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  Foreword



Hey there, dear reader!

Before you dive headfirst into the tantalizing world of “The Hotwife Games: the 2nd ACHE Collaboration,” we’ve got a little secret to share with you. You see, this book is a part of something truly special, and we’re excited to spill the beans.

You’re about to embark on a thrilling journey crafted by five authors, all part of the fantastic ACHE group. We’re a bunch of creative minds who love nothing more than concocting stories that ignite your imagination, tease your senses, and maybe, just maybe, make your heart race a little faster.

This book is our second collaboration, and boy, did we have a blast writing it. It’s got all the sizzle, suspense, and sensuality you crave. But here’s the kicker: there’s more where this came from.

You see, this isn’t just a standalone tale. It’s just one instalment in our “Hotwife Games” series, where each book explores the exciting, alluring adventures of different couples within our fictional universe. Think of it as a buffet of pleasures, each book a unique dish prepared by a different chef (or in our case, author!).

We’ve got four other scintillating stories waiting for you, penned by four other talented members of ACHE. Each one brings their own flavour, their own style, and their own special brand of heat. We think you’ll love them just as much as we do.

So, as you dive into “The Hotwife Games,” don’t forget to keep your eyes peeled for the other books in the series. They’re all part of this sexy, exciting, and incredibly entertaining world we’ve built for you. Who knows, you might discover a new favourite author or explore scenarios you’ve never dared to dream about.

Thank you for joining us on this journey. We hope you enjoy every moment, every page, and every pulse-pounding sensation these stories have to offer. If you like what you find here, be sure to check out the other books in the series. After all, what’s better than one delectable course? A whole feast of them!

Now, without further ado, let the games begin. Enjoy!




Yours in passion and prose,




Paul Garland, ACHE Editor
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Before I could start the ignition, Kim placed her hand over mine on the wheel.

“Are you disappointed?” she asked, her green eyes clouded with worry. “I know you really wanted me to get with someone tonight.”

“Maybe a little, if I’m honest,” I nodded then immediately felt bad when I saw her face drop slightly. “But look. If there wasn’t a guy there for you; if it didn’t feel right, then I totally understand.”

“The next time we come, perhaps it’ll happen.” Kim took my hand and squeezed it. “You’ll get to see me have sex with another man soon. I promise.”

We’d been married for five years and dated for four years before that but it had taken me eight of those nine years before I eventually confessed my ultimate sexual fantasy to her; to see her with another man - or woman.

Kim’s reaction had been pretty much as I’d expected, a widening of her eyes and a jaw so slack that she couldn’t find any words to reply for several minutes. Eventually, she’d regained her composure, pushed her long blonde hair out of her face and studied me with those intense green eyes.

“You fantasize about me with other men?” she’d whispered and I’d nodded, feeling a sense of shame but also relief at having finally confessed the dark secret that I’d kept from her for years.

“And it is just a fantasy?” she’d continued, her hand sliding beneath the bed covers, finding my erection and taking it into her hand. “Or would you actually want me to do it?”

“If you wanted to,” I’d admitted, “I’d let you sleep with someone else.”

“And what would you do?” Kim had asked. “While I’m doing it? Just watch?”

I hadn’t been able to reply. I’d simply nodded, feeling my cheeks burn up with embarrassment and shame.

“I’m not going to lie,” she giggled, sliding her body over mine beneath the bed sheets, then sitting up, straddling me in the pale moonlight drifting in through the bedroom windows. “That’s kind of a hot thought.”

“It is?”

“Mmhmm,” she nodded. Then we didn’t speak after that because she slid her pussy down onto me, the warm wetness of her enveloping my throbbing erection and silencing me.

We’d fucked twice that night, both quietly turned on by my confession and the possibilities it opened up for our sex life, but we didn’t talk about it until several days later. We were in bed again and Kim asked me if I’d meant what I’d said, about enjoying the thought of her with other men. I’d assured her it was true and we fucked again, this time even more passionately than the first time we’d spoken about it and from there, the topic of her trying something with another man cropped up more and more often.

Deciding to turn our fantasy into a reality was a big decision. It took time. Kim had been with a few other guys before me. She’d had two boyfriends before we met, and a couple of one-off sexual experiences, so she wasn’t totally inexperienced but she’d not been with anyone but me for nine years and the thought of being with someone new was nerve-wracking.

We discussed its implications on our marriage.. Would it affect our sex life positively or negatively? What if her lover was better than me? What if she developed feelings for him? And how the heck could we find someone who we could rely on to be discreet? The last thing we wanted would be for our friends or family to find out.

Tinder and other dating apps weren’t an option. We had too many single friends who might stumble upon her profile. We tried going out, me leaving Kim on her own but any guys that hit on her were freaked out as soon as she told them she was ‘married but available’. Eventually, she met someone - a guy friendly with her at the gym - but he got cold feet at the last minute. Kim had booked a hotel room - she wanted to have sex with another guy on her own at first, to ‘acclimatise herself’ to dating again - before letting me watch her with someone. But the guy didn’t turn up and then ghosted her, not replying to any of her texts. That was a low point and it sent us down a new path of finding someone - to online websites where we could find a ‘bull’. Even that wasn’t fruitful. Again, she met a couple of guys online but after exchanging nudes and a lot of dirty talk - which was a big turn-on for me, knowing that other guys had seen my wife nude - once again, they bailed at the last minute.

Then, one night we made progress in the most unexpected way. We’d been to a family birthday party and during the taxi ride home, Kim’s drunk tongue got a little loose, telling me how hot she thought my cousin was and how she’d love to fuck him. I replied that family was a no-no but I was sure we’d find someone to have fun with soon. The taxi driver overheard everything and when he pulled up outside our house, he candidly offered his services.

“If you’re looking for some fun, let me fuck you,” he said, so casually that it caught me by surprise. I remember Kim’s green eyes being as round as dinner plates as we exchanged glances.

“What did you say?” she said, after a long moment.

“I’ll let you off with the taxi fare?” the driver negotiated. He was a good-looking guy, clean-shaven and well-built.

Kim and I stared at each other again for a moment, then she shocked me by negotiating back.

“I’m not going to fuck a total stranger in his car.” She shook her head, her long blonde hair tumbling over her shoulder as she opened the car door to get out. “But maybe I could suck your dick?”

The driver reached across and opened the front passenger side door and I watched, barely able to breathe as Kim joined him in the front of the taxi. The man unzipped his pants and pulled out his long, thick dick and I watched in amazement as Kim leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

She’d sucked his cock for at least ten minutes before the taxi driver groaned and held her head down with one meaty hand as he came in her mouth. When he let her up, Kim opened the passenger side door, leaned out and spat his cum on the floor outside.

“That was fun,” she giggled. “Thanks for the ride.”

He’d let us off with the fare as promised and we’d headed into our house, both buzzing with excitement. We fucked like rabbits that night; our journey towards Kim becoming a ‘hotwife’ finally begun.

But from there, it stalled. She met another guy from the gym and sucked his dick but once again, he backed out from fucking her so our next port of call was a swingers club. We had one fairly close to us, but we didn’t go there out of fear that we might see someone we knew. Instead, we travelled to the city, an hour’s drive away. Our first visit was good. Kim didn’t have sex with anyone but we did watch other couples having sex.

“I’m not ready,” she’d said that night. She’d been approached by a couple of guys and a couple but they were much older than us and not the type of people either of us fantasised about playing with. “It needs to be someone I fancy.”

Then finally, it happened. Between that first visit to the swingers club and this, our second visit, Kim met up with the guy from the gym. The guy she’d given a blowjob to in his impressive vintage Ford Thunderbird. He fucked her and he fucked her good, but I didn’t get to watch. It happened on the spur of the moment, she explained. She hadn’t seen anything of him since she’d sucked his cock when he just turned up at the gym and offered her another lift home. Only he didn’t take her home. He took her to a cheap hotel and fucked her hard and rough so she could barely walk when she got home.

The excitement and arousal I felt was unbelievable as she confessed to having finally done it. She described everything to me in detail, how his cock had only been of average length - still bigger than mine - but how his strength and dominant nature had her orgasming twice, her first ever vaginal orgasms.

The floodgates were opened. She’d enjoyed the sex so much that she wanted to do it with him again - and with other guys too - but our progress stalled once more at that point. The gym guy totally disappeared again, ghosting her and after several fruitless attempts at finding someone else, here we were, back at the swingers club.

“It’s got to happen soon,” I said, turning the engine off to talk. We were still in the parking lot of the club, watching some of the other patrons leave and get into their cars. “I can’t stop thinking about you with the guy from the gym. It gets me so fucking horny, imagining it but I don’t want to imagine it forever. I want to see you get fucked by someone else so bad.”

“I know,” Kim replied softly. “And you will. I just need to find the right guy, and be in the right situation. I feel guilty about being so picky. I’m sorry.”

I sighed, then had an idea.

“You could make it up to me now,” I murmured, undoing my belt and pulling my shorts down slightly so my semi-hard cock popped out.

“Here?” Kim questioned, looking out of the car windows. “There are people around.”

“We’re in a swinging club parking lot,” I pointed out. “These people have been fucking each other or watching people fuck. I’m sure they’ve seen enough for one night but if someone sees, why don’t we give them a little show?”

“Someone could see us from the main road,” Kim gazed in the direction of the busy road intersection, some hundred yards away.

“Come on,” I took hold of my cock and stroked it. “Live a little.”

“Fine,” she relented, then lifted her black skirt and pulled down her panties.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “I meant a blow job.”

“If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it right,” she said, shaking her head and grinning. “What do I get out of a blow job? No, if you want some action, I want some too.”

Without saying anything further, she climbed onto my lap, then pulled down the front of her dress to show her wine-coloured bra and her cleavage spilling out of it.

“Fuck, yeah,” she sighed as she slid down onto my cock and I sighed in pleasure too. As she began to ride me, the excitement heightened when our first passer-by stopped to watch.

“Oh my God,” Kim murmured, “Someone’s watching.”

“Keep going,” I told her. “This is hot.”

Another guy joined the first guy, this one tugging out his cock and jerking off at the sight of my wife’s tits bouncing in her bra and she rode me until finally, I came deep inside her.

“Holy shit,” I giggled, the euphoria of doing something so risky making me feel almost high. As Kim slid off me, grabbing a pack of tissues from the glove box to clean herself up, the guy masturbating outside came, his juices hitting the window next to me and making me glad I hadn’t wound it down.

Then he left, leaving the first guy standing alone. He hadn’t jerked off. He’d simply stood there the whole time, watching intently. He was dressed expensively, in a business suit, a large silver watch shining on his wrist.

“Can I talk to you?” I heard him say as Kim continued to straighten herself up.

When I didn’t reply, he tapped lightly on the window.

“Talk to him,” Kim told me. “Don’t be rude.”

“Hi,” I replied, winding the window down so he could hear me better. “We’re leaving now but I hope you enjoyed the show.”

“I certainly did,” the man replied with a friendly smile.

“He’s very cute,” Kim murmured quietly at the side of me. I looked at the stranger. He was indeed very handsome, tall and square-shouldered with dark, wavy hair and deep-set eyes.

“Your wife is very beautiful,” he continued. “I came here to meet someone else but they didn’t show up. I know you said you were heading home now, but could I possibly give you my card? I’ve been looking for a couple like you for a certain business proposition.”

“A business proposition?” I questioned. “What sort of business proposition?”

“Take the card,” he suggested, pulling a shiny golden card from his inside pocket and offering it to me through the car window. “Check out the website and if you’re interested, give me a call or drop me an email.”

“We will,” Kim said, leaning forward and smiling at him. She was obviously attracted to the man. “My name is Kim, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Kim,” the stranger replied. “I’d love for us to meet again. My number is on the card.”

And with that, he walked away, leaving us bemused but still excited from the risky sex show that we’d just given him.

“How strange,” I mused, turning the card over in my hand but not really looking at it properly before sliding it into my pocket. “Shall we head home?”

“Yes,” Kim nodded. “You got to cum but I didn’t, so take me home and finish the job properly this time, okay?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I chuckled, starting the car once more and driving away from the swinging club and its strange patron.
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“Bill,” I commented to myself, opening the top envelope of today’s post and setting it aside. Then the second. “Another bill.”

It was the morning after our visit to the swinging club and a Saturday which was when I usually did a few jobs around the house, including opening the post and paying bills and the other necessary evils of life.

The third envelope also included a bill and I pored over the figures, scratching my head at the figures in front of me. “Great,” I muttered to myself. “Why is everything going up so much?”

“Are you talking to yourself again?” Kim asked, wandering into the kitchen where I was sitting and making herself a coffee.

“Yeah, just lamenting the state of our finances,” I replied, gesturing to the pile of bills on the table. “Life seems to be getting more expensive.”

Kim sighed as she stirred her coffee. “Tell me about it. But, you know, I was thinking about that guy we met last night at the club. Remember him?”

“The one who gave us that business card?”

“Exactly. I checked out the website this morning, and it’s… weird, but interesting. They’re hosting a competition with a cash prize that could really help us out.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued but sceptical. “What kind of competition are we talking about here? A swinging club parking lot is a strange place for a competition recruiter to be hanging around.”

“It’s a sort of… relationship challenge,” Kim explained, taking another sip of her coffee. I gazed at her, still in her purple silk pyjamas. “For couples. Every couple who completes the challenge wins a share of the prize money. And get this—the average prize is fifty grand.”

My eyes widened. “Fifty grand? That could clear most of our debts, some of the mortgage and give us breathing room.”

Kim went back into the living room and returned with our laptop and the business card, which she flipped across the table to me.

I turned it over in my hands. It was an expensive, thick, golden card with the website address embossed on one side and wording on the other that read:

The Hotwife Games: Unleash Your Desires, Strengthen Your Bond. An Exclusive Journey of Passion and Intimacy for Adventurous Couples. Apply Now!

“Interesting,” I murmured. “This sounds like more than a ‘relationship challenge’ if I’m honest.”

“This is the website.” Kim pushed the pile of bills to one side then placed the laptop on the table between us and sat next to me. “Look.”

My eyes scanned the black and red web page in front of me. A logo shaped into the letters of ‘The Hotwife Games’ stared at us, followed by a series of headings.




Welcome to The Hotwife Games: Unleash Your Wildest Desires!




Are you and your partner ready to embark on a thrilling adventure that will redefine your relationship and ignite the flames of passion like never before? Look no further than The Hotwife Games, an exclusive and transformative experience designed for daring couples seeking to explore the depths of intimacy and connection.




What are The Hotwife Games?




The Hotwife Games is a secretive and exclusive contest, carefully curated to bring together adventurous couples from all walks of life. As participants, you’ll engage in a series of exhilarating tasks that will challenge and delight you, pushing you beyond your comfort zone and creating an unparalleled bond with your partner.




Discover the Art of Intimacy:




Our carefully crafted challenges will take you on a journey of self-discovery and personal growth. Strengthen trust, communication, and desire as you navigate each task, immersing yourselves in the art of true intimacy.




The Road to Royalty:




As you complete each challenge, you’ll earn points that contribute to your chance of winning a share of the grand prize. For couples completing the challenge, the average prize is $50,000. But there’s more! The couple who capture the hearts of our judges will be crowned “The Queen Of Hotwives” and receive an exclusive, unforgettable reward.




A Journey Wrapped in Mystery:




The Hotwife Games takes place in an undisclosed location, shrouded in secrecy to add an air of mystique and allure. Prepare for an enchanting experience that will leave you with cherished memories to last a lifetime.




Your Privacy is Our Priority:




Confidentiality is of utmost importance to us. Rest assured, your identity and participation will be protected, allowing you to immerse yourselves in the experience without worry.




Ready to Apply?




Spaces are limited, and the demand is high. Visit our application page to seize the chance to be one of the exclusive twelve couples chosen for this life-changing event.




Unleash Your Desires, Unite Your Hearts:




Join us in an adventure that will forever change your perspective on love, desire, and connection. Discover the depths of passion and rediscover the magic that lies within your relationship at The Hotwife Games.




Apply now for an experience like no other!




The Hotwife Games: Where Love, Passion, and Adventure Converge.




“You know what a hotwife is, right?” Kim nudged me, pulling my attention from the screen, which I’d now read from top to bottom twice, as I tried to envision what this was.

“A woman who sleeps with other guys,” I replied with a nod. “With her husband’s permission.”

“Kind of like what we’re doing,” she continued, pushing a stray lock of blonde hair out of her eyes. “Or trying to do, at least.”

“I’m not sure that you qualify as a hotwife yet,” I shrugged, turning my eyes back to the screen. 

“I’m a hotwife in the making,” Kim insisted, then giggled. “Come on. Why don’t we apply? What do we have to lose?”

“Apart from our lives?” I questioned. “How do we know this isn’t run by a gang of serial killers or some sort of Chinese mobster scam or weird Russian rip-off?”

“Let me at least give the guy a call,” Kim suggested. “He did tell us to ring him. Just think… We could win money and maybe you get to see me become a hotwife. It’s a win-win.”

“Fine,” I gave up arguing. It seemed dodgy as hell to me but Kim wasn’t stupid. She was a bright, intelligent woman. If it was some sort of scam, she’d sniff it out right away.

I watched her walk away, satisfied, taking the business card and the laptop with her and as she left the room, I saw her punch the number on the business card into her phone. I turned my gaze back to the pile of bills that she’d pushed to one side. The Hotwife Games sounded intriguing but it was a fantasy. The bills in front of me were the reality. I brought up my banking app on my phone and sighed at my bank balance as I began to pay what I could.

* * *

I thought Kim had forgotten about The Hotwife Games when she brought the subject back up a couple of days later. She’d not mentioned it since walking away with the business card to make a call to the stranger, so I’d assumed it had turned out to be what I suspected - some sort of fake competition designed to make money out of suckers. But apparently, it wasn’t.

“Check this out.” Kim pushed the laptop in front of me as we sat down to eat dinner. I’d only been home from work for an hour and was still in my office attire, so I loosened the top button of my shirt and leaned forward to look at the email she was showing me.




