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1.   Lost in the Storm

It was Saturday afternoon. Faye and I had only moved into our new home on Monday, but everything seemed set for us to start work the following week. That was one of the perks of being an expat—my company had taken care of all the details around the move as part of my new 24-month contract. The only thing left to arrange was flying the kids over in a month, ready for the start of the school year. We’d left them with Faye’s mum during the transition.

I sat at my desk in the living room while Faye paced around, chatting on the phone with our eldest daughter. I’d angled my laptop screen slightly so Faye couldn’t see what I was doing.

And for good reason—I was scrolling through the menus of a hotwife dating forum, trying to figure out how to delete an account I’d foolishly created the night before. I’d set up a profile, written a brief description of Faye and me as a couple, and even posted an ad looking for potential bulls. Worst of all, I had uploaded a photo of Faye and me.

It was a stupid impulse, purely for indulging my secret hotwife fantasy—pretending to myself that Faye and I might go through with it when I knew it was out of the question. The people reading the ad didn’t know that, though, and I’d already received dozens of messages from potential bulls. Faye had shut down the idea of sharing her when I’d subtly hinted at it once before, and I wasn’t about to risk her finding out about the profile. I needed to delete it before she caught wind of the emails and texts flooding in.

Why did I do this? I should’ve known better.

I stared at Faye’s photo.

What did I expect? Posting a photo of a wife like her? She turns heads effortlessly. Though she never acknowledges the attention, we both know she’s a magnet for men’s desires. Look at her shoulder-length hair—a cascade of light brown waves. And her long, graceful neck; flawless, fair skin. Her symmetrical, delicate face—a picture of softness: a straight nose, full lips, and bright, warm eyes.

I glanced up at Faye, who was now circling slowly near the window, the phone to her ear, laughing lightly.

Her voice... so soft and inviting. It just makes her even more appealing.

And her body...

At 5’5”, she carries herself with understated elegance. That slim, firm figure. Her perfect waist-to-hip ratio accentuates her hourglass shape.

Faye caught my gaze and gave me a soft smile as she continued chatting. I smiled back, my eyes drifting down to her chest.

Those natural C-cup breasts—so round and full. They fit her silhouette perfectly.

My gaze wandered further down.

Her flat stomach, her slender yet strong thighs and legs. And that firm, rounded bum. Maybe I love that more than her breasts. It adds an extra allure, doesn’t it? Every movement is graceful, almost unconsciously so, as though charm itself is ingrained in her being.

I looked back at her photo on the screen.

She’s a mother of two—already 36—but her glowing complexion and fit physique belie her age. And her smile... so disarming, effortlessly lighting up a room.

I sighed.

Yeah, men are drawn to her. But she’s always been steadfastly faithful to me—never once reciprocating their admiration.

I nodded to myself.

That’s who Faye is: kind, loyal, quietly alluring, with a beauty that feels effortless yet undeniable.

And here I am, betraying her trust.

I can’t do this to her. Going behind her back? How stupid.

Where’s the fucking delete...

Suddenly, I jumped as Faye’s voice came from right behind me. “Dave, Emily wants to know if you’ve checked the website about that camping skills workshop she sent you.”

I quickly switched windows, my cursor landing on a random ad for cabin sales. “Er... no, but,” I stammered, “I was actually thinking of buying a cabin in the mountains.”

Faye raised her eyebrows. I clicked on the ad. Someone was selling a custom-built cabin.

“Yeah, why not?” I said, pretending to browse the pictures and description. “It’s about twenty five square metres—brand new. There’s a bed, a table, three chairs, and a stove. It looks really cosy. It’s in a secluded spot, away from the crowds, close to the lake and not far from town. Could be a great little getaway.”

“Em, let me talk to your dad—he’s up to something. I’ll call you back later,” Faye said, hanging up, then turned to me. “Are you serious about this?”

I nodded.

“Let me see.” She leaned over my shoulder to look at the ad.

Worried she might grab the mouse and start clicking through my open windows—and accidentally discover the hotwife dating site—I quickly closed the laptop and said, “Photos can be misleading, honey. I’d rather see it in person before making any decisions.”

She straightened, and just as I expected her to walk away, she said, “Okay, let’s call the seller and arrange a viewing.”

“Right… call the seller.” I opened the laptop again and reached for my phone, a little unsure but knowing I had to keep up the act. I glanced at the ad. “What’s his name? Luke.”

I dialled the number on the screen, and Luke picked up almost immediately, sounding confident. “Hello, Luke speaking.”

“Hi, my name’s David,” I introduced myself. “I saw your ad for the cabin.”

“Which one? The one at the lake?”

“Yes. Do you mind if I put you on speaker? My wife’s with me, and she’d like to hear the conversation.”

“Sure, go ahead.”

I turned on the speaker.

“Hello, Luke,” Faye chimed in. “I’m Faye.”

“Hi, Faye. What a beautiful name,” he responded enthusiastically, his voice bright.

Faye smiled, clearly pleased with the compliment. “Thank you.”

I jumped back in. “Faye and I are looking for something we can start using right away.”

“My cabin’s ready to go, Dave,” Luke replied confidently. “Can I call you Dave?”

“Sure.”

“Faye and you could move in tomorrow if you’d like. Just the two of you?”

“Well…” I hesitated, glancing at Faye. “It’s just us for now, but our kids will be joining us in a month. We’ll need a cabin with two double beds, so maybe this one won’t work after all. Sorry to waste your time.”

I was about to hang up when Luke stopped me. “Hold on, Dave. There’s just one bed now, but there’s room for another. I can add a second double bed if you decide to buy the cabin—same price. Are you and Faye in town this evening?”

“Yes, we are.”

“Why don’t the two of you come and take a look? I can be at the cabin at seven thirty.”

I glanced at my watch. “It’s already four, and we’ve got some work to do in the house. We won’t be done until at least six, maybe six thirty. I’m not sure we’ll make it by seven thirty, Luke. How about tomorrow, or maybe next week?”

“I can’t do tomorrow,” he said immediately, “and I’ll be at work next week.”

I was looking for an excuse to avoid going—or buying the cabin at all—so I said, “Well, maybe we should leave it for now—”

“Where are you from, Dave?” Luke interrupted.

“London.”

“Ah, I thought so. That accent—I grew up in London too. Moved here three years ago. Dave, this isn’t London. It’s a small town—no traffic jams, especially on a Saturday night. Leave by six thirty, and you’ll be at the lake’s car park in twenty minutes, easy.”

“Right… twenty minutes.”

“Yes. Do you want me to meet you there or at the cabin? There’ll still be plenty of light for a stroll.”

“Emm…”

“The cabin’s about twenty minutes from the car park along the southern trail. Take a left at the third fork, and you’ll see it. I’m good with either.”

I didn’t appreciate Luke’s patronising tone, so I decided to assert myself. “Luke, we’ll meet you at the cabin. After all, we’ll have to make the walk from the car park if we buy it.”

“Right, you can’t drive up to it,” he said, matter-of-factly.

“That’s fine. If we want something cosy and secluded, it’s got to be away from traffic, doesn’t it?”

He chuckled. “Exactly, Dave! Cosy and secluded. I like the way you’re thinking. So, see you and Faye at seven thirty?”

“Yes, we’ll be there at seven thirty. See you then.” I hung up before either Luke or Faye could say goodbye, not in the mood for any more of Luke’s smug attitude.

The rest of the afternoon passed quickly as Faye and I got busy around the house, tackling small adjustments to the living room and bedrooms. Once we were done with our chores, we took showers, changed into shorts and T-shirts, grabbed sandwiches and drinks for an early dinner, and stepped out into the back garden to enjoy the summer sun.

By the time we finished eating at 6 pm, we still had thirty minutes to spare before leaving for Luke’s cabin. So we lay back on the garden loungers, savouring the late afternoon sunshine—so much more intense than what we were used to back in the UK. The air was crisp, the sun warm, and time slipped by unnoticed as we soaked it all in.

When I finally glanced at my watch, it was already 7 pm.

“Shit, Faye, it’s seven o’clock!”

“Oh, no!” Faye exclaimed, jumping up from the lounger.

I followed suit but hesitated for a moment. “We’ll be late. Luke won’t be thrilled.”

