perky breasts, hard nipples, glistening folds. I suddenly wanted this as much as my husband.

      My breath caught when I walked naked into the living room, halting at the sight of the men who had already taken their clothes off. My husband must have known what I would do. 

      Clyde had moved to the loveseat. He was hard as a post, playfully using that shaft to point to where I should go. Jackson was leaning back on the sofa, stroking the largest shaft I had ever seen. A full 8-9 inches with a girth that I knew would stretch me. I blushed, hearing their laughter about how right my husband had been, about my staring at Jackson’s crotch all week, and how much I must want to feel him inside me.

      Jackson reached out to me. I came over to the sofa. He helped me to my knees between his legs. That massive instrument suddenly looked even bigger with my face only inches away. I took it in both hands, stroking up and down slowly. 

      Looking back at my husband, I saw him nod his approval. I kissed the tip, already leaking pre-cum. All restraint left me as I drove my mouth down as far as it would go, which wasn’t far. 

      As soon as he was fully hard, I scrambled onto his lap, positioning myself above his cock. It took several attempts before I got it all the way inside me, but once I did, a loud groan of pure pleasure escaped my lips. 

      My husband’s hands appeared on my hips, pressing the shaft deeper, as he explained I had a hall pass for this weekend only. That I could have Jackson inside me as often as I liked. And that I could use him, let him use me, whatever I wanted. He whispered these words in my ear while pulling me up, then forcing me down again repeatedly. My moans filled the room.

      Jackson moved up to my breasts, squeezing, pinching, suckling. They worked on me together, moving my hips up and down, driving me crazy with each swipe against my clit, plunging deeper. I couldn’t hold back any longer, exploding with an orgasm that left me panting with the power of it.

      And that, my friends, is how I became a shared hotwife for my husband and his best friend. We spent the next three days without clothes and seldom without some form of physical contact. I loved it so much, and came so often that Clyde and I talked about doing it more, even after Jackson leaves town.

      - Sara, Kansas City
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I never imagined that, at thirty-three—a mother of two young children and a faithful, happily married woman—I’d ever do what I did last year in Thailand. Nor did I believe my husband, Bryan, would go along with me. But he did.

      I’d always pictured Thailand as a place of heat, sunlight, cocktails and barely disguised desire. And that was exactly what we found at the resort we’d chosen: sweltering weather, free-flowing alcohol, and an atmosphere thick with sex. With the kids safely at home with my mum, by the third day Bryan and I were behaving like newlyweds again—we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

      Still in our swimsuits, slightly tipsy after a late dinner and a few too many drinks at a beach restaurant we’d grown fond of, we left our flip-flops by the path and wandered barefoot to a quiet stretch of sand where a few local fishermen had dragged their boats ashore. We slipped behind one of the boats and started making out—Bryan’s hands sliding beneath my string bikini top to knead my breasts, while my hands found their way into his trunks to stroke his hardening cock.

      That was when we realised we weren’t as alone as we’d thought. It was close to midnight, yet a man stood by another boat twenty yards away, half-hidden, watching us.

      You have to understand, I’m not that sort of woman. But something in the air that night loosened all my inhibitions. Instead of pulling away when Bryan nodded towards the stranger, I just giggled and carried on stroking him, my head turned slightly in the watcher’s direction. Bryan didn’t stop either; he tugged the strings of my bikini top loose, and I let it fall to the sand, baring my breasts to the humid night.

      The watcher edged forward enough for us to see him clearly—tall, broad-chested, shoulder-length blond hair, a swimmer’s build. He wore only trunks and was stroking himself through the fabric.

      Bryan’s fingers were already at the ties of my bikini bottoms. He whispered that we should go for a midnight swim. I giggled again and didn’t stop him when he pulled the strings. The bottoms slid down my legs; I stepped out of them. In one quick motion, he stripped off his trunks, his cock springing free, and together we ran laughing towards the sea—both of us aware, and oddly thrilled, by the thought of the watcher’s eyes still on us.

      We waded waist-deep into the water and stopped. Bryan moved in front of me and wrapped his arms around my waist. His palms gripped my arse, pulling me close, his hard cock pressing against my abdomen. He lowered his head and buried his face between my breasts, his mouth finding a nipple.

      I tangled my fingers in his hair and closed my eyes, savouring the pulse of his cock against my stomach and the warmth of his mouth on my skin.

      Just as I told myself it was time we fucked—his cock now throbbing, my pussy contracting with need—I felt a firm grip on my shoulders.

      I jolted, my hands flying from Bryan’s hair to his shoulders, my eyes snapping open. Sensing my sudden movement, he lifted his head.

