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		Welcome to the Hotwife Digest: Letters ‘2025 Christmas Special Edition’

		

		Presented by the Authors of Cuckold & Hotwife Erotica (ACHE)

		

		Well, well, well... look what Santa dropped in your lap.

		Whether you’ve been naughty, nice, or somewhere deliciously in between, we’re thrilled you’ve unwrapped this very special festive edition of Hotwife Digest. For this one-off Christmas treat, we’ve done something a little different…

		You told us how much you love the letters. Those sexy, cheeky, can-you-believe-this-just-happened confessions from wives, husbands, and lovers at all stages of their hotwife journeys. From nervous newbies to seasoned sluts and their very lucky partners, you seem to gobble them up with abandon.

		So we thought: why not give you an entire issue stuffed full of them? Like your wife at the Christmas party after too many glasses of prosecco and too much time spent under the mistletoe.

		Inside, five of ACHE’s top authors: Kirsten McCurran, Delores Swallows, Max Sebastian, Paul Garland and Hardison Parker, have put together a selection of letters for your enjoyment. The result? A sizzling stocking full of hotwife delights.

		Here’s what’s waiting under the covers:

		• first-time hotwives spreading more than just cheer

		• wannabe husbands desperate to turn fantasy into sleigh-bell-ringing reality

		• group fun where no one's left unstuffed (the more the merrier)

		• and plenty of husbands watching, sharing, and unwrapping their favourite gifts: their wives!

		So whether you’re sneaking away from the in-laws, spending a cold winter night by the fire with a hard… copy of this digest, or just in the mood for a silent night that turns into anything but, we hope this collection gives you something hot to enjoy during the festivities.

		From all of us at ACHE, we wish you a very merry Christmas, a happy and horny New Year, and many more moans to come in 2026. Expect more bi-monthly Hotwife Digest issues in the year ahead, both regular issues and some special editions like this unique issue, but all guaranteed to deliver the kind of content you can’t help but get off to.

		Until next time,

		Kirsten, Max, Paul, Delores, Hardison, Skylar (who helped put this collection together) and the rest of the ACHE Team

		Happy Holidays!

		

	
		

		First Timers

		

	
		

		A Friend’s Crush

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		So my wife, Casey, and I always had a fairly close circle of friends, going back to college, which is where we originally met. We all meet up for nights out, dinner, movies, dancing, maybe once or twice a month, and it’s been that way since forever.

		Only that all changed one night when a few of us got a little too drunk, and Casey’s best friend Olivia revealed that Matt has had a huge crush on Casey since he first saw her way back in college.

		I guess other people could have just laughed it off and moved on. We could have ignored that little factoid, and Matt could have denied it, or said something about having a crush on all the women in our group, et cetera.

		But things were really awkward. Matt was really embarrassed. Casey was kind of flattered, but receptive to how embarrassed Matt was, and when I asked her about it she even seemed guilty she’d never noticed Matt’s interest — even that she’d never dated him before we became an item senior year.

		Perhaps unexpectedly, I didn’t feel jealous about Matt having a crush on my sweet wife. I didn’t feel insecure in our relationship — we were married, and things were pretty passionate between us. If anything, learning about Matt’s crush only enhanced my desire for Casey — I guess it prevented me from taking her for granted.

		Yet things were still so awkward whenever Matt appeared during a night out that either we would end up going home early, or he would. Then fairly soon after that, we found ourselves avoiding occasions when we felt Matt would be there — partly because we didn’t want to spoil his night.

		It became fairly noticeable. It was definitely affecting the overall atmosphere in our whole circle of friends.

		Casey and I had this big talk where we tried to hammer out exactly how we felt about the Matt thing. She asked me if I disliked him because of his crush, and I said no, not at all. She wanted me to ask Matt out for a one-on-one so I could reassure him things were okay between us. I suggested it might be better if Casey asked Matt out for a one-on-one for the same reason. But we looked at each other and knew that wasn’t going to stop him from crushing on her — and even if all of us told each other we were fine with everything, it wasn’t going to prevent the awkwardness. 

		The bottom line was that Casey felt sorry for Matt. I felt bad that I’d asked her out back in college when he had a massive thing for her. And everyone else pitied Matt, who had never really dated much since college — and as we thought about the women he’d dated, they had all looked like Casey in many ways. 

		After a few glasses of wine, I joked that maybe the only answer was to give Casey a hall pass to take Matt out for a big date, and then quietly end up in a hotel room together to hammer out that strange energy between them. 

		But Casey didn’t take my suggestion as a joke. At first, she said that would probably be the best solution to all our problems. And then she asked me if I would seriously allow her to do something like that. 

		This was completely unexpected, I can tell you. I never had fantasies about Casey sleeping with other guys. But suddenly this idea took my breath away. 

		It’s hard to explain, but Casey and I looked in each other’s eyes, and that whole married person telepathy meant I could see how much she wanted to sleep with Matt, and she could see how much I wanted her to do it, too. 

		We just kind of fell together, kissing as we got our heads around the strange possibility of Casey being allowed to fulfill our good friend’s long-held and fervent wish. And my wife’s hands inevitably found their way to my loins, where she found me harder than I’d been in weeks. 

		‘My God,’ she said with a gasp, and it was at that point that we kind of knew we’d taken a new step in our relationship.

		We talked it through all night, while enjoying the best sex we ever had. Then Casey quietly reached out to Matt, inviting him out for coffee, just the two of them. Coffee became lunch, and lunch became the two of them having dinner together a few times. 

		I joined them a few times after that — not every time they met up, but just here and there, to demonstrate that I knew Casey was seeing him one-on-one, and I was fine with it.

		Matt was very sweet and at first, grateful we wanted to end the awkwardness between us all. Casey was being very flirtatious with him, and it seemed to reassure him that his feelings for her were not in any way ‘bad’ or wrong. At first Casey and I didn’t breathe a word about our hall pass idea to him, but when she flirted almost outrageously with him right in front of me, and I only seemed to encourage it, he started to feel bold enough to flirt back. 

		The chemistry between them was unreal. Every time Casey came back from seeing him, whether I was there or not, the two of us would fall into bed for the hottest sex.

		Then one night all three of us got fairly tipsy and the flirting went into overdrive. And Casey got to dancing with the two of us in a nightclub, and then just quietly fell into making out with Matt right in front of me. 

		Things ground to a halt, but I just patted him on the shoulder and said maybe it was time he took Casey home with him.

		Man, I felt so giddy, so unbelievably aroused, as I walked away from them, calmly leaving them to it. 

		As the night went on, Casey managed to text me updates. That she’d had a big talk with him during the Uber ride back to Matt’s place. That they agreed for the need to keep things between just the three of us. 

		And then she said they were at  his place, and I gave her my solemn approval to go for it.

		I almost came without even touching my cock as I waited, knowing that my gorgeous wife was bedding another man — my good friend, no less. Thinking about what they were doing. 

		Casey came home to me maybe three hours after I’d stepped away from them in that nightclub, and she’d never looked as sexy as she did in that moment. Her hair was all messy, her makeup smudged, her dress rumpled and creased. 

		I pulled her to me for a deep kiss, and I could smell the sex on her, I could feel the stickiness on her hot skin, I could taste another man on her lips. 

		She was wary at first, in case I’d changed my mind. In case I hated what had happened, in case I was jealous. I quickly showed her that I wasn’t, that I’d never wanted her more, that knowing she’d been with another man was the biggest turn-on I’d ever known. 

		The way I seemed to consume her, ravaged her so hungrily, reassured her how I felt. And we quickly decided this whole thing between Casey and Matt should be more than simply a one-off clear-the-air deal. 

		This was the start of an entire affair for the two of them, and while no one else ever knew about it, it was clear that the new arrangement had repaired the cracks that had appeared within our circle of friends.

		— Lusty Friend, Ohio

		

	
		

		Christmas Cleaning

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		My wife, Gabbie, cleans houses part-time during the week, and while I never much enjoyed the thought of her slaving away to please rich folks like that, the extra income definitely came in handy.

		I mean, she used to do it full-time before she met me, so she’s had all kinds of experience, and it was never anything to worry about. 

		Gabbie never usually talks much about her work, she pays her employers back for the respect they show her by being highly discreet about the private homes she tends so diligently.

		Last December, however, something happened that she felt compelled to share with me. The college-age son of one of her employers was staying home for a few weeks between Thanksgiving and the festive period. He never did much except hang around the house, watch TV, and chat with his buddies on his iPad. 

		Gabbie never had much of a problem working around him, and he was always friendly with her, never unkind. Todd was a good-looking guy and often wandered around the house without a shirt on, sometimes even just wearing boxer shorts. Gabbie kept her eyes on her work, however, as she would do if she noticed anything out of the ordinary while she was at someone else’s property cleaning.

		But then one morning, she walked in on him masturbating. 

		It was the kind of classic awkward situation where a young guy’s mom might accidentally walk in on him jerking off. Only this was my wife. Todd instantly grabbed his bed sheets to cover up and was very apologetic. Gabbie told him not to worry and apologized too. You know the kind of thing — red faces all round, let’s all try to pretend it never happened. 

		When she got home, she didn’t even whisper a word about what happened to me. I might never have known. 

		But then it happened again. She was cleaning that particular wing of the building where Todd had his bedroom, and at that time, it was perfectly clear to anyone that she was there, cleaning. She was moving in and out of rooms, working on the bathrooms and the bedrooms. 

		She comes out of Todd’s bathroom, and there he is, lying on his bed again, naked, tugging on his big dick. 

		This time, Gabbie saw that he had his eyes closed, so she thought he hadn’t seen her, and so she snuck out of there, intending to pretend she’d never been there. But you know, she’d seen what she’d seen. And she felt like this was probably going to happen again. 

		If this had happened any other year, she would have quietly ended her term of employment at that house and picked up some more work elsewhere. Nobody else would have been the wiser. But the way the economy has been going, and rents have been increasing, Gabbie had seen the work drying up for me, and she was no longer sure if she dropped those employers, she would simply be able to find another house needing a cleaner.

		And, you know, it was Christmas. Difficult time of year. 

		So she decided to cautiously tell me what had happened and ask if I thought she ought to quit cleaning that house. The way she told me, I think she was worried that I would be angry. That I’d go over to that house with my pickaxe and ask that guy Todd what the hell he thought he was doing. 

		But I saw how Gabbie was when she told me about this guy and his big dick. The way she blushed, the way she looked awkwardly away from me. 

		You know, I always had certain secret fantasies about my wife. About watching her doing naughty stuff. I just never thought I’d have the courage to talk to her about any of it. But I have to admit I was led by the wrong head when I asked her how she felt about being around Todd, how she felt about what had happened. 

		Gabbie said she never felt threatened by him. That she liked him otherwise, that he was friendly and good-looking. I think she was telling me she’d be able to look the other way and not worry about him trying to take advantage of her. Acknowledging that we needed this money now. 

		But the way she told me how good-looking Todd was, I got the feeling she was testing the fences. She was trying to make me jealous to see whether I would angrily object to her ever working there again. 

		Only, I wasn’t jealous. I laughed and asked her whether she thought he was attractive. Her blush deepened, and she denied it, but then we were making out and I could feel how insanely wet she was. She was surprised, but apparently happy I was okay with her working there. 

		I told her next time she saw him beating his meat, she ought to ask whether he needed any help with that. 

		Well, she didn’t quite go that far, not at first. But the next time she was over at that big mansion cleaning, Todd was lounging around one of their living rooms wearing only underwear, and as Gabbie started cleaning, she could see he was watching some kind of sexy movie on TV. 

		He had to know she was around, cleaning while he was jacking off to some R-rated Netflix flick. 

		Gabbie even made noises so he knew she was there. But he just sat there stroking his enormous dong. She got bolder and bolder, cleaning up and tidying closer and closer to him. Still, he didn’t move, didn’t leave, didn’t stop what he was doing. 

		She made little comments, like asking him if he had some friends to be with, or if he wouldn’t be better off going to the movies, or shopping, or other activities. 

		He was apologetic to her, but said he enjoyed doing that while she was around. Gabbie was friendly with him, I think she felt a little sorry that he was alone all the time while his parents were at work. But she didn’t do anything with him. She came home and told me what happened — and we had some of the most amazing sex ever. 

		But the next time, with my approval, when he was masturbating in her presence, she did offer to help him. 

		Man. It was so hot when I came home, and she told me all about how she’d sat with him, taking hold of his massive cock in her hands, toying with it, pleasuring him. He’d asked her to take her top off, and she’d agreed. Then she agreed to remove her jeans. She knelt at his feet and took what she could of his manhood in her mouth. 

		We talked all about it. She showed me what she did with him. How much she enjoyed making him feel good. Putting her hands all over his surprisingly ripped body. Taking his rock-hard dick in her mouth. 

		I told her next time she should fuck him. We had to wait until after Christmas before she would visit that house again, and when she did, she was nervous that he would have already gone back to college. But he was there. She cleaned the whole house extra well, and then went into the bedroom to tend to his erection. 

		She stripped for him, and this time she went down on all fours, and he slid his enormous cock inside her, pounding her until she was crying out with the biggest orgasm she ever had. 

		I was home when she came back, her hair all messy, her makeup smudged, sticky with sweat and cum. I never wanted her more, she was so incredibly sexy. I took her in my arms and kissed her hard. I could smell the sex on her, the fact that she’d just been fucked by her young stud. 

		I dragged her to the bedroom and she was giggling before I went down on her, and then she was just moaning, and shivering, and crying out. That was when I told her I’d always fantasized about her being naughty with another guy. She seemed happier than ever. 

		And now she’s been employed by Todd to clean his apartment, up where he goes to college.

		- Proud Hubby, Virginia

		

	
		

		Rita’s Dare

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		I’ll admit it. When I dared my wife, Rita, to kiss a stranger on New Year’s Eve, I didn’t think she’d do it. I sure as hell didn’t think it would lead to everything else that followed. She’s just not like that—or so I thought!

		Rita has teased me with my hotwife fantasy for years. She’s always said she’d never do it, but she was always more than willing to roleplay in bed. Looking back, I know now that it wasn’t all for my benefit. 

		Sometimes, Rita teased me by asking if I thought strangers would think she was hot in whatever outfit she picked for the evening. My wife is the hottest MILF in our neighborhood, so I always say yes. Christ, single dads flirted with her in the pickup line at school when she wasn’t even trying to look hot. Men would line up to fuck her when she put the effort in. That’s the burden of having a curvy, fiery redhead for a wife, and I love it!

		We made plans to go to a party at one of the downtown hotels on New Year’s Eve. The tickets came with access to the hotel rooftop when the fireworks went off at midnight. We booked a room, so we didn’t need to worry about driving back out to the suburbs after drinking. I think it was the fanciest night out we’d planned since our 20th anniversary.

		Getting ready in our room, I couldn’t keep my eyes off Rita, and I knew no one else would be able to either. Even after all these years of Rita swearing it would only be a fantasy, I couldn’t let go of the idea that someday I’d convince her to take the plunge and fuck another guy. 

		Her red hair was piled up in a fancy ‘do, and she did the full face of makeup. But that dress! It was short, and silver, and clingy, and it shimmered every time she moved. 

		Rita caught me staring and smiled, gave me a little shimmy. I said guys would be hitting on her all night. She said I’d love that. And that was when I gave her that fateful dare.

		I don’t know if I was tired of her teasing. Maybe seeing her in that dress just fried my brain. Or deep down, I thought maybe she was ready and just needed a push. Whatever it was, I dared my wife to find a stranger to kiss at midnight. 

		Rita laughed it off until she realized I was serious. Then she challenged me, saying there was no way I meant it. I assured her I did. She likes to have fun, I said, and she loves a challenge. And why not? What is one little kiss? 

		She seemed kinda hurt that I didn’t want to kiss her at midnight, and I reassured her I very much did, but seeing her kiss someone else would be so much hotter. Besides, I get to kiss her every day, and I’d be the one kissing her afterward.

		She still didn’t think it was real, but I held my ground. Finally, she told me, “Fine, but be careful what you wish for. I hope this is what you really want. Some things can’t be taken back.”

		The hotel ballroom was a wild scene. A band played wedding reception stuff, but it was perfect because everyone was just looking to have fun, and we were all getting well-lubricated pretty quickly. The room was packed. I told Rita to wait for me while I fought my way through to the bar to get us drinks. Yeah, I knew what I was doing. So did Rita. She looked nervous when I left her.

		It took a long time to get back with our drinks, and as expected, Rita had a new friend. I hung back to see what happened. The guy was older and thought he was slick, but I could see she wasn’t into him, so I swooped in and rescued her. 

		We still had a few hours before the ball dropped. Rita drank more wine than usual. I could see she was nervous. We didn’t talk about the dare, but I was all over her to build her confidence and get her horny enough to maybe be reckless. I figured that if it didn’t go well, it was probably the only shot I’d ever get. But if Rita liked it, well…

		The plan worked. We were out on the dance floor, and Rita was grinding all over me when her favorite song came on. At one point, she said maybe we should just forget the stupid dare and go back to our room to set the fireworks off early. I just kissed her. Maybe I’m crazy, but I could tell that under the nerves, she was horny because she was into it. 

		We swept to the edge of the dance floor, and I told her that I needed to hit the men’s room and that I’d bring her a fresh drink on my way back. 

		By the time I made my way back, Rita had another admirer. This one was tall, buff, and a few years younger, which I thought she might appreciate. She makes a face when I tell her she’s a MILF, but I know she appreciates that she still has it. Rita looked like she was enjoying his company, so I didn’t rush back.

		The guy, I learned later his name was Austin, leaned in and whispered something to Rita. She looked around for me, but I carefully tucked back into the crowd. She shrugged and pulled him onto the dance floor. 

		Watching Rita dance with men always turns me on, but that was different because, for the first time, I knew it wasn’t just going to be dancing. His hands were all over her, and the more he touched her, the more she rubbed against him. I had to stand at one of those high-top tables to hide my dick because it was about to rip out of my pants.

		I think she would have kissed Austin way before midnight if he’d made a move. She was clinging to him and flushed, giving him those fuck me eyes I know so well. 

		She excused herself when they stepped off the dance floor and texted, asking where I was. I replied that I was close. Watching. Rita asked if I still wanted it. I told her, more than ever. She tucked her phone away in her clutch and went back to Austin.

		Watching Rita flirt with another man for the next hour drove me crazy. Yeah, I got jealous, but I was so hard that I didn’t care. I knew she was teasing both of us because she didn’t let him kiss her before the ball dropped. When midnight was closing in, Rita and Austin went to the rooftop.

		I felt a little creepy, shadowing my wife and another guy, but she knew I was there. She told me later that knowing I was there was the only reason she could go through with it. Having seen how enthusiastic she was, I kinda doubt that. 