“Yeah, but backing out now?”

“It’s rude. Let’s go.”

We hurried back inside.

I grabbed the car keys, and without even changing out of our light clothes, we jumped in the car and set off for the lake.

By 7:20 pm, I parked at the lake’s car park, and, following the signposts for the southern trail, as Luke had instructed, we headed for his cabin. Initially, despite the trail weaving through trees and thick undergrowth, it seemed straightforward enough to follow. However, after about ten minutes of walking, the clear path gradually turned into a confusing web of smaller tracks. Neither of us was into trekking, so we decided the safest thing to do was head back to the car park and call Luke.

But retracing our steps proved trickier than expected. After another ten minutes of wandering, we realised we were well and truly lost. I pulled out my phone to check the map, but it was useless. The app showed a maze of lines, supposedly indicating paths or trails, but with no names or markers to make any sense of them.

And then, as if things couldn’t get worse, the heavens opened. It wasn’t just a light shower—it was a full-on downpour, the kind we were unprepared for. Within moments, we were drenched. The rain was so heavy that visibility dropped to only a few yards in any direction. I shoved my phone back into my pocket, and we started walking again, aiming for what we hoped was the direction of the car park.

Our light clothes clung to us, soaked through and through. I was in nothing more than a T-shirt, shorts, and trainers, and Faye had on denim shorts and a thin T-shirt that was plastered to her skin, her hardened nipples from the cold clearly visible through the wet fabric. She hadn’t even worn a bra, not imagining we’d end up wandering the woods in the rain and cold. Her already-soaked socks squelched in her trainers with every step, and my own feet slipped more often than they found firm footing. By now, any semblance of a trail had turned to mud, and we couldn’t see a path for the life of us.

Panic set in.

We decided to turn south, hoping to stumble upon the cabin. But after half an hour of trudging through the trees, slipping in the mud, and taking a couple of tumbles, we stopped. The rain had become torrential, and to top it off, a thunderstorm had rolled in. With every crack of thunder, we flinched. We watched in horror as the nearby stream swelled before our eyes.

I pulled out my phone again. Thankfully, there was still a signal. A string of missed calls from Luke flashed on the screen—he’d been trying to reach us. Swallowing my pride, I dialled his number.

“Where are you, Dave? Did you get lost?” Luke’s voice crackled through the line, barely audible over the storm.

“Yes,” I admitted, looking around at the rain-soaked forest. “Can you come and find us?”

“Where exactly are you?” he asked.

“Umm... not sure,” I said, feeling helpless. The only landmark I could identify was the swollen stream. “There’s a stream nearby, and it’s rising fast.”

“Right. Don’t panic,” Luke said calmly. “Stay where you are, but get to higher ground if you can. The streams here are notorious during storms. I’ll come and get you.”

The next thirty minutes were the scariest of our lives. The storm was massive. Soaked through and shivering with cold, Faye and I huddled together under a tree, holding each other in silence, praying we wouldn’t be struck by lightning.

Finally, through the curtain of rain, we saw a man approaching.

He was better prepared for the weather than we were, but clearly not enough—he was still thoroughly drenched. His lightweight rain jacket clung to his shoulders, streaked with mud. His hiking shorts and sturdy yet well-worn boots seemed more suited for casual walks than trekking through muddy trails. The boots were caked in grime, and the smears on his jacket and scratches on his legs made it clear he’d slipped and fallen more than once.

“Luke!” He held out his hand to Faye.

“Faye,” she replied, shaking his hand.

“God, you’re freezing!” Luke said, giving her a soft smile.

I had to admit, he had a charming smile. And not just that—he was an attractive guy in his thirties, from what I could see through the rain. Six-foot tall, broad-shouldered, and well-built, with a handsome face, even in the semi-darkness from the storm clouds.

“Sorry, I’m cold,” Faye said, smiling back apologetically.

“We’ll get you warmed up in the cabin,” Luke said, releasing her hand and turning to me. “Nice to meet you, Dave.”

I shook his hand. “Nice to meet you, Luke.” I gestured at the sky. “Where did this storm come from? We weren’t ready for it at all!”

He chuckled. “Neither was I. I’m not really a mountains and woods kind of guy.”

I raised an eyebrow at that. “Then why build cabins?”

“Oh, no, I don’t build them. I’m an IT guy, more into hacking than building or hiking.” He laughed lightly. “My cousin—” A clap of thunder drowned him out, so he repeated, “My cousin James builds the cabins. I just win them off him in poker.”

“You win cabins in poker?”

Luke laughed, clearly pleased with himself. “Yeah! Won this one just last month.”

“Good deal,” I said with a smile.

“Yep. I’ll sell it and cash out.” He glanced at Faye, who was shivering even more now, then shrugged off his jacket and draped it over her shoulders. Beneath it, he wore only a T-shirt that was already soaked through. Placing a hand on the small of her back, he said, “Come on, let’s get moving.” He gently steered her in the direction he’d come from, taking the lead. “Follow me and be careful—it’s slippery.”

Faye and I followed Luke in silence, focused on our steps, careful not to slip. Thirty minutes later, we reached the cabin—just in time. The storm had eased briefly, but the heavy clouds and fading light signalled that it wasn’t done with us yet. Darkness was fast closing in.


2.   Cabin Lights and Thunder

Luke pushed the cabin door open, holding it for Faye and me to enter before following us inside and letting it shut behind him.

He reached up and flicked on a lamp hanging from a hook in the ceiling. “Battery powered,” he said, with a touch of pride, as if highlighting an ingenious solution.

The warm glow spread evenly across the rustic space, softening the edges of the timber walls and lending the cabin a cosy charm. There was a table by the window, three chairs, and, as advertised, a king-size bed. Though the room wasn’t small, it was hard to see how another bed might fit.

“Turning the lights on was easy,” Luke said as he moved towards a stove against one of the walls. “But starting this stove? Not so much—at least not for me.” He shot Faye and me an almost apologetic smile. “Either of you any good with stoves?”

Faye and I both shook our heads.

Luke nodded towards the stack of wood next to the stove. “The good news is, James left us plenty of wood. We’ve got enough to keep warm for the night.”

“Oh, no, we weren’t planning on staying overnight,” I said.

“Exactly,” Faye added. “Actually, Luke, we might just head back to the car.” She looked around, then gave him one of her softest smiles. “We’ve seen the cabin, so if you could show us the way to the car park, maybe?”

Luke smiled back and glanced at the window, hesitating. “I could try, but it’s pitch black out there… And with this weather… I’ve only been up here twice before, both times during the day…” He walked over to the window, peering out with concern. “The storm’s picking up again, but if you’re sure, we—”

He was interrupted by a flash of lightning and a thunderclap as if nature itself were proving his point. He turned back to us, shrugging with a small, apologetic smile. “I doubt we’ll make it safely in this weather. It’s not worth the risk.”

Another flash of lightning lit up the cabin, followed instantly by a deafening crack of thunder overhead. A downpour began hammering on the roof.

Faye and I exchanged a glance. Luke had a point. After barely making it here in that storm, did we really want to risk it again?

The rain grew even stronger, pounding against the cabin with force.

Faye and I walked cautiously to the window and looked out. The storm raging outside made it almost as dark as night. A flash of lightning blinded us, and we turned away. A rumble shook the cabin.

“Not sure about this, guys,” Luke said. “Flash floods are common around here, James warned me.”

“Maybe it’s not worth the risk,” I admitted, though reluctantly. Then I thought of the car and turned to Luke, a tinge of worry in my voice. “Is my car safe where it’s parked? By the lake?”

Luke waved his hand casually. “Oh, yeah. If it’s in the car park, it’s safe.”

“It is, yes.”

“Then it’s safe. Very safe. Mine’s there too—I didn’t plan on staying here overnight either, but with this storm?” He paused as another clap of thunder rolled over, then grinned at us. “This might last till morning. I suppose we’d better settle in for the night in my—potentially your—cosy cabin.”

I pulled out my phone. Remarkably, there was still a signal, and I managed to check the weather app.

“Fuck!” slipped through my lips as I saw the forecast—heavy rain until four in the morning. I turned the screen to Faye.

Just as she looked, a flash of lightning pierced the cabin, flooding it with light for a moment, followed by a deafening crack of thunder. She shivered, and I couldn’t tell if it was from the cold or a jolt of fear.