Dear David and Kimberley,

Congratulations! We are thrilled to inform you that your application to participate in The Hotwife Games has been successful. You and your partner have been selected as one of the twelve adventurous couples to embark on this extraordinary journey of love, trust, and passion.

We were impressed by your commitment to exploring the depths of intimacy and connection in your relationship, and we are confident that you will bring a unique and valuable perspective to The Hotwife Games.

Please find below the details for the event:

Event Date: 30th October, 2023.

Location: You will receive flight tickets to Logan International Airport in Boston and a rental car with directions to the exclusive location will be provided upon arrival.

Dress Code: Be as sexy as you dare but be aware that the hotel location for the event does not allow public nudity before the event begins. 

As you are aware, The Hotwife Games is a highly exclusive and secretive event, and we kindly ask you to adhere to the following disclaimer:

Disclaimer: By participating in The Hotwife Games, you and your partner understand and agree to the confidential nature of the event. Any information disclosed during the Games, as well as the identity of other participants, must remain strictly confidential. Sharing any details or images on social media, personal websites, or any public platforms is strictly prohibited. Violation of this confidentiality agreement may result in disqualification from the event and legal consequences.

Please note that The Hotwife Games involve sexual, physical and emotional challenges that may push your limits and boundaries. By participating, you acknowledge that you are undertaking the Games voluntarily and at your own risk. The organizers shall not be held liable for any injuries, damages, or emotional distress that may arise during the event. The three challenges that you will face as a couple could involve such practices as sex with multiple partners, bukkake, bondage and BDSM play, sensory deprivation and more. Contraception will be provided at the event and all participants within the Games will have a valid sexual health check certificate for your reassurance and safety.

Your acceptance into The Hotwife Games is non-transferable, and you and your partner are required to attend the event together. If, for any reason, you are unable to participate, or you no longer wish to attend, please notify us as soon as possible. There is no financial obligation to you. Everything is included and paid for, including flights, transfers, meals and accommodation. If nothing else, treat your experience at The Hotwife Games as an all-expenses-paid vacation.

If we do not hear from you with any objections, we will provide you with your flight details and any further instructions that may be necessary.

Once again, congratulations on being selected for The Hotwife Games! We are excited to welcome you and your partner to this transformative and unforgettable experience.

If you have any questions or need further information, please do not hesitate to contact us by replying to this email.

Looking forward to meeting you both soon!

Sincerely,

W & J




“Who are W and J?” I asked, then stared at Kim. “You applied without asking me?”

“We have nothing to lose,” she shrugged. “I told you. I really want to do this, David. I spoke to the stranger - his name is Louis - and he told me to check this out.”

She swapped to the internet, typing in a link to another page on The Hotwife Games website. This time the screen was filled with testimonials from couples that had played the games in previous years, including the winners of the last two years.

“I looked a couple of them up on Facebook,” Kim continued, “And got in touch with them. They explained that they’re signed to a N.D.A. so they couldn’t say much, but they told me that the competition is legit. It’s kept underground because the authorities wouldn’t approve, like a lot of the lifestyle, but it’s legit.”

“Slow down,” I told my wife, putting my hand over hers. “The lifestyle? Since when did you start using that word? Aren’t you getting a bit carried away?”

“One couple I spoke to said they won nearly a hundred grand.” Kim’s large green eyes gazed into mine. “Boston isn’t that far. It’s not like we’re travelling to some scary Far East or South American country.”

I looked at her, considering it. A hundred grand was a lot of money. A lot of money. And I did want to see her with other guys, which was mentioned in the invitation. Along with bukkake and all the other things. Seeing Kim covered in another guy’s cum was a hot thought.

“We never take risks,” Kim complained, her eyes pleading. “That’s why we are where we are. Let’s do it, David. Look at it as an adventure.”

I took a deep breath and made my decision.

“Fuck it.” Kim’s eyes twinkled and she smiled excitedly as I continued. “Let’s do it.”
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Over the next couple of weeks, we received more information. The event was being held at an exclusive New England hotel. We’d be collected and transported to the hotel, where we’d be wined and dined and given all the information we needed prior to the games starting. I’d never seen Kim so excited and her excitement built up further the nearer the date came. I became increasingly nervous but my wife’s infectious enthusiasm balanced my trepidation until the day finally came around and we found ourselves on the flight to Logan International.

Upon arrival, we were met at the airport, as promised, by a smartly dressed, handsome young chauffeur with closely cut dark hair and a glimmer of secrecy in his pale blue eyes.

“My name is Francis,” he introduced himself in a smooth French accent. “Kimberley and David, is that right?”

“Please, call me Kim.” My wife smoothed down her hair, her eyes drinking in the sight of the attractive young driver.

I rolled my eyes at her flirtiness. “I’m David,” I confirmed, then followed him as he took our luggage from my hand and beckoned us to follow him towards a black limousine parked nearby. “Nice to meet you. Where are we going?”

“The Hotwife Games,” the blue-eyed man replied with a disarming smile. “It’s being held at a very prestigious hotel called the Diablo’s Retreat. Have you heard of it?”

“I can’t say I have,” I replied, climbing into the back of the car after Kimberley, once the chauffeur had stowed our luggage in the trunk.

“It sounds ominous,” Kim chuckled, but I could tell that she was as nervous as me now, her excitement subdued by the closeness of the event. “Should we be nervous?”

“Not at all,” the driver reassured her. “You’ll get to meet like-minded couples, have lots of sex and maybe you’ll win the prize.”

“So nothing to do with the devil,” Kim asked, reaching into the mini-bar and pulling out a bottle. “Diablo is the devil, right? We’re not being lured into some satanic ritual?”

Francis laughed out loud at that. “Please, don’t worry,” he smiled, then pointed through the door to a mini-bar in the middle of the spacious limousine’s interior. “There is champagne. Provided by your hosts. Please, enjoy the trip.”

With that, he closed the door and took his place at the front of the car, behind the wheel. As he pulled away from the airport, Kim pulled the bottle of champagne from the ice bucket installed atop the mini-bar, along with two frosted glasses kept cool in the refrigerator and poured us both a tall drink of the fizzing golden nectar.

“Here goes nothing,” she said, tapping her glass to mine.

I took a deep gulp of the beautiful-tasting champagne. What lay ahead of us at The Diablo’s Retreat? We were about to find out. There was no turning back now.

* * *

As our limo meandered along the country roads towards Diablo’s Retreat, the fall foliage enveloped the landscape in a tapestry of warm hues, creating an enchanting scene as we approached our destination.

As we pulled up to the grand entrance, I couldn’t help but be awestruck by the hotel’s majestic aura. The weathered façade and intricate architecture were like something from a more elegant, bygone era. The sight of a huge hedge maze by the approach and a walled-off garden conjured an air of mystery that intrigued me.

The fall air was crisp and tinged with a hint of wood smoke as if welcoming us to the cosy embrace of the season. As Francis opened the door and Kim and I stepped out of the car, a soft breeze rustled the fallen leaves, and I could feel the anticipation building inside me. The moment we set foot on the grounds, gravel crunching beneath my feet, we were greeted by an old gnarled tree, its twisted branches reaching out against the overcast skies above.

In the watchful gaze of it and other ancient oaks and weeping willows. the Diablo’s Retreat Hotel stood as a hauntingly beautiful monument to the Gothic period. Its silhouette, a striking blend of pale stone and darker pitched roofs that reached skyward, spoke of the golden era of hotel building in the United States, of a grander and more eloquent time than today’s spread of high-rise silver and glass structures.

At that moment, the clouds broke and the mid-afternoon sun cascaded its warm rays upon the grounds, and the gardens of The Diablo’s Retreat bloomed with decadent life. Lush beds of crimson roses and other midnight-black flowers spread like a painter’s palette, displaying a vivid tapestry of colours that contrasted against the elegant austerity of the hotel’s exterior. The flowers exuded an intoxicating symphony of scents that hung in the air like heady incense. The trickling of a stone fountain added to the ambience, its gentle melody enticing guests to indulge in the enchantment of this garden oasis.

Despite its alabaster walls, Gothic arches and intricately carved facades, the Diablo’s Retreat exuded an elegant darkness that somehow still fitted in with the surrounding natural beauty. Elaborate gargoyles perched on the building’s four corner parapets, their stony eyes watching over the grounds with a curious intensity. 

“Isn’t this place just magical?” Kim exclaimed, her eyes shining with wonder.

“Absolutely,” I replied, taking her hand in mine, feeling encouraged but also slightly daunted at the hotel in front of us. “It’s like something from another time.”

“I think you’ll find the Diablos Retreat to be everything you could wish for,” Francis said from behind us and we turned to look at the handsome driver. He smiled at us, causing Kim to play with her hair again. “I’m staying too. I’m sure we’ll meet again over the next couple of days.”

“I hope so,” Kim giggled and I nudged her with my below in response.

Once Francis returned to the car to fetch our luggage, we made our way towards the entrance, and as the large, ornate wooden doors swung open, a wave of nostalgia washed over me. The interior was lush with old-world elegance, vintage chandeliers casting soft, intricate shadows on the rich, wooden walls.

Another friendly-looking, handsome man greeted us with a warm smile. “Welcome to the Diablo’s Retreat Hotel. You can call me The Concierge. I’m here to assist you with anything you need.”

“We’re here for the games,” I said, handing him the invitation card that we’d been sent and told to bring with us.

“Ah, David and Kimberley,” The Concierge said, glancing first at the card, then at his ledger, displayed on the iPad in his hand. “We hope you enjoy your stay and everything The Hotwife Games has to offer.”

“Thank you,” Kim beamed, her cheeks flushing for some reason. Did she fancy this guy too?

“Most of the other guests were given rental vehicles to make their way here,” The Concierge continued. “Your limousine was something of a special gift from our hosts, W and J, personally selected for you. I hope it was a pleasant ride and that Francis looked after you.” 

“He certainly did,” Kim smirked, looking out of the side of her eyes at me, “Although I hope I get another pleasant ride with him during our stay.”

The Concierge grinned. “If you’d like to follow me,” the dark-haired, smart-suited man stepped away, leading us towards an impressive oak staircase that ascended upwards from the impressive lobby to the next floor.

As we followed The Concierge to our room, I couldn’t help but admire the tapestries that adorned the walls inside, depicting scenes of the hotel’s storied past. The corridors seemed to whisper the tales of generations long gone, and I found myself curious about the secrets that this place held.

Our room was no less impressive. A four-poster bed with a canopy draped in deep burgundy fabric dominated the centre, and a crackling fireplace stood beside it, promising warmth and comfort during the chilly nights. The large window offered a view of a serene rear garden, where a solitary tree stood tall, its leaves cascading in a waterfall of autumn colours.

“Please make yourselves comfortable. Dinner is served at six o’clock in the main dining room.” The Concierge’s eyes wrinkled at the edges as he smiled warmly at us. “Although you are, of course, free to join some of the other guests in the bar before then, if you wish. The Games start tomorrow morning, after breakfast.”

With that, the handsome man let the door close and Kim and I turned to look at each other.

“This is all so mysterious,” Kim commented, sitting on the edge of the luxurious bed. “I still don’t know what’s going to happen but I like it.”

“Before you get too into it, remember we’re here to win,” I reminded her, dragging our suitcase towards the walnut-doored wardrobe and opening it up. “We need that hundred grand.”

We unpacked, had a shower and got changed into clean, smarter clothes, out of the casual attire we’d travelled in and before we went down for dinner, we decided to explore the hotel’s surroundings. A path led us through the wooded area around the hotel, and the rustling of leaves beneath our feet added to the enchantment of the grounds. The trees formed a canopy overhead, filtering the fading light and casting an ethereal glow around us. Both the grandiose hedge maze and the secret, walled garden entrances were blocked for now with tall, iron-wrought gates, so we continued our walk, exploring the large gardens of the Diablo’s Retreat.

After a romantic walk through the aromatic rose beds, we returned to the hotel and explored further, finding a gym, a library and several rooms that were closed off from us for now, adding to the mystery of the hotel.

Eventually, we stepped into the grand main dining room of The Diablo’s Retreat. Our hands intertwined and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement, reflected by my wife’s hand squeezing mine. The opulence of the restaurant took my breath away, with its high vaulted ceilings adorned with intricate chandeliers casting the hotel’s signature soft, warm glow over the polished wooden tables. More crimson tapestries lining the walls added to the Gothic charm, and the large windows revealed a mesmerizing view of the luxurious gardens outside.

As we approached, the concierge greeted us again with a bow, welcoming us to the dining room. “Good evening, Kim and David. Allow me to escort you to your table.”

“Thank you,” Kim replied with a smile, her emerald eyes gleaming with delight.

Once seated, we were served by an elegant red-haired waitress. Her graceful demeanour and impeccable uniform matched the charm of the hotel, and she seemed to glide effortlessly as she attended to our needs. “Welcome to The Diablo’s Retreat. My name is Irina,” she introduced herself with a hint of an Eastern European accent, “I’ll be your server tonight. May I offer you some wine to start?”

Kim looked at me, and I nodded. “Yes, please, we’d like a bottle of your finest red.”

Irina nodded, her eyes gleaming with approval, and gracefully glided away to retrieve the wine.

“Eyes on me,” Kim’s voice murmured and I realised I was staring at the beautiful flame-haired waitress’s ass.

“I’m sorry,” I laughed.

“This is The Hotwife Games,” my wife reminded me. “Not The Hot Husband Games.”

“Is there such a thing as a hot husband?” I asked but Kim just shook her head at me and laughed.

As we sipped our wine and marvelled at the surroundings, a hushed murmur swept through the dining room, drawing my attention. My gaze followed the enigmatic presence of a slender blonde woman as she made her way through the room. She wore an exquisite black Venetian mask that covered the upper part of her face and added an air of mystery to her already alluring appearance.

The slim blonde moved gracefully, capturing the attention of everyone in the room with her slim body contained perfectly in a fitted black dress. Despite the mask, her piercing blue eyes twinkled as though she knew all our secrets. Maybe she did.

When she finally approached our table, her presence felt magnetic, drawing me in despite my unease. “Good evening,” she purred, her voice soft and beguiling. “I am The Manager and I’ll be in charge of organizing the games tomorrow. I trust you’re enjoying your time at The Diablo’s Retreat?”

I nodded, a mix of fascination and caution swirling within me. “Yes, it’s been quite an experience so far.”

The Manager’s red-painted, full lips curved into a mysterious smile below her mask. “I’m glad to hear that. We take great pride in offering an unforgettable experience for our guests. Things will get even more fun tomorrow.”

As she spoke, a strange sense of familiarity washed over me, as if I had met her before, but I couldn’t place where. “The hotel is beautiful,” I said, trying to keep my curiosity in check. “What’s the history of it?”

The Manager’s eyes seemed to gleam with secrets, and she leaned in slightly, her voice almost a whisper. “Ah, that, my dear, is a story for another time. You’ll learn more tomorrow. For now, I hope you both enjoy your evening and the delights that await you.”

With that cryptic message, The Manager gracefully moved away, leaving Kim and me intrigued. I exchanged a glance with my wife, and I could tell that she was wondering the same as me; what hidden mysteries lay within the enchanting walls of The Diablo’s Retreat and what would unfold tomorrow in this mesmerizing setting?
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I looked around the dining room, taking note of the other couples that we’d be competing against tomorrow as they arrived, taking their respective places at the other tables.

An elegant black couple were seated at the table next to ours and the man nodded and gave us a friendly smile as he noticed me gazing around the room. Another pair caught my eye too; a gorgeous, slim brunette and her handsome athletic boyfriend. As the room filled up, I counted at least eleven other pairings, all of whom I assumed were our fellow competitors in the games to come.

Were they all established in the Hotwife lifestyle? How experienced were they? None of them looked older than their mid-thirties. Most were in their twenties, so how experienced could they be? 

“Are you thinking the same as me?” Kim asked, observing me as I continued to scan the room. “Wondering who all these people are and what walks of life they come from?”

“I’m trying to work out if any of them are like us,” I replied, “Or fairly new to this thing, or if they’re all ahead of us in the Hotwife lifestyle.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Kim shrugged, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder. “We’re here to have fun and that’s what we’ll try to do. Don’t worry about the competition. Whatever happens, happens.”

I wished I could be as carefree and relaxed about it as her, but I wasn’t. It wasn’t the stakes of the games themselves that made me feel uneasy. It was the stakes of our marriage. There was no going back now. We were here, about to participate in sex games that would most likely push us way out of our comfort zone and seeing all the other couples around us only made that feel even more real.

As we continued to observe the dining room, my attention was drawn to a lovely couple who had just taken their seats at a nearby table. The woman’s brunette hair framed her face in waves, and her dark brown eyes sparkled with an alluring energy. She was dressed in an elegant black dress that accentuated her curves, and her confident demeanour made her impossible to ignore. Seated across from her was a handsome man whose athletic build and relaxed smile complemented Tina perfectly.

As our eyes briefly met, much like the black husband had earlier, the man offered a friendly nod and a warm smile. When we overheard them talking and recognised a British accent, Kim and I exchanged a glance, and with a sense of curiosity, we decided to introduce ourselves after our meal.

When the brunette went to the bar to order drinks a while later, I decided to follow suit and greeted her with a polite smile. “Hi there, I’m David. I’m here with my wife, Kim. We’re new to all of this,” I confessed, a hint of uncertainty in my voice.

Tina turned toward us with a welcoming smile, her deep-set brown eyes locking onto mine. “Well, David, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” she purred, her voice carrying a sensual undertone. “I’m Tina, and I’m with my husband, Joe.” She gestured to her partner, still sitting at their table.

I offered a warm smile in return. “Nice to meet you, Tina. You’re from England?”

“Jersey,” she nodded, ordering a Dirty Martini and a beer from the Irish bartender behind the bar. “Jersey in the Channel Islands, between England and France. Not New Jersey, the state.”