      He froze for a moment, but then nodded, his hands slipping from my arse.

      I turned my head and my breath caught.

      The watcher stood behind me, close enough for me to see him clearly in the faint light spilling from the beach restaurant: a white man in his mid-twenties, blue-eyed, with a chiselled yet handsome face, a neatly trimmed blond beard, and a gentle smile. Strange as it sounds, I felt drawn to him.

      Why did I want this stranger so badly? Here, in the sea, with my husband still inches away?

      Before I could think, the stranger pulled me towards him, and my lips parted in a gasp. I felt it—a thick, heavy cock pressing against my arse. My legs weakened, my heart raced, and my pussy—already primed for my husband—fluttered in response.

      I glanced at Bryan, eyebrows raised, but he only nodded, a faint smile curving his lips, and stepped back. My hands fell from his shoulders.

      The man behind me seemed to have been waiting for that. With a firm grip, he spun me around.

      I steadied myself, palms landing on his chest—a powerful, muscular chest.

      Our eyes met.

      In silence, his hands slid down my sides to my arse and gripped it firmly.

      He raised his eyebrows—a question.

      I knew what he wanted. I knew I shouldn’t. Yet in that trance-like haze, I nodded and moved my hands to his shoulders.

      He lifted me, my legs wrapping around his waist, his hands firm on my arse.

      He lowered me an inch, and I gasped before I could stop myself—a jolt of arousal surging through me as his cockhead parted my pussy lips and nudged at my entrance.

      Then he thrust, sliding deep inside me in one powerful stroke. A moan tore from my throat—raw, guttural. I’d never felt so stretched, so completely filled.

      Gripping my arse tightly, he began lifting me up and down, my pussy gliding around his thick cock with ease that surprised me.

      Clinging to his shoulders, my eyes locked on his, I started moving with him—helping him. I couldn’t believe it, but I did. I was helping him fuck me.

      The moans poured from my mouth, my nails digging into his flesh, but he didn’t stop. His thrusts grew faster, my cries louder, heat coiling deep inside me until my breath caught, my thighs trembled, my pussy clenched.

      I closed my eyes and shuddered through the most intense orgasm I’d ever felt, clutching at his shoulders. A heartbeat later, he let out a rough grunt and stilled, his cock pulsing as warmth spilt deep inside me.

      We quivered together for several moments before the wave subsided. I opened my eyes.

      He smiled faintly, then eased me up, his still-hard cock slipping from me. He lowered me onto my feet as I unwrapped my legs from around his waist. Finding my balance, I released his shoulders.

      For a few seconds we just stood there—panting, eyes locked, waves lapping at our bodies, my thighs trembling, my pussy aching from the emptiness he’d left behind.

      Then he turned and walked away, just like that. Saying nothing.

      Still in a daze, I felt Bryan’s chest against me, his arms circling my waist, his hands resting on my stomach. I covered his hands with mine, speechless, and we both watched the man who’d just fucked me in the sea until he reached the shore and disappeared behind his boat.

      Only then did we slowly loosen our embrace, and Bryan stepped beside me. He found my hand and laced his fingers through mine. In silence, we walked out of the water together.

      It was the first and only time—but whenever the nights are warm, I still think of the sea.

      Yours,

      Eva, London
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I still can’t believe it. After all the talks and the fantasies my husband and I shared late at night cuddling, we finally did it. We took that taboo step into the hotwife world. It was a thrilling, terrifying, and intoxicating experience, like nothing I had ever known. I’ll tell you about my first time, just as I excitedly recounted it all to my husband. Reliving it now brings the sharp, familiar ache back to my body.

      It started last Saturday night. My husband, David, watched as I got ready for my first hotwife adventure. I chose a sleek black dress, the one my husband loved. It hugged all my curves and dipped low enough to tease a glimpse of my black lace bra. 

      I loved the feeling of his eyes on me as I got ready. His amber eyes held a mix of pride and hunger that made my pulse race. My darling husband kissed me goodbye at the door. His strong hand lingered on my ass for a few extra moments as he whispered how hot I looked. God, the idea of David getting excited at the thought of another man fucking me sent a shiver straight to my core. 

      I met my date at a bar downtown. Inside, the lights were dim, and slow jazz played in the background. Jacob was my date’s name. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair and bright blue eyes that locked onto mine like he already knew what I wanted. We chatted over drinks, my nerves buzzing from anticipation of what was to come. Jacob was charming, confident, but what really excited me was the way he leaned in, his knee brushing mine under the table.