“It’s going to be like this all night, hon,” I said softly.

Faye nodded, glancing around the room, her shoulders tense. “Yes. Maybe we should… hunker down here,” she murmured, shivering again.

I tucked my phone back into my pocket and wrapped my arms around her. She felt chilled through, just as I did.

“Let me start the fire,” Luke offered, heading to the stove, clearly taking our shivering as his cue to warm the place up.

Holding each other for warmth, Faye and I watched him set to work. For someone who claimed not to be much of an off-gridder, he wasn’t doing half bad. Squatting down, he stacked plenty of kindling and small, dry wood pieces in the centre of the stove and lit the fire. With the stove door ajar, he crouched patiently, adjusting the damper to let in more airflow and encourage the flames to grow. Although I was fairly sure he was supposed to add the larger logs before starting the fire, he threw them on after it had caught, and surprisingly, it worked. Soon, the flames were crackling, and the cabin began to warm as he closed the stove door and stood up.

“Not bad, eh?” he said, rubbing his hands, a proud smile on his face. He bent over, removed his waterlogged boots, and flipped them upside down to let the water drain. Then he took off his socks, spreading them on the floor next to the stove to dry.

Straightening up, he looked at us. “You two had better get out of those wet clothes and shoes, or you’ll catch a cold.”

Faye and I let go of each other, slipping off our trainers and peeling off wet socks. Barefoot, we brought them over to the stove and placed them to dry as Luke had. Faye unzipped the jacket and slid it off her shoulders, her damp T-shirt clinging to her curves. She glanced around for somewhere to hang the jacket.

“We can use the chairs,” Luke suggested, nodding towards the three chairs by the table. He quickly fetched two of them and set them in front of the stove with their backs facing the warmth. I followed his lead, bringing the third chair and positioning it alongside the others, its back also facing the stove.

Luke took the jacket from Faye’s hands and draped it neatly over the backrest of one of the chairs. Then he stripped off his T-shirt, revealing a well-defined set of abs and toned triceps, and spread it flat on the seat beneath the jacket. Without hesitation, he removed his shorts, leaving him in just his briefs. I hadn’t noticed much before, but now it was hard to miss—the guy was certainly well-endowed. The bulge in his briefs was… substantial.

And it wasn’t just me who noticed. Faye’s eyes flicked to the bulge as well. When she caught me watching her, her cheeks flushed, and she quickly looked away.

Luke bent down and laid his shorts neatly on the floor next to his boots. Straightening up, he glanced at Faye and me with a playful grin. “Come on, you two! What’re you waiting for? Get those clothes off and hang them up to dry.”

Faye and I remained silent, unsure what to do. He had a point. We couldn’t stay in our wet clothes. But what were we supposed to wear if we took them off?

There was a thunderclap, and after it subsided, Luke queried, amusement flickering in his expression, “Are you planning to stay in your wet clothes?”

“Emm…” I hesitated for a moment before asking, a nervous smile tugging at my lips, “Do you have any spares to borrow?”

He shrugged, his voice apologetic. “Afraid not, sorry. James wanted the cabin completely uncluttered for the sale. At least he left the bed linen.” He nodded at the bed. Faye and I followed his gaze. He added with a chuckle, “We’ll wrap up in the duvet. Why not?”

“Well, I suppose,” I murmured, pulling off my T-shirt and draping it over the backrest of the second chair. Then I slipped off my shorts and spread them across the seat.

Faye stood nearby, shivering slightly, hands clutching the hem of her T-shirt as her gaze flickered between Luke and me, uncertainty clouding her expression.

Luke stepped forward, resting a hand on her shoulder. “Aren’t you going to get out of those damp things, Faye?”

Their eyes met, and he grinned. “At least the T-shirt?”

A shy smile curved her lips. “I… don’t have a bra.”

Luke chuckled, letting his hand fall from her shoulder and nodding at her chest. “Oh, I can tell!”

Faye looked down, noticing for the first time how her wet T-shirt clung to her, her hardened nipples clearly outlined. She wrapped her arms around herself, cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

Luke’s smile softened. “Faye, we’re in survival mode here—nothing to be embarrassed about.”

She shook her head, murmuring, “I still… I can’t.”

“Just take off the shorts, then. You’ll end up ill if you stay in those drenched clothes.”

Faye looked at me.

I shrugged. “He’s got a point, love. Better get dry.”

She looked back at Luke, who nodded, his smile reassuring.

Slowly, she let her arms drop, resigning herself to the exposure of her nipples, visible beneath the wet fabric. Taking hold of the hem with one hand, she raised her T-shirt slightly and reached for the button on her shorts with the other.

She paused, looking up at Luke.

He nodded again, his smile warm and inviting.

With a shy smile of her own, Faye unfastened the button, pulled down the zip, and, letting go of her T-shirt, grasped the waistband of her shorts with both hands. She eased the shorts down to her ankles, her hips twisting slightly as she bent over.

The neckline of her T-shirt dipped, revealing her firm, round breasts hanging naturally. Luke and I both took in the view, silently captivated.

She stepped out of the shorts, picked them up, and stood upright.

Luke’s and my eyes shifted from her chest to between her thighs, where the damp fabric of her white thong clung to her, revealing the shape of her shaved pussy lips and landing strip through the thin material.

Catching our gaze, she swiftly placed her hands over the gap between her thighs, still holding her shorts, and gave us a shy smile.

She stepped to the third chair—the only one still free of clothes— and, covering herself with one hand, carefully laid her shorts on the seat.

Her hand lingered protectively in front of her thong as she looked up at Luke, asking, “Luke, do you have a gown or… something I can cover up with?”

He gave her an apologetic smile, shaking his head. “No, I’m afraid not.” His voice was drowned by a loud thunderclap overhead. “If I’d known, I would’ve brought something. But honestly, Faye, staying warm is more important than covering up.” He nodded towards her chest.

Faye hesitated, her gaze drifting to the stove, where the fire was blazing behind the glass door. She bit her lip, clearly contemplating.

“Honey… just do it, I think,” I murmured softly.

Without looking at me, she turned around, giving Luke and me a full view of her perfectly shaped bum, her toned cheeks framed by the edges of her thong.

Luke and I both watched, mesmerised, as she peeled off her T-shirt, the muscles in her back flexing subtly. Then, she turned back to us, hugging her breasts with one arm, and held out the T-shirt.

Before I could reach it, Luke stepped forward, taking it from her hand and carefully draping it over the backrest of the chair where she had placed her shorts. He turned to her with a soft smile. “See? Not so bad, is it?”

Faye returned his smile, nodding. “No… it’s not.”

“There’s nothing to feel shy about,” he said gently. “We’re just drying off.” He glanced at me with a grin. “Look, Dave and I will take off our briefs too, won’t we, Dave?”

Before I could respond—or Faye could object—he grabbed the waistband of his briefs and slid them down, letting his thick, heavy cock swing free.

“Oh my God!” Faye gasped, instinctively covering her mouth with both hands, her breasts briefly exposed before she remembered and hugged them again. But her gaze remained fixed on Luke’s impressive manhood.

Luke bent over to remove his briefs completely, then straightened up, his cock fully on display as he turned back to Faye, chuckling. “Keeping warm and dry’s more important than showing a bit of skin, isn’t it?”

Instead of averting her gaze, as I’d expected, Faye giggled, her eyes still on Luke’s cock. “That’s… definitely more than a bit of skin.”

“Well, you’re right…” He grinned, glancing down at his member and giving the shaft a light stroke, his cockhead bouncing as he let go. Meeting Faye’s eyes again, his own glinting with mischief and pride, he added, “Skin’s for old men. This one’s a muscle that works long and hard.”

Faye blushed but didn’t look away, laughing softly. “I can tell, Luke.”

Still smiling, Luke set his briefs on top of his T-shirt, already spread across the seat of the chair he’d been using for his clothes, then turned to me. “Go on, Dave, be brave!”

“I am,” I murmured with a shy smile, pulling off my briefs. I laid them next to my shorts on the seat of the second chair and glanced at Faye, deliberately avoiding looking down at my own penis to keep from comparing myself to the substantial sight next to me. “That’s done, now! Showing skin, too, honey,” I added with a nervous chuckle.