“Got you,” I nodded. “Nice place. St Helier maybe?” Tina nodded and as we struck up a conversation, it became apparent that Tina and Joe were not newcomers to this. She spoke about their previous experiences with a mixture of excitement and nostalgia, their words painting vivid pictures of the lifestyle that they’d entered a year or so ago, quite by accident. Their entry into the world of hotwifing had started when Tina was seduced by a team of English sportsmen while on vacation in Italy.

As we returned to our tables, I couldn’t help but ask, “You seem so comfortable to be here. Have you done this sort of thing before? These sorts of games, I mean "

Tina chuckled, a hint of mystery in her eyes. “Let’s just say we’re no strangers to some of the people here. The Games is a first for us though.”

I was standing close to their table, and her husband, Joe chimed in as he heard the discussion. “We attended a party in Malibu earlier this year. A Key Party run by the same people and made some unforgettable memories. The Hotwife Games is a way of exploring things even further.”

“A Key Party?” I’d heard of those but thought they were an urban legend. “Wow. That must have been exciting.”

Tina leaned into me slightly before sitting down with her husband, her voice conspiratorial. “You can trust W and J, and the Manager and the Concierge too. They take the safety and comfort of the participants very seriously. They’ll guide you every step of the way.”

Our two tables were close enough for Kim to overhear the conversation and we exchanged another look, reassured by Tina and Joe’s words.

Joe grinned, his eyes gleaming with mischief. “You two are in for quite the experience. These games, they’re not just about competition. They’re about exploring your desires, deepening your connection, and creating unforgettable memories together. Trust us; it’ll be fun.”

“But also know, we’re here to win,” Tina smiled as she took her seat.

“So are we,” my wife said, beckoning me over to her. Her sudden competitiveness caught me off guard and she winked at me as I paused, not quite knowing what to say.

As I sat down with our drinks, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement mingled with apprehension. Our newfound friends had made the upcoming games sound enticing, yet the mysteries of Diablo’s Retreat and the challenges we were about to face loomed large but at that moment, after I’d shared our story with Tina and Joe, the unease I had felt earlier began to dissipate. The games were still a mystery, but we had found a sense of camaraderie and reassurance in the friendly couple’s words and I managed to relax a little and enjoyed the rest of the evening.

A handsome singer called Quentin finished off the night and I even let Kim drag me to the dance floor. We let our hair down, dancing close, face-to-face until eventually, we decided to retire to bed early, conserving our energy for whatever lay ahead.

Back in our room, we sought solace in the warmth of the crackling fire. I pulled Kim close, and we nestled under the thick covers. The faint scent of wood smoke filled the air and I felt the familiar excitement growing in my body at the feeling of Kim’s body pressed against mine.

The soft moonlight filtered through the window, lighting the bedroom in a pale blue light that played with shadows on the walls cast by the golden glow coming from the fireplace.  The thought of Kim and I embarking on this adventure tomorrow, surrounded by the other open-minded couples in the hotel, had me both curious and nervous, a sublime concoction of emotions.

I ran my fingers gently along Kim’s naked back, revelling in the warmth of her body. She turned and looked up at me with her captivating green eyes, and I couldn’t help but feel a rush of protectiveness for her. “You know, Kim, I don’t regret doing this. It’s exciting and I’m looking forward to tomorrow,” I said, my voice soft and sincere. “But, at the same time, if you change your mind and don’t want to go ahead, that’s okay.”

A smile spread across her lips. “I’m nervous about tomorrow too, David, but it’s also kind of a thrill, don’t you think? You might finally get to see me have sex with someone else.”

That thought made my cock stiffen but I pushed the feeling of arousal down for a moment. Tonight wasn’t just about tomorrow’s games, whatever they might be; it was also a chance to share some intimacy in a glamourous place, away from the drudgery of home and the mountain of debt we faced. It was also an opportunity to build our trust together ahead of tomorrow, whatever it might bring. We’d been much more open with each other since I confessed to wanting to see her with other guys, but tonight was different. We were on the edge of a new stage of our marriage and it felt like we were unlocking a new level of vulnerability and connection.

“The description said ‘sex with multiple partners’ amongst the potential challenges,” I murmured. Kim had sucked a guy off and fucked him once, but that was it, beyond the boyfriends she’d had before me. “Are you okay with that? And what about the other things? Bukkake. Bondage. Orgasm denial. I’m kind of nervous for you.”

“It sounds exciting if I’m honest.” Kim giggled and then pushed a lock of long, blonde hair out of her eyes. “Nervous can be a good thing. Remember, we’re here to try new things. Even crazy things like bondage and bukk— bukk… whatever it is. As well as winning some money.”

I decided not to tell her what bukkake was. “I suppose so,” I nodded, then grinned as Kim pushed the covers back, revealing her pale breasts in the moonlight.

“Why don’t we stop talking about it and just see what happens.” She arched an eyebrow. “You know tonight’s the night you get to fuck me, right? Tomorrow, I might be a little sore.”

I didn’t say anything after that. I slid my body over hers and the room seemed to fade away as we explored each other’s bodies, our hands mapping the curves and contours of each other. Every touch and caress felt electric, and when my lips brushed gently against Kim’s, savouring the taste and softness of her kiss, I felt her body tremble with arousal.

The thought of what she was going to do tomorrow had me already erect, and I surrendered to the moment, pushing the head of my cock into her wetness. Time ceased to exist as I enjoyed the feeling of her soft pussy. The world outside faded away, leaving only the two of us, our hearts and bodies entwined in a symphony of pleasure as we fucked passionately. When she reached down and rubbed her clitoris as I pounded her pussy as fast as I could, she orgasmed and I briefly wondered how many orgasms she’d have tomorrow. When I came, not long after, filling her with my seed, I also wondered how many men would do the same inside her, or on her. The prospect of witnessing that kept my cock hard, even after I’d cum, but I curled up against her, knowing that we needed to sleep ahead of the big day tomorrow and wrapped in each other’s arms, we drifted off to sleep.
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In the middle of the night, I awoke to the sensation of Kim’s hands moving across my chest from behind. I turned to look at her and she smiled, her face closing on mine and our lips pressing against each other. We had sex and once again, it was incredibly passionate and heated. Where we were was forgotten, lost in the urgency of our bodies moving together. The moonlight filtering through the gaps on the curtained window danced on our skin as we fucked, each breath mingling with the other’s, every touch electric. In the intimate embrace of the night, we fucked hard, our bodies sliding against each other, thick with a sheen of sweat.

Our moans of pleasure harmonised in the air, creating a symphony of desire that seemed to echo through the walls of the Diablo’s Retreat until I realised that the sound was of another couple fucking next door. We weren’t the only ones turned on by the anticipation of what the morning would bring.

In the afterglow, we lay, our bodies intertwined, our fingers tracing lazy patterns on each other’s skin. The bedroom was filled with a comforting warmth, both from the crackling fire and the heat of our bodies.

Eventually, exhaustion tugged at our eyelids, and we drifted back into a peaceful slumber, wrapped in each other’s arms. The hours passed and I slept surprisingly well, albeit woken more than once by the sounds of the other couples having sex echoing around the hotel.

Morning arrived with a soft, golden glow seeping through the curtains, casting its warmth on our entwined bodies. I watched Kim stir, her eyelashes fluttering open to reveal those beautiful, sleepy brown eyes. A smile tugged at the corners of her lips as she met my gaze, and I couldn’t help but mirror her tired grin.

“Good morning,” she whispered, her voice croaky from sleep.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I replied, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “Did you sleep well?”

Kim nodded, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest. “Like a baby after you fucked me so good. How about you?”

“Same here,” I said, my heart fluttering at the thought of the day ahead. “Apart from being woken a few times by the sounds of people fucking in the other rooms. Are you ready for this?”

Kim’s gaze held a mix of excitement and uncertainty. “I think so. We’ll soon find out, I guess.”

With a tender kiss, we began to untangle ourselves from the warm cocoon of blankets and slowly got out of bed. The room felt charged with anticipation as nervousness crept into the both of us. We dressed in comfortable attire; Kim in a fashionable baggy red t-shirt and jeans, while I dressed similarly in a button-up shirt and casual trousers. We didn’t speak much while getting dressed. We were both obviously excited and nervous about what the games might entail.

Leaving our room, we headed down to the main dining room, where a sumptuous breakfast spread awaited us. The dining area was already buzzing with activity, as other couples sat together, sharing whispers and knowing glances. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, mingling with the tantalizing scent of pastries and fresh fruit.

We filled our plates and found a quiet corner, savouring each bite while stealing glances at the other guests. Conversations flowed around us, a blend of excitement and curiosity hanging in the air. Kim and I exchanged smiles, feeling a sense of camaraderie with the others who had also chosen to embark on this journey.

After breakfast, we decided to approach a couple seated at a nearby table. They were an attractive pair, their eyes gleaming with a mixture of nerves and anticipation. Kim and I introduced ourselves, and soon, stories began to unravel as we shared our reasons for being at the Diablo’s Retreat and our thoughts on the upcoming Hotwife Games.

Their names were Jacqueline and Martin, and like us, they were drawn by the allure of the unknown. Jacquie’s laughter was infectious, and Martin’s warm smile put us at ease. We discovered that they’d been married for five years, and this experience was their way of rediscovering each other in a new light.

“It’s nerve-wracking, isn’t it?” the pretty pale-haired Jacqui admitted, her fingers playing with the edge of her napkin. “But there’s something exhilarating about pushing boundaries together.”

The strong-jawed, handsome Martin nodded in agreement. “Exactly. We want to see where this journey takes us, as individuals and as a couple.”

“We’re just here for the sex,” Kim giggled. “And the money, maybe.”

Our conversation flowed seamlessly, and we found ourselves sharing stories, our hopes for the experience, and some of our fears, mostly that it might be disappointing, or too much of a challenge. Kim might be adventurous, but she did have limits and Jacqui said the same. When I looked around, I saw that several of the other couples were chatting too. It was as though the hotel’s mysterious ambiance had created an instant bond among the guests, a shared sense of curiosity and anticipation that transcended individual backgrounds and experiences.

As breakfast came to an end, Kim and I exchanged a knowing look. The time had come to embark on the next chapter of this crazy adventure - the Hotwife Games were upon us. With a mixture of excitement and trepidation, we made our way back to our room to freshen up and prepare for what lay ahead.

When we emerged from our room and returned to the hotel lobby, the atmosphere shifted. There was a buzz of anticipation in the air, a palpable energy that seemed to vibrate with excitement. The other couples, including the attractive Jacqui and Martin, arrived over the next few minutes, each dressed in a combination of nervous smiles and determined expressions.

The Manager and The Concierge awaited us near the entrance, and as the shining brass-coloured cuckoo clock that hung over the staircase doorway struck eleven, they gestured for everyone to gather around. The air seemed to crackle with a sense of purpose as the twelve couples formed a wide semi-circle, everyone’s eyes fixed on the enigmatic figures before us.

“Welcome, dear guests, to the Diablo’s Retreat Hotwife Games,” The Manager’s voice carried a mix of intrigue and authority. She wore a flowing dress and I noticed a strange necklace around her neck, the pendant dangling into her sumptuous cleavage shaped like a moon but with some sort of animal intertwined into the design. “Today marks the beginning of a journey that will test your limits, challenge your assumptions, and strengthen the bonds you share with your partners.”

The Concierge stepped forward, his gaze sweeping over the assembled couples. “Over the next few days, you will face the first of a series of challenges designed to ignite your passions, explore your desires, and push the boundaries of your relationships. This challenge and if you are successful, the subsequent two challenges, will require trust, communication, and an open mind.”

Kim and I exchanged a glance, the gravity of the moment sinking in. This was it—the moment we had been waiting for, the chance to explore our sexuality to its fullest and discover what lay beyond our comfort zone.

“Let me introduce you to your hosts,” The Manager continued. “W and J.”

Almost as one, we turned our heads to observe a dark-skinned couple emerge through a black-painted door at the far end of the lobby. The tall male half of the pair was wearing an ornate half-face mask decorated with a pair of crystal-encrusted antlers. The woman was similarly masked, but hers was the visage of a fox and decorated in sparkling black gemstones.

“Welcome all, to the tenth Hotwife Games,” the masked man spoke aloud, “Before we begin. I must emphasize that participation in these games is entirely voluntary. At any point, if you feel uncomfortable or wish to withdraw, you may do so without judgment. Your well-being and boundaries are of utmost importance to us.”

His words resonated deeply, a reminder that while the allure of the unknown beckoned, our consent was respected above all else. That put me at ease somewhat as the couple continued.

“As we proceed, remember that the Diablo’s Retreat is a place of mystery and enchantment.” It was the vixen-faced woman who spoke now. Her dark-eyed gaze seemed to pierce through each one of us as her face swept from one side of the semi-circle of guests to the other. “Embrace the challenges with an open heart, and you may uncover truths about yourselves and your relationships that you never thought possible.”

“I’ll be approaching the games with open legs, as well as an open heart,” Kim murmured into my ear and I giggled despite my nerves.

“The challenges will take each couple through and around the Diablo’s Retreat,” the man, W, took over the explanation. “You might face some tests alone or you might share them with another couple. You may see us at some of them; others may be being watched through stationed cameras or mobile cameramen by our table of judges. If you are uncomfortable being observed  in this way, remember that you are free to walk away at any time without judgement.”

“You’ll face a total of three Hotwife challenges,” the vixen-faced J continued. “One today and then the other two taking place over the next two days.”

“Failure to complete a challenge will result in your disqualification,” W explained. “And your removal from the Diablo’s Retreat. The prize pot will be divided amongst all the finalists who complete their three challenges.”

“Finally, we hope you have a wonderful time today,” J’s dark eyes scanned the room, “The Manager and The Concierge will be on hand to answer any questions you may have but until then, have fun at The Hotwife games.” 

With those final words, W and J retreated back through the doors that they’d emerged from and The Concierge and the Manager led us outside into the sprawling grounds of the Diablo’s Retreat, leaving the mysterious W and J behind in the lobby.

The sun hung high in the sky, casting a warm glow over the brightly-flowered garden and the surrounding landscape of red and gold trees. Before us lay a series of stations, metal spikes driven into the ground of the lawn. There were six in total, numbered in sequence, topped with an elegant golden plaque engraved with words that I presumed hinted at the challenges that awaited.

Kim’s hand found mine, and together, we took a step forward, nervous but ready to embark on this journey of discovery.

“These are your starting points,” the Manager explained. As she walked among us, she came close enough that I could see the strange pendant glitter between the curves of her breasts. The animals intertwined into the moon were a stag and a fox, just like the masks W and J wore. “Two couples start at each one and after your first test, the route through your three challenges will become clearer, with a clue to the next challenge ahead of you tomorrow. Just like last night, dinner will be provided and you’ll have the evening to yourselves, a chance to reflect on the tests that you’ve just faced, before a good night’s sleep to prepare for the next game.”

“Do you have any questions?” The Concierge stepped up alongside the blonde-haired manager, his friendly blue-eyed gaze moving from couple to couple. There were a couple of innocuous questions before eventually, a fit-looking young woman with firm, round breasts and long auburn hair stepped up and asked something I’d thought about asking myself.

“How… how much is the prize pot?” she asked tentatively.

“The prize pot is half a million US dollars,” the Manager said without hesitating. She smiled, her eyes glittering in the bright sunshine as the auburn-haired gasped. So did several other couples around us. “That will be divided among the winners, of course. So, you could win as little as say, one hundred thousand if five couples make it through or as much as five hundred thousand if you’re the only ones that reach the end.”

“Finally,” the Manager called out when there were no more questions, satisfied that everyone was happy to continue, “dinner will be in the restaurant at seven. You’ll have the evening to relax and reflect on the test you’ve faced. Then I recommend you get a good night’s sleep to prepare for tomorrow’s challenge.”

The Manager the Concierge took a step back and the crowd, still in a stunned silence after the prize money announcement, separated, walking across the lawn to look at the spiked starting stations. At the top of each golden pole was a similarly golden cardboard stand, and on it, a plaque printed with thick writing. It seemed like each station had two couples and alongside, the name of the task, the location and the times. 

It took us a moment to locate ours, the first spike, furthest away.

“The Escape,” Kim read out the wording. “Oh, look who we’re sharing the task with.”

As I read the card myself, Tina and Joe, who we’d met in the restaurant joined us.

“What a coincidence,” the gorgeous brunette said, eyeing their names on the golden card. “It looks like we’re in this together.”

I was glad. It was good to have one of the couples that struck up a little rapport with by our sides on the first task.

“The Escape,” Joe said under his breath. “What could that imply?”

“I don’t know,” I replied, then continued to read out the starting station information. “The Secret Garden. I guess that’s where we have to go.”

The other couples were starting to head away, all at different paces but all back towards the house. We were the only couples that seemed to be doing an outdoor task to start off with and I wondered if that was a good or bad thing.

“The way to the garden goes around the side of the hotel,” Tina said, indicating with a hand towards the cobbled path that led past the rose garden and behind the Diablo’s Retreat. “Shall we go and see what W and J have in store for us?”

Kim nodded, her wavy blonde hair billowing out for a moment as a stiff, cold breeze swept across the perfectly mown lawn. “Are you ready?” she whispered into my ear as we followed the other couple towards the first task.

“No,” I replied honestly, flashing my wife a nervous grin which she returned.

“It’s too late to back out now,” she murmured.

She was right. It was. This was it. What the hell did ‘The Escape’ hold for us?
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As we followed the winding path around the side of the hotel, the air grew cooler, and the faint scent of blooming roses filled our noses. The cobbled walkway, lined with neatly trimmed hedges, led us away from the grandeur of the lawn of the Diablo’s Retreat and towards a secluded part of the estate. I exchanged glances with Kim, her wide eyes mirroring my sense of trepidation.

Tina and Joe, the couple who had fortuitously become our companions in this mysterious journey, walked beside us. The four of us seemed to have struck up an understanding since meeting in the hotel’s dining room and we talked as we walked, speculating on the nature of ‘The Escape’ challenge.