		The rooftop was cold and windy. Rita clung to Austin. His hand rested on her ass, and I held onto the wall because I was dizzy. I needed time to move faster. 

		Finally, the crowd started counting down, and Rita turned in his arms. They both held champagne flutes and toasted at 5. They sipped the bubbly, and when the fireworks exploded in the sky, Rita pulled the hot younger guy down by the lapels and laid one on him.

		Christ, her mouth was working! She kissed him like she’d been locked up and he was the first man she saw! Austin massaged her ass, almost pulling up her dress to expose it, but then his hands were all over her. I couldn’t believe my normally cautious wife was going for it with all those people around. She wouldn’t have done that with me!

		And then the be careful what you wish for part kicked in. Austin said something that made her eyes go wide. Then, she smiled and nodded. She pulled out her phone, and mine vibrated a second later. That text is burned into my brain. 

		Go back to our room. I’ll meet you there in a couple hours.

		I know if I’d replied and said don’t do it, she wouldn’t have. I went to our room and waited.

		Rita breezed in around 2:30 a.m., looking like she’d been through the wringer. Her hair and makeup were ruined. I knew by the sway of her tits that her bra was off before I saw it was in her purse with her panties. She looked all used up in the best way.

		Pushing me back on the bed, she asked what I wanted to know while she wrestled with my pants. I told her, everything. She didn’t even take off the dress. She just sank onto my cock.

		Austin pinned her to the wall the second the door closed in his room. She wanted him to take her to bed, but he kept her there and sank to his knees, pushing up her dress. He hooked her leg over his shoulder and licked her until she came. Rita looked a little ashamed when she told me she begged him to fuck her after that. She was rocking on my cock when she told me, and I said I loved it.

		They got naked on their way to the bed, and he threw her onto it. Rita was a little scared by his aggression because they were alone, but once Austin sank his cock into her, it was the only thing she could think about. 

		He pounded Rita on her back until she came, flipped her over, and kept going. Austin said he was going to fuck her better than her husband ever could. That would have annoyed me if I’d been there, but the way Rita tells it, his competitive fucking was worth the slight. She came so hard that her eyes rolled back in her head. He finished on her back.

		Round two wasn’t rushed. Rita sucked his cock until he was hard again and mounted him. The image of her lips wrapped around a stranger’s cock is burned into my brain. Austin let her bounce on it as long as she wanted, and Rita had her fun. 

		She claims she lost count of how many times she came at that point, but I think she was trying to save my pride. I know she’s multi-orgasmic when she really lets go. I’m just proud that she blew his mind. That poor guy had no idea what he’d gotten himself into. 

		They finished with Rita on her back again while Austin gave her the kind of slow screwing that women dream about. He made her wait to come the last time and finished on her tits. I pulled her dress down, and the evidence made me blow my own load, but I had the privilege of finishing inside her. 

		Afterward, I reassured Rita that it didn’t change anything. Really, I loved her more than ever because I knew she did it for me, even if it ended up being all about her. She laughed when I said I wanted to watch next time. She could deny it all she wanted, but I saw it in her eyes. She was hooked. 

		-Steve, Boston, MA

		

	
		

		The Secret Christmas Gift

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Ireceived the most excellent Christmas gift this year, and I just had to share it with someone.  However, my friends won’t believe me, and my co-workers can never know, so I am writing to you.  Oh, I changed all the names, too.

		 I am single (25m) and have been since college.  I started a job at a law firm five months ago.  There are 30 people employed here, 10 attorneys, counting myself, and 20 staff members.  As the youngest attorney at the firm, I am relegated to the cases nobody wants and late hours writing briefs and preparing for other attorneys’ trials.  As such, I often find myself alone at the office. 

		On occasion, my boss is also there late, though I don’t think he is working.  He always has a different young woman meeting with him in his office.  None of them is his wife.  The office is large enough that I can barely hear the moans and groans of orgasm.  It doesn’t bother me, other than to remind me that I haven’t had sex since law school. 

		With the holiday approaching, the firm was abuzz with Christmas cheer. Decorations hung from every cubicle.  The staff wore red and green, and everyone was flirty. Our firm party is scheduled for tonight, December 23.

		Of course, my boss has me working late today. The rest of the office was released at 3 p.m. so they could change for the party, but my boss, let's call him Mr. R, called me into his office at 2:30. 

		“I’m sorry, Mark.  The courts are open tomorrow, and this brief needs to be filed tonight. I need you to stay. If you get it done, the party is just across the street at Pierre’s,” he said, before leaving me alone.

		Pierre’s is one of those restaurants that most people could never afford.  Mr. R liked to show off his wealth, so our parties were always at the most prestigious places. 

		I looked at the brief he handed me. It was Ron’s case. He was always behind on his deadlines.  I am sure he would be enjoying the bottomless martinis while I did his dirty work.

		Part of me was dejected, resigned to miss my first corporate holiday party.  Another part was relieved.  As the only single person under 40 in the office, I was not looking forward to hugging the wall, watching everyone dry humping each other on the dance floor.

		I made my way back to my small office next to the secondary conference room and sat in my office recliner, put my feet on my faux oak desk, and opened the brief, hoping to get a handle on how much work needed to be done.

		To my surprise, it was complete.  I even powered up my computer and did several spell checks.  Then I logged into the court filing system and confirmed it was filed.   Before I could figure out if he had handed me the wrong brief or if it was a hazing initiation prank, a small black envelope fell out of the pages.  ‘Mark’ was emblazoned in gold on the front. 

		Immediately, I thought, Is this how they give out Christmas bonuses around here?   I remembered my secretary, Kate, telling me the bonuses were all color-coded.  Half the office received white envelopes, containing the lowest cash gift, usually $1,000.  As the colors of the rainbow were handed out, fewer people received each one, with the gift increasing exponentially. Only one person received a black envelope, but they never revealed their prize. Only that it was the perfect and most generous gift.

		I opened it gingerly, afraid to tear the check or cash that awaited inside.  To my initial disappointment, the only thing inside was a key to the executive break room. 

		I rolled my eyes, thinking this was a lame gift.  I was going to receive a key at my six-month review anyway, so this wasn’t much of a gift. Still, at least my curiosity would be absolved. Then I noticed a small sticky note. 

		“Your gift awaits you.”

		I was certain this would be another dead end.  Like trading a small prize for the goat behind door number 2 on the Let’s Make a Deal show.

		With skepticism, I walked the long hall to the large metal door and inserted the key.

		The lights were off as I stepped over the threshold and fumbled for the switch.

		With the side of my hand, I raised the light slider a bit too quickly, blinding me for a second.

		When my vision returned, I was greeted by what appeared to be an upscale club, complete with brown leather recliners and a fully stocked bar.  I didn’t have time to take it all in.   Sitting at the bar, dressed in a slinky red dress with a green bow around her waist, was Mr. R’s wife.  Jean was about half Mr. R’s age, only a few years older than me.  Her auburn hair flowed to the top of her chest, creating a veil over her exposed cleavage.  With flashing green eyes, she smiled, then stood and strode toward me, extending her hand with another envelope.

		“You don’t have to read it now, Mark.  I’ll summarize.  In addition to the extremely large bonus in the envelope, you are going to be a bit late to the party. Do you know what a Hotwife is?”

		I shook my head.  As she explained, I understood why she was there.

		“So, tonight, Mr. R gets to be the life of the party, while you get to have your way with his young, sex-starved wife.”

		I was stunned.  Before I could say anything, Jean had her hair in a ponytail and her knees on the floor.

		She took her time, squeezing my penis through my pants until it threatened to tear the fabric.

		Slowly, she undid my belt and released the clasp holding my waistband together.  My zipper went next.  My pants hadn’t even hit the floor before she had my cock between her ruby lips and her hand massaging my shaft.  With an expertise I had never experienced, she worked my 6 inches into her mouth.  The sensations were incredible.  Having spent years with only self-induced orgasms, I was at the edge all too quickly.  I managed to warn her of my impending climax, but it merely spurred her on.  Before long, I found myself nutting in her mouth.

		To be honest, I thought we were done.  She rose and disappeared behind the bar. She emerged with a bottle of Amaretto.

		“How about a drink, Mark?”

		She pulled the top of her dress down, exposing her perfectly formed right breast, and drizzled the thick, golden brown liquid over her stiff nipple.  I hurried to catch it before it landed on her dress or the floor.  Once I had surrounded her flesh with my mouth, she held my head tight. Her soft moans urged me to keep sucking. When she was ready, she repeated the routine with her left breast, letting her dress gather around her waist, held up only by the green bow.

		“Mmmm. You show promise, Mark.”

		My drained cock was slowly regaining rigidity, but we both knew I wasn’t ready to use it.

		With a swift hop, Jean lifted herself onto the bar.  The dress had a long slit that allowed her to expose her body by simply spreading her legs.

		My eyes followed the hem as her tanned thighs led me to her pantiless treasure.  She spread some liquor over her clit, mingling it with the milky white river flowing through her folds.

		I didn’t have to be asked. My head slid between her legs, replacing her finger with my tongue.  I licked and sucked her clit while sliding first one, then two fingers into her surprisingly tight slit. 

		She tussled my hair as I devoured her pussy as if it were my last meal.  When she came, she made a sensual, almost singsong, moan.  Her orgasm lasted over a minute, her thighs squeezing my face tight as she alternated between pushing my head off her clit and pulling me back in for another lick. 

		It wasn’t until the waves of pleasure turned into barely noticeable ripples that she spoke again, her voice breathless.

		“How do you want me, Mark?”

		She stood, untying the bow and letting her dress crumple at her ankles.

		She didn’t wait for my answer, instead placing her elbows on the barstool and wriggling her ass.

		“Fuck me, Mark, and don’t be gentle.”

		In an instant, I was inside her, my cock more rigid than before.  Her pussy was tight but soaked, so there was only minimal resistance.  As I pounded deep into her hole, she fingered her clit.  I could feel her walls squeezing me, and suddenly, it was a race to see who came first.  I was determined to outlast her, but when her long fingernails lightly grazed my shaft, I couldn’t help but come.  I pulled out and coated her clit and thighs with thick white cream.

		“Good boy, Mark.  I think I am going to enjoy having you work here. Now get dressed, and I’ll see you at the party.”

		She left me with my pants down, wondering if this was just a dream.

		The envelope, by the way, contained a $30,000 check.

		Sex Starved no more -  NYC

		

	
		

		A Frustrated Wife

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Itravel a fair amount for work — I probably spend around 50 or 60 nights a year in hotels — but my wife Tina has always known this would be the case. I mean, I was doing this job when we first met, and while she was always pleased to have me home again, it didn’t put her off marrying me. 

		When we got married last year, the way I felt about it seemed to change. Before the wedding, whenever I was away from home, I used to look forward to getting back to Tina, and would cope with sexual frustration by imagining I was with her. Ever since getting married, however, when I was staying in hotels and feeling lonely and/or horny, my imagination would take things in an entirely different direction. I started fantasizing that Tina was cheating on me while I was away.

		It was a little unnerving at first. I couldn’t understand why I wanted her to be unfaithful. It wasn’t that I was afraid she would be — I trusted her completely. She’s not the type of person to betray someone close to her. But I really wanted her to do something wicked with another man while I was gone — it made me feel more aroused than almost any fantasy I could remember.

		I was so disturbed by the fantasy that I decided to tell Tina. I thought she might be upset, that she would take this strange, perverted new fantasy of mine as some kind of subconscious desire to end our marriage. But she wasn’t upset at all. She giggled and said she was happy I was fantasizing about her while I was away from home, instead of imagining some other woman — or worse, actually being tempted to cheat myself. 

		She suggested the cheating aspect of my fantasy was simply me accepting the fact we couldn’t be together while I was on the road, with my imagination filling in the gap with another man. 

		I liked that theory. But Tina agreed with me, it was a little strange that I wasn’t jealous about the thought of her being with someone else. I wasn’t at all insecure — if anything, I wanted my fantasy to come true. However, I didn’t like the idea of her going behind my back to do anything in secret.

		Tina asked me if I ever jacked off thinking about her being with another man. I had to admit I did, even though we’ve never really talked about masturbation before. It’s always felt like a shameful subject for me. But now we were talking about it over a FaceTime call, and we were both having a glass of wine or two to loosen our inhibitions. So I asked her if she ever masturbated when I was away from home — and what she thought about while she did. 

		To my surprise, she said she didn’t masturbate. 

		I was a little shocked, though I’ve never really thought about her doing that kind of thing. She told me that whenever she tried it in the past, it always made her feel gross. Well, now I felt bad about doing it when I was away from home, but she didn’t have a problem with that. She said I was lucky. She just had to cope with being horny until I got home. 

		Well, that explained a few things, like how Tina usually jumps my bones the moment I get home from a work trip.

		But I wasn’t entirely happy that she would feel frustrated while I was away from home so much. I suggested therapy, and she just giggled and said maybe I needed therapy for my thing about her cheating. 

		We did try a few things — sex toys. Alcohol. Even having her sit on the washing machine on a spin cycle. 

		While we weren’t having any luck with her issues, however, Tina was fascinated by the thought of me masturbating while I was away from home. She wanted me to show her, and then she wanted to do things to inspire me while I did it — like dressing in sexy lingerie for me, giving me strip shows, and that kind of thing. She didn’t really want to touch herself while I jerked off, though.

		It was so hot watching her flaunt herself for me while I tugged my tool. But I still fantasized about her cheating on me, and when she asked me if I did, I could hardly lie to her. 

		She started talking to me about my fantasy, and could see how much it turned me on. Strange, but being open about the fantasy really helped strengthen our bond, encouraging us to talk more about intimate things. She would tease me by talking about guys she found attractive, crushes she had on co-workers, and as she got more confident, she would share details about past boyfriends.

		And then, last week, while I was on the other side of the country meeting clients in San Diego, Tina took things to another level. She tried to shock me by announcing she had set up a Tinder profile. I was shocked — but in a good way. To begin with, it was just another game for us. Tina would flick through photos of guys, and show me guys she’d fuck and guys she wouldn’t. 

		We were drinking, so those inhibitions loosened again. Then, instead of just looking at the pictures of guys, she was flicking left or right on them — actually stating whether she liked them or not through the app.

		Then she started getting matches with guys. It was so unbelievably hot. She saw how it affected me, and it only encouraged her. Soon, she was messaging with them and really enjoying the attention. I urged her to have fun with it, though I had to go get some sleep because I had a meeting early the next morning. She laughed off my suggestion, and I thought that would be that.

		But then in the morning, I woke up to a text from her saying she had agreed to a date!

		Wow — I could hardly believe what a turn on that text was. Long story short, we talked all through, and she was clearly driven by her sexual frustration, so keen to go through with the date. The fact that I had a thing about her ‘cheating’ on me only strengthened her resolve. And this was amazing to me, because I suddenly felt I could experience her ‘cheating’ on me without having to go through the bad stuff, like her doing it in secret behind my back. 

		We even Googled it, and it turned out to be a recognized thing. My fantasy was for Tina to be my hotwife. 

		Anyway. The next evening, I called her and watched her getting ready for her date. She looked so beautiful. I felt a strange anxiety churning my stomach — I trusted that Tina would never leave me for someone else, and that this whole date thing was just about the sex. But it was such a weird feeling that this was all happening for real. 

		When she was ready, I told her not to worry about me until her date was over, so she could focus on her date. Then she ended our call, and I had to wait for what seemed like centuries for her date to run its course.

		It was 2am by the time she called. I decided not to worry about my early flight and wait up for her. She looked stunning when the video call started. I think I could tell something had happened, and it only made me want her more than ever. For a few minutes, we were beating around the bush, asking how we were, and so on. Then she finally said it: she fucked him. 

		She told me all about it, but she wanted to watch me masturbate while she told me. It reassured her about how I really felt about it all. She loved how turned on I was hearing about her night with him. She described their meeting at the bar, their awkward but enjoyable chemistry, how she’d warmed to him through the date until she agreed to go back to his place. 

		She said the awkwardness seemed to melt away as they started kissing and touching each other. I nearly came as she told me about him going down on her, and that she’d told him to go get a condom, and then he was taking her doggy-style. 

		I could hardly believe the words coming out of my wife’s sweet mouth, but I guess we’d gotten a lot better at talking about sex with each other recently. She told me about feeling the guy’s big cock inside her, and how sexy it felt doing something so naughty. He made her come, fucking her missionary, and then she told him to take off the condom so he could finish in her mouth. 

		I told Tina how sexy she was, how much I desperately wanted her because she’d just had sex with another man. 

		But then she told me not to come, and that I had to save it for her. I could hardly believe it, but I just about managed to control myself and do what she wanted. 

		I hardly slept that night, though eventually I passed out — and then there was a mad scramble to get to the airport, before a painfully long flight home. But the first moment I got home, Tina dragged me to bed to share more details about her crazy Tinder adventure. 

		She said her Christmas present to me this year would be her bringing her new lover home after their next date — so that I will be able to watch her fuck him. I can’t wait!

		Travelin’ Man, Trenton, NJ

		

	
		

		Santa’s Little Helper

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		For several years, my husband has begged me to try being a Hotwife.  While I must admit the idea has sparked quite a few fantasies, I never gave it any serious thought.  It just seemed too risky.  I could catch an STD,  I could like it too much.  Not to mention my safety, and most important of all, ruining my perfectly safe marriage.

		Well, you won’t believe what happened to me today.  Tom (not my husband’s real name) and I took our two kids to the mall for some last-minute holiday gifts.  The kids picked out several items they liked and were disappointed when we didn’t buy any of them.  The few things we did buy were for donations.  By one in the afternoon, the kids were whiny.  With a wink and a nod, Tom and I took them to Santa’s wonderland.  Suddenly, their spirits lifted and they began fighting over who would get a photo with him first.  Tom took the opportunity to sneak away and buy all the things the kids had wanted earlier, while I stood on the hour-and-a-half line.

		The line moved slowly, but with the singing elves and the lively crowd, it was bearable.  When I neared the front, I couldn’t help notice Santa sneaking glances at me.  At first, I chalked it up to a good actor making eye contact with all the parents.  By the time we were next, I was certain he was eyeing me.  I’m petite and pretty, but today I was bundled in a sweater and a scarf and not feeling very attractive.

		The photos went off without a hitch, thanks to Santa’s patience while my youngest cried and tolerance while the oldest rattled off a list of everything we hadn’t bought him.  When they finished, I turned toward the makeshift table, intending to pay for the photos and a cute snowman frame, when he bellowed, “What about you, mommy, don’t you want a photo with Santa?”  I hadn’t been paying attention to know if he asked every parent this question, but before I could turn down his invitation, my kids grabbed my hands and tugged me toward Santa, screaming that I needed to tell him what I wanted for Christmas or I wouldn’t get anything.  I was caught between a rock and a hard place (You don’t even know, yet), but if the kids were happy, then I would pose for the photo.