Faye shook her head, amused, her arms still crossed over her chest. “Yeah. You’re crazy, Dave.”

“No, he’s not,” Luke interjected. “He’s done the right thing.”

She turned her head, looking at him.

His and her eyes met.

Watching her, I couldn’t miss the way she looked at him. There was a spark in her eyes—a mix of amusement, curiosity, and something deeper. Her smile was gleeful, almost subconsciously flirtatious. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing slightly quicker. It was clear she found Luke attractive: his striking appearance, confident stature, and the easy charm of his playful demeanour had captivated her.

Luke stepped closer, placing a hand on her hip. “Come on, Faye, do the right thing too!”

Faye’s smile faded, and she stepped back, his hand slipping off her waist.

“What?” He laughed. “Go on, do it! Take off your knickers and jump into bed!” He gestured towards the bed.

She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“Why not?” He shrugged, his tone casual.

She held his gaze, her lips pressing together as she weighed his words. Is he toying with her?

Reaching out, he brushed her elbow lightly with the back of his hand. “Just take off your wet thong and cover yourself under the duvet. Then Dave and I’ll join you.”

She remained silent, trying to read his face. What’s with this guy… pestering her, yet somehow…

Luke smiled. “Are you really going to stand here wet and cold while Dave and I snuggle up, dry and comfy in bed?”

Luke’s odd sense of humour caught Faye off guard, and she couldn’t help but giggle. “You two snuggling in bed? That, I’d love to see!”

“Oh, not like that!” He waved his hand dismissively, then glanced at me. “No touching each other, right?”

I chuckled. “Absolutely not!”

He laughed, too. “We’ll only be touching your lovely wife.”

Faye’s smile froze, and mine did too. We turned to look at him.

Was he serious? Did he really mean what he’d just said?

I shifted slightly, angling my pelvis to hide my growing erection—just the thought that he might have meant it was enough to arouse me so much that if he’d said anything more, I’d have had a full-blown erection.

Faye and I stared at Luke, his expression hard to read.

Maybe he meant it? He couldn’t. Or could he?

A moment passed, then another, and then Luke broke into laughter. “I was joking! You should’ve seen your faces.”

Faye and I joined him, laughing. What else could we do?

He nodded at the bed. “But seriously, Faye. Standing around like this will get you ill.”

She glanced at the bed, biting her lip. Then, having made a decision, she turned briskly to him. “OK, turn around!”

He grinned, realising he’d just persuaded her, and turned his back to her.

Faye released her hold on her chest, exposing her lovely breasts. She grasped the sides of her thong, slid it down her legs, and bent over to step out of it, baring her neatly shaved pussy with its landing strip above. She carefully placed the thong on top of her T-shirt, which was draped over the backrest of the third chair.

Quickly, she tiptoed to the bed, pulled the light duvet to one side, and climbed in, sitting with her back against the headboard. She wrapped the duvet around herself, hugging it against her chest. Then she called out, “The two of you! You can join me now!”

Luke turned towards the bed, and we both approached it, but before I could climb in, he jumped onto it, pulling the duvet from one side and exposing Faye’s side and thigh.

“Luke!” Faye squeaked, jerking her head back. Her wide eyes locked on him, disbelief written across her face.

Undeterred, he leaned back against the headboard, settling himself beside her.

Blushing, she allowed him to pull part of the duvet over himself.

“Come closer, Faye!” Luke coaxed.

“Luke!” she protested, her voice sharp.

“We’ve got to make room for your husband, or do you want him chattering his teeth over there?” He nodded towards me.

Faye glanced at me.

I gave a shy shrug, smiling.

After a moment of hesitation, she inched closer to Luke, and before she could react, he wrapped his arm around her shoulders, pulling her against him with a chuckle. “It’s much warmer like this.”

Allowing his arm to rest around her, Faye shifted her gaze back to me.

I smiled briefly and climbed onto the bed, settling on her other side, opposite Luke, and pulling some of the duvet over myself.


3.   Storm Outside, Cosy Inside

The storm was raging outside, the rain hammering against the cabin harder than ever.

I glanced at my watch. “It’s only ten, and we’re stuck in bed.”

“What time do you usually go to bed?” Luke asked.

“Eleven, sometimes twelve.”

“So, too early to sleep?”

“Yeah.” I sighed.

He turned to Faye, raising an eyebrow. “What about you? Feeling sleepy?”

She shook her head. “Not with this storm outside.”

“Me neither.” He smirked. “You know, we could kill time by—”

A blinding flash of lightning, accompanied by a deafening crack of thunder, illuminated the cabin.

Faye yelped, clinging to the duvet. “God, this storm!”

“It’s horrendous out there,” Luke said, his gaze fixed on the rain streaming down the window.

A thud came from the stove, and our eyes turned instinctively towards it. A log had shifted, causing the embers to flare briefly and sparks to dance against the glass door.

Luke gave a small grin. “Looks like the fire’s going strong. It’s much warmer now, isn’t it?”

“Oh, yes. And it’s cosy,” I said.

“It is,” he agreed, then turned to Faye, his tone shifting slightly. “Don’t you think so, Faye?”

“Umm... yeah,” she said hesitantly. “Kind of. It’s like we’re alone in the forest.”

“Well, in a way, we are.” He chuckled quietly. “The cabins are far apart. And in this storm...”

“Gosh, it’s scary!” Faye shivered, tugging the duvet tighter around her chest.

“You know what helps when it’s scary?” Luke asked, unwrapping his arm from around her and shifting slightly to face her better.

“What?” She tilted her head, her gaze locked on his.

He placed his hands over hers. “Stories.”

A light smile tugged at her lips. “Stories?”

He nodded. “Mm-hmm.”

Faye stared at him, her curiosity growing.

“Romantic stories relax,” he said, taking her hands and gently pulling them to him, making her release the duvet.

She raised an eyebrow, her smile turning teasing. “Really?”

Luke chuckled. “It’s true, Faye. Or even better, erotic stories.”

Faye shook with light laughter, completely forgetting about the duvet as it slid down, revealing her breasts.

Luke’s gaze flickered to her chest, his expression lingering.

“Storytelling makes it cosier,” I mumbled, my hard cock throbbing at the sight of my wife’s breasts exposed to the eyes of another man for the first time in our married life. “Storm outside, cosy inside. We’ll remember this night.”

“Oh yeah,” Luke chimed in, his gaze on Faye’s breasts. “The three of us, in a tiny cabin. That’s how memories are made.”

Catching his gaze, Faye pulled her hands free from his grip and quickly hugged her breasts with one arm, reaching for the duvet with the other.

A sudden clap of thunder shook the walls, and lightning filled the room for a fleeting moment.

“Wow!” she squeaked, pulling her hand back without grasping the duvet, instead covering her chest with both arms. As soon as the thunder subsided, she sighed. “This will leave a memory, for sure. An unforgettable one.”

“You know what would make a memory truly unforgettable?” Luke asked, his voice carrying a teasing lilt.

She looked at him, still hugging her chest. “What?”

“If we did something... wild.”

He placed his hand on her exposed stomach and slid it downwards, pushing the duvet further to reveal her hip and upper thigh to his side. Her landing strip peeked out, just above where the duvet rested, her pussy itself remaining barely covered.

“Luke!” Faye whispered, her face flushing as his hand settled on her thigh.

He gently squeezed her flesh, his gaze locked onto hers.

She grabbed his hand and pushed it away. “You’re crazy!”

He laughed lightly. “Relax, Faye! I’m just joking.”

“Don’t!” she whispered sharply, then turned to me. Letting go of her chest, she briefly exposed her breasts as she switched arms to cover herself and extended her hand towards mine. She seemed to completely ignore her exposed stomach and thigh to Luke’s side, either forgetting about them or choosing not to care.

I took her hand, and we fell silent. The rain hammered against the roof, and the crackle of the stove filled the room. The faint glow of the embers added a warm flicker near the stove, contrasting with the steady light from the lamp. No one moved. The air felt heavy, charged.

A minute passed before Luke broke the silence, his voice calm but deliberate. “Although... we could do it, you know.”

Faye whipped her head to look at him, her voice hushed. “Luke! This isn’t funny!”