“I bet we have to somehow escape from the garden,” Tina mused, her voice carrying a mix of excitement and curiosity.

Joe nodded, his athletic frame exuding confidence as he spoke, “The name suggests something like that.”

“Like an escape room,” Kim agreed. I was glad we had the other couple with us; otherwise, due to our nervousness, we might have been walking in silence.

As we turned a corner on the cobbled path, the garden’s entrance came into view. Ornate iron gates, aged with time, stood at the entrance to the garden, which was surrounded by tall, moss-covered stone walls.  The gates were closed but unlike yesterday when we’d explored this part of the grounds, they weren’t locked, and a man stood beside them, dressed in a sleek black suit. His posture was rigid, and he exuded an air of formality.

“That’s our chauffeur,” Kim whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the leaves rustling in the breeze. “The one who drove us here.”

Indeed, it was. He’d introduced himself as Francis, and had even said that he’d see us again. Now here he was and his presence at the garden’s entrance suggested that he held a role integral to the challenge.

As we approached, Francis acknowledged us with a nod, his expression unreadable behind a pair of dark sunglasses. He moved to open the imposing gates, the hinges creaking softly in protest as they swung inward, revealing the hidden sanctuary beyond. The Secret Garden, shrouded in an air of enchantment, beckoned us inside.

With a glance exchanged between us, Kim and I stepped through the gates, followed closely by Tina and Joe. The world beyond the iron threshold was a breathtaking sight to behold. The Secret Garden was a place of unparalleled beauty. It was a symphony of colours and scents, a mesmerizing blend of nature’s finest creations. Verdant shrubs formed graceful archways, leading the way deeper into this enchanting realm. Delicate blossoms of every hue danced in the autumnal sunlight, their petals brushed by a gentle breeze. The sound of running water reached our ears as we moved further in, and I saw a crystal-clear stream meandering through the garden, its waters shimmering in the sunlight. Small stone bridges spanned the stream at intervals, connecting different parts of the garden.

The four of us and Francis walked in silence for a moment, overwhelmed by the beauty of the place. It was as though we had stepped into a hidden paradise, far removed from the outside world. It was difficult to believe that such a tranquil oasis existed just beyond the walls of Diablo’s Retreat.

As we continued deeper into the Secret Garden, the path led us to a small, rustic building that appeared to be the centrepiece of this secluded paradise. It was a charming structure, its timeworn wooden beams adorned with climbing vines and flowers in full bloom, but our attention was drawn to two imposing iron gates that stood at the far end of the garden. Both were securely locked, heavy iron padlocks dangling from them.

Our group of four exchanged nervous glances as suddenly, emerging from behind the building nine other men appeared, forming a semicircle around us. They were a diverse group, representing a spectrum of ages and skin colours. Muscular and handsome, the newcomers smiled at us reassuringly, but I didn’t feel reassured at all. What was this?

Tina and Joe, who had shared our journey thus far, looked equally apprehensive as Francis, our guide and now the orchestrator of this enigmatic game, took charge once more. He gestured toward two tall perspex tubes positioned near the locked gates, each containing a key at the bottom. His voice held a tone of authority as he explained the rules of the challenge.

“Welcome to ‘The Escape,’” he began, his sunglasses concealing any hint of emotion. “To exit this garden and pass the challenge, you’ll need to unlock those gates.” His gloved hand pointed towards the imposing barriers. “The keys to these gates are at the bottom of these tubes,” he continued, indicating the transparent cylinders. “However, the tubes are too narrow for a hand to reach inside.”

A collective tension gripped our group as we pondered the predicament. The solution to this riddle remained elusive.

“But fear not,” Francis reassured us with a sly smile. “There is a way to retrieve those keys.” He turned his gaze toward the corner of the garden where a large barrel of wine stood.

“But,” Francis continued, “I must stress that there is a condition. Our gentlemen here,” he motioned toward the encircling men, “can assist you in retrieving the keys from the tubes but it’s for you to work out how.”

Tina, Joe, Kim, and I exchanged glances before Tina spoke up. “We use the wine to fill the tubes. The keys have a floatation device on them.”

I looked again at the tubes and saw that she was right. Both of the keys were attached to a cork by a small chain. If we filled the tube with wine, they’d float to the top.

But then the nine enigmatic men surrounding us began to undress. Each garment, be it a tailored suit or casual attire, fell gracefully to the garden floor. When the transition from clothed strangers to naked participants was complete, we stood staring at them in silence. The men’s physiques were indeed remarkable as if sculpted from marble by a master artist.  All of them were well-endowed, their long, thick cocks hanging down between their legs impressively.

Tina, always one to break the ice, couldn’t help but giggle at the sight of the nine dicks in front of her. “Wow,” she murmured and then Kim, ever the adventurous spirit, joined in the laughter after a moment, a playful smile dancing on her lips. The atmosphere seemed to relax, if only slightly, as our group acknowledged the peculiarity of our situation.

Francis, our enigmatic host, remained composed throughout, his sunglasses concealing any hint of amusement. “Your hour begins now,” he announced, his tone matter-of-fact. “If either couple fails to escape the garden within that time frame, they will be eliminated from the Hotwife Games.”

The pressure was on, and the stakes were high. The challenge had been set, the timer started, and Tina sprang into action, striding over towards the barrel of wine but two of the hunky stranger stepped in front of her.

“It’s not as easy as that,” one of the men, a tall man with dark golden skin said, blocking her path with a large hand. “I can tell you that to fill a tube enough for the key to be reachable will take around five mouthfuls of wine.”

“Mouthful,” Kim said, looking around. “Ah, there are no glasses or containers.”

“So let me pass,” Tina asked the man still preventing her from getting near the barrel. 

“You really think it’s as easy as that?” A massive black man approached us from the group, his cock as thick as my wrist as it swung in front of him. “You’re not going to be using just wine to fill the tubes.”

“No,” the golden-skinned man continued. “For each of us that you make cum, using your hands or mouths, we’ll let you get a mouthful of wine from the barrel.”

“What?” I replied, startled, even though I should have known to expect something like this.

“I see,” my wife said, putting a calming hand on my arm. “I think we can manage that, can’t we, Tina?”

“Oh, yes,” the brunette woman replied, her mouth quirking into a naughty grin.

As Tina took the lead, I looked at Joe, seeing his eyes locked onto his wife, who, with a mix of audacity and playfulness, began to carry out the man’s explicit request. The sexy brunette dropped to her knees in front of the tall, golden-skinned man, who had barred her way to the barrel of wine. Her fingers deftly worked on the man’s pants, pulling them down just enough to release his thick, throbbing cock and then, with a deliberate and tantalizingly slow pace, she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him.

The man’s eyes widened briefly, surprised by Tina’s boldness before his face contorted in pleasure. His hands found her hair, fingers gripping the strands as he surrendered to the sensations Tina was expertly evoking. The garden was filled with the sultry sounds of her gagging for a moment, before she overcame his size and began to work him rhythmically.

I felt my cock twitch towards hardness as we watched but then suddenly, Kim stepped forward, choosing a muscular white man with a slightly smaller cock but one that still dwarfed mine. She leaned in confidently, her lips pressing against the glistening head of his erection. I wasn’t sure if she’d be able to fit him in her mouth but she did and within a few seconds, her lips were moving with a graceful rhythm, her tongue flicking out at one point to curl around the man’s bulbous tip.

As for Joe and me, we could only watch, and I wondered if he felt the same mixture of emotions swirling within him that I did. It was a strange blend of excitement and jealousy, arousal and vulnerability. I’d fantasised for so long about this, now that it was happening right in front of me - my gorgeous blonde wife was giving another man, a complete stranger, a blowjob - I didn’t quite know how to feel about it.

The men who surrounded us watched intently, their expressions a mixture of satisfaction and desire, as our wives sucked their first two big cocks. Minutes seemed to stretch into eternity as the two continued their passionate efforts until eventually, the golden-skinned man grunted, grabbing Tina’s hair and thrusting into her mouth as he came.

“Fuck yeah,” he muttered under his breath as Tina milked every drop out of his cock that she could muster, then stood up and spat the milky white contents out of her mouth into the tube.

“Who’s next?” she called out and the big black guy stepped in front of her.

I was watching my wife as her first man started to twitch, obviously close to cumming. She let go of his cock with her mouth for a moment, stroking his length with a petite hand until he told her he was going to cum. Then she clamped her lips over the tip, letting him spurt into her mouth.

My dick was raging hard in my pants at the sight of another man emptying his balls with her like that but I couldn’t do anything about it. She still had several more men to please yet and I hoped I wouldn’t cum in my own pants at the sight.

Kim stood up and spat out his juices, then walked past the men to the wine barrel, opening the tap and filling her mouth with wine, which she spat into her tube on top of the sticky white cum. The key’s float rose up an inch closer to the end of the tube. 

Gradually, each of the remaining seven men succumbed to the blowjobs provided by Kim and Tina. One by one, they reached their climax, and with each release, our wives were allowed to partake in a brief moment of refreshment from the barrel of wine, as well as spitting a mouthful into their tubes. Tina had forgotten to do it for the first man, so their tube was an inch or two lower than ours after the second and third man had shot their load into our wives’ mouths. Tina made the next man, a tall, hairy man with a thick beard and a cock to match cum much faster than Kim could do with her partner, a young-looking black man with the longest dick of all of them.

“It might help if you get your tits out,” Francis suggested and to my surprise, Kim didn’t hesitate. She stripped off the baggy red T-shirt she was wearing and unclasped her lacy white bra. All of the men, including Francis and the four that had already cum, stared at her bare tits as her nipples puckered in the cool fall air.

As the next pair of men reached their climax, Tina collected a mouthful of wine, her eyes sparkling with a mix of triumph and desire and then to my shock, she shared the wine with Kim, passing it to her through a passionate kiss, and Kim’s lips met hers eagerly, tasting both the sweet wine and the lingering essence of desire, before spitting into their respective tubes.

I was only just beginning to see what my wife was capable of and it turned me on more than anything. I knew that if I took my cock out and touched it, I’d cum instantly, so I took a moment to look elsewhere, admiring the garden and trying to train my mind to calm down.

The wet sounds of cocks being sucked told me that Kim and Tina had continued their endeavours, now with two more men in front of them. The atmosphere in the garden was charged with erotic tension, the heady scent of blooming flowers mixing with the intoxicating aroma of cum and wine.

Joe and I watched in silence, caught in a whirlwind of sensations and emotions as Tina and Kim worked their way through the remaining men, drawing closer to unlocking the perspex tubes with each successful completion until Francis called out that there were ten minutes left.

When Tina spat a mouthful of sperm and wine into her tube, the float popped up close enough to the top that she could reach it with her slender fingers and to her joy, she bounded across the small courtyard to the gate, sliding it into the padlock and turning it.

Kim was still sucking the last of the strangers, her hands working his smooth balls, caressing them until he sighed and let her have his cum. She stood up and spat it into the tube, her tits wobbling beneath her as she did, then got a mouthful of wine but when she spat it out, the key still wasn’t quite close enough to reach.

“I need one more cock to suck,” she mused, pushing her blonde locks out of her face as she thought out loud. “David, get yours out.”

I wanted to. I needed to cum so fucking badly. I’d just watched her suck four men off and let each of them empty their loads into her mouth like a complete slut, but I couldn’t do it. The moment I showed them my modest penis that didn’t compare to any of those, they’d either smirk and laugh at my inadequacy or I’d cum so fast that they’d laugh at that instead. I didn’t want to be embarrassed in front of Joe either, who was waiting for us by their open gate.

“I…” I said, hesitating and wondering how to explain to Kim but she didn’t give me a moment to even try. “Francis,” she said, turning to the handsome man standing nearby, watching her through his dark lenses.

“Very well,” the chauffeur replied, still showing no emotion. He pulled down the zipper of his suit trousers and drew out his cock. He was soft - still as long as I was erect - but not for long as Kim knelt in front of him, her knees on the cobbles of the courtyard. She soon drew him to hardness with her hand massaging his shaft while her mouth worked the tip.

“Cum for me,” my wife murmured sexily around his shaft. “Give me your cum, Francis. Please.”

Hearing her say that sent a shiver down my spine. This was incredible. I was watching my wife suck off her fifth man of the day and now she was talking dirty, begging him to cum in her mouth. Not only that, but all of this while nine strangers and another couple watched.

Finally, Francis gave her what she wanted, putting his hand on the back of her head and pulling her onto him so firmly that she gagged, her hands pushing back against him until finally, he relaxed. Then she stood up, her tits bouncing erotically and spat out the contents into the plastic tube.

“Thirty seconds,” Francis announced, looking at his watch as he tucked his cock back into his trousers.

“Shit,” Tina gasped, rushing to the barrel nearby. The mouthful of wine that followed was enough to float the key. She slipped her fingers into the tube, pulled it out and then, after collecting her bra and T-shirt from the floor, we rushed to the gate, her fingers trembling as she worked the key into the slot on the padlock.

“Ten. Nine. Eight,” Francis was counting down.

“Hurry,” I urged her.

It seemed to take forever, but eventually, the lock turned and Kim yanked the gate open in triumph and the two of us stepped through to join a smiling Tina and Joe on the other side.

“Two. One,” Francis said, walking through after us. “Congratulations. You passed the first challenge.”

“Barely,” my wife breathed, wiping her cum-streaked chin with the back of her hand.

“Indeed,” the chauffeur replied, finally allowing himself to smile. “You may return to the Diablo’s Retreat now. Dinner is at seven. Then tomorrow, your next challenge awaits.”

“We can’t wait,” giggled Tina and I looked at Kim, happy to see her smiling too.

Today had been intense but I had a feeling that tomorrow’s challenge was going to be much more demanding than this.
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The hot water of the shower was a welcome relief after the intensity of the challenge in the Secret Garden. As the steam filled the bathroom, I let it envelop me, attempting to wash away the maelstrom of emotions that swirled in my mind.

What just happened? I pondered, the water trickling down my body. The images of Kim, with those men, lingered in my thoughts, refusing to fade. I couldn’t help but replay those moments, watching her engage in acts I’d long imagined seeing her perform.

Watching her pleasuring those men - her lips around their hard, throbbing cocks - it was an intoxicating mix of desire, jealousy, and arousal. I couldn’t quite put into words what I felt. I decided to speak to Joe about it at dinner.

Stepping out of the shower, steam still hanging in the air, I wrapped a towel around my waist. I needed to talk to Kim, to understand how she felt about the challenge, about what she’d done. We hadn’t talked properly yet.

With a deep breath, I pushed open the bathroom door and entered our hotel room. My heart skipped a beat when I saw Kim. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, her blonde hair damp, clad in a robe, and her gaze fixed on two people standing before her.

Those two people were W and J, our enigmatic hosts.

The black couple turned to look at me, adorned in their distinctive stag and vixen masks, standing there with an air of mystique as I tightened the towel around me.

Kim glanced at me as I entered the room, a fleeting expression of surprise in her eyes before she regained her composure and spoke. “Thank you, but it was just a challenge, part of the game.”

What had they said to her? The hosts exchanged a knowing look behind their masks. Two silvery pendants, bearing the same stag and vixen symbols as the animals that their masks depicted, glistened around their necks in the room’s dim light.

“I was complimenting Kim,” W spoke, his voice calm and deep, “That was quite a performance.”

My heart raced. What were they doing here? Had we done something wrong?

Her eyes met W’s, hidden behind his mask. In a hushed tone, she admitted, “Thank you, I’m not here just to win the games. This is a… learning journey for David and I.”

“Quite a performance,” I repeated his words. “Did you-”

“We watched, yes,” W replied. “As we mentioned, there are cameras or cameramen everywhere, including the gardens.”

“I see,” I replied, now recalling their earlier mention of it.

J, her vixen mask watching me, spoke softly, “David, we sense that your wife has a thirst for exploration and desire that goes beyond the games. She seeks to discover new depths within herself.”

“I guess she does,” I nodded, trying to make sense of it all. The enigmatic figures seemed to know more than they let on, and their presence hinted at a deeper layer to the Hotwife Games than what I’d originally thought.

“And you?” J asked, the pendant glittering again in the hotel room’s dim light.

I struggled to find words to respond. I felt like a pawn in a game with rules I couldn’t fathom. “I’m learning. Like Kim said.”

W and J turned their masked gazes towards me, their eyes hidden behind the vixen and stag masks. “David,” W said cryptically, “we are like you, people who aren’t content with the ordinary, who crave more from life, more from their desires.”

This was starting to feel weird, so I was relieved when W and J turned back to Kim. Their postures relaxed, and the strangeness in W’s words gave way to a more casual tone. “We’ll be in touch, Kim. A fresh challenge awaits tomorrow.”

“One more thing,” J said, as the couple walked to the door to leave. Her eyes looked me up and down, lingering uncomfortably on my groin area, as though she could see through the towel. “If you wish to gain more from the Hotwife Games - more than is advertised - follow the turning of the leaves.”

“The turning of the-” I began to ask but with that, W and J gracefully exited the room, leaving Kim and me filled with questions and uncertainty.

“What was that all about?” I asked.

“I have no idea,” Kim shrugged, seemingly more unperturbed than I was by the odd encounter. “But I’ll think about it. The turning of the leaves. Hmmm. But right now, let’s get dressed. I’m hungry.”

After the unusual encounter, Kim and I got dressed and headed to the hotel’s restaurant for dinner. The experience in the Secret Garden was still fresh in our minds, and we were eager to unwind and discuss our thoughts.

As we entered the restaurant, we noticed that a few tables were empty, and the absence of some familiar faces caught our attention. Martin and Jacqui, the couple we had struck up a conversation with earlier, were nowhere to be seen. We exchanged a concerned glance, wondering what had happened to them.

Over dinner, the atmosphere in the restaurant seemed distinctly subdued, with whispers and hushed conversations among the remaining couples. We couldn’t help but speculate about the fate of those who had disappeared. Had they been asked to leave right away? That seemed very abrupt, if so.