      We didn’t waste much time. After the second drink, he suggested we head to his place nearby. My heart pounded as I texted David a quick message. Heading out with him now. Wish me luck. His reply was instant: Enjoy yourself, baby. Tell me everything later. That little encouragement was all I needed to push all guilt and doubt out of my head.

      Jacob’s apartment was modern, all glass, and black leather and overlooked the city lights. As soon as the door shut, he pulled me close, his lips crashing against mine. His kiss was rougher than my husband’s. It was more demanding, and his tongue invaded my mouth while his hands roamed my backside, squeezing my ass through the dress. I moaned into him. My body responded instantly, nipples hardening against my bra as heat pooled between my legs.

      He didn’t rush us to the bedroom. Instead, he backed me against the wall, his mouth trailing down my neck, nipping at the skin just above my collarbone. You’ve been thinking about this all week, haven’t you? He growled, his breath hot against my ear. I nodded, breathless, as he unzipped my dress and let it pool at my feet. Standing there in just my black lace panties and bra, I felt exposed, vulnerable, but so alive. His eyes devoured me, and when he unhooked my bra, letting my breasts spill free, he cupped them roughly, thumbs circling my stiff nipples until I gasped.

      He dropped to his knees then, kissing a path down my stomach, his stubble scraping deliciously against my skin. My panties were soaked already, and he noticed, hooking his fingers in the waistband and sliding them down my legs. I stepped out of them, spreading my stance as he buried his face between my thighs. His tongue flicked out, lapping at my wet pussy lips, teasing my clit with slow, deliberate strokes. I threaded my fingers through his hair, pulling him closer, my hips bucking against his mouth. He sucked my clit hard while sliding two fingers inside me, curling them to hit that spot that made my knees buckle. I came fast, my juices coating his chin as I cried out, waves of pleasure crashing over me.

      But he wasn’t done. He stood, stripping off his shirt and then shoving his pants down. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, longer than my husband’s, already hard and leaking pre-cum at the tip. I wrapped my hand around it, stroking the hot length, feeling it throb in my grip. He groaned, guiding me to the couch where he sat, pulling me onto his lap. I straddled him, rubbing my slick pussy along his shaft, coating him with my arousal before positioning the head at my entrance.

      Sinking down onto him was electric. He stretched me wide, filling me completely as I took him inch by inch. I rode him slowly at first, grinding my hips, my breasts bouncing with each movement. His hands gripped my waist, then slid up to pinch my nipples, twisting them just enough to make me whimper. Fuck, you’re tight, he muttered, thrusting up to meet me, his cock slamming deep into my pussy.

      We picked up the pace, my ass slapping against his thighs as I bounced on him, chasing another orgasm. He reached between us, rubbing my clit in tight circles, and I shattered again, my walls clenching around his dick, milking him. That pushed him over the edge—he flipped me onto my back on the couch, pinning my legs over his shoulders, and pounded into me relentlessly. His balls slapped against my ass with every thrust; the wet sounds of our fucking filled the room.

      When he came, it was intense. He pulled out at the last second and shot thick ropes of cum across my stomach and breasts, marking me as his for that night. I lay there panting, feeling the warm stickiness on my skin, a naughty smile on my lips as I thought of my husband waiting at home.

      We cleaned up after and shared a lazy cuddle. But I didn’t stay long; I wanted to get back to my husband, to feel his arms around me and share my adventure. When I walked through our door, my husband was there, pulling me into a deep kiss, tasting the faint hint of Jacob on my lips.

      It might have been my first adventure as a hotwife, but it won’t be my last. 

      Until Next Time,

      Hotwife in Cleveland
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        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      It happened again – and I don’t know what to make of it. I watched a man walk up to my wife in the grocery store, and my dick got hard. Is that normal? When I think back to what happened, I feel my emotions and hormones surging all over again. Just like when it happened. I remember it clearly, like it was happening in real time all over again.

      I sat there holding the bananas watching this black-haired, chiseled man flirt with my wife, and what did she do? She smiled, laughed and flirted back!

      Now I have this semi-hard thing between my legs that I am hiding behind a bunch of bananas that I just don’t know what to do with.

      When Scarlet, my wife, saw me, she waved me over. I had no choice but to grin back at her and make my way across the produce lanes to be polite.

      “Charles! I want you to meet Rob. He works at the school with me.”

      “Nice to meet you,” Rob said, extending his hand out towards me.

      In an awkward movement with the bananas, I reached out and shook his hand. His grip was firmer than mine, which really annoyed me.

      “Nice to meet you. What do you do at school with Scarlet?”

      “I’m the new football coach.”

      Great, he was a freaking football coach. Scarlet loved football. And the thought of the pigskin sport took my cock from a chub to a full-on hard-on.