They held each other’s gaze for a moment before he pressed, undeterred, “A threesome would do us good.”

“Luke!” Faye whispered sharply. “Do you hear yourself?”

“I’m just saying. It could be fun. Right, Dave?” He turned to me, his gaze locking onto mine.

In that instant, I knew he knew. Somehow, he’d figured out my fantasy.

He grinned, his expression confident, almost daring. “The two of us. Fucking your wife. A threesome in a cabin. That would be something, wouldn’t it?”

Blood rushed to my face, heat flooding me. I wanted to say something sharp, to shut him down, but my cock stirred, betraying me.

Is he serious? Can I even consider this?

“You’re talking about my wife, you know,” I mumbled, fumbling for words.

He shrugged nonchalantly. “Of course. But... I mean... it’d stay here, in the cabin. No one would know. Just the three of us.”

“And what would I get if you fucked my wife?” I managed, my voice thick.

“Fun,” he said with a grin. “A lot of fun. A wife opened to adventures. And memories to cherish.”

Faye had been switching her gaze between me and Luke. Now she snapped, “Are you two serious right now? I can’t believe this!”

“Come on, Faye. Be honest,” Luke prompted.

Faye stared at him, her lips slightly parted but silent.

He smiled, his grin wide and provocative, then placed his hand on her thigh. Her gaze dropped instantly to his hand, but she didn’t push it away.

“You’ve thought of it, haven’t you?” he asked quietly, sliding his fingers down her leg and pushing the duvet aside, revealing her entire thigh.

Faye traced the motion of his fingers with her eyes, remaining silent.

His hand inched to the inside of her leg, and her breathing quickened.

“It crossed your mind, didn’t it?” he whispered.

“You’ve just talked about it,” she murmured, then reached her hand towards his but stopped mid-way.

“I mean, you’d thought about it even before I brought it up,” he pressed, his hand sliding higher between her thighs, under the duvet.

She trembled, her chest heaving, her grip on my hand tightening.

“When I removed my clothes,” Luke continued.

Faye didn’t respond, her heavy breathing the only sign of her heightened state.

“Dave?” Luke prompted, looking at me.

“What?” I murmured, meeting his gaze.

“Did it cross your mind to share Faye with me?”

I swallowed nervously and glanced at Faye, who was staring at Luke’s hand. Then I looked back at him and said, “Even if it did, Faye would never agree to it.”

“You sure about that?” he asked, his eyes flicking down to Faye’s crotch. He reached with his other hand, grabbed the duvet, and pulled it off completely, leaving all three of us exposed.

My erect cock twitched madly at the sight of Faye’s thighs, slightly parted, with Luke’s hand between them, his fingers grazing her shaved labia. Her puffed-up clitoral hood hinted at her arousal, a faint sheen of moisture glistening just beneath it, where her swollen inner lips met. Her abdomen heaved, her breathing growing heavier, making her landing strip rise and fall with each breath.

“About what?” I mumbled, squeezing my legs together, struggling to suppress the urge to ejaculate.

“That Faye hasn’t thought about it,” Luke said calmly, then looked at Faye. “Faye?”

Her gaze shifted from his hand to his face, and their eyes locked in a silent standoff.

Luke tilted his head teasingly. “It’s so private here, alone in the woods. Just the three of us. Making memories that’ll last forever. Having fun, just here in this warm, cosy cabin.”

Faye swallowed nervously but stayed silent, her lips trembling slightly, temptation flickering in her eyes as she fought to resist, torn between desire and loyalty to our marriage.

“Your husband wants it. You want it,” Luke pressed.

“Why… why would I want to do it, Luke?” she whispered.

“Because it’s fun. And it’s new. And I’m large down there”—he gave a subtle nod towards his cock, now hard—”You’d love to feel it inside you. This cabin’s the perfect setting to try something new. Just this one time. Like a one-night stand. Have you ever had a one-night stand?”

Faye slowly shook her head, her eyes fixed on his.

“Maybe now’s the time?” He pushed his hand further, cupping her pussy.

She gasped, savouring the sensation for a fleeting moment, but then said sharply, “No.” She grabbed his hand and pushed it away. Snapping her legs closed, she drew her knees to her chest and hugged them tightly. Staring ahead, she bit her lip, her expression a battlefield of conflict—desire, shame, and restraint.

Silence fell, broken only by the crackling of the fire and the erratic drumming of rain against the roof and window, punctuated by sudden gusts of wind that sent the rain lashing in bursts.

Luke kept his eyes on Faye.

She glanced at him, hesitant, his assertiveness tugging at her resolve.

He smiled softly. “Tell you what. Let’s do a small test. Feel my cock.” He spread his legs, his erect cock standing proud.

Faye looked at his massive manhood, then quickly turned her head away. “No!”

Luke was undeterred. “You don’t need to look at it. Just feel it. See how it feels—hard and warm.”

“I won’t do it,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. Then she turned her head and looked at me.

“Why not?” he teased.

“Dave—” she started.

“Dave wants you to,” Luke interrupted smoothly. “He’s curious. Aren’t you, Dave?”

Faye’s eyes locked onto mine, her gaze betraying the struggle between temptation and restraint.

I swallowed nervously, my cock throbbing, eager. I nodded. “Yes.”

Her brows rose. “You sure?”

“Why not?” I whispered, shrugging.

Luke reached out and took her hand.

Keeping her gaze fixed on mine, she allowed him to guide her hand to his cock. I caught a glimpse as she opened her palm and wrapped her fingers around his shaft. He let go, but she didn’t pull back. Her hand stayed there, gripping his cock.

“It feels good, doesn’t it?” he whispered, his tone seductive.

Faye bit her lip, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Stroke it,” he urged quietly.

I watched as she shifted her gaze to his cock, her hand moving tentatively along his shaft before settling into a steady rhythm.

“Ugh, yeah!” Luke moaned as pleasure built in his balls. “Keep going, Faye.”

She continued stroking his cock, feeling the shaft throb under her hand.

He reached out, his arm slipping around her shoulders. Gently, he pulled her closer, guiding her towards his cock.

She resisted at first, though he persisted, his grip firm but coaxing. Slowly, she bent forward, lowering her head.

“That’s it, good girl,” he whispered, drawing her closer.

Faye slid her hand down to the base of his cock, stopping the rhythmic strokes. Her eyes locked onto the swollen cockhead as it came nearer to her lips.

Luke’s hand stayed on her shoulder, urging her forward.

Her breasts brushed against his thigh, and then, a second later, his cockhead grazed her lips.

“Take it in,” he murmured, his voice thick with longing and desire.

Faye looked up at him, her eyes hesitant.

He nodded, a small, reassuring gesture.

Holding his gaze, she parted her lips. He lifted his pelvis slightly, and the tip of his cock slid into her mouth.

“Oh, yeah!” he moaned, his head tipping back, eyes closing as pleasure swept through him.

But then, as if startled by his moan, Faye pulled away abruptly, releasing his cock.

“This is madness,” she whispered. She turned towards me and lunged into my arms, her body trembling as she wrapped herself around my shoulders. “This is madness, Dave!” she whispered again, her cheek pressing warmly against my earlobe.

I slipped an arm around her waist, her breasts crushed against my chest, her heart racing beneath her ribcage. My own heart hammered in response.

“It’s cosy in here,” I whispered. “And it’s just the three of us…”

Faye pulled back slightly, her hands sliding from my shoulders to rest on my chest as her eyes searched mine.

I released her waist and gently brushed her cheek with the back of my hand.

The thunder rolled, softer and farther now, as the storm seemed to be easing a bit—a contrast to the tension that tightened its grip on the cabin.

I swallowed hard, nerves twisting in my stomach. But then, summoning my courage, I said, “Perhaps he’s right… Maybe now’s the time…”

Faye bit her lip, hesitation flickering across her face, her chest rising and falling with her quickened breaths. The lamp’s warm glow illuminated the room, sharpening the strain in her expression.

Behind her, Luke’s shadow loomed, his eager face framed by the same glow, a stark contrast to her inner turmoil. He shifted closer, his hand sliding around her side to cup her breast.

She shivered at his touch.

“Let’s lie down,” he whispered, lowering his face to her ear, his lips brushing her earlobe. His hand gently squeezed her breast as he guided her backwards towards the bed.