After the main course, I couldn’t contain my curiosity any longer. I approached the Manager, who was overseeing the dining area, and asked about the missing couples. She regarded me with her usual calm smile and explained, “Unfortunately, a few couples didn’t make it through today’s challenge, and they have been eliminated from the Hotwife Games. Don’t worry. They’re all fine. They had an early dinner before heading home.”

I nodded, absorbing the gravity of the situation. The games were proving to be more demanding and unpredictable than we had anticipated.

Our dinner finished, We decided to visit the hotel’s bar, hoping to find some respite from our thoughts. To our relief, Tina and Joe were already there, seated at the counter, nursing cocktails.

“Hey, you two,” Tina greeted us with a warm smile. “How was dinner?”

“It was all right,” I replied, taking a seat next to Joe. “But did you notice that Martin and Jacqui didn’t make it back?”

Tina and Joe exchanged a concerned glance, mirroring the unease we felt. “Yeah, we noticed,” Joe admitted. “It’s getting real, isn’t it? I guess some of these challenges are no joke.”

We nodded in agreement, the weight of the situation pressing on all of us. We had all come to Diablo’s Retreat seeking adventure and to explore the boundaries of our desires. But now, the reality of the Hotwife Games was starting to sink in.

After a brief conversation, Joe cheekily complimented Kim on her blowjob skills and her awesome breasts. Then, we decided it was best to retire to our respective rooms. Seeing the reality of several couples not making it through was sobering, even if it did put up the prospective prize money for the remaining contestants, including ourselves.

After returning to our room, Kim and I couldn’t escape the lingering thoughts about the day’s challenges and the intensity of what we’d witnessed. We undressed slowly, the mood in the room shifting as we slipped into bed together. The shock of several contestants not making it past the first challenge passed and instead, today’s events had stirred something with us, so that when Kim switched the light off, we immediately moved together. My wife’s lips met mine in a fervent kiss, our tongues dancing with an urgency born from the day’s experiences. Her hands roamed my body, tracing the contours of my chest before sliding down to take hold of my cock, which was already painfully erect. I reciprocated, my fingers exploring every inch of her warm, inviting skin until my fingers found her pussy, sinking inside her wetness.

Her breath hitched as I fingered her fast, getting her ready to fuck. “I’ve never seen you this excited,” she purred, her voice dripping with desire.

I chuckled softly, sliding over her and pushing my cock deep inside. “Seeing you suck all those cocks today, it’s a dream come true for me,” I admitted, my voice low and husky.

“They were fucking huge too,” Kim sighed, then moaned as I began to pump in and out of her. “I hope I get to feel what they’re like inside my pussy instead of my mouth.”

Hearing her say that tipped me over the edge and I didn’t speak after that. I just fucked her as hard and as fast as I could, until I spilled my seed deep inside her. 

As we lay in each other’s arms, the intensity of our connection lingering like a sweet, heady scent, I couldn’t help but hope for the same. It had been fun watching her get all those guys off today, but I wanted to see more. I wanted to see her cum on one of their big dicks. Maybe tomorrow would be the day. Then, I drifted off to sleep, the anticipation of tomorrow’s challenge hanging over me like a promise of the unknown.

* * *

The alarm clock that I’d brought with us and set buzzed, waking us from a restless night’s sleep. As we stirred in our bed, a soft, rustling sound caught our attention. I reached for the lamp on the bedside table and turned it on. Kim sat up beside me, her eyes widened in surprise.

On the floor, just beneath the gap of our hotel room door, lay an unassuming envelope. It was white, sealed shut, with no markings or labels. Curiosity piqued, I slid out of bed and picked it up, my fingers trembling slightly. What could this be?

As I tore open the envelope, a small, golden card slipped out. Kim and I exchanged puzzled glances before I unfolded the card. On it was a message, written in elegant cursive.

“The Gauntlet awaits. Play Area One and the Balcony. You have an hour.”

The Gauntlet. The name alone sent a tiny shiver down my spine. I had no idea what this challenge entailed, but one thing was clear: along with the strange message J had given us last night, the Hotwife Games were getting more and more interesting.

We quickly got dressed, the sense of anticipation and uncertainty hanging heavy between us, causing us not to talk as much as we might have. After a swift breakfast, we returned to our room to prepare and collect the card. The message had given us a location, Play Area One and the Balcony.

“Are you ready?” I asked Kim, as she tied her blonde hair back into a loose ponytail.

“Let’s go,” she smiled, but I could tell there was some nervousness behind the smile.

I reached out and took her hand, watching her gaze softening as I gently squeezed. “No matter what happens, we’re doing this together. We’re exploring our boundaries together. That’s why we’re here, right?”

Kim nodded but just then, there was a knock at our hotel room door. Startled, we both turned our attention to the entrance.

“Who could that be?” Kim mumbled, moving to open the door. Were W and J back to tease us some more with their cryptic ways?

Standing in the hallway were Tina and Joe, the couple we’d befriended during the challenge in the Secret Garden. They looked as surprised to see us as we were to see them.

“Morning,” Joe greeted us with a faint smile. “We had an envelope slipped under our door. It told us to come to your room and follow you to the next challenge.”

“Did you guys get one of those envelopes too?” Tina asked. She looked hot, in a tight white sports top and a very small pair of shorts.

I nodded, holding up the card. “Yeah, we did. ‘The Gauntlet’ in Play Area One and the Balcony. Any idea what that means?”

Tina shook her head, her eyes reflecting a mix of curiosity and apprehension. “No clue. But it sounds more difficult than The Escape.”

Joe glanced at his watch. “Well, we better get going. The card said we had one hour, so I guess it’s time we find out what ‘The Gauntlet’ is all about.”

We stepped out into the hotel corridor and I closed the hotel door behind me. My heart was beating fast already and we hadn’t even gotten to the challenge area yet.

“We can do this,” Tina said to Kim as we headed down the stairs in the direction of Play Area One and the Balcony. “You did really well yesterday to say this is your first time doing this sort of thing.”

“Thanks,” my wife replied with another tight smile. The hotel’s corridors were quiet as we walked past several doors marked as play areas with different numbers, and the sense of anticipation grew with each step.

Finally, we found Play Area One, signed on the front of a pair of dark wooden double doors. As we pushed the door open and stepped inside, I felt excitement mingled with a touch of trepidation, which grew when I saw what was in store for us.

As we entered Play Area One, Kim and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of solitude. It was just us and Tina and Joe, the only two couples present in this long, exhibition-like room. The anticipation grew as we wondered what “The Gauntlet” had in store for us.

The large, exhibition-sized room was dimly lit, with soft spotlights highlighting various spots, which were filled with gym-like equipment. Equipment that I quickly realised was an obstacle course.

At the far end of the room, a large glass door beckoned us toward the balcony, which turned out to be a vast elevated patio at the rear of the hotel. The sprawling view of the hotel grounds and the surrounding forest was breathtaking. It was almost as if we were in a world of our own, separated from the rest of the hotel’s guests.  It was clear that this challenge was going to be unlike anything we’d experienced before.

Kim and I exchanged glances, our hearts racing, as we joined Tina and Joe in the centre of the room, where The Manager stood waiting for us, a smile on the lower portion of her face, all that was visible beneath the crystal-covered white Venetian mask that she wore.

The Manager, ever enigmatic, acknowledged our arrival with a nod and began to explain the rules in her usual composed manner.

“In ‘The Gauntlet,’ your objective is simple: make it from the starting point here to the finish line at the far end of the balcony. But, of course, there are obstacles in your way.”

She gestured toward the series of intricate obstacles that lined the winding path ahead of us. Each one looked more challenging than the last, from suspended ropes to swinging platforms and narrow beams. It was indeed a gauntlet in every sense of the word.

“You could have told us to come in gym clothes,” Kim said, her eyes taking in the room.

“That would ruin the surprise,” the Manager continued, her voice taking on a mischievous tone. “There are five individuals waiting to challenge you. Three men and two women. If you fall from any of the obstacles or fail to clear them, and one of them catches you, they get to do whatever they desire with you for a time penalty of two minutes.”

Whatever they wanted? The implications of those words hung in the air.

The Manager continued, “Be cautious. Being caught more than three times by any of these individuals will result in an automatic failure of the challenge.”

We exchanged glances, understanding the gravity of the situation. The stakes were higher than ever, and our journey through “The Gauntlet” was bound to be a thrilling and unpredictable ride. Was I about to witness Kim get fucked?

Just as the Manager finished her explanation, those three men and two women appeared on the balcony, including familiar faces. The red-haired waitress Irina and Sean, the Irish barman, whom we’d met at the restaurant and bar, were among them. Their presence added an element of intrigue to the challenge. What role would they play in this exhilarating obstacle course?

“One final thing,” the Manager added, turning to leave us to begin the challenge. “Only one couple will progress here. The first couple to make it to the end will face the third challenge tomorrow. The other will go home.”

“No way,” I gasped, looking at Joe and Tina but they only gave us a wry smile and shrugged.

“It is what it is,” the pretty brunette replied. “Good luck.”

“Good luck,” Kim returned and the two women gave each other a hug, before breaking away as the Manager stopped at the entrance to the room. I noticed at that moment that we had a cameraman with us in the room, a short, stocky fellow with a handheld camera poised to record everything.

“When I blow this whistle,” the masked, blonde woman said, holding up a shiny silver whistle in one hand. “It is time to start.” She pointed to the first obstacle, a cargo net that led to a raised platform.

Then she put the whistle to her full lips and blew.
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As the shrill sound of the whistle pierced the air, my heart skipped a beat and I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead before we’d even started. The moment had arrived, and The Gauntlet was officially underway. With adrenaline coursing through my veins, I followed Tina, wasting no time in dashing toward the first obstacle, the cargo net.

The net was suspended several feet off the ground, swaying slightly as the four of us hit it in unison. It looked deceptively simple, but its intricacies became evident as we approached. The net was tight, and the holes between the ropes were just large enough for a foot or hand to fit through. I cursed myself for wearing proper shoes instead of trainers, unlike the two women and Joe, but I’d just have to manage.

Somehow, I took the lead, cautiously placing my foot onto the rung after rung of the net and gripping the ropes with both hands. Kim followed closely behind me, mirroring my movements. I could feel the eyes of the three men and two women, our challengers, their gaze like an electric charge in the air as they gathered below us next to a series of crash mats. The mats must be there to break our fall, should we somehow slip off.

Climbing the cargo net was a test of balance and coordination. Each step required careful consideration, as one misstep could send us tumbling into the arms of our challengers. As we ascended, the net swayed beneath our weight, adding an extra layer of challenge to the task.

Tina and Joe were right behind us, their movements equally cautious. The four of us navigated the cargo net in silence, save for the faint creaking of the ropes and the sound of our breaths.

Reaching the top of the cargo net felt like an accomplishment in itself. Tina was ahead of me as I climbed onto the raised platform, and then we both stopped, catching our breath and exchanging knowing glances. Ahead of us lay the next obstacle, two wide balance beams with crash mats beneath, that we needed to traverse to continue our journey through the challenge.

I took a deep breath and made my way onto the first beam as Tina took her place on the other. My palms were sweaty as I placed one foot in front of the other, cautiously making my way forward. Kim followed suit behind me and I turned to see determination in her eyes.

Joe was close behind Tina on the other beam, and I could hear their encouraging words to each other as they navigated the obstacle. Then Joe saw me looking and called out that we were doing great. We might be competing here together, but we were all in this together, facing the obstacles and the lurking challengers as a united front.

But then Kim shouted something from behind me and I stopped to ask her what she’d said but too late. Something hit me on the side of the head and though I tried to regain my balance, I couldn’t and I felt myself drop through the air to crash on the cushioned floor below me, knocking the wind from my stomach for a moment.

“Got you,” a woman said, wrestling me onto my back and I looked up to see the pretty redhead, Irina as she sat firmly on my chest.

Shit.

“Keep going,” I shouted to Kim who was looking down at me from above with concern on her face. “I’ll catch up.”

I saw another of the challengers throw something and realised that was what had hit me. They had inflated beach balls which they were tossing up at us, trying to knock us off, successfully, in my case.

“Two minutes,” I heard the Manager say from someone out of sight and Irina grinned down at me from where she was pinning me to the floor.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” she murmured, then turned and started pulling at the waistband of my trousers, undoing the button and tugging them down. I started to resist but heard The Manager reminding me of the rules from wherever she was hiding. “If you’re caught, it’s a two-minute penalty during which the person who caught you can do whatever they want. If you resist, it’s an automatic disqualification.”

Damn it. This wasn’t how it was supposed to be. We’d come here for me to see Kim with someone else, not for me to get with someone else but I found myself lying on the cushioned floor of the balcony, my trousers being undone by the red-haired challenger, Irina. My initial resistance gave way to the realization that I had no choice in this matter. The rules were clear, and any resistance on my part would lead to us losing.

As Irina continued to tease and undress me, I couldn’t help but steal a glance up at Kim. She was still on the balance beam, her expression a mix of concern and determination. 

“Go,” I urged her. I didn’t want her to see this and get too far behind Tina and Joe. With a reluctant look in her eyes, she moved, disappearing from view as Irina pulled down my trousers, clearing them from my ankles and then yanking down my shorts so that I was naked from the waist down.

The waitress’s hands trailed down my thighs, her touch sending shivers through me. She straddled me, her gaze locked onto mine, a mischievous glint in her eyes as she lifted her skirt and I realised immediately that she was naked beneath. I caught a glimpse of reddish hair between her thighs and then felt the warmth of her pussy as she rubbed it against my stiffening cock. I couldn’t deny that she was a beautiful, sexy woman and moments later I was hard enough for her to take me inside her.

For the remainder of the next two minutes, Irina and I were in our own world as she rode my cock. She leaned forward, her lips meeting mine, until the two minutes came to an end and Irina withdrew from me, a satisfied smile on her face. The Manager’s voice once again filled the air, announcing the penalty’s conclusion and the resumption of the challenge. The redhead helped me to my feet, and I hastily slid my shorts and trousers back on, feeling a mix of embarrassment and arousal.

“That was fun,” the waitress purred in her exotic accent before I left her, moving forward to the next challenge.

Kim had reached the end of the balance beam during those two minutes, her progress unhindered by challengers. She waited for me, concern still etched on her face. I joined her on the platform by climbing a short ladder, our eyes locking in a silent exchange of understanding.

“It’s okay,” she reassured me. “Come on, we need to catch Joe.”

“Where’s Tina?” I asked, wondering why she’d only mentioned the husband and she pointed forward. When my eyes followed the direction of her finger, I saw the brunette, on the crash mats below the next part of the trial. Sean, the Irish barman, was on top of her, her bare legs wrapped around his back as they fucked.

“What the-” I started but Kim took me by the hand and led me forward, across the second part of the balance beam challenge. We managed to dodge the balls thrown at us, unlike Tina and made it to the other side, where a small metal slide led us to the next part of the Gauntlet.

“We need to stick together,” Kim said as we approached a long ball pool, which we obviously had to wade through to the other side. Complicating the seemingly easy but slow task were two challengers, a bare-chested, bald black man with rippling muscles and a slim but athletic Asian woman whose dark eyes were trained on us as we took our first steps into the knee-deep plastic spheres.

“How do we get around them?” I hissed under my breath.

“We run,” Kim replied with a shrug. “Go.”

Running wasn’t so easy though. Wading through the balls was as difficult as wading through water, maybe even harder because the multi-coloured orbs would stick underfoot and cause you to fall over into their depths. Fortunately, the two challengers had the same issue, so as Kim and I veered to the left, trying to make our way around them, the woman slipped, disappearing into the balls almost entirely.

My heart thudded in my chest as we sprinted through the ball pool, the excitement and fear of being pursued by the challengers adding an electrifying edge to the challenge. We almost managed to reach the other side, breathless and uncaught, but at the very last second, the black man leapt through the air, catching the back of Kim’s shirt.

“Shit,” she cried out and I turned, grabbing her hand and trying to pull her free from the man but at the exact same moment, the Asian woman rose up from the depths of the ball pit, scattering brightly coloured orbs everywhere, right beside me.

I leapt to the side to avoid her, letting go of Kim who was now firmly in the grip of the black challenger and as I did so, I noticed Tina wading through towards us. The Asian woman paused, her eyes switching from me to the woman and then her decision made she charged towards the brunette, tackling her so hard that they both fell into the balls.

“Go,” Kim instructed me, much as I’d done to her when I’d fallen from the beams but I couldn’t. The black man was already pulling down her jeans and panties, her bare pussy coming into view of me and the cameraman who was standing close by, capturing it all on film.

“Two minutes,” the voice of the Manager rang out as I watched the black man lift up Kim’s shirt and rip off her bra savagely, so that was completely naked in front of him. My cock twitched at the sight of his black hands as they roamed her body. What was he going to do in the time he had with her?
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I knew this was part of the challenge, a test of our boundaries and desires, but witnessing another man with my wife ignited a complex mixture of jealousy, arousal, and curiosity. Kim’s willingness to explore her desires and push our limits had brought us to this moment, and there was no turning back.

“Go,” Kim insisted, as the black challenger pulled out his cock. It was already erect and stood out in front of him like a black arrow. “I’ll be fine.”

I wanted to watch but I knew she was right. I needed to keep going. The man bent Kim over at the waist so that her curvy breasts hung beneath her, and then he shoved his cock into her from behind, making her moan loudly.

There it was. Her first new cock since we’d been here - and her first black cock. I watched for a moment longer as he started to thrust into her, hard and fast and then I managed to tear myself away, climbing out of the ball pool and moving forward towards the next obstacle.

As I ran down the partitioned route, the seconds ticked away, I couldn’t help but wonder what sensations and pleasures Kim was experiencing in the hands of the challenger and also, what the Asian woman was doing to Tina. Then I saw Joe. He’d been caught too, midway through the next challenge, by the lovely Irina who had gotten ahead of me while I’d scrambled through the ball pit.