      Scarlet laughed and touched Rob’s arm. I thought I was going to come in my pants when she grazed his tricep.

      I grinned at Rob when he looked back at me, but I was pretty sure he knew I wasn’t a fan.

      “I better be off; see you tomorrow.” Rob nodded at me and gave my wife a sideways hug before moving on to the bread aisle.

      On the drive home, I couldn’t stop thinking about Coach Rob. And the worst part was my cock was ready for action, semi-hard, the whole time. I didn’t understand what was happening, but that didn’t matter. Scarlet wouldn’t understand and would probably think I was losing my mind. When we got home and unloaded the groceries, a sense of peace finally washed over me.

      That was until she turned on Monday Night Football and my cock got hard again. I couldn’t take much more of this torture.

      “Charles, what’s wrong?” She was looking at me across the room with a bewildered expression. I tried to blow things off, but I couldn’t. My cock needed relief, and she was the one I needed to relieve it on.

      “Everything,” I grumbled before standing up and storming across the room.

      I grabbed her hand and pulled her into a standing position and kissed her. I didn’t give her any opportunity to refuse. My hands were all over her, undressing her, undressing me and before the next down on the game was called, we were naked.

      I moved her behind the couch and turned her around, bent her over and slapped her ass.

      “You like all these football men, don’t you?” I asked her right before shoving my cock into her moist pussy. I knew she did. I could feel her already wet and ready.

      I rammed my cock into her repeatedly until I was ready to come. When my release happened, I felt air leave the room, almost. It was as if the tension I had been holding for the last few hours was gone and I could finally move on.

      “Charles,” Scarlet said in a pant.

      “I know, I know. We need to talk.”

      When my cock slid out of her pussy, it was limp, and I was relieved. She was going to think I was insane, and I had no idea how to explain it to her. I took her hand, and we moved to the couch where we sat down, looking at each other’s facial expressions.

      I put my hand over my face and tried to breathe deeply before speaking. “Scarlet, seeing you with your friend today got me feeling all sorts of jealous.” My hand dropped from my face, and I looked into my wife’s eyes. “I think I’m a cuckold.”

      Her face was still. She didn’t respond.

      “I got turned on by seeing you fawn all over your chiseled football buddy.”

      She argued about it saying, “I wasn’t fawning over him.”

      I shook my head. “You were. But that’s okay.”

      “I’m sorry that I upset you.”

      The laughter slipped out before I could think about it. “You didn’t upset me. You turned me on. Which at first upset me but now, hell, I don’t know.”

      “Okay? So, what do you want?”

      I shrugged. I had to tell her something. “I don’t know, but I just wanted to make sure you knew why I was acting so crazy.”

      Scarlet took my hand in hers and brought it to her lips and kissed it. “I love you. And we will figure this out together.”

      “I love you too.”

      “How about we finish watching the football game and I can tell you how much I love it when the Oline bends over?”

      I really did love her. Who else would be so understanding in this situation? “Hard pass. I don’t want to have to look at men’s asses all night. I’d rather look at yours.” I reached over, kissed her right before standing up and lifting her into my arms. “I’m going to be the only Oline you need tonight, sweetheart.”

      I walked her into our bedroom and tossed her onto our bed. Yeah, I needed to figure out what the hell was going on with me. But in the meantime, I was going to enjoy my wife.

      - Shocked in the Produce Aisle

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Her Friends Provide The Assist

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Hotwife Digest,

      

      

      I’ve always been embarrassed about the cuckold thing. I’ve been this way since as long as I can remember. 

      When I started seeing my first-ever girlfriend, in high school, I was fascinated that she’d dated — and slept with — a ton of guys before me. When she was getting tired of me, she wasn’t exactly subtle about hiding her interest in alternatives, and God knows why she didn’t just outright split up with me, but she cheated on me a couple of times first. I guess she wanted a raft to jump to before the old one sank.

      But you know how it is, porn is always there in the background. I gravitated to scenes of guys watching their sweethearts try out other men. I progressed to erotica, where the feelings involved were explored in more detail. 

      I was acutely aware of how shameful my kink was, though. Mainstream society laughed at guys like me. When semi-famous people got caught letting other men date their wives — or were busted actively watching their wives — they were mercilessly humiliated in the media. 

      So, yeah, I hid it. 

      When I met my now-wife, Samantha, since she worked at the same biogenics lab as me, we dated conventionally. She liked me because I treated her well, I wasn’t an a-hole, we shared a love of books and board games. She was way more attractive than me, but she’d had some bad experiences with some more alpha guys in the past.