She grabbed onto my shoulder, and together we lowered ourselves onto the mattress. We lay on our sides, Faye facing me, while Luke positioned himself behind her.

“You just relax, Faye,” he murmured softly. “Let me take care of everything.”

Faye and I locked eyes, her arm tightening around my shoulder.

Brushing her cheek with my thumb, I whispered, “Just this one time. To see how it feels.”

She nodded slowly, her breathing uneven.

Glancing at the narrow space between our bodies, I saw Luke’s hand slide off her breast, gliding over her hip and moving between her thighs from behind.

She trembled, clutching my shoulder as he lifted her upper leg slightly, his body pressing closer against hers. The steady glow of the lamp highlighted the glistening tip of his cock as he guided it to her pussy, pressing between her parted labia.

“Ahh!” Faye gasped, her fingernails digging into my skin as his cockhead slid inside her.

The thunder rumbled again, even softer and farther than before, a faint echo that barely reached the cabin as Luke thrust forward, burying his cock fully inside my wife.

“Ohh!” she moaned, the sound thick and throaty.

He held her leg up with one hand, bracing himself on the other as he began thrusting into her, his cock gliding smoothly in and out of her pussy. After a few strokes, he eased her leg down, letting it rest lightly against her other leg, and gripped her hip for better support.

“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Faye moaned with each stroke, her body trembling with the rhythm of his movements.

I looked up at her face.

Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her moans spilling freely as Luke fucked her from behind in the spooning position.

He thrust silently for about a minute before the first moans of pleasure escaped his lips.

After another minute, as the tension in his balls built up, he began grunting louder and louder. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” His hips moved faster, his strokes growing more powerful and urgent.

Faye’s moans became more intense in response. “Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!”

The sounds of his thighs slapping against her bum, her moans and his grunts filled the air, and then suddenly, Faye’s breath hitched. She tilted her head back, crying out, “Oh, my God!” and dug her fingernails deep into my shoulder as her orgasm rippled through her.

Her cry and the feeling of her pussy clenching around his cock pushed Luke over the edge. Letting out a guttural grunt, he thrust deep into her and held still. With his head tilted back and his crotch pressed tightly against her bum, he began spilling his cum inside her.

He stayed like that, trembling as he emptied himself. As his climax subsided, he resumed slow, shallow thrusts, coaxing the last waves of pleasure from Faye’s body until her orgasm faded, too, and she finally opened her eyes, panting heavily.

Her gaze darted to mine.

A sudden surge of jealousy burned through my chest, clashing with the overwhelming arousal that made pre-cum ooze from my throbbing cock. Unable to speak, I managed only a faint smile.

“What have we done, Dave?!” she whispered. Releasing my shoulder, she covered her mouth with her hand, her expression frozen in panic.

“Created a lasting memory.” Luke chuckled softly from behind her, his voice warm but teasing.

He pulled his hips back, and she flinched slightly as his cock slid out of her pussy.

He gave her bum a light tap and rolled onto his back behind her with a satisfied sigh. “God, Faye, I needed that so much.”


4.   Seconds Best Served Warm

“Dave, he fucked me!” Faye whispered, her hand still covering her mouth as she stared at me, her eyes wide with disbelief.

“I know, but it’s OK,” I said softly, brushing her cheek with my fingers as I finally pulled myself together.

“His sperm’s in me!” Her hand dropped to her lap as she glanced down at her body.

“And while it’s still warm,” Luke interjected with a teasing laugh, “maybe your hubby would like a taste.”

Faye rolled onto her back and turned her head to look at him, perplexed but also irritated by his intrusion at a moment when shame and regret gripped her.

He grinned. “I’m just saying—seconds are best served warm.”

“What are you talking about?” she asked, her voice tinged with confusion, her gaze hardening with a flicker of resentment as though silently accusing him of leading her into this moment.

“The sloppy seconds. Let your hubby have them.”

“It’s about fucking you while his cum’s still warm inside you,” I clarified, placing my hand gently on her shoulder.

She turned her head, locking eyes with me.

I smiled shyly. “May I?”

Finally understanding what she was being asked to do, she took a shaky breath, then whispered, “OK,” and spread her legs, bending her knees with her feet flat on the bed.

Without hesitation, I rolled over on top of her, propping myself up on my hands on either side of her and positioning my hips between her thighs. She trembled as my cock, hard and ready, brushed against her pussy lips, pointing straight at her opening.

I gently pushed forward, just slightly, and paused, feeling the familiar warmth and wetness of her entrance as my cockhead parted her labia.

Oh, God! I’m about to take the sloppy seconds!

Faye wrapped her arms around my neck—a signal we both knew well. She was ready to receive me.

I thrust forward in one smooth motion.

My entire cock slid inside her, filling her completely.

A soft gasp escaped her lips.

Her pussy felt looser than usual, but so warm, so slick, unlike anything I’d ever known.

Ahh! The sloppy seconds! I dreamed of this moment for so long.

I knew I wouldn’t last long. The thought of fucking her right after Luke had fucked her, combined with the incredible slickness of her pussy, was overwhelming. There was no point in trying to hold back. I started thrusting deep and hard, losing myself in the sensation. Within thirty seconds, I felt the telltale bubbling in my balls.

“Ugh!” I groaned at the intensity of the sensation.

To my surprise, Faye let out a loud moan. “Ohh!” Her eyes squeezed shut, and she gripped my neck tightly, her body shaking as her orgasm swept over her.

If I had any doubts that her climax was real, the contractions of her pussy around my cock and the trembling of her thighs against my hips erased those doubts.

Maybe it was the lingering arousal from Luke, the intensity of our connection, or simply her body’s response to the moment—but she was orgasming, fully and undeniably.

Realising I had brought my wife to climax drove me over the edge. Groaning loudly, I began spurting cum deep inside her. The intensity of my release was like nothing I’d ever experienced. I kept coming, emptying what felt like the largest load of my life.

As my climax subsided, I noticed Faye’s orgasm fading, too. I slowed my strokes but continued thrusting, drawing out the lingering tremors of pleasure from her until her eyes finally fluttered open, her breath still laboured, and I stilled inside her.

I smiled down at her, whispering, “I loved it.”

She smiled faintly, her voice soft. “Me too.” She placed her hands on my chest and gave me a light push—a signal that we were done.

I pulled out, my semi-hard cock slipping from her pussy, and rolled onto my back beside her.

She immediately turned onto her side, resting her head on my chest, her arm draping over me. Her breasts pressed warmly against my side.

I wrapped an arm around her waist, holding her close.

The cabin fell silent.

The storm seemed to have passed for the moment, and the stove was quiet, its fire reduced to embers. The lamp cast a gentle light across the room, softening the shadows. The air was cooling, but I didn’t want to break the moment to grab the duvet.

My fantasy came true.

I’ve just reclaimed my wife after she was fucked by another man. I’m holding her, but she’s not just mine anymore. Someone else had her, too.

Am I jealous? Of course I am. But I’m also content.

Beside us, I heard Luke stirring. The bed shifted as he got up, but neither Faye nor I moved or looked his way. This moment was Faye’s and mine alone.

Seconds later, I heard the thudding of wood being dropped into the stove. Luke was stoking the fire, coaxing the embers back to life.

There was a faint click, and the soft glow of the lamp disappeared, leaving the room in near darkness.

Luke returned to the bed and, like an old friend, covered Faye and me with the duvet before slipping under it himself.

It wasn’t long before Faye’s rhythmic breathing told me she was asleep. A few minutes later, I followed her into the dark comfort of sleep.

I was woken by movement in the bed.

I heard Faye’s intense whisper. “Luke, no.”

Hearing Luke’s name brought reality crashing back.

We’re in Luke’s cabin. He fucked Faye. God!

I opened my eyes and glanced down. I was lying on my back, uncovered, the duvet pushed down to my feet. But I wasn’t cold. The cabin was warm. Light from the lamp blended with the flickering flames from the stove, casting shifting shadows on the walls.

I looked at my watch. It was a quarter past eleven. I hadn’t slept more than half an hour. That explained why the stove was still burning brightly. But why was the lamp on?

“Why not?” Luke whispered.