The challenge was a simple rope swing and he must have lost his grip. I took hold of one of the ropes and launched myself from the edge with a short run-up, but much like Joe, the rope was harder to hold onto than I’d realised and I found myself slipping and landing on the padded floor right next to Irina and Joe. She was riding him urgently and I couldn’t stop myself from glancing at his dick sliding in and out of her tight-looking pussy but then out of the corner of my eye, I saw the Asian woman sprinting towards me and I quickly dashed out of the padded area and up the ladder to the platform on the other side. I heard the female challenger curse as I evaded her but then I was distracted by the sight of Tina and Kim, both of them completely naked taking hold of the ropes opposite me.

“Come on,” I encouraged my wife. “Hold on tight. You can do it.”

Kim took a step back, then swung across the gap surprisingly confident, landing deftly at my side.

“Wow. You made that look easy,” I smiled. “Where are your clothes?”

“Back in the ball pit somewhere,” she shrugged. “I wasn’t going to waste time hunting for them. I got some cock by the way.”

“I saw,” I said, my pulse quickening at her words. “Was it fun?”

“So fucking good,” she giggled, then as Tina finally swung across the gap, as bare naked as my wife, she turned serious. “We’re in a race,” she reminded me. “Let’s go.”

Tina was ahead of us now and Joe was climbing the ladder to join us, so it was time to run. Ahead of us was a curved plastic slide that twisted and turned through the glass doors to the balcony patio area outside.

I launched myself down it, speeding to the bottom but when I looked back, both Tina and Kim were having a harder time, inching their way down because their skin wasn’t as slippery against the plastic surface.

“Come on,” I urged Kim, helping her to her feet when she finally slid to the bottom, where I was waiting for her. A cool breeze swept across the terraced area, causing Kim to visibly shiver as we looked at what lay ahead of us.

As we stood on the balcony patio, a new challenge came into view, and it looked nothing short of chaotic. A massive inflatable obstacle course stretched out before us, a labyrinth of bouncy sections, tunnels, and slippery surfaces. The course seemed endless, twisting and turning in ways that made it impossible to see what lay ahead.

With a mixture of excitement and trepidation, we stepped onto the inflatable obstacle course. The bouncy surface beneath our feet made each step unpredictable, and our balance was constantly challenged as we navigated the maze of inflatable walls and tunnels.

Laughter erupted from us as we bounced and bumped into each other, the playful atmosphere momentarily easing the tension of the competition. But our giggles soon turned to gasps as we reached a section of the course that had been coated with a thick layer of foam. When I looked up, I saw a cannon blasting more of the slick white bubbles over the entire area. Next to it was a static camera that slowly turned to focus on me.

“Come on,” I said to Kim, taking her hand and stepping out onto the bouncy flat section before us. The foam was both a blessing and a curse. It made the surface incredibly slippery, causing us to slide and stumble as we tried to maintain our balance. But it also added an element of excitement as we careened around corners and bumped into the inflatable barriers.

Out of nowhere, Tina and Joe arrived, sliding into the foam alongside us. We made our way forward and Tina and Kim, in particular, found the slippery surface challenging. They struggled to stay on their feet, their laughter mixing with cries of surprise as they slipped and slid through the foam-covered maze.

Ahead of us, the three men and two women from the hotel staff joined the challenge. They were wearing goggles and some sort of rubber footwear, giving them an advantage and all five of them wore knowing smiles, clearly relishing the opportunity to catch us on the slippery course. As Tina and Kim slipped and stumbled, the three men closed in while Joe and I tried to navigate our way slowly towards them.

Tina was the first to fall, her feet slipping out from under her as she tried to round a corner. One of the staff members was quick to reach her, his strong arms encircling her waist as he helped her up. Tina’s laughter was infectious, even as she was captured by her pursuer.

Kim, not far behind Tina, also fell victim to the foam-slicked surface. Her eyes met mine for a brief moment as she went down, a mix of surprise and amusement in her gaze. The two other male staff members swiftly caught her, their firm grip steadying her before pushing her up against an inflatable wall.

The two women, Irina and the Asian woman, came for Joe and me, but I managed to find my feet despite the slick surface and darted in a zig-zag that evaded them both. Joe followed in my wake and the pair of us reached the wooden-boarded area with a sign that signified the end of the challenge. The two female challengers balled their fists and cursed that we’d managed to beat them, before turning back to our two wives who were already being pawed at by the men that had captured them.

“Go,” Kim called, waving at me even as the two men who held her against the wall played with her body. The black man was cupping and squeezing her tits as he pulled his cock out, presumably for another go at her pussy. The other man, a tanned young man with short blonde hair was feeling between her legs, causing Kim to gasp as she tried to wave me forward.

I looked behind me at the finish line. There was no point in crossing it. We both had to finish to win the task. We’d come here together and we’d finish this together. So, instead, I watched as the two men did as they wanted with my beautiful wife. The black man took a step back, his booted feet steady on the wet surface while Kim slipped again, having to be held upright by the blond man. Between them, they turned her and bent her over at the waist so that she could suck the black cock in front of her while the other took her from behind.

I had the view I wanted from where I was standing. I could see the young man’s hard, curved cock as it pressed against my wife’s pink slit, before pushing inside, making her body tense for a moment until she relaxed, taking the black dick in her mouth and beginning to suck him while the young man fucked her from behind.

“Wow,” Joe said from beside me and I glanced at Tina. She was on her back, the third male challenger between her thighs, pumping her full of cock while the Asian woman sat on her face, demanding that she lick her pussy. I watched as Irina circled around, watching both of the women being fucked before walking over to Kim, where she cupped her dangling breasts, squeezing them as the two men fucked her at either end.

“I know, right?” I managed to say, my voice coming out in a tight squeak. I’d fantasised forever about this moment - seeing my gorgeous wife being fucked by a big cock and now it was happening, right in front of me.

“Two minutes are up for Tina,” the Manager’s voice rang out and we saw the male and female challengers help her to her feet a few moments before the Manager spoke again through the loudspeaker system to announce the same for Kim.

“Hurry,” I yelled, encouraging Kim to her feet but Tina was already ahead of her. We’d lost. I felt a pit of disappointment in my stomach as Kim reached me and we followed the other couple in charging towards the exit but we were too far behind.

But then, to our surprise, Joe and Tina skidded to a halt, mere feet from the finishing line. They looked at each other and smiled, then turned to face us as we caught up with them.

“We already have the key,” Tina said to her husband, who nodded in return.

“It’s yours,” Joe said as we paused in front of them, wondering what was going on. “We want you to win.”

“What?” I shook my head. “No, you won, fair and square. We can’t let you do this. You’ll be eliminated from the competition.”

“Yes, I agree,” Kim said, putting her hand on Tina’s bare shoulder.

“I insist,” Tina ordered her, grabbing my naked wife by the hand and pushing her towards the finishing line. “We’ll explain sometime in the future. We’ve already won. Just go. And enjoy whatever comes next.”

“Are you sure?” I asked Joe and he smiled and nodded again.

“Have fun,” he said, then lowered his voice so only I could hear. “If you got the same clue we did, turning the leaves doesn’t mean the leaves on the trees or the turning of autumn. Think more metaphorically.”

“What are you doing?” the Manager called out. She was standing on the far side of the finishing line, waiting for us. “The last couple to cross the line are out. Do you understand?”

“We do,” said Joe, then he grabbed my hand and threw me forward towards the line. “Go.”

Kim and I gave them one last look, then we stepped forward to win the second test.
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“Turning the leaves,” I mused as we walked around the hotel later that evening. “What could it mean?”

“He said to think metaphorically?” Kim asked, her head slowly looking around as we walked down the corridor that led to somewhere called ‘The Tower.’

“Yes. What could leaves refer to?” I replied. The teak-coloured doors around us were other play areas, numbered six, seven and higher.

“Turning the leaves,” I mused as we walked around the hotel later that evening. “What could it mean?”

Our exploration of this mysterious riddle began after the obstacle course challenge. The Manager congratulated us on completing the test, and after a brief discussion about the trials we had faced, she handed Kim a robe. “You both performed admirably today,” she said with her characteristic calm smile. “Now, it’s time to return to your room, get cleaned up, and prepare for dinner later. Rest well for the final test tomorrow.”

With those words, she left us to make our way back to our room. We waved goodbye to Tina and Joe who were being taken care of by the five hotel challengers that had pursued us through the course. The exhaustion from the day’s physical challenges was evident, but our minds were buzzing with the cryptic message from W and J after Joe had reminded us about it.

We couldn’t help but feel the weight of the elimination of several couples, including Tina and Joe. Their sacrifice had left a void at the dinner table that evening, a stark reminder of the unpredictable nature of the Hotwife Games.

In our room, Kim and I took turns showering, washing away the sweat and remnants of foam from the obstacle course. The warm water was soothing, and it gave us a chance to relax our tense muscles. As I watched Kim through the steamy glass, I couldn’t help but admire her beauty. Her presence beside me in this peculiar journey was a constant source of wonder.

After our showers, we made love on the bed, barely needing to speak about what had happened earlier. Kim knew how much it had turned me on to see her having sex with the two men. I didn’t need to tell her. After we’d finished, our bodies sweaty again and probably in need of another shower, we dressed in anticipation of the evening ahead. The hotel’s dining area was subdued compared to our first night, with fewer couples occupying the tables. We couldn’t shake the sense of loss, knowing that some of our fellow contestants wouldn’t return for another day of challenges.

As we dined, Kim and I discussed the challenge we’d been through but we kept coming back to Tina and Joe’s sacrifice and the riddle that they’d obviously had prior knowledge of. Tina had mentioned something about already winning and a key, so they must have solved it. We dissected it from every angle, trying to uncover its hidden meaning and now we wandered around the hotel, still trying to work it out.

Kim’s eyes gleamed with understanding as we paused outside a door with a strange golden lock. “Books have leaves, right? Like the pages?”

I tried the handle but it was locked, so we turned back towards the lobby area, then stopped. “Wait. You might be onto something. ‘Turning the leaves’ could mean flipping through the pages of a book.”

The pieces of the puzzle seemed to fall into place. “Remember when we explored the hotel when we first got here?” Kim said. “We saw a library. Maybe we need to go there.”

“It’s got to be,” I replied excitedly, quickening the pace as we walked back down the ornate corridor.

Kim nodded, a determined look in her eyes. “It’s worth a shot. Let’s go find that library.”

As we found and entered the library, an intoxicating aroma of aged paper and leather bindings enveloped us. The sky was dark outside but the room was bathed in the soft, pale moonlight that filtered through heavy drapes that crossed the high windows. The bookshelves stretched from floor to ceiling, filled with countless volumes, their spines bearing names both familiar and obscure.

We exchanged a knowing glance, somehow understanding that this was where we needed to be. The riddle had brought us here, and the answer lay hidden among these shelves. I found the light switch, turned it on and approached the nearest bookshelf, our footsteps loud on the polished wooden floor.

“It has to be this one,” I said, finding a section that was filled with books that seemed to centre around the topic of sex.  ‘The Joy of Sex,’ ‘The Kama Sutra,’ and ‘The Perfumed Garden’ were all on display, standing alongside an array of other titles on sexuality and desire, a testament to the complexity and beauty of human intimacy.

As we browsed through the volumes, Kim’s nimble fingers moved with precision. She pulled a book from the shelf called ‘Story of O’ and as she did, she noticed a small yellow note stuck on the desk in front of us.

“Arthur Dreams of Winning,” she read it aloud.

“Weird. That has to be a clue,” I said and we exchanged puzzled glances, wondering who Arthur might be and how his dreams related to our quest. Searching further, I checked books called ‘Fanny Hill,’ ‘The Awakening,’ and ‘Lady Chatterley’s Lover’ before Kim’s sharp eyes landed on a book titled ‘Dream Story,’ and she pulled it from the shelf with a sense of purpose.

“Dream Story by Arthur Schnitzler,” she said excitedly. “This has to be it.”

As soon as she opened the book, we both gasped. The pages were glued together, a square shape cut out of the centre to hide something. And from it, dropped an ornate silver key.

“A key,” Kim whispered, picking it up and turning it over in her hand. “Tina mentioned a key. They must have found the other one.”

“Look,” I pointed out the shape of the key’s handle. “A stag.”

The silver was intricately carved into the shape of a stag’s head, complete with antlers, just like W’s mask.

“I bet the other key has a vixen, like J’s mask,” Kim guessed, gazing at the key one last time before slipping it into her pocket. “What do we do now?”

“I guess we tell the Manager,” I surmised, with a shrug. “Or we tell W and J directly that we’ve solved their riddle.”

“It’s late,” my wife replied. “Maybe we’ll have a chance to do it in the morning. Plus, I don’t want to screw anything up. Finding the key obviously changed something for Tina and Joe.”

“You really want to see this through, don’t you?” I asked, gazing into her deep green eyes. “You don’t want to miss out on the third challenge.”

“Yes,” Kim smiled. “You saw how many people were left at dinner tonight. Six couples, I think I counted. Even if they all complete their tests tomorrow, that’s what… eighty-something grand each. We can do this, David. We can win it.”

“I’m keen to see what the last challenge holds too,” I nodded, then grinned back at her mischievously. “We haven’t talked about it much yet, but it was incredible seeing you with those men earlier.”

“You finally got to see me take another man’s dick.” Kim leaned in, pushing me back against a desk behind me. Her lips brushed against mine. “Two dicks, in fact. Two very big dicks. They fucked me good, David. I just wish it had lasted longer than two minutes.”

“Me too,” I said, feeling my cock harden, pressing into her as she leaned her body into mine.

“Hopefully tomorrow, I’ll get some more dicks,” she purred, her mouth trailing down my neck now and her hands suddenly at my zipper. “And this time, I want them to cum inside me. I want you to watch me cum, David.”

I knew I should stop her. We shouldn’t be doing this in such a public place like the library. Someone could walk in at any moment but I was too horny.

As Kim’s hands began to explore inside my pants and her lips pressed hungrily against mine, we were both lost in the passionate moment, oblivious to our surroundings now. Desire had a grip on us and moments later, Kim’s panties were on the floor and she was sitting on the desk, her skirt hitched around her waist and her bare pussy glistening with wetness after I’d finished licking her.

I stood and pulled out my cock, stepping between her parted thighs and I thrust into her as she swept several books onto the floor from atop the desk to make room for her to lie back.

I held her hips, fucking her and letting out the tension that had built up inside me tonight but just as things were heating up and I was starting to feel myself getting close to climax, the library’s heavy wooden door creaked open. A gasp caught in Kim’s throat, and we hastily separated, our faces flushed with embarrassment and desire.

The tall, handsome man who called himself the Concierge entered the room and stood looking at us, appraising the situation. With his impeccably styled hair and an air of professionalism, his expression was a mix of surprise and disapproval as his gaze moved from our dishevelled appearance to the rumpled pages of the books we’d tossed to the floor.

“May I ask what you’re doing here after hours?” he inquired softly, his tone polite but tinged with a clear note of authority.

I cleared my throat, my voice cracking as I struggled to explain. “We were just… uh, looking for a book. We got carried away.”

Kim nodded, her cheeks still flushed with embarrassment as she pulled her skirt down to cover her exposed pussy. “Yes, exactly. We didn’t mean to intrude or anything.”

The Concierge regarded us for a moment longer, his expression unreadable. Then, he nodded slowly. “I understand, but the library is not open at this hour. I’ll have to ask you to leave.”

“Apologies,” I replied, tucking away my cock but the man held up his hand, making us wait.

“You can finish what you started, if you want,” he grinned, his formal air slipping. “Don’t mind me.”

“No, we’re fine,” I replied but Kim gave me a look before the Concierge spoke again, his tone firmer this time.

“Oh, I insist,” he said, gazing at my wife intently.

To my surprise, Kim smiled and hitched her skirt back up, giving him a good view of her shaved pussy as she parted her legs. “I was enjoying myself,” she purred. “But maybe I’d rather you finish the job than my husband.”

“What?” I said, then immediately silenced myself. Of course, I would have enjoyed finishing fucking her, but the prospect of getting to watch her with this tall, handsome stranger was enticing.

The Concierge’s eyes flickered with amusement as he stepped closer to Kim. There was a predatory gleam in his gaze that sent shivers down my spine. Kim, on the other hand, seemed to revel in the attention, her desire and curiosity trumping any embarrassment she might have felt.

He reached out, his hand brushing Kim’s bare thigh, and she shivered at his touch. Slowly, he knelt between her legs, his fingers tracing patterns on her inner thighs, moving closer and closer to her exposed core.

I watched, a mixture of arousal, jealousy, and intrigue swirling within me as The Concierge lowered his head and began to tease Kim with his tongue. Her moans filled the library, a symphony of pleasure that seemed to echo off the walls of the wood-panelled room.

The sight was mesmerizing. The Concierge was skilled, his technique expertly driving Kim to the brink of ecstasy. Her fingers tangled in his dark hair, pulling him closer as her hips bucked against his eager mouth.

It wasn’t long before Kim’s body tensed, and she cried out in release. The Concierge didn’t stop, continuing to worship her with his mouth until she begged for mercy, her breathless pleas filling the room.

Finally, he stood, undoing his suit trousers and pulling out his erect cock. He wasn’t as big as some of the men we’d encountered but he wasn’t small either, his penis curving upwards, the tip large and mushroom-shaped as he pushed it into my wife’s waiting hole.

“Oh, God, yes,” Kim sighed breathlessly. “Fuck me.”

The Concierge put his hands on my wife’s bare hips and screwed her roughly, thrusting in deeply and hard, shoving her further up the desk for better access. This was what I’d always wanted to see. A man take my wife rough and hard while I watched.

A second climax rocked through Kim after just a couple more minutes, her back arching from the dusty wooden desktop, prompting the man between her thighs to lift her shirt and pull up her bra to look at her tits as he kept on fucking her.

I couldn’t bear it. My cock was aching, so I levered it out of my zipper and jerked off, enjoying the sight of my wife having hot, impromptu sex with a complete stranger, like the slut I knew she could be. 