		I stood by Santa’s right arm.  He glanced at me as if I was doing something wrong, but seemed prepared to accept my choice.  Parker, my youngest, insisted I sit in Santa’s lap or the magic wouldn’t work.  With an eye roll, I sat on Santa’s lap and let the elf actor take our photo.  She even let the kids stand next to us for a second photo. 

		It wasn’t until I leaned to whisper my wish that I felt it.  Something had risen in Santa’s lap and was pressing against my thigh.  After I whispered that I wanted a peaceful Christmas filled with love, Santa whispered back that if I came back after 5, he would have a special present for me.  I smiled at him and returned to the table to complete my purchase, never intending to return.

		Oddly, feeling his candy cane harden beneath me had me aroused.  When Tom met us by the food court at 4:45, I told him about Santa and his request. Instead of disapproval, his eyes lit up.   He volunteered to take the kids home and come back for me whenever I was finished getting my present.

		For what felt like forever, I stared at him in disbelief.  My husband was encouraging me to have sex with someone other than him.  It was the hottest thing ever, but it also made me angry that he wasn’t at least acting jealous.  In an act of defiance, I shooed him away.

		“Don’t bother,” I said. I’ll get a rideshare home.  If he caught my irritation, it didn’t diminish his enthusiasm as he wrangled up the kids and gave me a wave. 

		I finished my Orange Julius, trying to summon the nerve to return to the wonderland.  I didn’t have to wait.  A hand touched my shoulder, nearly causing me to jump out of my seat.  It was Santa, though he no longer wore a beard or hat.  His fake fat was gone as well.  He reminded me of a fireman friend of mine.

		He asked to sit down, then we talked for about 15 minutes about his volunteering and the kind treatment of all the children.

		Finally, he sensed I was relaxed enough for him to renew his offer.

		“Do you want to see what Santa has for you?”  He played it off as a joke, but his blue eyes caught mine, causing my desire to surge.  I knew this was the moment of no return. With barely a whisper, I said, “Yes, please.”  Dang it if my heart wasn’t playing the Little Drummer Boy in my chest.

		“Come on, follow me.”  He led me down a long corridor near the wonderland to a small and currently empty room decorated temporarily with Christmas cheer.

		He locked the door behind him, reassuring me that all the other volunteers had left.  After seating me on a bench near a few lockers, he took off his shirt.  It was right out of a Hotwife Digest letter. Transfixed, I watched as he crossed his arms at his waist and lifted his white t-shirt over his head.  His chest was tan and muscular, and his back muscles flexed and spread.  I felt like a girl at a male strip show.  His pants followed quickly, and he stood before me, naked as the day he was born.

		To my shock, his cock was fully erect, pointing right toward me. It was the largest I had seen in my limited experience, but I knew immediately, it would fit where I needed it.  And boy did I need it.

		When he asked if I had been a good girl, I was his.  He placed my hand on his shaft, and my lust took over.  I surrounded his cock, savoring the sour musk.  The more I licked and sucked his tasty treat, the more I craved.  My pussy flooded as I squeezed his shaft and balls with one hand while I licked his candy cane. When he groaned, he held my head, making sure his warm cum filled my mouth.

		Santa wasn’t intent on giving me his cock as a present.  He ordered me to remove my pants and panties.  I didn’t hesitate.  The river soaking my panties had control of my brain.  When my lower half was naked, Santa told me to put my hands on the nearby changing desk.  As soon as I complied, his finger slid over my bottom and between my legs, quickly finding my slick slit. 

		He actually said, “Ho Ho Ho, what have we here, aren’t you a naughty little girl?”  Again, I was surprised at how hot that seemed, given the situation.  

		Playing along, I responded, “I’m sorry, what can I do to get off the naughty list?”

		He didn’t answer, but he placed his thumb on my clit and began rubbing.  He seemed to know exactly how I needed to be touched.  When his finger slid inside my core, my world exploded in color.  I had my first orgasm, clenching his fingers tightly.  He paused, letting the climax subside without breaking contact.  Then, when I was able to breathe, he slowly started again, this time adding a second finger.  Only when he replaced his thumb with his tongue did I realize he was kneeling.  The pleasure emanating from my clit as he swirled and flicked harmonized with the sensations from his frigging.  When I came again, I cried out, pressing my head against the desk as my body shook.  

		He didn’t wait this time.  Within seconds, his fingers were replaced by his stiffened rod, and he plowed into me.  The way he gripped my hips told me how urgent his need had become.  I realized how slutty I was being, but it just made me want to be sluttier.  He must have sensed it because he began talking dirty and tugging at my hair. 

		I reached between my legs, spreading my pussy wide so I could feel him brush against me with each thrust.  His balls slapped against my folds. When I sensed he was close, I wriggled until he fell out of my pussy, turned around, and knelt in time for him to paint my face with his orgasm.   

		Waves of pleasure racked through me as I had my third orgasm.  He helped me to a chair.  For a few minutes, we sat in silence, our genitals leaking over the furniture.

		“So, Santa,” I said as I started to dress.  “Am I off the naughty list?”

		He just smiled and said, “Come by next Sunday and I’ll let you know.”

		Sated in San Antonio.

		

	
		

		Wannabes

		

	
		

		Shape-Shifter

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		At a recent pre-Christmas get-together with friends, I overheard the women talking about shape-shifter romance novels. Each had her own favourite ‘form’ for the male lead to take, be it wolf, bear, dragon or whatever. I just rolled my eyes and went back to talking about football with the other men.

		My wife, Laura, is a nurse who often works nights. A couple of nights after listening to their conversation, I lay in bed alone and decided that if I had the ability to shape-shift, my preference would be to take the forms of different men.

		The first form I’d take would be that of my neighbour Gerry, because his wife, Maxine, is really sexy. She has a hot little body that she likes to flaunt, often walking around the estate in skimpy shorts and tight tops in the summer. I’d go around when Gerry was at work and pretend to be him, claiming I was too horny to concentrate on my job because I knew she’d be sitting in the garden wearing just her bikini. Then I’d slide my cock between her pouty lips and get her to suck it for a while. After that, I’d bend her over their patio table and fuck her senseless. I’d pull out to spray my goo all over her suntanned back and peach-shaped arse.

		I’d also like to take the form of my boss, mainly because I suspect he’s fucking his secretary. Even if he isn’t, it’s obvious she’d be up for it from the way she looks at him, so why not? I’d sabotage his car on the night of the company Christmas party, morph into his form, and flirt with his secretary all night. Then I’d take her back to her place and do the dirty. Nobody would ever know it’d been me who’d boned her. And think of the embarrassment caused when she next meets the real him.

		As I mused over the possibilities of being a shape-shifter and all the potential women I could have sex with, a new thought popped into my head:

		What if I changed into the form of another man and tried to get my wife into bed?

		For reasons I couldn’t fathom, this idea gave me a hard-on. The more I thought about it, the harder I got. Pretty soon, I was giving my cock long, languid strokes while imagining I’d taken the form of a hunky guy who was hitting on Laura. It’d be interesting to see how she reacted to the handsome stranger. I thought about all the times I’ve seen her interacting with other men. Although she never blatantly flirts in front of me, she’s only human, so it’s only natural for her to have dirty thoughts now and again. 

		And as I stroked my cock in our bed, I imagined myself transformed into a sexy guy who’d met Laura at work. Maybe I could be a patient or, better yet, a new doctor. 

		It’s Christmas Eve, always a quiet night at the hospital. Laura often volunteers to work that night because a lot of the other nurses have kids. In the middle of the night, one of the patients in her ward complains of feeling unwell. She calls for a doctor, and a few minutes later, I walk in wearing a handsome face, a muscular body and a Santa hat with my scrubs. It only takes me a couple of minutes to diagnose the problem and prescribe treatment, but while I’m checking the guy’s pupils and blood pressure, I’m also checking out the hot nurse with the dark hair, long lashes and pretty face. I make it obvious that I’m admiring the way her uniform clings to her curves.

		After we’ve given the patient his medicine, we go back to the nurses’ station. It’s three in the morning, and nobody else is around. She takes the chair, and I make a point of looking up above the counter and asking where the mistletoe is. She just smiles. When I tell her she’s the prettiest nurse I’ve met in the hospital since I’ve worked there, I can see she’s enjoying the flattery. I glance down at her nylon-clad legs and ask if she’s wearing stockings or tights. She takes her lower lip between her teeth, checks down the corridor to make sure nobody else is around, then slowly drags the hem of her uniform up until lacy stocking tops and then smooth white thighs come into view. After a brief moment, she pulls the hem down and gives me another smile.

		I suggest breakfast when our shifts finish, but she shakes her head and says she needs to get home and open her Christmas presents. 

		I tell her I could give her the best present of all, something that she really needs. She laughs and looks at me with those big brown eyes of hers, a hint of mischief in her expression. ‘And what is it you think I really need?’

		

		I ease down the bottoms of my scrubs and release my shape-shifted nine-inch cock. It’s erect, thick and veiny, and I watch her expression. We both know this is much bigger than what her husband can offer. She licks her lips, then eventually drags her eyes from it and up to my face. 

		She tells me she’s married. I tell her I’m discreet.

		She tells me she loves her husband. I say I’m sure he loves her, too.

		Her eyes drop to my cock again. She’s breathing through her mouth, and she licks her lips again. Then she glances towards the small room at the back of the nurses’ station, and I follow her gaze. It’s a small space, maybe a six-foot square, with a counter running along three walls and storage cupboards above and below. I nod, and she gets up from her chair and walks to the room. I follow. We leave the lights off, so the only light is coming through the half-open door. I pick her up and plant her on the counter, then I take off my Santa hat and place it on her head. She looks cute, and I step close and ease her legs apart.

		Her eyes are on my face as I push the skirt of her uniform up to her waist. I stroke the soft skin of the thighs above the nylon, then I pull her forward until she’s perched right on the edge of the counter. I tell her to pull her panties aside, and she does. Her dark pubes glisten in the light coming through the door. I can smell her arousal. I position the tip of my cock at her opening and push in.

		I watch her long lashes flutter as her eyes close, hear her breathy sigh as her mouth opens. She’s never had a cock like this one before, and we both know it. I fuck her slowly, and she wraps one leg around my waist, pulling me deeper. She’s so wet, her juices make a squelching noise as my cock slides in and out. In my shape-shifted form, I can last as long as I need to. I take my time and enjoy stretching her out. Her moans get more urgent, then she clenches tight and lets out a series of sobs.

		I stroke her face until she opens her eyes and looks at me. Then I move faster, sliding the big dick in and out of her sopping hole. A frown appears on her pretty face, then she comes again. Laura never comes twice with me, but with the shape-shifter, she does. I tell her I’m going to come. She brings her other leg up and holds me tighter. There’s no doubt she wants my cream inside her, and that’s fine with me. I fuck her harder still, then let loose…

		Cum sprayed over my belly, wrenching me from my dirty fantasy. I pumped harder, draining my balls. Then I grabbed some tissues and wiped up the evidence of Laura’s infidelity. I lay in the dark, freaked out that the thought of fucking my own wife while transformed into someone else had been more arousing than the thought of fucking my hot neighbour, Maxine. 

		Since then, whenever Laura’s working nights, I’ve found myself fantasising about shape-shifting into the forms of different men. I like to wonder how she’d react if any of our real friends came on to her. One of the hottest fantasies I had was when I transformed into one of my friends I know she finds attractive. In that one, she gave him a blowjob in the bathroom while everyone else was in the living room.

		When we got into bed last night, I told Laura that if somebody wrote a shape-shifter book about a guy who took the form of different men just so he could fuck his own wife, I’d buy it. She gave me a puzzled look, so I revealed my recent fantasy where I’d morphed into a hunky doctor and made a pass at a sexy nurse.

		She nuzzled my ear and asked how the sexy nurse had responded to the hunky doctor. I said she’d fancied the guy so much, she decided to have a little fun. Laura ran her hand over my boxers and found I was already hard. When she pointed out that it’d be cheating, I said it wouldn’t because the doctor was really her husband. She slipped off her panties and pulled me on top of her. I was surprised how wet she was, but I didn’t complain. She asked a couple more questions, and I told her how the doctor had fucked her with his big, shape-shifted cock.

		I could see she was still bothered by the cheating aspect. When I knew she was getting close, I whispered my final line. ‘If your husband knows about it, it’s not cheating.’ She came hard, and so did I.

		I’m hoping we revisit this conversation again soon.

		GJ, Devon, UK

		

	
		

		The Pick-Up

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Acouple of nights ago, I got the times mixed up when picking up my wife from her part-time job, and to say it’s thrown a spanner in the works is probably an understatement. I’ve never been so confused or conflicted. Let me explain.

		My wife Ellie works three nights a week as a barmaid at the local social club. The pay’s not great, but I know she enjoys the banter with the customers, and it gets her out of the house. She usually drives there, but we only have one car so on the nights I attend my photography class, I drop her at the club at seven and pick her up at eleven. And that’s exactly what I did on Thursday evening, but as soon as I reached the car park for the pick-up I realised my mistake. There were far more cars than usual, and I remembered that the club’s cricket section was having its Christmas party that night. Ellie had told me to pick her up at midnight, but that had slipped my mind. It was a fifteen-minute journey home, so it hardly seemed worth me going back just to have to leave again half an hour later. I decided to wait in my car and read my book on my phone app.

		I found a parking space and had been sitting there for a few minutes when someone knocked on my car window. It was Jim, one of the older regulars who I’d met a few times. He’d seen me arrive while he was outside having a smoke and wondered why I was sitting in my car instead of going into the bar like I usually did. I explained about me forgetting the time change and said I didn’t want to distract Ellie when she was busy. Jim invited me to sit with him and his buddies in the club rather than wait alone in a car on a cold December night, and I accepted.

		We entered through the side door that led to the patio where Jim had gone for his smoke. The room was the most crowded I’d ever seen it, with the queue at the bar about four deep. I caught glimpses of Ellie as she and the rest of the bar staff worked hard to serve drinks. Jim showed me to his table, then got me a coffee from the machine in the corridor that led to the bowling green.

		As I sat with the four older guys talking about the forecast of snow and everyone’s Christmas plans, I kept stealing glances towards the bar. I could see Ellie laughing and chatting with the drinkers. She had a smile for everyone and was obviously enjoying herself – despite being rushed off her feet. 

		The bar staff eventually worked their way through the queue, and soon only a handful of men stood drinking at the bar. Ellie was smiling and flirting with all of them, but one man in particular seemed to be getting most of her attention. He was tall and athletic, with short brown hair and a vivid blue shirt. During a brief respite, she sipped from her glass and chatted with him. Then another group of people approached the bar, so she moved over to serve them. 

		One of the pumps ran out of beer and Ellie said something to one of the other bar staff and walked out through the door that I knew led to the storeroom and cellar. Other bar staff took over serving her customer, who must have chosen an alternative beer. Jim and his friends were still chattering away, and I tried to keep up with their conversation. When I glanced back at the bar, the queue had built up again and I couldn’t see Ellie, though I could hardly see any of the bar staff. The drinkers were served and moved back to their tables, but I still couldn’t see my wife. I checked my watch, even though I had no idea what time she’d gone into the cellar. It could have been five minutes ago, or it could have been fifteen. I’d never worked behind a bar, but I was pretty sure it shouldn’t take that long to change a barrel. Maybe she’d returned from the cellar without me seeing her and was now collecting glasses from the tables. I looked all around the crowded room but still couldn’t see her.

		Then I looked back at the bar and there she was, chatting to one of the other barmaids. Ellie looked flustered, and her cheeks were pink. Perhaps she’d struggled to connect the pipe work to the new barrel, but then I noticed that her hair was tousled and her blouse was twisted. As she chatted with her friend, she bent and smoothed down her skirt. More people approached the bar, and she resumed working. Through a gap in the queue, I saw a flash of bright blue pass behind the bar. It was the guy in the vivid shirt, and I was pretty sure he’d just walked out through the door to the cellar.

		A coldness seeped into my guts but before I could get my thoughts together, Jim announced he and his friends were leaving. I stood up and shook their hands, then I walked out with them. I told them I was going to bring my car around to the door for when Ellie finished her shift, but the truth was I didn’t want her to know I’d been in the bar that night. I walked across the car park in a daze. It was a cold night, and my breath condensed in the air in front of my face. I started the engine and turned the heater on because I needed Ellie to think I’d just driven from home, but I sat behind the wheel for a long time. 

		Had I just witnessed my wife cheating on me? I’d seen her flirting with all the drinkers, and it hadn’t annoyed me. I liked the fact other men were hitting on my wife. I also liked that she’d played up to the attention because it reminded me of the way she used to act around me when we’d first got together. But once I suspected it had gone further than a little flirting, I wasn’t sure how to handle it. 

		I couldn’t believe my wife would do anything so risky in the cellar of the bar where she worked. Then I remembered her bright smile and flirtatious body language when she’d been talking to the guy in the blue shirt. I also remembered her pink cheeks, messed hair and twisted clothes. Did they kiss and grope each other? Did they have sex? I refused to believe she’d have gone that far. 

		I should have been seething, but I found it kind of stimulating. My wife may have just fooled around with a guy from the cricket section, and I was getting a kick out of it. I was angrier with myself than I was with Ellie. What the fuck was wrong with me?

		At midnight I sent her a text to say I was outside. Her reply said she’d be just a few more minutes. Was she loading glasses into the washer or was she saying a final goodnight to the guy in the blue shirt? 

		I drove around to the club’s main entrance. While I was waiting, a stream of partygoers walked out of the club. They were laughing and in high spirits, wishing each other a Merry Christmas. I didn’t see the guy in the blue shirt, but everyone was now wearing a coat, so I may not have recognised him anyway.

		Ellie eventually came out and climbed into the passenger seat. She let out a long, exhausted sigh and told me how busy she’d been. I nodded, pointing out there were far more cars than usual for a Thursday night. I’m not sure if it was just my overactive imagination, but I detected a familiar smell. Was it the scent of sex accomplished, or the scent of her own arousal? We drove home in relative silence. I knew what I was thinking about, and I was pretty sure I knew what she was thinking about, too.

		As soon as we got home, Ellie announced she was going to take a shower because she was all sweaty. I nodded mutely, but a little voice inside my head taunted me. Was she washing off the sweat from a busy shift behind the bar, or the smell of sex from her quickie in the cellar? I didn’t know the answer, nor was I sure which option I’d prefer. When she came to bed, she turned her back and went straight to sleep. We didn’t have sex on Friday night, either.