“I’m a married woman,” Faye replied softly. “I can’t keep doing this.”

Oh, God. He wants to fuck her again. So soon?

I raised myself up on my elbows and turned to look.

Faye was lying on her back, also uncovered. Luke was on his side, propped on one elbow, leaning over her. His free hand was kneading her breast, his touch slow and deliberate.

“Faye,” he murmured, “you’ve already done it once. What difference does one more time make? Just tonight. One more time.”

He glanced at me. Catching my gaze, he gave a slight nod towards me. “Dave’s OK with it.”

Faye whipped her head to look at me, her eyes wide, startled that I was awake and listening.

I hesitated, torn. Jealousy twisted in my chest, but excitement throbbed in my cock.

“Dave’s not only OK with it but wants a repeat,” Luke pressed on, his voice steady.

Faye kept her eyes locked on mine, searching for a response.

I was paralysed, still foggy from sleep, but the twitch of my erection spurred me on. I nodded.

Faye bit her lip, holding her gaze on me in contemplation. A few seconds passed before she finally whispered, “No, Dave…”

She turned back to Luke. “It’s just not right, Luke, it feels like—”

“Faye,” he interrupted, letting go of her breast and brushing his fingers across her lips. “Let’s just do it and see how it feels, hmm?” He propped himself up on his hand, leaning over her.

“Perhaps, hon, one more time…” I murmured, my voice quiet and uncertain, yet full of growing desire.

She remained silent, staring at Luke.

He smiled softly, his eyes enticing. “One more time?”

“Oh, God,” she whispered, covering her face with her hands. Yet, her legs parted, knees drawing up, feet flat on the bed.

Luke moved between her thighs, propping himself up on one arm. I caught a glimpse of his cock—thick, veined, and fully erect—as he guided it with his free hand between her legs, aiming at her waiting pussy.

He glanced at me, grinning, and then, turning back to Faye, pushed forward.

“Ahh!” she gasped, uncovering her face.

Their eyes met.

Luke smiled, then let go of his cock and, bracing himself with both hands on either side of her, thrust again.

“Ohh!” Faye moaned, reaching down and clutching the bedsheets on either side of her.

He’s entered her! Her pussy’s struggling to adjust to his cock—I thought watching her face flinch—I’ve got to see it!

I sat up, sliding down the bed to get a closer view.

I wasn’t wrong. Luke had penetrated her. Her shaved labia were parted, revealing her glistening pink inner lips stretched tightly around his shaft. His cock was halfway inside her, about to slide further in.

The sight sent a jolt of arousal through me.

Luke looked over his shoulder, catching my gaze. “Good view?”

I nodded silently.

He smirked. “I turned the lamp back on—just so you’d have enough light to see.”

“Thank you,” I said before immediately regretting it.

What the fuck, Dave? You’re thanking him for lighting the room so you can watch him fuck your wife?

I didn’t have time to indulge in self-flagellation, though, as Luke turned back to Faye and thrust powerfully, his cock sliding all the way inside her, her breasts bouncing with the force of his motion.

“Ugh!” she groaned, her legs rising to wrap around his waist.

“How do you like it? Hard or gentle?” he asked, his voice teasing.

“Hard, please!” she replied breathlessly.

Her response stunned me.

She’s always told me she prefers it slow and gentle. Why hard now?

Luke chuckled, answering my question. “Oh, yeah. Nothing beats taking a big cock hard and deep. Let’s go!”

He began thrusting with rhythmic power, his strokes deep and deliberate.

“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Faye moaned with each movement, her body rocking in time with his rhythm. Her slick pussy glided over his cock, clinging to his thick shaft as it moved back and forth, back and forth. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled the cabin, mingling with the crackling fire from the stove.

Luke thrust with steady, measured strokes for a couple of minutes, before increasing his pace, his breathing turning heavier.

Faye’s moans shifted in response, becoming sharper and more urgent.

And then, her breath caught as her back arched, her fingers digging into the mattress beneath her.

Luke accelerated further, his grunts turning into steady, low growls. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” His gaze fixed on her breasts as they jiggled in unison with his thrusts.

Faye’s thighs began trembling, her abs contracting. Unwrapping her legs from his waist, she dropped them to the bed, knees bent. Her hands reached for his shoulders, gripping tightly as she pulled herself closer to him. Rolling her hips upwards, she began thrusting against him, meeting his movements with her own, desperate for more of his cock.

“Want it harder?” Luke shouted, his thrusts becoming even more forceful.

“Yesss! Harder!” Faye cried, her voice breaking with raw desire.

With both hands gripping the bedsheets for leverage, his thrusts turned relentless, his cock pounding into her with unrestrained intensity. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound of his balls slapping against her skin punctuating each thrust.

“Oh, God!” Faye groaned, her entire body trembling as her climax neared.

Her cries grew louder, more guttural. “Unghh! Unghh! Unghh!”

Her fingernails dug into Luke’s flesh.

His rhythm became erratic, his breaths ragged as he drove his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” he grunted, his head tilting back as he neared the edge. Beads of sweat broke on his forehead.

A few more seconds, and Faye’s head snapped back, her eyes closing as her body went taut. “Oh, Jeez!” she cried. Her thighs quaked around his hips, and she succumbed to orgasm, her pussy clenching tightly around his cock, her moans turning into an incoherent melody of pleasure.

Luke let out a deep groan and buried his cock fully inside her. His hips stilled, and his muscles tensed as his climax overtook him. With his buttocks clenched, his head thrown back, he began coming deep inside her. For over thirty seconds, he grunted quietly as his body shook with each spurt of cum until he was spent.

With his orgasm over, he resumed slow, deliberate thrusts, drawing out the last waves of pleasure from Faye’s body. She trembled beneath him, her breathing erratic, until her own climax faded. Her hands slipped from his shoulders, and her body relaxed against the mattress.

“You liked it?” Luke asked, panting heavily, his grin boyish and teasing.

Faye nodded weakly, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. She placed her palms on his chest and gently pushed him—her signal for him to stop fucking her. He understood and withdrew, his cock slipping out of her pussy as he rolled onto his back beside her.

They lay side by side, staring at the ceiling, their bodies spent.

“That,” Luke murmured, “was a hell of a fuck.”

“I hope you’re happy now,” Faye said, a shadow crossing her expression, her voice tinged with contentment and something harder to place—perhaps doubt or a flicker of regret.

She’d enjoyed every second, but now, with her release behind her, the weight of what she’d done settled over her. Had she gone too far this time?

Oblivious to her mixed feelings—or perhaps simply not caring—Luke chuckled. “Oh, I’m very happy.” He reached over to stroke her stomach, his fingers trailing lightly over her skin.

Faye flinched, her abs convulsing under his touch, her body still thrummed with sensation. “Stop,” she murmured, pushing his hand away. She turned onto her side, facing away from him.

I lay on my side to face her, and our eyes met. We gazed at each other, trying to read the emotions lingering there.

Her expression was hard to define: it held a mix of contentment, unease, and guilt.

Mine was likely even more confusing, as she raised her eyebrows in silent question: Are you OK?

I couldn’t give her an answer. I was extremely aroused yet overwhelmed with jealousy. Instead of saying anything, I reached my hand towards her, and she moved closer, wrapping her arm around my shoulder and pressing her breasts against my chest. Resting her head on my pillow, her warm breath grazed my neck. I encircled her waist, and together we held each other, sharing the storm of our mixed emotions.

Behind her, Luke stirred. The bed shifted as he got up, and I heard him moving towards the stove. He worked silently for a few moments, adding more wood to the fire and adjusting the iron. I heard the faint click of the lamp being turned off, leaving the room bathed in the amber light of the fire.

He returned to the bed and pulled the duvet up, covering Faye and me before slipping under it behind her. He pressed his chest to her back, his hand snaking around her, his knuckles grazing my chest as he cupped her breast.

There was no reaction from her. She remained nestled against me, her body relaxed between him and me.

She didn’t flinch, nor did she push him away. And why would she, after everything? He’s fucked her so thoroughly, after all. She’s mine, yet she’s his too—in this moment, she’s ours.

The crackling fire filled the silence, its flickering light casting shadows on the cabin walls.

My mind drifted back to the way Faye had snapped her head back, crying out, “Oh, Jeez!” as her orgasm overtook her.