Then he pulled out, holding his cock in his hand and a long streak of cum erupted from him, landing on Kim’s bare mound. As soon as I saw that, another man marking my wife with his sperm, I came too, spurts of sticky white semen shooting out and landing on the polished floor, much to my chagrin.

Once the Concierge had finished squeezing out the last few drops of his cum onto Kim’s puffy lips, he tucked his cock away and with a triumphant smirk on his lips, helped Kim to her feet from the desk. She was unsteady, her legs trembling from the intensity of her orgasms. The Concierge’s eyes never left hers as he spoke.

“Did you find whatever you were looking for in the library?” he asked with a sly grin.

Was he referring to the key, or the sex? I wasn’t sure.

“We did,” my wife smiled, bending to pick up her panties.

I scuffed my foot over the spots of cum on the floor, hoping he didn’t notice as he looked at me.

“Then in that case, you should probably go,” the Concierge said, raising an eyebrow. Did he know I’d jerked off while watching?

With that, he turned and left the room, leaving Kim and me in a state of disarray and disbelief at what had just happened.

“That was so good,” she whispered and I nodded in agreement.

“It really fucking was.” I couldn’t help giggling and after checking that the key was still in her pocket, we left the library and returned to our room, hand-in-hand, to talk about the crazy thing that we’d just done.
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The shrill chime of our alarm clock shattered the quiet of our hotel room. Groggily, I reached out to silence it, blinking away the last vestiges of sleep. Through the gap in the hotel room curtains, I could see warm-looking blue skies.

Beside me, Kim stirred, her long-lashed eyes slowly fluttering open. A languid smile curved her lips as she turned to me. “Yesterday was incredible,” she whispered, her voice filled with a mix of tiredness and contentment.

I couldn’t help but grin in response. “It really was. Who would’ve thought our journey here would lead to you fucking a random guy in a dusty old library?”

Kim giggled and as we lay tangled in each other’s limbs, the possibilities of the day ahead danced in my mind. What did the final challenge hold for us? How would it compare to the two exhilarating trials we’d faced so far and Kim’s unexpected fuck last night?

Our musings were interrupted by a brisk, unexpected knock at the door. We exchanged a puzzled glance before slipping out of bed, hastily grabbing our robes to cover our nakedness.

With tentative steps, I approached the door and turned the handle. To our surprise, the Manager stood in the hallway, her serene smile unwavering, the upper half of her face masked as always. She extended a small, ornate golden card toward us. “Good morning,” she greeted us. “I trust you had a restful night. This is your final challenge.”

Kim accepted the card, her fingers delicately tracing the intricate patterns on its surface. “Thank you,” she replied. “Can you give us a hint about what to expect?”

The Manager’s blue-eyed gaze held a hint of mystery. “I’m afraid I can’t divulge any details. You’ll find out everything after lunch. Head to the west wing of the hotel at 1 pm sharp.”

Before we could ask more questions, the Manager paused, her expression changing. “Oh, and the Concierge informed me that you found the key.” Her eyes bore into mine intently.

Kim and I exchanged a surprised look. So he had meant the key when he asked that final question. Still, I hadn’t expected the Concierge to share that information but of course he would. “Yes, we did,” Kim confirmed.

The Manager’s serene smile widened. “Congratulations. That means you’ve already won. You have the option to skip the final challenge if you wish.”

The thought of bypassing the last challenge and claiming our prize, whatever it was, was tempting. We had already pushed our boundaries beyond anything we’d imagined. But then, I saw the determination flicker in Kim’s eyes.

“Thank you for the offer,” she said, her voice unwavering. “But we’ve come this far, and I think we want to see it through to the end.”

I nodded in agreement, my pride in my adventurous wife swelling. “We’re in.”

The Manager’s serene expression remained unchanged as she nodded. “Very well. I’ll see you at 1 pm.”

I looked at the card. It read, ‘The Doors To Desire.’

“The Doors to Desire,” I said out loud. “That sounds mysterious.”

“I think you’ll enjoy it,” the Manager licked her lips and then winked at us, breaking her usually formal poise. “Enjoy your morning.”

With that, she turned and left, leaving us to contemplate the day ahead.

* * *

After lunch, Kim and I found ourselves in the west wing of the hotel, as instructed. The corridor was similar to the one we’d explored earlier, adorned with teak-colored doors labeled ‘6,’ ‘7,’ ‘8,’ and ‘9.’ Each door, no doubt, concealed its own secrets and challenges.

The Manager stood before us, back to her calm and aloof presence, a stark contrast to the anticipation that filled the air between Kim and me. Our host wore a pristine white dress that emphasised her curves and I found myself staring for a moment until Kim noticed and elbowed me gently.

The woman gave us a nod of acknowledgement as we approached, then gestured toward the four doors. “Welcome to the final stage of the Hotwife Games,” she began. “Behind each of these doors lies a challenge. You have three challenges in total. To access the final room, door 9, you must collect ten tokens from the games behind doors 6, 7, and 8.”

Kim and I exchanged a glance. It seemed straightforward enough. “Is there any particular order we should follow?” I inquired.

The Manager’s smile remained enigmatic. “Ideally, you should tackle the rooms in order. However, you may choose to change the sequence if you wish. It won’t affect your ability to proceed to door 9.”

We nodded, absorbing the information. Our minds raced with curiosity, wondering what lay beyond each of those doors. What kind of challenges awaited us in these final trials?

“What should we expect when we go in there?” 

The Manager stepped back and, with a press of a button on her watch, initiated a countdown. “You have one hour to complete all the challenges. Time starts now.”

Adrenaline surged in my veins as Kim and I looked at each other.

“The seconds are ticking,” the Manager’s voice said from behind us as we turned to look at the first door, door 6. We exchanged another look filled with determination and anticipation, then, as one, moved toward the door, ready to face whatever lay behind it.

* * *

“Welcome to ‘Guess Who,’” said Sean the barman in his Irish accent as we closed the door behind us. The room was dimly lit, with soft music playing in the background, creating an intimate atmosphere. It was obviously a hotel room during the normal activities of the business, but for today, the bed had moved to create room in the centre, where Sean stood.

“Let me tell you the rules of this game,” said the Irishman.

Kim and I shared an excited but also nervous look as he explained. Kim would be blindfolded and, in turn, would orally pleasure three different men. Her task, once the blindfold was removed, was to correctly identify which three men she’d sucked and which was number one, two and three.

“Okay, I understand,” Kim said, her breathing already laboured with anticipation.

Sean stepped forward, already partially undressed, his lack of a shirt displaying a muscular and lightly-haired torso, and he blindfolded my wife with a soft, red silk scarf. The suspense hung heavy in the room as Kim knelt and he put his hands on her shoulders, urging her to the floor.

“Are you ready?” he asked and when Kim nodded, the door to playroom 6 opened and a tall, Korean or Japanese fellow joined us in the room, closely followed by a cameraman and the Manager.

The newcomer undid his trousers and pulled out a shaved, average-length but girthy penis. Sean got his out, he was slightly bigger but not quite as girthy.

The room was filled with hushed murmurs and the soft rustling of clothing as Kim got to work, with the Asian man being the first to rub the head of his dick against her lips. It was a surreal moment, and I watched as she pleasured first him, then Sean, her lips and tongue working their magic.

As I watched her mouth work up and down the Irishman’s shaft, the Manager came to me and whispered in my ear.

“You’re the third man, David. Put your dick in her mouth.”

I stared at her until I realised she was serious, then did as I was told. There was no time to be embarrassed, we were working against the clock, so I pulled out my modest penis and replaced Sean in front of my wife and put it into her mouth.

After a minute of sucking me to hardness, the Manager spoke again, for us all to hear this time.

“You have to make one of them cum to end this section,” she instructed Kim and my wife nodded as I backed away for a moment.

“The second one,” Kim said. “I’ll make the second one cum.”

Sean smirked at me as he took his place in front of my wife and I watched as he put a hand on the back of her blonde hair, guiding his dick back into her mouth and then letting Kim pleasure him with her mouth and hands until after several minutes, he grunted and shot his load down her throat.

When he backed away, Kim smiled, swallowing the cum, her task complete. Her blindfold was removed by the Manager, and she blinked, adjusting to the light as she gazed upon the three men before her.

The Korean and Sean still had their dicks out, so a simple clue was that one man was hard and the other was obviously spent.

With a confident smile, she began to point, her choices clear in her mind. “Dick one… is you,” she said, pointing at the Asian man. “Dick two… is Sean,” she continued, her finger directed at the Irish barman, who grinned at her in return, tucking it back into his pants. “And that makes penis three… you,” she concluded, pointing at me with a wide smile. “I’d know that dick anywhere.”

A tense silence filled the room as the moments ticked by. The anticipation was palpable, and then Sean, our amiable barman, broke into a wide grin. “She’s absolutely right,” he declared.

Kim’s face lit up with joy as Sean handed her three tokens, in the form of silver coins, each one marked with a stag and vixen, as many things here seemed to be.

“One challenge down, two to go,” said the Manager. “Do you want to head to the next room?”

Kim wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and passed me the three tokens to keep. “That was fun,” she whispered, then planted a kiss on me unexpectedly. I could taste the salty cum on her lips as I followed her and the Manager out of the room and towards the door marked with a 7.

The room was another hotel room, but this time, the bed was in the centre as it should be. The surprise here was its occupant.

“Greetings,” said the Concierge, his handsome face beaming at us as we entered. “Welcome to the second test of your final challenge. This is ‘Resistance’.”

The Manager and the cameraman followed us into the room, closing the door behind them while Kim and I waited to see what was going to be required of us this time.

“Kim, I need you to undress for me,” the blonde masked woman said softly.

“Undress… totally?” my wife asked, a slight tremor in her tone.

“Undress fully,” the Manager confirmed, then waited until Kim nodded, taking off her top first, then her bra, tossing it to the floor. I saw both the cameraman and the Concierge enjoying the sight of her full breasts as she continued to disrobe, until all of her clothes were in a pile at the side of her. Kim crossed her arms in front of her breasts defensively, as the Manager explained what would happen next.

“In here,” the woman continued, walking to the side of the bed and pulling out a polished wooden box with a velvet-covered lid, “I have a variety of… toys. Some of my favourites.”

She lifted the lid and pulled out a large black dildo, as long as my forearm and as thick as my wrist.

“This is just one,” she murmured, admiring the toy in her hand before continuing. 

“Very nice,” the Concierge commented, beginning to undress too. I’d guessed he was a part of this but what was going to happen? Once he was naked, his curved, large-headed cock hanging down between his legs, he climbed up on the bed and lay flat, smiling at Kim the whole time.

“You’re going to straddle him,” the Manager instructed, “And put the tip of his cock just inside you. Only the tip, then, I’m going to have some fun with you.”

“But what’s the challenge?” Kim asked, her arms still wrapped around herself, hiding her breasts, even though her shaved pussy was on full display to us all. “What do I have to do?”

“Just resist,” the Concierge took over explaining from where was lying on the bed, stroking his cock to hardness with one hand. “If you push down onto my cock, you lose. If you orgasm, you lose. For every three minutes you hold out, up to a maximum of fifteen minutes, you’ll win a token.”

Oh, fuck. My cock stiffened again at the thought of what was being asked of her.

“I can do that,” Kim said confidently. “Do we start now?”

“Whenever you’re ready,” the Manager replied, her mouth twitching upwards at the corners as if she was looking forward to this. She probably was.

“I love you,” my wife whispered into my ear, then she moved towards the bed, climbing on top of it and swinging one of her long slender legs over the Concierge as he smiled up at her.

“Hello again,” he said softly, making Kim giggle as she followed the Manager’s instructions, hovering her married pussy just above the man’s erect dick as he held it upwards for her. “Remember, only the tip.”

Kim bit her lip as the head of his dick pushed between her lips, then she held herself there. “I’m ready.”

“Start the clock,” said the Concierge and the Manager did so, pressing a button on her watch and then going to the box, leaving the large black dildo on the bed and bringing out a silver steel object.

“We’ll put this in first,” she chuckled, her obvious amusement breaking the tension in the room somewhat. I knew what it was and so did Kim; a butt plug, and my wife sighed, then bent forward slightly so that the Manager could slide it between her ass cheeks. 

“There we go,” the Concierge murmured as Kim groaned at the intrusion of the sizeable steel plug into her ass. “Good girl.”

Once it was in, the Manager returned to the box and came back with a tube of lube, which she proceeded to squeeze onto her fingers.

“Menthol infused,” she whispered to me, then stood next to Kim and smeared some lightly onto her nipples, which puckered rapidly at the touch.

“It’s cold,” my wife groaned, still holding her pussy just on the tip of the cock beneath her.

“Wait until I put it on your clit,” the masked woman told her.

“What?” Kim exclaimed but it was too late. The Manager reached down and rubbed some of the lube onto the swollen nub just above where the purple tip of the man’s cock was nestled.

“How does that feel?” he asked her gently.

“Oh, fuck,” Kim gasped, her legs trembling slightly. “It’s cold… but nice.”

I couldn’t believe I’d just seen another woman rub my wife’s clit but it was going to get better. Now the Manager had the black dildo in hand and she reached in first, to move the Concierge’s cock away for a moment, and then thrust the long rubber toy into Kim’s pussy.

I watched as she fucked my wife with it, causing Kim to moan loudly, losing control for a moment and thrusting back onto the toy but as soon as she did, the Manager pulled the toy out, took hold of the Concierge’s erection and placed it at the entrance to her pussy.

“No, you can’t do that,” Kim gasped, her thighs quivering with arousal. “Please, let me fuck him.”

“Only five minutes gone so far,” the Manager informed her, glancing at her watch. “That’s only one token.”

Kim took a deep breath and held firm, staying positioned atop his erection, fighting the temptation to sink down onto it.

“Next toy,” the Manager said cheerfully, this time pulling out a vibrating wand from the box. “Let’s see if we can get this little slut to orgasm.”

Kim closed her eyes as the masked blonde woman switched on the device and then pressed the buzzing ball on the end of it to her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned instantly.

“Don’t cum,” the Concierge reminded her.

“Six minutes,” the Manager said, while gently moving the tip of the wand over Kim’s exposed clitoris.

“I can’t…” Kim said through gritted teeth. “I’m going to cum. I can’t help it.”

“Don’t,” I encouraged her from where I was standing a few feet away. “You can hold out.”

“I… Oh, fuck,” my wife growled, her voice deep and husky and then she came, her thighs trembling violently and a gush of clear fluid shooting from her pussy as she squirted, something she did very rarely - if ever. The Manager held the wand on her clit as the orgasm rocked through my wife and then Kim sank down onto the Concierge’s hard, wet cock, taking him fully inside her.

“Six minutes is two tokens,” the Manager informed us, but Kim wasn’t listening. She was riding the Concierge’s cock with gusto, rocking her hips against him, her head tossed back with her blonde waves dropping down her back.

“I want you to cum inside me,” she said in an urgent tone that was almost a snarl.

“Oh yeah?” the handsome man beneath her responded, grabbing her tits and then thrusting up into her hard. “You want it, do you?”

“Give it to me,” Kim panted. As she fucked him, the Manager turned to me, one raised eyebrow showing above the top of her silvery-white mask.

“Is she always like this?” the woman asked softly.

“No,” I replied honestly as the cameraman moved in closer, capturing every passionate moment on film.

I felt like reminding Kim that we had a time limit but it wouldn’t have stopped her. She ground her pussy onto the Concierge’s cock hard as he thrust upwards into her until eventually, he grunted and then the two of them slowed and stopped, Kim collapsing on top of him, her lips finding his for a long, steamy kiss before she rolled away.

“I’m not sure the men next door will be thrilled that your cunt is full of cum,” the Manager told my wife as she lay there, exhausted and panting. “But seeing as you only have twenty minutes left, you don’t have time to clean up.”

Kim sat up, her chest still rising and falling as she got her breath back. “Okay. I’m sorry. I got carried away.”

“Come on then,” the Manager prompted us, opening the door back to the corridor outside. “Let’s get going. Oh, and don’t bother putting your clothes back on, Kim. You won’t be needing them.”
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Kim and I exchanged a nervous glance as we entered the eighth room, the final challenge of our journey in this mysterious hotel. We had only twenty minutes left on the clock and still needed five tokens to unlock the last door. The Manager and the ever-present cameraman followed us into the room, the heavy door closing behind us with a thud.

This room, like the ones before, was another repurposed hotel chamber. Its transformation was apparent from the moment we stepped inside. The large bed dominated the centre; however, in contrast to the previous rooms, an assortment of furniture was placed against the walls. A dim, seductive light filled the room, casting shadows that seemed to dance around the erotic atmosphere.

“Welcome to the final challenge,” the Manager announced, her voice taking on a tone of anticipation. “This is ‘Submission.’”

Kim and I exchanged another glance, curiosity mixed with apprehension. What could be in store for us now?

The Manager continued, “In this room, your task is simple, yet challenging. You must submit to each other’s desires. The more you indulge your partner, the more tokens you’ll earn. But remember, you only have twenty minutes.”

Kim and I nodded in unison, absorbing the rules. It seemed less physically demanding than the previous challenges, but in a place like this, we knew better than to underestimate what lay ahead.

The Manager gestured toward the assortment of furniture. “Feel free to use any of the items in the room to explore your desires. You can start now.”

With that, she and the cameraman moved to the side, granting us privacy while they watched from the shadows.

Kim and I looked around, taking in the array of possibilities. There were silk ropes, feathers, and other intriguing implements laid out on a nearby table. A large, ornate mirror against one wall reflected our uncertainty back at us.

“It’s as simple as that?” I asked, not trusting a word. “Kim and I have sex? That’s it?”

“I said partner.” The blonde woman smiled my way. “That doesn’t necessarily mean you, David.”

At that moment, the door behind us opened and several men walked in. Sean, the Korean guy, two black guys, one who had chased us through the Gauntlet and the blonde guy from that same challenge, and then two other men I hadn’t seen before. Seven men in total stood in the room, staring at my still-naked wife, causing her to cover her breasts with one arm and her pussy with the other hand.