		It's now Saturday night. Ellie has driven herself to the club for her next shift, and I’m sitting at home writing this letter. There’s no Christmas party tonight, but could the guy in the blue shirt be there anyway? 

		I don’t know if I want him to be there or not. What’s worse, now Ellie has the freedom to drive herself wherever, I’m not sure if I want her to drive straight home after her shift or make a detour to his place. Like I said, I’m confused and conflicted.

		Mike C, Sussex, England

		

	
		

		The Naughty List

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		At this year’s company Christmas party I had a few too many drinks, but I suspect the hangover from that night will last into the New Year.

		My company paid for all its employees and their significant others to attend the shindig. It was held in a big hotel in Glasgow, and entailed a dinner dance, free bar, and a room for the night. Needless to say, everyone made the most of it.

		My husband Jamie was very impressed. He works at a small garage in Cumbernauld, and their Christmas party involves him and the three other mechanics being treated to a few pints in the local pub after work, followed by a fish supper. I’d spent two-hundred pounds on a slinky black dress, and he’d paid over a hundred to hire a full Highland dress outfit. He looked fabulous in his Black Watch tartan kilt and Prince Charlie jacket, and from the attention I got, my dress was money well spent. 

		When we arrived at the party, everyone was on their best behaviour. We had a couple of glasses of fizz to start with as we all stood around talking. Then we headed through for dinner, where we were seated on tables of eight. The waiters topped up your glass before it was empty, which made it hard to judge how much wine you were drinking. By the time dessert had been served, I was buzzing with festive spirit. Then we were all ushered back to the bar while they moved the tables to the edge of the room to clear the dance floor. The music started, and the next couple of hours flew by in a blur of dancing, drinking and laughter. I had a great time.

		Without wishing to come across as big-headed, I seemed to be the woman that most of my male colleagues wanted to dance with. I’d like to think it was because of my bubbly personality, sexy black dress and curly auburn hair, but Jamie thinks it’s more to do with my tits and arse. It’s also worth mentioning that I’m the only woman in the office who’s under fifty-five. Whatever the reason, I had the first dance with my husband but never got the chance to dance with him again. I was that in demand.

		By the time the evening ended, my feet ached from dancing and my cheeks ached from laughing. The dancing hadn’t always been at arm’s length, and some of my colleagues had been a little more hands-on than they are in the office. But everyone had been so nice to me, I was floating on air as we took the lift up to our room.

		While I was far from sober, I wasn’t so drunk that I didn’t realise Jamie might not be happy. I’d totally ignored him all evening while I’d been dirty-dancing with my colleagues. What made it worse, he hardly knew anyone else there. I hoped that by acting a little drunker than I actually was, he’d be less inclined to be angry. Besides, I was eager to get my hands on what was beneath his sporran. But things didn’t go the way I expected…

		As Jamie undid his bowtie and slipped off his jacket, he asked if I’d enjoyed the dancing. It was time to put my plan of being drunk into action, so I slurred my words a little and said I’d had fun. Then I flashed him a flirty smile as I unzipped my dress and let it slide down my body, leaving me in a lacy black bra, matching thong, hold-up stockings and high heels. By now he’d removed all his clothes and was lying naked on the bed, stroking his cock. I treated him to a seductive little wiggle of my hips.

		Jamie said he wasn’t surprised I’d gotten a lot of attention, because I’d looked so good. I reached around my back, unclipped my bra and asked him if I looked better now. He laughed and nodded. I could see his cock was already hard, and I was eager to get it inside me. I slipped off my thong and asked if that was better still. He said I’d taken off enough clothes and pulled me onto the bed still wearing my shoes and hold-ups. Then he pushed me onto my back and leaned over me, holding his upper body up with his left hand while still stroking his hard-on with his right.

		He pointed out that my colleague John had let his hands get well-acquainted with my bum during our dances together. I sort of giggled and pretended I was having trouble focusing on his face. Then I admitted that I’d caught John ogling my bum more than once at work, but I assured him nobody had ever been anything but completely professional in the office. Jamie said he couldn’t really blame John because I have a great bum. Then he pointed out I also have good tits and asked if any of my dance partners had managed to cop a feel of those. I giggled some more and admitted a couple of them had slid their hands up from my hips and helped themselves to a fondle of side-boob. I wriggled in a sexy way below him, asking if he thought my brazen behaviour on the dance floor would have put me on Santa’s naughty list.

		He laughed and admitted it probably had. Then he asked if any of the men had dared to slip their hands around the front and get a feel of my nipples. I pouted and shook my head, so he dipped his head and gave each nipple a suck, which made me groan and grind my hips. I was desperate for him to go inside me. Next he ran his hand down my body and slid his fingertips through my sopping crease. When he asked if any of the men had tried to touch me there, I held his gaze for a second then admitted that during a slow dance, I’d realised my colleague Craig had a stiffie. Jamie smiled and slapped his cock against my swollen clit like a truncheon. He said he wasn’t surprised Craig had gotten a hard-on while we were dancing because I looked so sexy in my dress and shoes. When he asked how I’d reacted to Craig’s hard-on, I said that since I was already on the naughty list, I may as well own up to grinding myself against it. When Jamie asked if I’d managed to get myself off, I laughed and shook my head. I said I was hoping he’d be able to help me with that.

		Jamie just smiled and kept tapping his heavy shaft against my clit. It was driving me wild because by then I was desperate to be fucked. Then he told me he should probably be put on the naughty list, too. I dropped my drunken act and asked what he meant by that, wondering if he’d been dirty-dancing with any of the other women. He hadn’t, but he admitted to something I wasn’t expecting.

		He said Craig hadn’t been the only man to get a hard-on from our dance. I shook my head, confused, and he went on to explain that watching me flirting and dirty-dancing with other men had given him a hard-on. He clearly felt guilty about it, but he’d got such a thrill from watching me misbehave he’d wanted to sneak back to our room and jack off.

		I felt my jaw drop and asked why. He shrugged, obviously embarrassed by his confession. He’d seen me dancing with men before and never had those sorts of thoughts, so he wasn’t sure why it’d been different at the party. I said that if I’d known how he felt at the time, I’d have let my hands do some groping of their own. 

		He finally slid his cock inside me, and I let out a long moan. This was what I’d been building up to for the last three hours, and I thought the conversation would end. But Jamie had more questions.

		He asked me what parts of my colleagues I would have groped. By then I was past being diplomatic, so I admitted that Scott had a nice arse and I would have given it a wee squeeze. I also pointed out that Francis was a regular at the gym, so I’d have had a good feel at his abs and triceps. And that if I’d known he enjoyed watching me dance with Craig, I’d have let him watch my face while I rubbed myself to climax against Craig’s erection.

		Jamie’s eyes went wide. He asked if I’d really let him watch another man make me come. I was too shocked by his question to say anything, but I was also on the brink of my orgasm. I stared up at his face and whispered, ‘I’m coming.’ He said, ‘Are you coming for me or him?’ I answered, ‘For both of you.’ 

		Then I tumbled into the most intense orgasm I can remember having. Jamie fucked me so hard the bed was creaking, then he pushed deep and emptied himself inside me. He was pulling at my stocking-tops and grunting, and I was clawing at his back. I managed to come again before he finally softened and pulled out.

		We lay panting on the bed for several minutes, then I kicked off my shoes and slipped under the covers still in my stockings. I asked if he’d really wanted to sneak back to the room to jack off, and he nodded. Then he asked if I’d really let him watch another man make me come. I said if I did that, I’d probably be on the naughty list forever. He agreed, but he said at least we’d both be on it together.

		The Christmas party was three days ago. We haven’t actually returned to our conversation about him watching another man make me come, but I get the feeling it’s a subject that’s just below the surface. 

		Like I said, the hangover from that party is destined to drag on for a while yet.

		Kirsty, Coatbridge, Scotland

		

	
		

		Better Than Socks

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Arevelation from my husband’s past had threatened to ruin my Christmas plans, but then something I never expected happened and I thought your readers might like to hear about it. 

		I spent my November getting all the preparations done early—which involved many evenings on my laptop doing online shopping for the kids’ presents and countless hours wrapping them—so I could enjoy a relaxing Christmas with my family. 

		By the time December came round, I’d got everything sorted. Turkey ordered from the local farm, all the veg booked to be delivered on the 23 rd, and the nice supermarket nibbles that often sell out had been bought early and stored in my freezer. My plan was to spend the whole of December meeting up with friends for lunch, attending a couple of Christmas parties, and enjoying quiet nights at home watching my favourite movies. 

		The only person I hadn’t bought a present for by then was my husband, Ray. He’s impossible to buy for because if he sees something he wants, he buys it for himself. He doesn’t think, ‘Ooh, I’d like one of those. I’ll ask Molly to buy it for me at Christmas.’ Instead, he just clicks ‘buy now’ and a few days later, he has it. So, like every other Christmas during our twelve-year marriage, I have to ask him what he wants. And like always, he gives the same answer: Socks. Underwear. A couple of spy thrillers. 

		A couple of nights ago we were cuddled up on the couch drinking hot mulled wine and watching TV. One of the Die Hard films was on, the kids were fast asleep upstairs, and I was feeling all cosy and mellow. I wondered what he got for Christmas presents before we met, so I asked what the best gift he’d ever received was. I’d expected him to say, ‘A Millennium Falcon when I was ten,’ or something like that. When he told me the answer, all the Christmas spirit left me.

		According to my dear husband, the best Christmas gift he’d ever received was having sex with his friend’s wife one Christmas Eve! I thought he was joking at first, but once I realised he wasn’t, I launched into a whole series of questions.

		Do I know these people? No, you’ve never met them.

		Why would you do that? Because they suggested it, and I’d always fancied her.

		Why would they suggest it? It’s what they did. They had a hotwife/cuckold relationship.

		Where did it happen? In their bed.

		And where was your friend while you were having sex his wife? Watching us from a chair.

		I was speechless. I couldn’t believe my husband would ever have been involved in that sort of thing. Needless to say, I’d stopped caring if Bruce Willis saved the day or not. I wanted a John McClane of my own to come to our house and slap my perverted husband around the head. When I admitted how shocked I was, he got all defensive. In his eyes, he’d done nothing wrong. His friend and his wife were both happy about it, and since it had been before we met, he couldn’t see why I was getting my knickers in a twist. 

		When me and Ray had first got together, we told each other about our past relationships – though he didn’t mention sleeping with a woman while her husband watched. Ray’s four years older than me, and he’d lived with a couple of different women during his twenties but never been married. He was 33 when I met him.

		I’d been a career girl. I worked for a big multinational finance company and had spent seven years living all over the world. I’ve lived in London, Paris, Milan, Singapore, Geneva, New York and Hong Kong, and Ray knows I had relationships with different men in each of those cities. But, as I was eager to point out, I’d never had sex with anyone while somebody else watched. What he had done with that couple was depraved, and I told him so.

		Ray asked how many one-night stands I’d had before we met, and I told him that wasn’t the same. He shook his head, pointing out that as far as he was concerned, he’d had a one-night stand. When I pointed out his one-night stand had been with a married woman, he asked how I knew if any of the men I’d had one-night stands with were married or not. I lost my temper and said that even if they had been, their wife hadn’t been sitting in a chair watching us fuck. And with that final salvo, I downed the last of my mulled wine and stomped off to bed.

		We hardly spoke while getting the kids ready for school the next morning. Ray dropped them off on his way to work as usual, and I drove in the opposite direction to my own job. That night things were still frosty, so after the kids had gone to bed he tried to clear the air. He opened a bottle of wine and asked why I was so upset about something that happened fifteen years ago. I couldn’t explain it. I’d been thinking about it all day, and I still wasn’t sure why it had made me so angry.

		Apparently the couple had emigrated to Australia shortly afterwards, and although they’d kept in touch for a while, it’d been years since Ray had heard from them. When I said I was glad, he laughed and assured me they weren’t monsters. According to him, they were a really nice couple who occasionally invited another man into their bedroom for a little fun.

		We drank the wine and I tried to stop being angry. I pointed out me giving him socks and underwear for Christmas was kind of dull when you compared it to him shagging a woman he’d fancied for years. He laughed and gave me a hug, claiming I was the only woman he’d fancied for the last twelve years. The closeness felt nice and I hugged him back. Pretty soon we were kissing and pawing each other. Then he turned off the TV and dragged me upstairs. 

		When we got into bed, I asked if watching me have sex with somebody else would be a better present than socks and underwear. He said he didn’t have the same kink as his friend, then pushed me onto my back. I pointed out that since he bought Hotwife Digest every other month, he must have a little bit of the kink. His only answer was to slide his cock into me. 

		Both of us let out a long sigh. I was amazed that he was so hard, and he was probably surprised to discover I was so wet. I closed my eyes and the image of him fucking his friend’s wife filled my mind. I pushed it away. He was right – he’d done nothing wrong. And as he’d pointed out, his one-night stand had been no worse than all the ones I’d had. 

		Then another thought struck me. What if I was having a one-night stand now, and Ray was sitting on a chair at the side of the bed watching us? 

		I decided to put a show on for him. 

		I dragged my nails down the man’s back, making him gasp. Then I rolled him over and sat up, pressing my hands down on his chest as I rode his cock. I had another idea for what Ray might like to see. I lifted up, scooted down the bed and took his dick into my mouth. He cried out as I bobbed my head and gently squeezed his balls. I moved back up and impaled myself. I bounced hard on his dick until I felt it pulse and twitch inside me, then I ground my clit against him until I got my own release. I screamed and rocked my hips until the cock softened and slipped out.

		I lay on my husband’s chest and wondered why I’d just had my most intense orgasm in years. He kissed the top of my head and held me close. After all my harsh words about his friend’s wife, I was too ashamed to admit what I’d been thinking about during sex. I wasn’t even sure what had made it feel so hot, the thought of fucking a stranger or the idea of Ray watching me do it. Maybe it was a combination of both.

		Whatever it was, things are back to normal between us and I’m looking forward to enjoying the Christmas I had planned. 

		I may not be a hotwife, but I’m not a cold wife, either. And if you publish this letter and Ray wants to explore things, who knows what the New Year might bring? 

		Molly, Loughborough, UK

		

	
		

		Husbands Who Like To Watch

		

	
		

		He Came To Fix The Pipe

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		I’ve read so many of the letters you publish and always thought, There’s no way that stuff really happens. But after what I saw on Christmas Eve last year, I’m writing in to say it absolutely does. And I’m not sure I’ll ever be the same again.

		My wife and I live in Nottingham. We’re in our mid-thirties, married for eight years, and pretty vanilla, to be honest… until recently. We’ve always had a solid sex life. She's gorgeous, curvy in all the right places, cheeky smile, that kind of woman who can wear a dressing gown and still look like something out of a dirty fantasy. But nothing prepared me for what happened when the plumber came round to fix a frozen pipe.

		I know it’s cliché. I know your eyes are probably rolling in your head right now, but hear me out.

		It had been an especially cold December. The outside pipe that connects to our bathroom had frozen solid, and we couldn’t get any hot water upstairs. My wife, let’s call her L, called in a plumber she knew through a friend. She said he sounded nice on the phone, and I didn’t think much of it. I didn’t hold out much hope of getting the pipe fixed before the festive season ended, and had given up on getting it done when Christmas Eve came around.

		I was supposed to be out for a pub lunch and a few drinks with the lads, but plans changed. I didn’t text ahead, I just jumped in the car and came home early, thinking maybe I’d surprise her with a takeaway and — if I was lucky — an early Christmas shag. Instead, I walked through the front door and heard something. At first, I thought she was watching porn. There was a soft moaning, the kind that you just know isn’t coming from a telly.

		I crept upstairs, heart hammering, not quite believing what I was hearing. The en suite door to the main bedroom was ajar. And that’s when I saw it.

		L was bent over the sink, naked except for a pair of Christmas socks. Her arse was thrust back and moving rhythmically as the plumber, stocky, mixed race, tattoos on his arms, was behind her, trousers round his ankles, fucking her with a slow, steady grind. He had one hand on her hip, the other tangled in her hair, and he was saying filthy things about how tight she still was.

		I stood there, frozen. Not in anger. Not in shock. But in something I didn’t understand at the time. I was hard.

		Rock hard.

		I knew I should’ve barged in, told them to stop and kicked the guy out. But I didn’t. I just stood there, watching as my wife moaned and pushed back onto him, gasping his name — Gary, apparently — and telling him how good it felt. She even giggled at one point and said, "You’ve still got the best dick I’ve ever had."

		I nearly came in my trousers.

		Her breasts swayed beneath her with every movement, her nipples stiff and flushed red. He gripped her hair firmly, showing the confidence of someone who’d been here before — someone who knew exactly what my wife liked. She was making the sort of noises I’d only heard in porn. Her face was flushed, her mouth open, gasping out praise between strokes.

		Gary pulled out, and she sagged forward, then slowly stood and turned, grinning up at him. “Wanna try the bed?” she asked, catching her breath.

		He scooped her up like she weighed nothing, laid her down, and crawled between her legs. She looked lost in lust, her eyes half-lidded, her thighs falling open as he kissed down her stomach and dipped his head. I saw her toes curl when his tongue reached her clit, her hips rising instinctively to meet his mouth.

		“God, Gary… you haven’t forgotten a thing,” she whispered, laughing breathlessly.

		He looked up, smirking. “Hard to forget the best pussy I ever had.”

		Then he climbed on top of her, kissed her hungrily and slid inside her shaved slit. I had a fantastic view of it going in, and my cock twitched at the sight. I wanted to wank off but I didn’t dare. All I could do was watch as she groaned into his mouth, her arms around his back, nails raking lightly down his skin. He started slow, grinding deep, drawing out every sound from her lips. She wrapped her legs around him, locking him in, whispering filth in his ear.

		“You fill up my pussy so good,” she murmured. “Give it to me as hard as you can. He’ll be home soon.”

		He started to fuck her harder, the headboard knocking the wall. Her tits bounced beautifully, her mouth slack with pleasure, moaning his name over and over. She dug her fingers into his arse and pulled him in deeper. “Yes, Gary, yes… fuck me just like that…”

		I didn’t breathe. I couldn’t. I stood outside the door, hard as a rock, completely mesmerised. My wife had never looked so… uninhibited. So turned on. So slutty.

		He pulled her legs up, pushed her knees to her chest and kept going. She was trembling in ecstasy, crying out for him not to stop. “Come for me,” she begged. “Wherever you want. Inside me, if you like.”

		He pulled out suddenly, and she groaned in protest until she saw him kneel over her, stroking himself.

		“I’ve finished on your face so many times over the years,” he said, voice low and ragged. “I never get bored with it.”

		She laughed, biting her lip, and tilted her chin up. “Then do it, baby.”