      Her friends kind of looked down on me. I was boring, plain, scrawny. Samantha’s best friend Peyton was particularly frowny whenever I was around. About two years after we got married, though, everything changed. Peyton’s attitude toward me suddenly softened — over the course of a few days. It was a dramatic change — now she was smiling at me. Swapping small-talk without a hint of sarcasm. Choosing to sit by me when Samantha decided to drag me along on a night out. 

      Naturally I didn’t find out about what happened until a while after it happened. Then I was walking with her one night, as the group of us was proceeding from one Brooklyn bar to another, and she suddenly dropped the big reveal that she knew ‘something secret’ about me.

      It turned out that one of their other friends — Kelly — had stumbled on her new husband watching porn, and after said new husband declared in a panicked tone that all guys look at porn, the whole group of women had decided to investigate exactly what kind of porn their husbands or boyfriends were into. 

      Peyton and Samantha had spent an evening around our place to hack into my laptop on a night when I was out celebrating a workmate’s birthday.

      Peyton was all mischievous smiles as she told me they’d perused my browser history with increasing interest. When I protested, she tried to reassure me that it ‘could have been worse’. Some of the others had discovered partners partaking of stepsister stuff, or rimjob scenes, or weird shit involving the anal insertion of vegetables.

      Apparently Peyton and the rest of Samantha’s friends were all impressed that I was more into erotic stories than porn — and they were unanimous in envying my wife that I was into cuckolding.

      Well that was unexpected. Suddenly I had Samantha and her best friend working on ways to find her someone on the side. Buying condoms, lingerie, some nice outfits suitable for dating. Peyton helped Sam join a couple of dating apps. They went out at night to flirt with guys in bars. 

      And I was allowed to tag along and monitor the situation from afar, just like the various erotic stories I’d read. 

      God, it was incredible. Watching her when she clearly found the guys attractive, when there was chemistry. It took my breath away. I’d see her smile at them, laugh at their jokes, sit in a way that emphasized her figure — man, it was like crossfit for my heart.

      She wasn’t a one night stand kind of woman — or a sleep-on-the-first-date type. She was looking for a boyfriend. Jeez. I’d fantasized about this practically since I’d first kissed a girl. 

      And then here he was — Luke. First date, second date, third date, dinner back at our place. He knew she was married, but thought she was cheating on her husband. I stayed out of the way, but that was okay. As far as I was concerned, I was open to her doing anything as long as I could at least find out about it after. 

      And it turned out that Samantha loved telling me about things after. She and Peyton had done their research about cuckolding. They loved everything about it. Though I indicated aspects of the kink I wasn’t into so much — you know, cross-dressing, excessive humiliation, and so on — Samantha seemed to know all the buttons to push as we explored this. 

      Stroking my cock as she narrated the highlights of her date with Luke, telling me to go down on her while she recounted their next step of making out in a movie theater. Offering me a slow fuck as she told of sucking a cock that wasn’t mine for the first time since we’d been together. 

      Sitting on my face when she fed back every single detail of her first full extramarital sex.  

      What a rush! I never thought this could ever happen to me. And then when Samantha told me she wanted me to be at home when she next took Luke back there with her. That I could listen to them from a safe distance as long as I gave Luke no clue I was there.

      She wants to find a way for me to watch someday. But listening was just incredible as it was. Hearing those sexy sighs as he touched her, the moans as he stroked her in sensitive areas. The deep groans that so clearly signaled that he was inside her.

      And then Luke was gone, and Samantha was all mine. Freshly fucked, sweaty and soaking wet, the powerful aroma of sex and another man all over her. She was all over me as I emerged from my hiding place, and all smiles. And even though I’d heard everything, I still needed a detailed debrief from her as I gently serviced her somewhat sore, and definitely well-used pussy with a tender and eager mouth. It was fascinating to see whether my guesses about her various noises proved to be correct. 

      I was in heaven. She was a little too sore for me to fuck her, but I could hardly complain — and she made it up to me with a sensual blowjob. I guess she likes the taste of cum, huh. 

      But while she wanted Luke to become a long-term affair, that wasn’t going to stop Peyton from keeping up the pressure to find Samantha other guys to fuck along the way. We all knew Samantha’s bestie wanted to live vicariously through her, but that just suits me down to the ground. 

      It’s fun swapping gossip with Peyton about what my wife’s up to. 

      And Peyton’s obsessed with the possibility of me getting to watch Samantha take another guy. More than one guy at once, even. The future looks bright. 

      Yours,

      No Longer Ashamed, Denver
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            Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #4

          

          — The ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Coming January 2026

      Paul Writing …

      

      See you in January.
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	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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