“There’s no point in being shy now,” I muttered under my breath, giving her a reassuring smile.

Kim tried to regain her composure but I could tell she was suddenly nervous, perhaps intimidated by the number and sheer size of the men in the room. The two newcomers, a red-haired guy with a fiery beard and a bald-headed bodybuilder type were in particular, ripped as well as tall.

“You need five tokens,” the Manager reminded her. “For each different way that you please your partner, or all of them, I’ll give you one token. Your time starts now.”

The masked woman pressed a button on her phone and retreated to the far side of the room to watch. It took a moment for any of us to move. She started the game so suddenly that I think she even caught the seven bulls off guard.

“Kim,” I prompted her. We needed to secure five tokens quickly to unlock the final door. The clock was still ticking, and my desire for her to succeed burned hotter than ever. “You can do this.”

She nodded, pushing a lock of blonde hair out of her face, exposing her breasts finally, then moved towards the seven men, her confidence coming through. As she approached, their eyes followed her every step, a mix of anticipation and desire reflected in their gazes as they stared at my wife’s bare tits. When she was confident, like this, Kim’s allure was undeniable, and it was clear she held their full attention now.

Without a word, she reached out to the nearest man, Sean, the friendly Irish barman. Her fingers brushed lightly over his chest, tracing a slow, tantalizing path down to the waistband of his pants. She hooked her fingers into the fabric and began to undo them, her movements deliberate and unhurried.

The room was filled with a charged atmosphere as Kim dropped to her knees before Sean, her skilled hands working to reveal his throbbing arousal. His response was immediate - a low, guttural groan that echoed the collective desire in the room.

With a wicked grin, Kim took him into her mouth, her lips closing around him with an expert touch. Her tongue swirled and danced along his length, and it was clear that she was determined to make him cum as quickly as possible.

The other men watched with a mix of jealousy and arousal as Kim brought Sean to the brink of ecstasy. Some of them pulled out their dicks in preparation, stroking themselves while watching her work Sean’s cock. 

The Irishman’s fingers tangled in her hair as he neared the edge, his breath coming in ragged gasps. With a final, fervent suck, Kim sent him over the precipice, and he groaned loudly, releasing into her mouth. Kim swallowed his release with an air of satisfaction, then looked up at the Manager, her gaze filled with expectation.

“One token,” the Manager announced, her tone remaining unchanged.

Kim nodded, and I could see the determination in her eyes. We were making progress, and with the first token in hand, the final door was getting closer to being unlocked.

But there was no time to rest. The clock was still ticking, and we had a limited window to complete this challenge. Kim turned her attention to the other men in the room, a glint of excitement in her eyes. She was on a mission, and she was ready to earn those tokens, one seductive encounter at a time.

She took a bold step forward, her eyes locking onto two of the men in the room; the red-haired guy with a fiery beard and the bald-headed bodybuilder. They were both muscular, towering figures, their desire palpable as they watched her every move.

Her smile was sultry as she approached them, her fingers lightly brushing against their sculpted chests. She stepped between them, and they willingly made room for her in the centre of their desires, but then she took their hands and led them both to the bed.

As she lay atop the soft, white cotton sheets, the red-haired man moved closer first, his hands caressing her soft curves. He kissed her passionately, his lips claiming hers with an intensity that left no room for doubt about his desire and while they kissed, he stripped off entirely, his long, thick dick dangling in front of him as he joined her on the bed.

Meanwhile, the bald bodybuilder lowered himself onto his front on the sheets, parting her thighs, his tongue finding its way to Kim’s eager flesh. He teased her with expert strokes, igniting a fire within her that burned hotter with every passing second.

“Submit to whatever they ask of you,” the Manager instructed. “Remember you need to satisfy each man in a different way to gain a token.”

Kim moaned, her pleasure building as the two men worshipped her with their touches and kisses. She surrendered herself to the bodybuilder as he moved his heavy body over her and I had a perfect view as he positioned his short but thick cock at the entrance to her pussy and then shoved in with all the power you’d expect of a man his size.

The room was filled with a symphony of moans and gasps as Kim’s ecstasy mounted. Her body moved in perfect harmony with the big man’s thrusts, each movement of the man above her, each kiss from the red-haired man, pushing her closer to the edge.

As a climax washed over her, Kim cried out in ecstasy, her thighs quaking and her back arching but the big man atop her kept her pinned to the bed, using her pussy with short, powerful strokes until moments later, he rammed into her one last time, forcing the air from her lungs in a loud sigh and then he filled her with his cum.

“Two tokens,” the Manager announced. “Now find another way to pleasure someone.”

As the bodybuilder moved, Kim took hold of the redhead’s cock, jerking him fast as he sat on the bed. Then, shockingly, he opened his legs and told her to lick his balls and ass as she wanked him.

My wife complied without hesitation, her mouth going to his smooth shaved balls, taking them in her mouth and sucking them while her hand jerked up and down his hard shaft. Then she moved further down, her tongue caressing his ass crack, brushing over his perineum and further down to his asshole. That was something she’d never done with me and I couldn’t take my eyes off it. My wife was truly a slut in this moment, and I loved it.

When it was over, and the redhead man was the next to cum, his white semen spurting out and landing all over my wife’s hand, she looked to the Manager, her expression hopeful.

“Three tokens,” the Manager confirmed, her voice as cool and controlled as ever.

Kim nodded, a triumphant smile on her lips. We were getting closer to unlocking the final door, and with only two more tokens to go, victory felt within reach. Time was still ticking away, but Kim was determined to claim that last token and complete our journey through the mysterious hotel, she beckoned over the rest of the men.

“How long do I have left?” my wife asked of the Manager. “What else can I do to earn tokens?”

“You have ten minutes, so be fast,” the masked blonde answered. “Use your imagination.”

The two black men joined my wife on the bed, as did the Korean and the blond man. I could only watch as they positioned her on her knees and then one of the black men shoved his huge cock in her mouth, while the other slid underneath her, pulling her pussy down onto his dick. She moaned out loud at the size of him - her pussy lips were stretched out to the maximum around his thick girth as he began to push up into her, but it wasn’t going to stop there.

The blond man got behind her, positioning himself between the black man’s legs so that he could aim his sizeable erection at her ass.

No fucking way could she do this. She couldn’t take two big dicks at the same time.

“Are you ready?” the young man asked and Kim nodded, moaning around the black dick in her mouth as he pressed against the tight, pink bud of her asshole. Surely, she couldn’t manage two big cocks, even if it was in different holes.

But she did. Inch by inch, the young man’s dick entered her, forcing its way in until after a few seconds, she was fully impaled on two huge cocks. This was crazy. Then, they began to fuck her, being careful to go slowly and finding a rhythm that worked, their huge penises see-sawing in and out of her while she tried to suck the cock in her mouth.

My own dick was hard again, threatening to burst out of the front of my pants but I resisted the urge to get it out and jerk off again. The clock was ticking. I needed to watch every single moment. I might never get to see Kim doing anything as dirty as this ever again.

“She’s so fucking tight,” the young man moaned as he fucked her ass. “She feels so fucking good. I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it,” I told him, worried about how much time we had left. “Cum in her ass if you want.”

So he did, shoving himself so deep inside her that she yelped for a moment until the black man kneeling in front of her thrust his cock down her throat again.

“Hell yeah,” the young man said, a moment later, pulling out of her. A long string of cum connected the end of his cock to my wife’s asshole, snapping only when he walked far enough away.

“Four tokens,” the Manager announced. “Five minutes left.”

“My turn,” the Korean man said, climbing to the bed and I watched as the three remaining men took it in turns to fuck her, only for a minute or so each, aware that we were limited for time. They rolled her onto her back, the black man being the first to cum, emptying himself inside her pussy. The second finished on her face, jerking off over her as she licked his balls and then the Korean, the last to cum, knelt over her pushing his golden cock between her tits.

“Shove them together for me,” he commanded my wife and she complied, pushing them tight around his cock with her hands.

“One minute,” the Manager announced, looking at her watch. This was going to be close.

Seeing an exotic man like the Korean fuck my wife’s tits was unlike anything else I’d witnessed up until this point. She’d done everything now. I’d lost count of the number of dicks that she’d sucked in the past three days, and several men had used her hands, pussy and even her ass. Now, she was about to make a guy cum with her tits.

Then he grunted and thrust forward, spurts of cum oozing out of him, some landing on Kim’s chin, some pooling in the hollow of her throat and the rest splashing upwards and onto her upper chest and breasts as he squeezed the last few drops out by hand.

“Five tokens,” the Manager said. “Just in time.”

“We did it?” Kim asked, looking up at the blonde woman, her face anxious.

“You did,” our host confirmed. “Now it’s time to go through room 9.”

It took a few moments for Kim to recover from the thorough fucking that she’d received, but once she’d recovered her senses, the Manager pulled a fluffy white bathrobe from a drawer, next to the table full of sex toys which we hadn’t even needed.

“Follow me,” she said, handing Kim the robe.

Leaving the men in the room behind us, we stepped out into the corridor and walked the short distance to the last room.

“Ten tokens open the door,” the masked blonde said, producing a key from her pocket and unlocking it. “Go in and collect your prize.”

Kim and I exchanged a brief, triumphant glance as we stood in front of the final door, our path through the mysterious hotel nearly complete. The challenge in the previous room had been intense, pushing the boundaries of our desires, but we’d prevailed, earning the precious tokens required to open this door.

As the Manager ushered us inside, we were met with an unexpected sight. W and J, dressed impeccably in a grey suit and a cocktail dress and masked as always, sat elegantly in the room, awaiting our arrival.

The room itself was a stark contrast to the ones we had encountered before. It exuded an air of sophistication and opulence. The lighting was soft and romantic, casting a warm glow across the space. Plush furnishings and tasteful decor adorned the room, creating an atmosphere of luxury and comfort.

The Manager, still masked and enigmatic as ever, gestured for us to approach the couple. Kim and I exchanged another glance, our curiosity piqued. We had come so far, and overcome challenges that had tested the boundaries of our desires and trust in one another. Whatever awaited us here was the culmination of our journey through the mysterious Hotwife Games.

W and J, their expressions unreadable, welcomed us with a polite nod. 

The Manager, her voice as composed as ever, addressed us, “Congratulations on reaching the final room. This is where your journey in the mysterious hotel concludes. To unlock the full experience and earn your ultimate prize, you must present your tokens to your hosts.”

With a sense of anticipation, Kim handed over the tokens she had diligently earned in the previous challenge. J collected them in her hand and counted them carefully, ensuring they were all there. Once satisfied, she nodded in approval.

W and J remained seated, their eyes locked onto ours, awaiting our decision. The gravity of the moment hung in the air as Kim and I waited for them to speak.

Eventually, W smiled, stood up and shook my hand.

“I always thought your destiny was to stand here, before us, Kim and David,” the black man spoke first, his voice deep and resonant from behind the black crystal-covered Stag mask. I noticed then that he was wearing the same Stag and Vixen pendant that I’d seen the Manager wear one time.

“Destiny is inescapable,” J added. A glance at her impressive cleavage revealed that she wore one too. Then she smiled and spoke softly. The words we’d waited to hear.

“So, congratulations. You just won the Hotwife Games.”
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  Epilogue

  
  




After our hosts finished congratulating us, even awarding us with our own pair of stag and vixen masks as a way of an extra reward, we were told to return to our room and clean up. We were the first to face the final challenge and so, also, the first to succeed.

“Four other couples face their final test today,” the handsome Concierge informed us, after we’d finished cleaning up and were greeted in the restaurant for dinner. “Depending on how many of them complete the last task, you will win a share of the prize pot. Right now, it’s a minimum of one hundred thousand dollars.”

“Really?” Kim’s face was a picture, her deep green eyes glowing with joy. She turned to me. “David, that’s enough to-”

“Enough to fix everything,” I nodded, a wide smile pulling at my cheeks at the numbers I’d just heard. “And more.”

We were treated to the finest meal that evening when we were joined by another couple who completed their task, a black couple who we hadn’t talked to much before now.

Our room beckoned later that night and Kim was tired and sore from the day’s activities, so we slept soundly without making love, both of us still spent from earlier, and in the morning we met the final two couples to make it through. The fifth couple weren’t so lucky and we were told, had broken the rules somehow and were being spoken to by W and J this morning.

So, with four finishers, we were the winners of a hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars. A life-changing amount but two mysteries remained. Who was going to be announced Queen of the Hotwives, and what was the point of the mysterious stag-headed key that we’d found?

During the day, we had one last dinner, surrounded by the opulent decor of the hotel’s restaurant. We arrived in the order we finished, so we were first and then the other couples began to arrive one by one. Each couple had their own story, their own journey through the challenges of the Hotwife Games, which we shared with one another, enjoying the dirty details and surprises that we’d all faced along the way. 

And then finally, after we’d dined on the finest food and drunk the best wine, we were summoned to the hotel lobby for one final audience with the Manager, the Concierge and our mysterious hosts, W and J.

We expected it to be a presentation of our prize money and a farewell, but what happened next shocked us all.

I thought the Hotwife Games was over, but it had one final twist in store for us.







  Afterword



What? You can’t end the book there, I hear you cry. There is one more part to tell, which will be coming soon, in The Hotwife Games: Insatiable, which will be book 6 of the series and will reveal the Queen of the Hotwives and the final secret that the Diablo’s Retreat holds in store for our couples. But before we get there, you should check out the other four books in the series, all written by four of my favourite fellow ACHE authors.







  The Games Continue



Kim and David have made it through their three challenges but there are more stories yet to be told from the Hotwife Games…

[image: Image]

The Hotwife Games: Invincible by Delores Swallows




Invincible: Jade and Kenny had lived the vixen/stag lifestyle for their entire married life. Her first dalliance with another man actually taken place during their honeymoon, and Kenny had enjoyed every single playdate she’d had since. Their regular arrangement of her seeing a bull every couple of months was disrupted when an old friend of Jade’s sent her details about a sexy event taking place in New England, USA.




Curiosity piqued, they followed the link to a website that made bold promises. It claimed The Hotwife Games was a competition designed to push couples’ boundaries of love, trust and desire. The website also explained the attendees would be competing for prize money and the coveted ‘Queen of Hotwives’ title, but Jade paid those details no heed. She was more interested in the part that promised to unleash her inner desires and explore new dimensions of passion.




They discussed the implications and felt their marriage was strong enough to withstand anything thrown at them during the competition. Their relationship wasn’t just strong, it was invincible. Their subsequent application was successful, and travel documents duly arrived, all paid for by the generous organisers.




When they reached The Diablo’s Retreat Hotel, it became immediately apparent that this wasn’t just some sordid little backstreet event for people to get their jollies. The setting was like something from a fairy tale, which suggested the challenges they were about to face would also be something special.




As predicted, Jade and Kenny were confronted with situations they had never encountered before. For Kenny, some of the challenges he faced were more enjoyable than others.




In the face of eleven other beautiful hotwives, Kenny knew his wife wouldn’t be intimidated. Though not fiercely competitive, she was intensely passionate. And as she’d already pointed out, she wasn’t there to win the title.




She was there for some kinky fun!




www.thehotwifegames.com




Also, check out the rest of the series:
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The Hotwife Games: Intolerable by Manus Dare




The Hotwife Games: Inexorable by BR Saiph




The Hotwife Games: Inexhaustible by Thomas Roberts




And the mysterious conclusion:

[image: Image]

BOOK 6: INSATIABLE







  Also By Paul Garland



The 1st ACHE Collaboration




The Hotwife Key Party: Tina




The 2nd ACHE Collaboration




The Hotwife Games: Inescapable




The Wishing Faery Chronicles




A Second Bite At The Cherry




The Holiday Hotwives Series:




Tina: Taking One For The Team




Tina Takes Another One For The Team




Kelly: Takes Two To Tango




Stacy: Three’s A Crowd




A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast




Gemma: Four Little Words (coming soon)




The Improper Investigations Series:




A Hotwife’s Love Letter




The Detective Hotwife




The Thirst Trap (coming soon)




A Size Queen Story Series:




Part 1: Great Lengths




Part 2: Hard Feelings




The Cuckold Collection Series:




Size Matters




Ex Appeal




Dark Curiosity




Locked Up




Access Denied




Access All Areas




Cleaning Up




The No Angels Novels Series:




The School Reunion




Dawn’s Dark Desires




The Photo Shoot




The Bad Crowd




Katie’s Casting Call




Sara’s Shocking Secret




No Angels: The First Collection




No Angels: The Second Collection







The No Angels Stories Series:




Tales of the Black Cats Club:




#1: The Cat That Got The Cream




#2: Cat Got Your Tongue?




#3 Cat And Mouse




The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio:




#1: The Camera Doesn’t Lie 




#2: Camera Shy




#3: Lights, Camera, Action




The Sexy Season Stories Series:




Tracy’s Trick or Treat




A Cuckold’s Christmas Carol




A Hallowe’en Hotwife House Party




The Cerulean Archives Series:




Hannah’s Helping Hands




The One That Got Away… Until He Didn’t




Perfectly Cucked!




Over Cucked!




I Caught My Wife In Bed… With My Boss




The Cerulean Erotica Presents Series:




The Dream Holiday Nightmare




What Would You Do?




A Seduction in Sorrento




A Friend in Need




Beth and her Boss




Costa Del Cuck




The Complete 6-Book Bundle







  A Note To The Reader



I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!




By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list to stay updated about those future projects.




Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!




Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!




Until next time,




Paul







  

  
    About the Author
  


  
    Paul Garland is an author of erotic novels and short stories, guaranteed to keep you turning the lust-filled pages until the early hours of the night. He lives with his wife and two children in a small house in the suburbs of Sheffield, England along with a lazy green budgerigar, an African Grey parrot that curses and a tubby tabby cat which would love to eat either. (Preferably the vulgar-tongued parrot.)




He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories, The Sexy Season Stories and The Cerulean Archives. 2022 began two series, Holiday Hotwives and A Size Queen Story and 2023 introduces a new series, Improper Investigations.
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