		He grunted and shot his load across her face, streaks of sticky white cum hitting her cheek, lips, and chin. She moaned again as if it turned her on even more.

		“So much,” she giggled, and he squeezed out the last few drops onto her tongue, mouth open and willing. “I love it.”

		My wife finished by sucking the head of his dick, cleaning him up, and then I backed away from the door and went downstairs, pretending I’d just come home. I called up to her and she answered, bright as anything, saying the plumber had just finished and the hot water was sorted. She came down five minutes later with Gary, her cheeks flushed, her hair slightly messy, and a dressing gown now wrapped around her. He acted like nothing was out of the ordinary. The cheeky bastard let her pay him and then fucked off out of the door with his bag of tools without saying a word to me, only giving me a smirk and a grin as he left.

		“We have hot water,” she said, waiting for a response, seeing as I’d stood there in silence the whole time.

		“Great.” I didn’t know what else to say as she passed me the hot cup of coffee she’d made me.

		Afterwards, we sat and watched a Christmas movie, as if nothing had happened. But that night, when we got into bed, I told her I knew. That I’d seen them. Seen them do everything. Her eyes widened for a second, then she just smiled.

		"And?" she asked.

		I told her the truth. That I’d watched. That I’d liked it. That I was so turned on I didn’t know what to do with myself. She was quiet for a moment, then took my hand and slid it between her legs.

		She was soaking.

		We had the filthiest sex we’ve ever had that night. I made her tell me everything, when she’d first fucked Gary, how long she’d been doing it, how many times. It wasn’t a regular thing, just a handful of times over the years. She admitted he was the best she’d ever had before me, and maybe even better than me in some ways.

		But she also said this: "None of them ever made me feel the way you do. That’s why I married you."

		Now, it’s a year later. We’ve talked about it a lot since then. Sometimes she tells me stories in bed, about the best fucks she’s ever had, with Gary and her other lovers before me. Sometimes she sends me pictures from the office when she’s feeling naughty. We’re more in love and hornier than we’ve ever been.

		She even joked that we should leave the outside pipe to freeze again this Christmas. Who knows what might happen?

		All I know is, I’ll be home early.

		Yours excitedly,

		Horny in Nottingham

		

	
		

		The Gift That Keeps On Giving

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		The iPad weighs about half a kilo, but when I unwrapped it on Christmas morning, it felt like holding the entire universe in my hands.

		My wife, Rachel, had been dropping hints for months that I should upgrade from my ancient tablet, so when I saw the distinctive Apple packaging under the torn wrapping paper, I grinned like an idiot. She knows me too well. I'd been pricing them up for weeks but couldn't justify the expense.

		After we’d finished opening all the presents under the tree, she told me to turn it on and test it out. I did so with excitement, which turned to puzzlement when she instructed me to check the camera roll. Her voice had changed. She seemed nervous, for some reason.

		The device powered up. One video file sat there, the thumbnail showing our bedroom. I glanced at Rachel, and she nodded for me to watch it. I pressed play

		The angle was from Rachel's side of the bed, propped on her nightstand. The frame captured our bed perfectly, her favourite duvet I recognised, the pillows we slept on every night. And there was Rachel, sitting on the edge of the mattress in her best little black dress. She looked directly at the camera with the same expression she wore now as I watched the video. She was definitely nervous, but I also caught a hint of something else. Excitement?

		She stood up slowly, reaching behind her back to unzip the dress. The sound wasn't audible over the iPad's speakers, but I could imagine it, that soft mechanical whisper of metal teeth parting. She let the fabric slide down her shoulders, revealing a black lace bra I didn't recognise. New, then. Bought for this occasion.

		She shimmied the dress down, tossing it aside and stood there in matching black lingerie and heels, still looking into the camera. My pulse quickened. A striptease, I thought. She'd recorded herself stripping for me. It was sexy, thrilling even, Rachel pushing herself into doing something hot and naughty for me.

		Rachel's hands moved to her bra clasp. She unhooked it slowly, letting it fall away to reveal her breasts. Twelve years of marriage and the sight of her topless still affected me. She cupped her large, full tits briefly, then let her hands trail down her stomach to the waistband of her knickers.

		She hooked her thumbs into the elastic and slowly — agonizingly slowly — slipped them down over her hips, past her thighs, letting them drop to her ankles. She’d shaved her usually hairy pussy, I saw, the mound between her thighs completely bald. She stepped out of the panties and stood there completely naked except for the heels, her body on full display for the camera.

		I must have made some sound, because Rachel — the real Rachel, sitting beside me on the floor in front of the tree — told me to keep watching.

		On screen, Rachel moved back to sit on the bed, spreading her legs slightly, her fingers moving between them, finding her clit and teasing it in a way that made my mouth go dry. Then, to my complete surprise, a figure stepped into view from behind the camera.

		A man. Significantly younger than me. Fit, with the kind of lean musculature that comes from regular gym sessions. And completely, totally and utterly naked.

		His cock was already hard, and Christ, it was impressive. Longer than mine, thicker, veinier. Normally, seeing a guy like him would have made me feel inadequate, but because he was naked in front of Rachel — because she was watching this with me — I didn’t feel that way. I felt turned on. My much smaller cock instantly stiffened in my pyjama bottoms.

		I asked Rachel what was going on, but she told me to keep watching. The stranger stood at the edge of the bed, and Rachel shifted to her knees, crawling toward him slowly. Then she wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, and even her fingers couldn't close around the circumference completely.

		Then she took him in her mouth.

		This was my wife. My respectable, faithful, professional, usually slightly reserved wife. My wife who was sucking another man's cock with slutty enthusiasm. But what made it more intense, what made my hands shake as I held the iPad, was that she kept looking at the camera. At me. Her eyes locked on the lens as she worked him deeper, as her head bobbed up and down, as her free hand moved to cup his smoothly shaved balls.

		She was performing, but not for him. For me. Making sure I saw everything, the way her lips worked him, the slight glisten of saliva on his shaft as she withdrew, the way her throat worked when she took him deeper than I would have thought possible.

		Rachel moved closer, her hand on my thigh as she explained everything. She told me his name was Jared, that he was 26. Nearly twenty years younger than us. She explained that he'd started at her workplace three months ago in graphic design. He'd flirted immediately, and she'd shut him down because she was married. But he kept at it, nothing inappropriate, just persistent and charming in a way that somehow wore down her resistance.

		On screen, Jared's hand tangled in Rachel's brunette hair, not too roughly, but with more intent than I ever did. She responded by taking him deeper, and I could see her throat constrict around him. Her eyes watered slightly, but never left the camera.

		She knew this was my ultimate fantasy. I'd floated the idea of her sleeping with other men maybe a hundred times over the past two decades. Always during sex, always half-joking, always met with gentle refusals and assurances that she only wanted me. I'd dropped it each time because I wanted her happy more than I wanted my fantasy realised.

		Rachel's hand moved inside my bottoms as she continued her narration. Last month, Jared had asked her to lunch. They'd talked about work and life. He'd mentioned being in an open relationship, totally out of the blue, shockingly casual about the whole thing. He asked if she’d be up for a little fun.

		And she'd thought, fuck it, why not?

		On screen, Jared pulled back from her mouth, his cock glistening. He guided Rachel onto her back on the bed, and then he fucked her. No waiting, no hesitation. He put the head of his dick against her pussy — the pussy that was married to me, that had only ever had my cock inside it — and then shoved it in hard. I saw Rachel gasp at the feeling of it. Then she wrapped her legs around his back and they began to fuck.

		She told me she'd mentioned my fantasy to him, and he'd been very accommodating. The whole thing had happened last Tuesday while I was at a conference in Manchester. She'd invited him over, set up the iPad she’d bought for this exact purpose, and let him fuck her in our bed.

		The video ran about twenty minutes total. He fucked her in the missionary position, then on all fours, her tits swinging beneath her as he enjoyed her pussy. I watched all of it while Rachel climbed onto my lap, straddling me, her dressing gown open. She asked if I wanted to know how it felt, then proceeded to tell me everything while riding my hard cock right there on the floor.

		She described her initial nervousness, how Jared had been patient at first, then increasingly less so. How she'd come three times before he finished all over her tits. How the guilt had lasted maybe thirty seconds before being replaced by a feeling of power and vitality she hadn't experienced in years.

		Then she told me she wanted to do it again, properly this time, with me watching.

		I've spent the past two weeks in a state of permanent arousal. We've shagged more since Christmas than in the previous six months combined, and each time she adds more details. What he tasted like. The slight left curve of his cock. How he'd called her Mrs Reynolds the whole time, turning my respectable wife into someone deliciously filthy.

		We've arranged for Jared to come over next week. I'll be there this time, watching in person as my wife gets the fucking she deserves from someone who can hit the spots inside her that I physically can't. Afterwards, I'll reclaim her, knowing she's chosen to come back to me.

		After twelve years of asking, my wife finally said yes. Turns out all she needed was the right motivation.

		And the right 26-year-old with a massive cock and enough cheek to pursue a married woman.

		I can honestly say it’s the best Christmas present I've ever received.

		Yours,

		A Finally Fulfilled Husband, Leeds

		

	
		

		A Christmas Miracle

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		I’m a little nervous about writing to you, but I love reading the letters from your readers and so felt obligated to share my own story.

		My husband, Jake, and I have always been pretty shy about talking to other people, during the seven years we’ve been an item, we’ve always been able to open up about exactly what we’re thinking to each other. It’s how we’ve been since we were put together on a class project in college.

		We’ve both always enjoyed reading a lot, and after we were married we found that we liked sharing some of the more racy passages with each other when we found them. Erotica proved educational for us, improving things for us in the bedroom — like Jake learning how to make me come with his mouth.

		A little unexpectedly, perhaps, the type of story that most seemed to get us all hot and sweaty was where a husband wanted his wife to sleep with another man. I used to tell Jake that the way he looked at me, the way he treated me, made me think of the selfless way those wife-sharing husbands were with their wives. He used to only smile adoringly up at me and get back to licking my pussy.

		Anyway. We never ever imagined we would have our own erotic story to tell, but we were always curious about what it would be like to live out a fantasy like that. Jake felt bold enough to ask me about different guys I found attractive, and maybe what I’d do if I were with them instead of him.

		While we both enjoyed that strange, exciting wife-sharing fantasy, we’re both aware of how shy we are with other people. On the rare occasions when I find myself talking to a man other than Jake, I invariably find myself talking all about my husband, which I suppose doesn’t make for good flirting.

		But then there was this new guy at work, Garrett. He was very attractive — tall, with dark hair and kind eyes. He had a strange effect on me whenever I laid eyes on him — my heart would start racing, and I’d come over all fluttery inside. It’s not like I’ve never had crushes before — Jake likes asking me about them. This time, though, my crush was working in the cubicle next to mine, and he was really nice.

		Plus, whenever we talked and I brought up the subject of my husband, it never seemed to put Garrett off. He just seemed to love talking to me, and when I told Jake about him, Jake said I should just enjoy it and flirt back with him if I wanted.

		Wow. That was a bit stunning.

		I never thought something like this would happen. Every time I mentioned Garrett to Jake, he would get this fiery look in his eyes, and if we were in the bedroom getting in the mood, I could see how hard it made my husband whenever I opened up about flirting with Garrett in the office. Yet at the same time, whenever I mentioned Jake to my co-worker, it didn’t seem to dampen his interest, either. The more time I spent with Garrett, the easier it became. I could grab a coffee with him, or even go eat lunch, just the two of us, and it didn’t feel like a big deal, although the way he flirted with me made me feel like I was on fire inside.

		I told Jake everything, of course. However, I also didn’t hide it from Garrett that I had talked to my husband about him. It seemed wrong to deceive either of them. Well, I guess I didn’t tell Garrett how turned on my husband was about him flirting with me, at least at first. But Garrett seemed to understand more about us than he was letting on to begin with.

		Eventually, he asked me out on a date, like I was a single woman — except that he acknowledged that I’d probably need to get my husband’s approval before I could give him an answer. Jake was kind of shocked, but of course, he was supportive. He said he liked the thought of me having this experience, particularly since I’d never been with another man.

		Jake even helped me get ready for my date, picking out the perfect outfit to tempt Garrett into taking things further with me. I kept my husband updated throughout the evening and had a lovely time with Garrett. We talked a little about work, and there was plenty of small talk. Garrett seems fairly well-read, so we had plenty to chat about. Later, Garrett took me home, and on the way, he told me how beautiful I was and that he hoped Jake and I would allow him to get to know me better. It was obvious what he meant. I was so wet. I told him I thought my husband was very supportive of me having so much fun.

		I texted Jake on the way home, and when Garrett dropped me off in front of the house, he kissed me right where I knew Jake could see.

		Nothing else happened that night between my co-worker and me, but that kiss was so wonderful, and Jake had me relive every moment of it over and over again as he made love to me that night. I told him how big and strong Garrett was, and how his unexpectedly tender kiss made me feel all melty inside. We both realized Garrett must have been a fairly experienced lover.

		Anyway, I enjoyed a few more dates with Garrett, and while it was exciting for both me and my husband, it was still more about me getting comfortable with my date, and didn’t go much further than making out, though that was such a huge thrill, I could have just gone on doing that forever.

		Then we had our office Christmas party, and like every year, we were all allowed to bring our partners and spouses. This was when Jake met Garrett for the first time. The two of them seemed to get on like a house on fire from the get-go, there wasn’t a hint of awkwardness. Garrett seemed thankful that Jake was happy for intimacy to develop between him and me, and Jake seemed to really respect Garrett’s grace and charm.

		Of course, we couldn’t let on to any of my co-workers that anything untoward was happening, and yet it was intensely thrilling for me to know both of these men wanted me so badly.

		It was a fun Christmas party, with plenty of punch, but then the three of us decided to go on to a bar somewhere nearby, and away from prying eyes, things began to heat up between us. Garrett became more flirtatious, keen to compliment me in front of Jake, though always with deference to my husband. When it was getting really late, my husband said perhaps it was time for him to head home — strongly implying that I would stay with Garrett.

		I couldn’t believe how exciting that felt.

		To both of our surprise, Garrett calmly suggested we all go back to his place — he said quite clearly he had a guest bed, where Jake would be welcome to sleep. Oh my God. The look in my husband’s eyes. It was so hot, implying strongly that I would sleep with Garrett while my husband spent the night in the guest room.

		So there we were, going back to Garrett’s plush apartment, and my husband wished us good night before heading into the guest bedroom. Garrett left the door to the primary bedroom open as we went in there, clearly giving Jake the option of seeing what was going on. I knew my husband must be there, nearby, willing things on. It made me feel so hot inside.

		Garrett kissed me gently at first, tenderly like before. But then we were both tearing each other’s clothes off, I wanted him so badly. We were on his enormous bed, and he made me come so hard with his mouth, and then with his big, hard cock. I could hardly believe it, but it felt so incredible, and he made me come multiple times — that never happened between Jake and me.

		Knowing Jake was there, enjoying the experience with me, was so sexy. I spent the whole night with Garrett, it seemed like we didn’t sleep much at all.

		Then, first thing, I went home with Jake, and he was all over me as soon as we were in the privacy of our own home. It felt so wonderful how much he wanted me, how much passion and desire he had for me after he’d spent all night listening to me having sex with another man.

		That night was so incredible, but it was really only the start. Garrett has so much to teach Jake and me about sex.

		— Perfect Student, London

		

	
		

		Reaching An Understanding

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		My wife was shocked when I told her about my big sexual fantasy, but at first, she only treated it as an amusing little joke. She called me a pervert for a while, but in a kind of boys-will-be-boys way that made it seem like all guys were filthy-minded like this. 

		Her tone definitely made me sure she would never dream of exploring my fantasy in real life. I decided to just let it go — I had a gorgeous wife, wasn’t that enough?

		Nothing much happened for several months. I assumed nothing would. When you read about the experiences of other guys who are like me, most of them never get the courage to tell their partners about their all-consuming fantasy. And of those who do, most find their wives just want to forget they ever said anything. 

		I was just relieved that my admission hadn’t made Amy angry or upset with me—and that she didn’t decide to blab to her friends about it. 

		But then one evening, when we were having a nice dinner together at home to celebrate my birthday, Amy suddenly came right out and told me she wanted to sleep with somebody else. 

		God. I couldn’t believe it. At first, I had to check she wasn’t kidding around. She told me she’d been giving the matter a lot of thought — that ever since I’d told her my dark secret, she had been researching the reasons why. At first, when she realised I was serious about what I’d admitted to her, it had really shaken her, upset her. She went through the kind of response I’ve read about in other wives whose husbands are like me. Yet instead of panicking and assuming the worst, she had decided to try to understand me and start from the assumption that I loved her and loved being married to her.

		She read some good books and articles online, some of which I’d read myself while I tried to understand my own fantasy.

		And now, she had decided she wanted me to go find her someone else to sleep with. 

		Goodness, I was so excited. But I tried to calmly do what was needed to fulfil her request. I set up a profile for her on Tinder, sifted through the guys who matched with her, and gradually narrowed down the options until we found someone she found attractive who did not baulk at her desire to be shared with her husband.

		Perhaps surprisingly, the guy she chose — Ryan — was five years younger than us. But he seemed nice, and I could see why Amy was attracted to him. He was tall, physically fit, and obviously raring to go. I guess you’d say he was commitment-phobic, a womaniser. Yet he charmed the cotton socks off Amy while they texted each other. 

		We arranged for him to visit us at home just before Christmas, right in the middle of the office party season.

		It was so exciting watching Amy getting ready for her evening with Ryan. She told me she knew from her research that many cuckolded husbands liked to be involved in getting their wives prepared for their lovers. She had me help her in the shower — and even shave her pussy so that everything would be perfect for her new man.

		She dressed up so sexy, too: black lingerie, stockings. The highest of high heels. 

		While she was applying her makeup, there was a knock at our door. I went to meet Ryan for the first time in the flesh — I was so nervous! I thought he’d look down on me, he’d sneer at me for doing this. But Ryan seemed really lovely, and, importantly for Amy, looked just like his pictures. The guy looked like he was just out of college, could have been a male model. 

		We both sat in the living room with a glass of wine. He was calm, I was trembling. We watched Amy slowly walk downstairs, wearing only her black lacy bra and panties, with matching stockings and a garter belt — and those killer high-heels. I saw her eyes light up as she caught sight of Ryan. There was a little moment where I could tell she couldn’t quite believe she was allowed to fuck this handsome stud. Simply catching that look on her face had my manhood thickening up in my pants. It was so hot to break the rules like this.

		I introduced my wife to Ryan, and after a brief hello, Amy slowly approached him, then knelt before him, her hands sprawling over his thighs and lap. Amy looked over to me, beaming from ear to ear, a little astonished that I was really there, willing them on. 

		Then I caught my breath as she turned her attention back to her new lover, and the two of them kissed so tenderly. Their chemistry made me shiver. 

		Amy glanced back at me again, needing constant approval from me, which I was happy to give her. Ryan just sat back on the couch — so relaxed I wondered if he’d been with a married woman before — and watched Amy working to unfasten his fly. I heard her quietly gasp as the guy’s giant dick sprang free.

		For a while, she just wanted to touch it and look at it, taking her time to get her head around the strangeness of being allowed to handle a hard cock that was not mine. Then she got her head around his actual cock, stretching her lips to get it into her mouth. 

		I couldn’t believe how hot it was to watch my wife sucking on someone else’s erection like that. But it was more than just having live pornography happening right in front of me — I was actually enjoying how excited Amy was, I was turned on by how turned on she was. I felt such a rush seeing how naughty she could be, dressed like some kind of high-class call girl. 

		I couldn’t resist pulling out my own dick as I watched her. It might not be quite the same scale as Ryan’s leviathan, but Amy looked back to see me tugging on it, and it clearly thrilled her.

		I felt my heart pounding inside my chest when Amy rose to her feet and then slipped off her panties. I knew what was coming could not be undone. This was it, the moment my honey would become a hotwife. 

		She straddled Ryan, and I could see she was about to plunge down on his massive pole — but then she paused. She looked back at me and quietly asked me if I could fetch them a condom. Oh, boy. Strange what a trivial thing like that could make me feel, but going to find protection for another man to fuck my wife was like snorting amphetamines. 

		Then Amy was rolling the little sheath down on Ryan’s impressive shaft, and I was holding my breath as I watched her direct the tip to her pussy — and then sink down on it. 

		She turned to look at me as he filled her with his cock. And then she took it further, turning around on his lap so she could face me while she was fucking him. I was gasping for air as I watched her bounce on that thing, the other man’s cock inside my sweet wife, stretching her freshly-shaven pussy.

		I moved closer as she fucked him, sitting with them on the couch. Leaning in to kiss her while she rode him. It was such a buzz. My sexy wife being so wicked, another man inside her as I kissed her mouth. I could smell him on her, I could taste him on her lips.

		And the noises she made as he fucked her with that enormous prick will haunt me for years. 

		He made her come so hard, I couldn’t believe it. Then he made her come again — and Amy has never been able to come multiple times like that. When he was finally done, my gorgeous wife ripped the condom off his big prick and begged him to come all over her tits. Such a naughty minx. 

		And then it was my turn to have her, fresh from her adventure in infidelity. What can I say? It was just incredible, and the biggest surprise was how Amy fucking another guy could make our love for each other so much stronger.

		- Lucky Hubby, Belfast

		

	
		

		The Best Xmas Present Ever

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		There are things that you think only happen in movies, or maybe on Grey’s Anatomy . Things that a writer had to make up because real people would never do something like that. Let me tell you, those things happen in real life. I know because one of them happened to me. 

		We have a tradition of giving each other naughty presents on Christmas Eve, when the kids aren’t around opening their gifts, and when I pulled the gift certificate for an erotic massage from my stocking, I don’t think it registered at first. 

		I thought it was one of those things, like a blowjob coupon, and Jason was offering to give me an erotic massage, whatever that was. I’m pretty sure that every time he rubs my back, it turns into sex, so how would this be different?  

		But then I really looked at it, and it was an embossed certificate from a professional. Jason just smiled when I asked what he was up to. He said all of the arrangements had been made. I just had to go along with it and enjoy myself. 

		Well, it turned out it wasn’t all about me. He planned to be there and watch it unfold. My husband booked a man—a professional masseur—to give me a massage with a happy ending. I didn’t understand how that would even work. Was he finally trying to make his fantasy of seeing me have sex with another man come true? 

		Jason assured me that it was not sex. This man was a masseur, not a gigolo. He thought it would be a good baby step. After years of role-playing his fantasy of sharing me with another man in bed, I’d suggested I might—maybe—be open to trying something, and he took that ball and ran with it. 

		I pressed for more details, but he was tight-lipped. He would cancel if I wanted him to, or I could trust him and see what happened. I don’t know what I was thinking, but I agreed to accept his gift.

		Jason went all out. He made dinner reservations and got a hotel room downtown on New Year’s Eve. I was shocked! We’re in our late forties and left going out for New Year’s Eve behind long ago. I even went out and bought a slinky, new, black sequined cocktail dress. Daring for a mom from the suburbs!

		Dinner was amazing, and watching our city’s fireworks from the hotel rooftop with a glass of champagne in my hand felt decadent. When I kissed my honey at midnight, I could feel the excitement coming off him. What was about to happen made those fireworks look like a sparkler.

		Back in our room, I changed into one of the hotel’s fluffy white robes and sipped more bubbly while we waited. Despite the butterflies, I was incredibly horny thinking about the possibilities to come. But Jason rebuffed every advance. He told me to save it for Gunnar, the masseur. 

		The doubts slammed me like a tidal wave when Gunnar texted that he was on his way up a little after one. I nearly locked myself in the bathroom. 

		I don’t know what I expected, but Gunnar was not it. He was attractive, but he was not some young, muscular stud. He was more than a decade older than me, probably around sixty. He was tall and slender, with buzzed-down white hair and the clearest blue eyes I’d ever seen. He was dressed comfortably in all black. I detected a slight German accent when he explained what to expect.

		Gunnar explained that it would be a normal massage and asked if I liked it firm. I told him that he could be as rough as he liked. My back was a knotty mess. He said once the massage had me relaxed, he would use his hands for erotic stimulation, culminating with an orgasm. It all sounded so clinical. I was secretly hoping for something dirtier—not that I would ever admit that to my husband.

		Once he had my consent, Gunnar set up his table at the foot of the bed and dimmed the lights. He played some New Age music on a portable speaker and offered to turn his back while I mounted his table. Brazenly, I dropped my robe right in front of him and climbed up to assume the position.

		Gunnar wasn’t lying. It felt like a massage I might get at a salon, except that it didn’t start with a towel over me. It’s a good thing I’d turned the heat up! And it was maybe the best massage I’ve ever had. Looking out onto the city lights while Gunnar kneaded and pounded me into submission was worth the money, even if he didn’t get me off. His strong hands were magical. I was in heaven.

		I was so under his spell that I only gradually noticed it wasn’t quite the regular spa massage Gunnar promised. His hands dipped deeper between my thighs than any Hand & Stone masseuse would have dared. I trembled when his fingertips brushed my labia. I was startled to realize I was soaked and he’d barely touched my pussy.

		He was generous with the oil when he worked on my ass. I’d never have shown a strange man my forty-six-year-old ass under any other circumstances, but Gunnar kneaded the anxiety right out of me. He spread my cheeks as he kneaded them like an artisan baker preparing two loaves of bread. 

		I only caught on to his game when he poured more fragrant oil directly onto my back door. I tensed, but he hissed for me to relax. I was dubious. Jason and I don’t play around back there. But… 

		Oh. My. God. Gunnar’s gentle teasing drove me out of my mind. His fingertip circled, but never tried to penetrate. When he slid a hand beneath me to fully massage my labia, I shamelessly moaned and ground against his hand. Only an expert like him could have denied my orgasm when I was so close.

		I whined when he took his hands away and asked me to turn over. I lay there panting for a minute before I could even more. He’d danced me right to the edge and denied me. Bastard.

		Confession time. I was so into it that I kind of forgot my husband was there. But when I turned over, I saw him lounging in the shadows on the bed, watching. I was suddenly self-conscious. I didn’t want him to see another man do those things to me. But then Gunnar’s hands were on me again, and he was positioning me. 

		Ordinary massusses also work on you face up, but Gunnar quickly dropped all pretense. After working my legs and arms, snapping out each finger individually, he covered my breasts in oil, and I became his plaything. 

		He sculpted my big, soft rounds, scooping them from my sides and somehow knowing the perfect amount of pressure. His oiled fingertips slipped across my throbbing tips. I ached for my release. I would have let him do anything he wanted to me. I looked over at my husband, feeling shameless for how easily this virtual stranger controlled me.

		Gunnar’s thumb still circled my nipple, sending me into a heady spiral when his fingers dipped between my folds. His touch was gentle, and it tormented me in that moment. I needed his strength, not his gentleness. I needed to come. But it seemed like Gunnar was determined to coax the climax from me. 

		I began to get loud. I don’t know why hotel security wasn’t banging on the door. It felt like Gunnar kept me on the edge for an eternity, standing beside the table, while all four fingers massaged my pussy and his thumb worked my clit. His other hand continued tormenting my nipples. I don’t know how I didn’t beg to come.

		Gunnar urged me to let go. His accented voice was gentle but firm, as if he were commanding me to come. I needed it so badly that I was overwhelmed and thought I might not get there.

		I came with a piercing shriek, arching off the table and writhing while he slid three fingers inside me. I was so wet I probably could have taken his hand. I was so full, and the pressure made me start coming all over again. I think I might have blacked out. 

		Gunnar watched me come down with something like sweet affection. He continued touching until I whined that it was too much. He went to the bathroom to wash his hands and told me to take my time collecting myself. My hand brushed his crotch, and I felt a huge bulge there. I guess I’m lucky he was a professional, because I would have let him fuck me if he’d tried.

		Jason helped me onto the bed. I was a boneless mess. I love him, but god, he’d never made me come that hard. No man had. For those few minutes, Gunnar owned my body. 

		Gunnar packed his things, and Jason showed him to the door, thanking him and pressing a tip into his hand. The masseuse said it was his pleasure and he’d love to book another session. 

		My husband was inside me before he could have even reached the elevator. It was quick, which was good for both of us. Jason was just so turned on from watching me come like that at another man’s hands, and I was still overwhelmed. 

		Afterwards, I lay in his arms trying to find a way to thank him. Words didn’t seem like enough. Luckily, he just let me be.

		Our anniversary is coming up, and I know Jason already made another appointment. I think I just might handle Gunnar’s tip this time. 

		-Jen, Ardmore

		

	
		

		The More The Merrier

		

	
		

		Bringing The New Year In With A Bang

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		It’s almost a year ago now, but I still think back on last New Year's Eve and how it changed my life. Honestly, I’ve been wanting to tell someone, and after reading some of the other letters in the last issue, I thought that this might be a good place to share it. My husband Greg says I should write it down before the details fade, so here goes.

		We'd been planning this trip to London for months, Greg, me, and his mate Connor from uni. The three of us are all close; Connor's been our friend for years, the kind of bloke who crashes on our sofa after nights out and joins us for holidays without it being weird. We'd scored tickets to the official viewing area by the Thames, the blue section near Westminster Bridge, and I was buzzing about it. I'd never seen the London fireworks in person before.

		The evening started normally enough. We arrived early, around half seven, bundled in coats and scarves because it was absolutely freezing. The crowd was already massive, thousands of people pressed together waiting for midnight. We'd had a few glasses of champagne before coming out, and had brought a flask of mulled wine — well, two flasks actually — and by the time Big Ben started its countdown, we were all pleasantly warm and giggly.

		Then the fireworks exploded overhead, and something shifted. Maybe it was the champagne and mulled wine, maybe the adrenaline, maybe the fact that we were surrounded by strangers in the dark with everyone's eyes turned skyward, but Connor's hand found mine in the chaos. Not Greg's. Connor's. And I didn't pull away.

		Greg noticed. Our eyes met, and instead of anger, I saw something else entirely. Curiosity. Excitement. He leaned close to my ear and said, "I’ve been wanting to talk to you about this for a while. You fancy Connor, don't you?"

		My heart hammered. "Greg, I⁠—"

		"It's alright," he interrupted, squeezing my other hand. "I've seen the way you look at each other. The way you’ve skirted around your attraction to him for ages."

		The fireworks crackled and boomed above us, gold and silver reflecting off the Thames. Connor hadn't let go of my hand. "What are you two whispering about?" he asked, grinning.

		Greg looked at me, then at Connor. "You know what. The stuff you and I were talking about earlier.”

		Connor looked at me and grinned even wider. “Well, then. How about we get out of this crowd?"

		We didn't discuss it. We just moved. Greg led us away from the viewing area, down a side street where the noise of the crowd faded slightly. 

		“Where are you taking us?” I asked, my breath visible in the cold air.

		“Somewhere that you and Connor can celebrate the New Year properly,” Greg replied without hesitation.

		My pulse raced as we found a narrow alley between two buildings, dark except for the occasional burst of colored light from the fireworks still exploding overhead.

		“Celebrate?” I asked, looking around to see that there was no one here. Just the three of us, standing, shivering in the shadows.

		My husband asked if I needed it spelling out to him, his eyes glittering in the dark, before Connor explained that he’d always fancied me too. The two men had discussed exploring that, and now here we were.

		I couldn’t believe they wanted to do it here and now, but as a huge bang shook the walls around us and the sky lit up red and blue, Connor took over, pressed against me from behind, his hands on my waist and whispered into my ear that if I wanted them to stop, I only had to say.

		But I didn’t say stop. I turned to look at Greg, my steady, dependable husband, and found him watching us with dark, hungry eyes. He wanted this too. I could tell.

		What happened next was frantic and fumbling and absolutely electric. Connor kissed my neck from behind, and when I didn’t object, he turned me around to kiss me properly. Not the friendly pecks on the cheek we'd exchanged countless times before, a real kiss, tongues and everything. His hands found their way under my coat, under my jumper, and I gasped against his mouth. Greg moved behind me, his lips on my neck now, his hands reaching behind my back to unclasp my bra so his friend could feel my tits properly.

		The fireworks provided cover for any sounds we made. I was pressed between them both, feeling wanted in a way I'd never experienced. Greg unzipped my jeans while Connor held me steady, whispering how gorgeous I was, how long he'd thought about this. When Greg's fingers slipped inside me, I nearly buckled.

		"Christ, she's soaked," Greg said, and the pride in his voice made me dizzy.

		We didn't have long — the finale to the firework display was building overhead — so things happened quickly. Greg pulled my jeans all the way down to my ankles, and Connor dropped to his knees, burying his face between my thighs, telling me he’d wanted to see and taste my pussy for years.

		Greg felt my breasts from behind as Connor licked me to the fastest orgasm of my life, then the two men moved me to the brick wall opposite. There, Connor undid his jeans and pulled out his cock. An impressive, fully hard monster of a cock, curving upwards towards the glowing lights in the sky. Then he braced himself against the wall while Greg lifted me, and I wrapped myself around him, my husband supporting my weight from behind, his hands everywhere, encouraging us both as the head of Connor’s dick pressed against my wetness.

		This was it. I was about to take another man inside me for the first time since my first date with Greg, ten years ago..

		Connor pushed forward, Greg letting my body weight press against his friend, and it slid inside. I gasped. Connor felt different, thicker, longer and the feeling of being impaled and stretched and filled like this was intoxicating.

		And the knowledge that my husband was not only watching but actively participating, moving me onto his shaft, backwards and forward, sent me over the edge embarrassingly quickly yet again.

		After my second fast orgasm, Connor turned me, putting my back against the wall, then crushed his lips against me as he began to fuck me. I moaned against his lips, the sounds drowned out by the bangs above us and the shouts of joy from the crowd just a few hundred yards away.

		The grand finale erupted above us just as Connor finished, filling me with his cum, the sky exploding in cascades of light that seemed to echo what we'd just done. He lowered my feet to the floor, and we collapsed against each other, laughing breathlessly, trying to straighten our clothes with shaking hands.

		Walking back through the dispersing crowd, the three of us, arms linked together, things felt surreal. No one knew what we'd just done. We looked like any other group of mates heading home after the celebrations. But everything had changed.

		Back at our hotel, we didn't sleep. We went straight to bed and fucked again. This time, I sucked Connor while Greg fucked me from behind, and the sensation of being completely filled from both ends was overwhelming. Afterwards, tangled in the sheets, we talked for hours—about boundaries, about feelings, about whether this was a one-time thing or something more. Greg admitted he'd fantasised about sharing me for years but never knew how to bring it up. Connor confessed again how he'd fancied me since we first met, but would never have acted on it without Greg's blessing.

		That was nearly a year ago now, and what started as a spontaneous New Year's shag has become something beautifully complicated. Connor comes round at least twice a week these days. We've explored so much together, including long weekends away where I wake up between them both, lazy Sunday afternoons where they take turns with me while the other watches and offers filthy encouragement, and even a memorable evening where they both took me at the same time, which required patience, lube, and a lot of trust.

		Greg's discovered he has a particular kink for watching Connor finish inside me, then immediately reclaiming me himself. Connor's learned exactly how I like my neck kissed and has perfected the art of edging me until I'm begging.

		And me? I've learned that I'm capable of multiple orgasms in ways I never imagined, and that being desired by two men who genuinely care about each other and me is the most addicting thing in the world.

		We've had our challenges, of course. There was the awkward conversation with Connor's mum when she asked why he's always at ours. The time we nearly got caught by our neighbour when things got loud. The occasional moment of jealousy that we've had to work through with honest communication. But mostly, it's been extraordinary.

		Now, as we're planning to bring in 2026, Connor's suggested we book tickets for the London fireworks again, a sort of anniversary celebration. Greg's already hinted at finding a better spot this time, maybe a hotel room with a Thames view where we can watch the display in comfort before recreating that first frantic encounter, but with a proper bed and central heating.

		I never imagined starting 2025 like that. Never imagined my marriage would expand to include my husband's best mate, or that nearly a year later, we'd all three be planning our future together. But standing on that bank of the Thames with fireworks overhead and two men who adore me, I felt more alive than I ever had.

		Here's to unexpected beginnings, and to whatever comes next.

		Yours,

		Filthy and Free, London

		

	
		

		The Best Boxing Day Ever

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Christmas parties at our house have always been lively affairs, but this year's Boxing Day gathering will go down in family legend for reasons I'll never be able to share with most of the guests.

		My husband James has two best mates from university, Dev and Matthew, who've been fixtures in our lives for the fifteen years we've been together. They're both single (for various reasons, I’ll let you guess), both ridiculously good-looking, and both completely aware that I find them attractive. It's been a running joke between the four of us for years, the kind of harmless flirting that happens when everyone's had a few drinks and nobody takes it seriously.

		Except this year, James decided to take it seriously. Extremely seriously.

		We were hosting about twenty people, including family, friends, and the usual Boxing Day group we celebrate with every year, feeding them a buffet of festive treats, sandwiches made with leftover turkey, and an abundance of alcohol. By eleven o'clock, most people had filtered out, leaving just our little group. James had been topping up my glass all evening, and I was pleasantly warm and giggly when Dev pointed to the mistletoe hanging in our hallway.

		He grabbed my hand and pulled me underneath it, grinning like a schoolboy. The traditional peck on the cheek, I assumed, the kind we'd done a hundred times before at Christmas parties. But when he leaned in, he kissed me properly. On the mouth. Not aggressively, but definitely not platonically either.

		I pulled back, laughing nervously, looking at James for his reaction. My husband wasn’t angry. He was watching us with an expression I recognised from our bedroom, the one when he’s horny and he’s after sex.

		Matthew appeared beside us, plucking a berry from the mistletoe sprig. He reminded me of the old tradition, one kiss per berry, and there were at least a dozen white berries left on that bunch.

		What happened next felt like it unfolded in slow motion and far too quickly all at once. Matthew kissed me next, deeper than Dev had. Then Dev again, his hand on my waist this time. I kept looking at James, waiting for him to stop this, to laugh it off as a joke taken too far. Instead, he moved closer, watching intently. His two friends took turns kissing me, discarding a berry each time. Each kiss was deeper, naughtier, definitely more than just a friendly Christmas kiss.

		By the time all the berries were gone, I was breathless and dizzy. Someone (I don’t remember who) suggested we move this to somewhere more comfortable. James led us all upstairs to our bedroom while my heart hammered against my ribs. This was happening. After years of fantasising about James’s two hunky friends, of James sometimes teasing me about it but then dismissing them as just dirty talk during sex, this was actually happening.

		The three of them formed a rough triangle around me. James said he didn’t need a berry to kiss me, then leaned in, kissing me deeply, slipping his tongue into my mouth before whispering against my ear. He gently asked if I was okay with this, if I wanted this. I nodded, unable to form words.

		Dev and Matthew began undressing me between them. Dev slowly lifted my Christmas sweater, the one with ridiculous reindeer on the front that I wore for fun, his knuckles grazing my ribs, revealing the white lace bra underneath. His breathing turned heavy when he saw it, my large boobs almost popping out, inches from his face.

		Matthew knelt and unbuttoned my jeans. He gently eased them down, and I kicked them off my feet, suddenly aware of how wet my matching knickers already were.

		James sat in our reading chair across the room, watching it all. I could see the bulge in his trousers, his hands gripping the armrests as if he was trying to resist wanking off.

		Dev's fingers traced my bra strap to the clasp and unhooked it. It fell away. Matthew kissed my stomach while his hands slid up my thighs. Then he peeled my knickers down slowly, his mouth following.

		Now I was completely naked, standing between two fully clothed men. They both muttered, half to themselves, half to each other and me, about how long they’d wanted to see my body. Dev said my tits were perfect, then cupped my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they hardened. Matthew's fingers traced patterns higher on my thighs until he got to my pussy. I thanked my lucky stars that I’d shaved just the other day. His hand slipped between my legs, daring to touch, then he slowly slid a finger inside me, sighing and saying how wet I was.

		And the whole time, my husband let it all happen, observing from his chair, eyes dark with desire and also obvious pride at how much his two best buddies liked my body.

		They laid me on the bed and stood back. For a moment, they just looked at me, spread out naked on our duvet, and I looked back at them, both still fully dressed, trying to give the okay to undress without saying it.

		Then they started stripping. Dev went first, pulling his shirt over his head to reveal a lean, defined torso. His chest was hairy, which I liked, and his stomach was flat with just the hint of abs. Matthew followed, unbuttoning his shirt slowly, revealing broader shoulders and a smooth, hairless body.

		I'd fantasised about this too. All those times I'd caught myself checking them, wondering what they looked like naked. How big their dicks were. Now I was about to find out.

		Dev shoved his jeans and boxers down in one go, stepping out of them impatiently. His cock sprang free, already rock hard and pointing upward from a thatch of dark pubic hair with a thick curve that made my mouth water. It wasn't huge, about average length, like James, but incredibly thick, and the upward angle looked perfect for hitting all the right spots.

		Matthew took his time with his belt, his jeans, building the anticipation. When he finally dropped his boxers, I understood why James had mentioned it. He'd told me once, ages ago, after a night at the pub, that Matthew was hung. Seeing it in the gents' toilets was one thing, he'd said. But Christ, Matthew was properly big, long and thick, already hard and heavy-looking.

		I must have been staring because both of them grinned at my reaction.

		Matthew positioned himself at my head while Dev moved between my legs. The coordination was surprising, they'd clearly discussed this beforehand and planned it with James. I should have felt used, manipulated, maybe, but instead I felt cherished, desired by three men who genuinely cared about me. Three men whose bodies I'd fantasised about and who'd admittedly fantasised about mine too.

		Dev entered me first, climbing between my legs and slowly shoving his cock inside me. That thick upward curve of his cock hit precisely the right angle, pressing against my front wall in a way that made me gasp. He was only as long as James, but God, the thickness and that curve made it feel different. Matthew offered me his cock, and I wrapped my hand around his impressive length, guiding him into my mouth. I could barely get halfway down his shaft, he was too big, but I tried, hollowing my cheeks as Dev established a rhythm between my thighs that had my toes curling.

		Then they switched positions. Matthew moved between my legs, and when he pushed into me, I cried out in pleasure. Matthew was bigger in every way, longer, thicker, stretching me in a way I'd never experienced. It took a moment to adjust, to accommodate all of him, but once he was fully inside, hitting depths I didn't know I had, the sensation was overwhelming.

		Dev moved to my mouth, and I could taste myself on him as I took him in. Matthew whispered how gorgeous I looked, how tight I was, how lucky they were, his voice strained with effort as he fucked me steadily, deeply.

		James stayed in his chair the entire time, watching his wife being thoroughly used by his best mates. At some point, he'd unzipped his trousers and was stroking himself slowly, making it last.

		The finale, if you can call it that, was something I'd only ever seen in porn. Matthew lay on his back, and I straddled him, sinking down onto his length with a moan that sounded foreign to my own ears. Then Dev positioned himself behind me, and suddenly I understood what they'd planned.

		Dev carefully, patiently worked himself into my arse. I'd never done anal before. James and I had tried once years ago, and it hadn't worked. But with Matthew holding me steady, whispering encouragement, and Dev taking his time, it happened.

		I was completely filled. Matthew inside my pussy, stretching me completely, while Dev’s thick cock explored my ass. When they started moving in alternating rhythms, I cried out again, my orgasm arriving from nowhere and shaking me from head to toe. The two men waited patiently until I’d stopped quivering, then continued fucking me.

		James came next, watching from his chair as his wife was thoroughly claimed by his two best friends. The sight of him losing control, his cum spilling over his fingers, pushed me over the edge again, and my second orgasm triggered both Dev and Matthew in quick succession.

		Dev’s dick grew rock hard, and I felt it shoot inside my ass, throbbing with every pump. As he pulled out, I felt it trickle out onto Matthew’s balls, just as he grunted and filled me up with his cum, pushing so deep with his last upwards thrust that I thought he might be pushing through my cervix.

		The aftermath was surprisingly tender. They both cuddled me on the bed with another round of kisses. Then James took his turn on the bed, kissing me passionately while Dev and Matthew tidied up and eventually headed home, thanking us for a fun evening.

		James and I stayed in bed after they’d gone, cuddling and kissing. He told me it was the hottest thing he'd ever witnessed, that watching me experience that much pleasure was better than any fantasy he'd ever had.

		Since then, we’ve not done it again. We agreed that it was amazing but best kept as a one-off. However, with Christmas on the horizon and a Boxing Day party planned at Matthew’s house, who knows what might happen?

		All I know is that I'll never look at mistletoe the same way again. And this Christmas, I'm buying the biggest bunch I can find.

		Yours,

		More Kissed Under The Mistletoe, Manchester

		

	
		

		Christmas Surprise

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		You know what they say about the best laid plans , right? Sometimes you think that you’ve come up with the perfect plan, but the universe tosses in a curveball, and it all goes haywire. That’s what happened with my special Christmas surprise for my husband. Except, in this case, haywire was a good thing. A very good thing.

		I know my husband feels underappreciated. We’re always busy with our careers and running our blended family here or there, which means there’s never time for us. I feel bad because Kyle is a horndog, and I’m too tired for him too often. That’s why I decided to try to bring back that energy from when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

		I went back to the first sexy surprise I ever arranged for him. When you first get together, you pull out all the stops because you want to impress your partner. I decided it was time to show Kyle I still think he’s worth impressing. 

		The kids, my sons and Kyle’s daughters, were with their other parents that Friday night. He was at an after-work happy hour with his coworkers, which gave me time to set up. I’m a construction project manager—which is how Kyle and I met—which means getting all the details right matters to me. 

		I strung up extra Christmas lights around our living room, giving it a golden glow against the twinkling lights of our tree. I spread a soft blanket at the base of the tree and turned on the fireplace. I warmed homemade, spiked hot chocolate on the stove, and then there was me. 

		I’d picked a sheer, green bodysuit with garters, paired with candy cane stockings. I added my spikiest heels and a red Santa hat. My blonde hair was teased, I vamped up my makeup, and as an extra surprise, I shaved everything. That is a rare treat for my husband. 

		Kyle’s happy hour was only about fifteen minutes from our house, so when he texted that he was leaving, I got ready. The hot chocolate was poured into mugs, I put on Christmas music at a low volume, and finally, I arranged myself under the Christmas tree for my husband to find. I was wet just thinking about unwrapping his present. 

		I heard the familiar beep and whir of our front door lock. I couldn’t wait to see the look on his face! By the time I heard voices, yes, voices, instead of just my Kyle, it was too late to escape. I was so startled that he wasn’t alone that I didn’t even think to cover myself. There I was, posing in lingerie that hid virtually nothing when Kyle walked in with his work buddy, Sean. 

		Kyle wondered what smelled so good when Sean stopped in his tracks. He was the first to notice me. God, I’m sure my face was redder than my Santa hat. He just stared, slowly taking all of me in. I was still too stunned to cover up. Kyle only realized I was there when he looked to see what his friend was staring at. 

		“Lor, what are you doing?” he asked. 

		Kyle is usually pretty quick on the uptake, but he’d had a few beers, and the last thing he expected to find was me half naked under the Christmas tree. He was speechless and so absorbed by my presentation that he seemed to forget that his friend was standing next to him. 

		I’ll admit that, as horribly embarrassed as I was, I got the reaction I wanted—times two! Having my husband look at me like he couldn’t wait to tear my clothes off would have been reward enough, but having two men staring at me like that was amazing. I’d never experienced that before.

		“Wow, Lori, that’s quite a fucking welcome! Damn, I need to come over more often,” Sean said, still staring at me like I was his next meal. 

		Every detail of that night is seared into my memory forever. I still remember just how he said it, like I’d done all of it for him. He didn’t seem to care that I was his friend’s wife.

		I stupidly told him I expected Kyle to be alone. I don’t pose in lingerie for Kyle’s friends! My husband said Sean had too many shots and came over to sober up before driving, or crash on our couch. Sean laughed and said he was sober as a priest now.

		I nervously laughed, too, and finally tried to cover my body. Sean told me I didn’t need to on his account. I told him this present was for my husband, not for him. I sat up with my hands over my breasts and my thighs clamped tight. 

		The next thing still feels like it happened to someone else. When I took my marriage vows, I never thought I’d hear anything like what my husband said that night. It wasn’t a thing husbands were supposed to say about their wives.

		“Sean’s right. You don’t have to cover up, babe. Sean and I are tight. I don’t mind if he sees. Hell, show him how sexy my wife really is.”

		My ears had to be deceiving me. My husband of thirteen years was not telling me to expose myself to his friend. But when I looked into Kyle’s eyes, I saw that he wanted Sean to see me. All of me!

		Don’t ask me why I did what I did. To this day, I still don’t know. Maybe I wanted to prove a point to Kyle. But I am not that kind of girl. I’ve never been a slut. But that night, I lowered my arms and leaned back so Sean could get a good, long look. 

		Kyle told me to open my legs, and I did it. I felt like I was in a trance. I didn’t know what was happening or where it was going. 

		“Man, she’s hot, you lucky sonofabitch,” Sean told Kyle.

		My husband clapped him on the back and said, “Go on, get a closer look.”

		He couldn’t mean that. But Kyle watched Sean cross the living room and get down on his knees in front of me. The sheer bodysuit hid nothing. My dark, swollen nipples were obvious. Sean saw how horny I was. He pushed my knees wider, exposing the wet spot on the lace. He grinned and said, “Shaved. Nice.” 

		The surprise on Kyle’s face made me smile. If he was going to let this happen, I was glad Sean was the one who got to see it first. I hoped Kyle was okay with what he set in motion, because I knew then that I was going to fuck his friend. 

		Sean threw a last look over his shoulder, and Kyle nodded. It was on. My husband took one of the steaming mugs of spiked hot chocolate and settled onto the couch to watch what happened.

		My whole body throbbed when Sean cupped my pussy and squeezed. God, no one had touched me there except for my husband in almost a decade. I shamefully ground against his hand. Sean grinned and told me I was a good girl. It should have been cheesy, but it was sexy then. 

		I kissed him while he played with my pussy. He pawed my breasts like he’d been dying to do it for years. My body responded like I was just as desperate as he was.

		Sean lay me down and threw off his jacket. It was kind of funny. I was on my back with my legs spread, and he hadn’t even taken off his jacket. I wasn’t laughing when he unsnapped my bodysuit and went down on me. 

		Ohmygod! He was incredible. I tilted my head back and stared at my husband while Sean made me come like he’d been doing it for years. Kyle’s eyes were so intense, it was almost scary.

		I clawed at Sean’s jeans while he stripped his sweatshirt. He was dirty from a hard day’s work, but I didn’t care. I needed him inside me. He was big in my hands, and I didn’t know if I was ready for it. Sean pulled my legs over his muscular forearms and thrust inside me. I’d never been so ready!

		Kyle’s never been able to tell me what he felt while he sat there and watched his friend pound the hell out of my pussy, other than it was the hottest thing he’s ever seen. I wasn’t worried about it that night. I was all about his friend’s thick cock. Sean fucked me so hard that a heel fell off one of my bouncing feet. 

		After I came again, Sean wanted me on top. I was his plaything, ready to do anything he wanted. I climbed onto his dick and did a slow grind to drive him crazy. I kept looking between the guys while I did it. My husband had his dick out. Both men looked at me like I was a goddess. The feeling was incredible.

		I needed to come again and started riding him hard. Sean manhandled my bouncing breasts. I loved that he didn’t hold back. I didn’t either. I screamed at the ceiling when I came, bouncing on Sean’s dick. 

		Sean’s grip tightened on my hips, and I knew he was there, too. I remembered he wasn’t wearing a condom and slid off, kneeling to finish him with my mouth. I love that he looked like he couldn’t believe I did it. It felt good to feel that slutty. He filled my mouth in less than a minute.

		I crawled to my husband and did the same for him. Two dicks in my mouth in under two minutes was so dirty! Sean wasn’t hard again, but he fingered me while I sucked Kyle. I came a fourth time just as my husband shot a load down my throat. 

		Things were awkward after that. Sean said thanks like he didn’t know what else to say. Kyle wasn’t mean, but he threw his friend out so he could throw me under the tree and reclaim what was his. He felt so different after Sean had been inside me. I know we both felt it. 

		Kyle asked if I was okay with everything afterward, but we didn’t talk about it after that. And when Sean came over, we acted like it had never happened, but he’s always looking at me like he’s dying to get into my pants again. I have to admit, I’m tempted to arrange another surprise and see what happens. 

		-Lori, Denver, CO

		

	
		

		A Hotwife NYE Sandwich

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		I(30f) am married to my high school sweetheart (32m).  We couldn’t be happier with each other.  We both have well-paying jobs we love.  We get along as friends and as lovers.  He is my ride or die.  Even our taste in food and movies is compatible.  He seems to know my every need and does whatever he can to meet it.

		About 3 years ago, we decided to spice up our sex life. After all, he had been my only partner, and I was his third.  The internet filled us with naughty ideas.  We weren’t bored with each other, but we wanted to explore new experiences.  We made a pact to only do things we both agreed upon and to stop if either of us became uncomfortable.  It began with toys, then bondage.  One day, he suggested we try swinging, but we soon discovered it wasn’t his thing.  While he enjoyed the view when I was getting it on with another couple, after a few play dates, he found himself uninterested in having intercourse with the other woman, preferring to be a bystander.  This turned out to be very limiting, as most swing couples wanted to swap.  It took a while before we found the solution.  One night, we were at a neighbourhood block party where I met Jessie and Nia.  Jessie lived three doors down, and Nia lived in the house next to Jessie’s.  After a few drinks, we got into the hot tub, where they told me about their Hotwife lifestyle over a glass or two of wine.  I was instantly hooked by the possibilities of sleeping with strangers and then telling Walter about the experience.  That night, Walter and I discussed the parameters and decided to try a hotwife adventure.  My first one happened a year ago, but that is a whole other story.  Suffice it to say that we both found our lovemaking enhanced and have fit several more into our busy schedule. 

		That leads me to today, when multiple fantasies of mine got fulfilled due to a minor car accident.

		We live in rural Nevada, a small but growing town. I was about halfway to Vegas to meet Walter for the big New Year's Eve bash on the strip when suddenly a Ford F-150 in front of me stopped short.  I slammed on the brakes and managed to stop, but then I felt a jolt as the car behind me wasn’t so lucky.  The force was minor, but my car pushed forward and tapped the bumper of the first vehicle.

		I was angry.  My blue princess Jetta had her first scratch.  I exited the car fully intent on giving the other drivers a piece of my mind.  

		All that went out the window when the blond-haired, blue-eyed boy stepped out of the vehicle that rear-ended mine, looking panicked. He was cute. Shorter than me, but handsome in a young, roguish manner. He mumbled something about how his father was going to kill him.  I looked at the front end of his BMW.  There was barely a ding. My anger dissipated, and I tried comforting him. That's when I felt the presence of the other driver from the front vehicle standing calmly behind me.  He asked if we were ok and reassured us that both his person and his truck were fine. A rabbit crossed his path, and he stopped short. I turned to see a tall, muscular man with dark hair. Relieved that none of us were hurt, I checked the damage to my car.  When I got to the front, I made a comment about my headlights, and both men answered, “They look fine to me.”  When I noticed they weren’t looking at my car as they spoke, I realised  I was braless in a very tight halter top.  My nipples stuck out like sore thumbs.  As soon as I noticed the object of their attention, my arousal pooled in my shorts.  I wasn’t wearing any panties either.  No need.  I hadn’t planned on seeing anyone along the way. If I did, it would just be to give the gas station attendant a view.

		I likely would have hopped back in my car and driven off, leaving the two men staring at my ass, had I not turned right into the chest of the man behind me.  He grabbed me before I could fall, and my hands grasped his arms.  Very muscular arms.

		Before I knew it, he lifted me off the ground and carried me to a small clearing on the side of the road in front of a row of trees.  The other man, no older than 22, followed us over, taking up position behind me, his hands on my waist.  His touch felt warm against my cold flesh.

		I glanced down at the tall stranger’s pants and noticed his cock stretching the polyester khakis.  I licked my lips. If my eyes didn’t deceive me, his thing was thick. 

		Something unspoken passed between us.  The road was deserted, and dusk was settling in.   Hoping I did not misread the situation, I pressed my head against Tall and let my hand rub his crotch.  I was right, his meat was so wide I could barely get my tiny hands to surround it. 

		Not to be outdone, as I slid my hand under Tall’s waistband, Short slid his hands over my breasts, groping and squeezing.  He pressed his erection against my bottom, letting me know how turned on he was. I reached back, rubbing him as much as I could, given the difficulty I was having focusing.  Suddenly, Tall undid my shorts, letting them fall to the ground.  Naked below the waist, I groaned as he slid a finger through my sticky folds.

		Then his lips were on mine while he fingered me from the front, and Short freed my breasts from my top.  There was no going back now, my desire was too strong.

		They fingered and tugged on my sensitive parts, showering my neck and face with kisses.  I had never had two men at once, and my orgasm rushed over me sooner than I expected.  

		When my shaking stopped, I took control.  Leaning forward, I freed Tall’s cock from his pants and took it into my mouth.  I knew that doing so opened my pussy for Short’s access, and he did not disappoint, eagerly slamming his length into my core.   

		A car passed us by, but we were hidden enough by the three vehicles on the shoulder that he couldn’t have seen us. At least I hope he couldn’t. Well, truth be told, I wanted the driver to notice me getting my holes filled by two strangers.

		Tall’s rod barely fit in my mouth, but I was able to take about half before my gag reflex kicked in.  He didn’t seem to mind, taking hold of my ponytail and easing me back and forth on his cock.

		Short was grunting, his fingers digging into my hips.  He was closer to climax than Tall.  Not unexpected given the apparent age disparity.

		Not wanting Short to shoot inside me, I managed to turn, offering my wet slit to Tall while I took Short’s twitching banana into my mouth.  Thanks to a small downturn, I was able to take his shaft deep into my throat.  I encouraged him to use my face in the same manner he used my pussy, and soon he was thrusting hard.  Drool and precum dribbled out of my mouth and my core as the two men used me for their pleasure.  When another car drove by and honked in appreciation, my orgasm broke through.  Short chose that moment to let loose his load, coating my tongue, then my face and chest.

		Tall had more staying power.  Suddenly, it became a challenge for me to get him off.  I reached between my legs, fingering my clit as he rammed into me.  Dirty talk spewed from my lips as I urged him to coat my thighs with his cream.  When my core muscles clenched his cock, he lost control.  The first splash of cum struck my clit as he pulled out. After that, it coated my hand and thighs. Thick and milky, I made a show of licking it off my hands.   

		Still naked, I set my phone on the car with a timer and posed for some photos, then airdropped the images to their phones, blurring my face first.

		When I arrived in Vegas nearly an hour late, Walter noticed the hair plastered to my cheek and the large wet spot in the crotch of my pants.  He knew immediately I had been up to something and cajoled me to reveal my adventure.   The more I described the sensations I felt, the harder his erection became until I had to take it into my mouth and suck him dry.  He licked my pussy clean after and made me promise to drive more carefully next time.  We watched the fireworks from our hotel balcony as he kissed every inch of my body.

		Sincerely,

		Midnight Makeout

		

	
		

		Christmas Bonus

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		Idon’t think Becky believed I was serious when I told her about the plan to take care of my crew and make one of my craziest fantasies come true. But when I invited my work crew over for a holiday get together, she learned I was serious as a heart attack.

		It came to me when the owner of the home remodeling company I work for told me that he wasn’t doing bonuses this year. He spouted a bunch of bullshit about higher material costs and a lower margin, but I know he’s just a cheap sonofabitch. Always has been. 

		Instead of the $500 the guys always get, he was going to hand out gift baskets at the company Christmas party. I knew the last thing my guys were going to give a shit about was gift baskets. That was when I started wracking my brain on how I could make it right.

		I have 4 guys on my crew, so there was no way that I could just make up the Christmas bonuses out of my own pocket. I did, however, know something they wanted just as much as money. My wife, Becky. 

		Becky is objectively hot, and I’m not saying that because I’m her husband. I see the looks she gets from men, and that includes the guys on my crew when I have them over. My petite, blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl is sexier now in her mid-40s than she was when we got married 20 years ago. You’d never guess she’s the mom of 2 teenagers if you saw her out and about.

		I sound crazy. I get it. But it’s not that crazy if you know that we’ve dabbled in swinging over the course of our marriage. We did it early, took a long break when the kids came, but we’ve been testing the waters again. Swapping with couples is awesome, but the best part is watching Becky. 

		I’ve always wanted to sit back and watch her go. And if I’m going to share her with other guys, who better than the guys I trust the most in the world? I’ve worked with two of them, Tommy and Raul, for over 10 years. Even the kid, Luke, has been with us for almost 5. Maybe I’m cocky, but I knew they would bite if I pitched it the right way, and if they knew Becky was into it. 

		Once she was over the shock and realized I really wanted it, Becky told me to set it up. I always have the guys over around Christmas anyway, so it was all perfect. I made sure I scheduled it when the kids were away on one of their church youth group things. There would be no risking getting caught. I told the guys to come over around 7, but I had to wait until about 7:30 for them all to be assembled.

		They sat in our den with me, and I broke the news that our cheapskate owner wasn’t doing Christmas bonuses, but then I told them I had something special planned for them. They were skeptical it would be as good as cash. 

		I told them all that Becky was going to provide some holiday cheer to anyone lucky enough to catch her under the mistletoe. That was when they noticed that I’d hung the stuff all over the damn house. It wasn’t the first time that night that they noticed how hot my wife looked in her little green dress and Santa hat, but they started noticing with intent, if you know what I mean. 

		Their reactions were everywhere from I’d lost my mind to was I really going to be okay with it, to Raul jumping right out of his spot on the couch to kiss Becky, who happened to be standing under mistletoe at that moment. She stiffened, and I saw her first reaction was to push him away, but then she melted into his kiss. 

		Raul kept an arm around her while he asked what the limits were. His hands were already starting to roam. I said anything she was good with. Becky looked shocked, but he smiled and palmed her ass. He kissed her again.

		And that was when the last of my guys spoke up. Jo wanted to know where that left her. Yeah, I have a girl on my crew. She’s been with us for a couple years now, coming in right out of tech school. I couldn’t think of a way not to invite her, so she was there. She’s a good kid, but I expected pushback from a young woman. 

		Tommy told Jo that she should feel free to do whatever she wanted, and she told him to fuck off and asked how his wife was going to feel about this. He told Jo to fuck off right back. And we were rolling.

		It was the craziest night of our lives. I tried to keep track of what they were doing with Becky, but I felt creepy just following her around the house, so I missed stuff. I think some of the guys felt weird about doing it in front of me, like Luke and Tommy, and they plotted to keep me distracted.

		I walked into the kitchen at one point to find Tommy’s hand up Becky’s dress while they made out. I was just in time to see him make her come. It was fucking wild! She looked guilty, but relaxed when she saw my smile.

		Catching Becky on her back on the dining room table while Luke went to town eating her pussy was shocking. I guess I didn’t think that’s what the kid would go right for. Her dress was bunched around her middle, so I saw her great tits jiggle when he made her shake and moan. Her legs were over his shoulders, and she was drawing him in. My balls were aching by the time he made her come. She pulled the kid up into a kiss, and I left them alone.

		Becky was shaky when she came back into the den with a blushing Luke right behind her. Raul didn’t give her a break. He pulled her right to where I’d hung mistletoe over my recliner, and put Becky on her knees. He’s always been a confident bastard.

		I thought she’d hesitate with everyone right there, but she got his cock right out and went to town. I laughed and told him he was in for a treat. Raul ignored me. He was all about his dick in my wife’s mouth. She’s an awesome little cocksucker. When he got close, he held her head with both hands and thrust into her throat. Becky took it like a champ and swallowed every drop.

		We were all speechless when Jo helped Becky to her feet and led her out of the room, saying something about helping her clean up. Yeah, none of us were buying that. 

		The other guys hung back, but I had to see. I gave them a few minutes and followed. Don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t Jo on our bed, those big tits out and her pants hanging off one ankle while Becky licked her pussy like a wild woman. Jo saw me watching and winked. The filthy stuff that girl said to my wife would make a sailor blush. She shrieked when she came. 

		Jo’s loud come brought the others upstairs. That’s when I got my biggest shock of the night. Tommy fingered Becky before, but I didn’t think he’d go further because he’s married. But he got on our bed while she still knelt between Jo’s legs and started fucking my Becky. Seemed like she tried to question him at first, but she just moaned when he sank into her. 

		Tommy grabbed Becky’s hips and fucked her with a decade of pent-up lust. She couldn’t get enough and shouted that he needed to fuck her like she didn’t care who heard. Just after she cried that she was coming, Tommy finished on her back. 

		The whole crew took turns after that. Raul held her legs out wide and fucked her until she screamed again. He finished inside her. We’d talk about that. Luke wanted Becky to fuck him. She was shaky, but she got on top of him. I think her bouncing tits hypnotized the poor kid. He came really fast. I don’t know if Becky even came again.

		While they were doing that, Jo got on her knees in front of me. I tried to tell her that she didn’t have to, but she smiled and told me to enjoy the show. I filled that pretty girl’s mouth just as Becky jerked Luke off all over her tits.

		Once I got them all out of our house, I gave Becky the last fuck of the night, as was my right. I’d had her after other men before, but it felt different after three guys. 

		When we were done, Becky asked if I got it out of my system. I just smiled and said I couldn’t wait for our spring barbecue. 

		-Luther, Jackson, MS

		

	
		

		Eight Crazy Nights

		

		Dear Hotwife Digest,

		

		I’ve been waiting forever to have something to write about, but I never thought it would happen during Hanukkah. Normally, our holiday is spent with family. This year, the kids are away at college, and my husband insisted we deserved some alone time. It isn’t often Craig gets frisky with me, but when he does, he always has something extra spicy in mind. 

		Even so, there was no way I could anticipate the eight crazy nights he had in store this year.

		It all began on night one.  I made the usual holiday feast of Grandma Bubbie’s famous brisket, latkes, and sufganiyot (mini donuts filled with jelly).  When the kids are home, it is our tradition to have them search for their presents by playing the game “hot and cold”.  We don’t do it for the adults, usually, but tonight, Craig insisted I look for my present.  In less than a minute, I found it in one of Craig’s favorite hiding spots; inside the umbrella holder by the front door.  It was a thin, rectangular box wrapped in paper with a menorah design.

		Craig couldn’t hide his excitement, insisting I open it right away. I toyed with him, taking my time unwrapping it, peeking under each corner. I even pretended I had to turn something off in the kitchen. When Craig’s face darkened, I could tell he was getting frustrated, so I gave in to my curiosity and tore the paper off. It was a blindfold. A silky, maroon sleep mask. I raised an eyebrow in his direction, but he said nothing. Instead, he reached out his hand and took mine, leading me to the bedroom.  

		He directed me to strip naked and put the blindfold on. He guided me to the bed and laid me on my back. I had never been blindfolded with him.  Not knowing what he was going to do to me was exciting.  He took his time, teasing me with caresses and kisses until I was begging him to take me. Even then, he ate my dripping pussy until I came. Only then did he take me, holding out until my second climax before allowing his release.

		I thought that was the end. He couldn’t possibly have more spicy presents for me. Boy, was I wrong. Night two ended the same way, with me finding another hidden gift, this one inside the entertainment center cabinet, another one of his favorite hiding spots. I pretended not to find it too quickly, giving him a bit of satisfaction. This time, it was a jewelry box, but instead of a ring, it was a beautiful “y” chain with padded clothespin-like clips on the ends.  It took me a moment to recognize its purpose.  Immediately, my nipples stiffened. I remembered the video we watched a few weeks ago where a woman wore one of these chains. The pleasure in her eyes thrilled me.  I was surprised Craig remembered.  Again, he led me to the bedroom. 

		“Put the blindfold on.”  As I did, he pushed me onto the bed, then attached the clamps. One on each nipple. I expected pain, but my whimpers betrayed the surge of pleasure as he tugged my stiff buds and firmly clipped them in place.  He spent a moment rubbing my juices into my clit before fastening the other clip in place. This time, the pain was sharp before easing into a sensation of arousal.

		He allowed me time to adjust to the new sensations while he massaged my feet and legs.   When he finally touched my right nipple with a flick of his tongue, pleasure exploded through my torso. The sensation was so intense. I had my first nipple induced orgasm that night, followed by another from his mouth on my clit.  When he thrust into me, the vibrations stimulated all three of my sensitive buds. My climax was off the charts.

		I spent the third day of Hanukkah dripping wet, wondering what sweet torture he had in store for me.  I didn’t play any games. Instead, I walked right to the liquor cabinet where I had seen my present while busying myself with cleaning.  I could hear Craig’s disappointed groan, but I didn’t care.  I wanted to know what new device would be driving me wild tonight.  The pair of maroon handcuffs was a pleasant surprise.  Blindfolded, chained, and tied, Craig took his time teasing me, driving me to the edge before pulling back.  When he finally let me climax, my screams of pleasure echoed through the house.

		Night four, I found my gift in the mail sorter.  My initial disappointment at finding a set of thick wax candles in the small box melted away as each delicious drip teased my body in ways I never thought possible.  I strained against the handcuffs, which were tied around the headboard.  I wanted Craig to have his way with me.  When he finally penetrated my wax-covered body, my pleasure was insane.

		Dear Craig, always thoughtful, always understanding.  He must have known my body would be sore by now.  His gift for the fifth night was a romantic bath bomb.  He drew me a bath, gave me a glass of champagne, and proceeded to wash me clean.   After, he massaged me head to toe with a soothing lotion.

		Once again, I thought that was the end of our games, but on night six he gave me a pink, jeweled butt plug and a matching leather collar. Anal was never our thing, but Craig seemed incredibly turned on as he coated it with lube and inserted it slowly into my bottom.  The filling sensation was incredible.  He made me wear the blindfold and clamps, cuffed my hands behind my back, and led me around the room with a leash.  The walking helped me get used to the butt plug.  By the time he bent me over the desk in his study, a river was running down my legs. In just six nights, I was his willing plaything, and I liked it. How could anything get wilder than this?

		I spent day 7 looking at the video that he took while parading me about.  My body was flushed with arousal.  The lust I felt watching was incredible.  It took me half an hour to find my gift. Craig had found a new spot in the cubby under the stairs.  This time, it was a pink bulbous vibrator with a smaller end for my clit.  Once I was trussed up in all my gifts, he inserted the vibe.  With the butt plug already in place, I had never felt so filled. He whispered in my ear, telling me the vibe was remote-controlled and he had created a pattern for me.  No sooner had he told me his plan, the vibe whirred to life.  The pulses on my clit and in my core rose and fell like they were dancing to the soft music Craig had chosen.  He didn’t touch me, just watched as my body arched and fell. My pleas for him to let me climax went unheeded until his program finished it off with a crescendo of pulses.  I came for what seemed like an hour.

		The eighth day.  Oh, the eighth day.  What else could he do?   This time, he told me I would get my present after I put on all the gifts.  When I was tied to the bed, he switched on the toy.  As waves of pleasure took over, I vaguely heard him leave the room.  I was too turned on to notice several extra footsteps when he returned. 

		The toy pattern was different tonight, and just as I was about to climax, it slipped into a very light pulse. I cried out, my need filling the room.  Craig bit my earlobe and whispered that he was going to remove my blindfold so I could see his last gift.

		I never in a million years expected to see Craig’s poker buddies surrounding me, naked, their cocks stiff in their hands.  One by one, they offered their cocks to my mouth, filling my final empty hole. I sucked furiously, tasting each sweet treat as the toy between my legs resumed a wild roller coaster pattern.  When I announced, in some of the most profane words I had ever spoken, that I was about to come, the men jerked their cocks until their cream coated my body.  As the first drop hit my burning flesh, my orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave. 

		We let them use me until I couldn’t take any more pleasure. 

		And that, dear digest, is how I became a Hotwife.

		Yours Truly,

		Putting the O in Ohio
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		Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #4

		

		— The ACHE Collective

		

		Coming January 2026

		

		We’re already hard at work on the next issue of Hotwife Digest , and let’s just say — it’s going to be filthier than ever.

		Expect more scorching stories from your favourite ACHE authors — tales of temptation, teasing, watching, sharing, swapping, and the kinds of fantasies that leave you needing a moment (or several) to recover. Whether it’s husbands setting things up, wives taking the lead, or strangers who know just how to play the game… Issue #2 will deliver.

		Dear Hotwife Digest will be back with more juicy letters — and who knows, one of them might be yours.

		While you wait, don’t forget: there’s even more to enjoy over at the ACHE Medium publication, where our authors are posting fresh, free content all the time. You can find us here:

		https://medium.com/authors-of-cuckold-and-hotwife-erotica

		And if you liked what you read in this issue? Tell your friends. Tell your group chat. Tell your husband (especially if he thinks he doesn’t like this stuff — he probably will).

		See you in January.

		

	
		

		About The ACHE Editors
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		About Paul

		

		Paul Garland is the author of almost 80 hotwife and cuckold themed erotica books, publishing several times a year. His titles include one-off sexy stories and longer, more involved series and collaborations. An editor of ACHE, he submits chapters every week to the acclaimed group’s Medium publication and his Patreon.

		You can learn more about Paul and his books at www.paulgarland.net.
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		About Kirsten

		

		Kirsten McCurran is a pioneer in the hotwife erotica genre and the author of over 60 sexy books, including the recent bestselling series The New Wife on Milford Court, and Picking Forbidden Fruit. Shop all of Kirsten’s books at https://books.kirstenmccurran.com/.
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		About Hardison

		

		Hardison Parker writes story-driven erotica exploring Hotwife, Freeuse, and light BDSM themes. You can check out all of Hardison’s books on his website or wherever ebooks, audiobooks and paperbacks are sold.
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		About Max

		

		Max Sebastian has written more than 20 novels in two decades, specializing in the thrilling erotic adventures of open-minded couples seeking to challenge the conventions of monogamy. Max is originally from London, in the UK, but now lives with his family in the United States. Link: maxsebastian.com.
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		About Delores

		

		Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen. 

		His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work. 

		Check out his Linktree to see all his books on his website, get his email address for contacting him, or sign up to his Patreon account to interact on his current works and so much more.
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