She loved his cock. And I loved that she loved it—but what if she loved it too much?

The contentment on her face lingered in my mind.

Could she develop feelings for him?

I hope not. That would be a disaster.

Because I still love her. Yes, she let another man fuck her. She felt his cock inside her and came on it. But that’s natural—the pleasure of sex. It doesn’t change anything, does it?

I glanced at Faye’s face. She was already asleep, her breathing rhythmic, the post-orgasm glow still softening her features.

She’s still my wife. She’s content but also vulnerable. As am I. We’re both vulnerable. And that’s why we’re holding each other so tightly. What we did didn’t pull us apart. In a strange way, it brought us closer.

I drifted off.


5.   Midnight Celebration

A thud woke me. Then the stove door creaked shut, explaining the thud—Luke had added more wood to the fire.

I opened my eyes.

The lamp was on again, casting its soft glow across the cabin. Faye and I were still lying on our sides, hugging each other the way we had fallen asleep.

Faye stirred and opened her eyes.

I let go of her and squinted at my watch.

“What’s the time?” she whispered, following my gaze, her voice thick with sleep.

“One o’clock,” I whispered back, then looked over at Luke, who was climbing back onto the bed behind her. “Luke, do you really have to wake us every hour?”

“Sorry, guys,” he mumbled, lying on his side and burrowing under the duvet behind Faye, facing her back. “I’ve got to keep the stove going.”

I raised my head and looked at the lamp. “Why’d you leave the lamp on?”

“Oh, I forgot,” he said with a sigh. “I’ll turn it off in a second.”

I rested my head on the pillow, looking at Faye’s face. She had shut her eyes again, making an effort to fall back asleep.

I closed my eyes, too, hoping to drift off, but couldn’t relax, waiting for Luke to get up and turn off the lamp.

He didn’t. Instead, he said casually, “This stove needs constant feeding.”

I remained silent, as did Faye.

“But hey, it keeps the cabin nice and warm, doesn’t it?” he continued, evidently not as sleepy as Faye and I were.

“Mm-hmm,” I murmured, hoping he’d take the hint and quiet down.

“Heating is key for a cabin like this,” he added, his voice chipper.

I opened my eyes and sighed, not hiding my exasperation. “It is, Luke.”

“Imagine how cold it would’ve been without the stove,” he pressed on, intent on keeping us awake.

Faye’s eyes fluttered open, finally giving up on drifting off, too.

“It’s summer, Luke,” I said, letting my irritation show.

“Yeah, but we’re in the woods,” he countered. “And after a storm like that, do you know how cold it can get?”

“Seventeen, maybe sixteen degrees,” I replied dismissively.

“Down to twelve! Even ten,” he said with conviction, then tugged the duvet off the three of us, pushing it down to the foot of the bed. “Feel it.”

“Luke, it’s not ten. And even if it were, we’d be fine without the fire.”

“You’re saying that because the stove has been running. Without it, this cabin would be freezing—damp air, breeze, you know. If I let the fire die down—”

“We’ll be fine, Luke. Don’t load it again,” I cut him off firmly. “And, please, do turn off the light.”

“Will do,” he said but made no move to get up. Instead, he snuggled closer to Faye, his arm draping over her chest, slipping his hand between her and me to cup her breast.

As before, Faye didn’t push him away. Nor did I object. We just held each other’s eyes in silence, listening to the soft crackle of the fire as it picked up again.

“You’re not sleepy now, are you?” Luke broke the quiet.

“Not anymore, Luke,” Faye replied, her irritation evident.

“A spit roast, then?” He chuckled, gently squeezing her breast.

“What?” She turned her head to look at him over her shoulder.

I lifted my head slightly, glancing at him, too.

His lips stretched into a grin, his gaze fixed on Faye. “I’m proposing Dave and I spit-roast you.”

Faye remained silent.

“Why not?” His grin widened. “Taken by two guys at the same time? Have you tried it?”

She didn’t respond, her gaze still locked on him.

“It’ll be fun,” he added, his hand kneading her breast.

Faye let go of me and propped herself up on her elbow, still staring at him over her shoulder.

Luke moved his hand from her breast to her hip. “It’s the perfect way to top off our night—all three of us.” He pressed his pelvis against her bum, his smile turning lustful. “Feel me inside you one last time.”

Faye took a deep breath, and I half-expected her to tell him off for his language, but to my surprise, she murmured, “OK, one last time,” then rolled onto her stomach and pushed herself up on all fours.

He moved behind her and knelt. His cock jutted forward, fully erect and ready.

She spread her legs apart, sticking her bum out and opening her pussy for him.

He glanced at me. “Dave, you take the front.”

Still not quite believing Faye had agreed so quickly to let Luke fuck her again, feeling both jealous and diminished, I rose, kneeling before her.

She looked up at my cock. It was still flaccid, and I felt my cheeks flush. Suddenly, I was more concerned about looking inadequate compared to Luke than dealing with my jealousy.

Luke noticed my embarrassment and offered reassurance: “Don’t worry, Dave. Once Faye takes it into her mouth, it’ll get hard in no time. Let’s rock.”

He gripped Faye’s hip with one hand and, with the other, took hold of his cock, guiding it to her pussy.

Faye adjusted her arms, spread her legs further to steady herself, and leaned her head forward, her lips brushing against my cockhead.

Luke gently pushed in.

“Ahh!” she gasped, her lips parting, as he started to penetrate her.

I grabbed my cock and gently slid it into her mouth.

The warmth of her mouth and the delicate swirl of her tongue over my frenulum immediately brought a familiar, thrilling sensation. It felt like the countless times she’d given me oral, but now, an added intensity filled the moment—another man was behind her, pushing his cock into her pussy.

My cock began to stiffen.

Luke shot me an encouraging smile, then released his cock, gripped Faye’s hips with both hands and thrust in.

She moaned around my now semi-hard cock, her sound muffled. “Mmmh! Ahh!”

“There we are!” Luke chuckled. “All the way in.”

Faye pulled her head back slightly as my cock, now fully hardened, grazed the back of her throat.

“Sorry, hon,” I murmured.

She made a muffled sound—perhaps trying to say, “It’s OK”—and her lips tightened around my shaft.

“Let the good times roll,” Luke said with pride and began moving his hips. His cock started to slide in and out of Faye’s pussy in a steady rhythm, his hands holding her firmly as he thrust deeper with each motion.

I placed my hands on my hips and closed my eyes, immersing myself in the pleasurable sensations Faye’s tongue and lips were giving my cock.

I had expected Luke to take longer to build up his intensity, given his two recent releases, and for Faye to be less enthusiastic, perhaps feeling a bit tired or sleepy. But I was wrong. For whatever reason—Luke’s relentless eagerness for my wife, or her finally accepting her new status as a hotwife—both of them started moaning almost instantly.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” He grunted with each thrust.

She moaned around my cock, the sound muffled by the fullness in her mouth, which gave her cries an irresistible, unique charm. “Mmmh! Ahh! Mmmh! Ahh! Mmmh! Ahh!” Her voice was laboured yet filled with unmistakable pleasure.

The combination of her muffled moans, the way her lips gripped my shaft tightly, and her tongue’s deliberate movements around my frenulum and glans made my cock twitch with need. Each flick of her tongue sent sparks racing up my spine.

The intensity caught me off guard.

I rarely moan. But this time, it poured out uncontrollably. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

Barely two minutes had passed, and my thighs were already trembling. The tingling heat in my balls was rising up my shaft, demanding release.

I clenched my jaw, pressing my lips together to suppress my moans, but the rising wave seemed impossible to stop.

I tried to fight against the urge to come, determined not to be the first to finish: I can’t come first. Luke’s still holding on, fucking her pussy like a machine—what would—

My thoughts cut off abruptly as Luke let out a loud, guttural groan. “Ugh, fuck!”

My eyes snapped open, locking onto his face. He was struggling visibly, his features crumpled in an effort to stave off his climax.

“Mmmh! Ahh!” Faye moaned again, then her lips tightened hard around my shaft. Her tongue pressed firmly against my frenulum, driving my cockhead against the roof of her mouth.

Oh, God! She’s doing it deliberately.

I looked down at her.

Her eyes were half-closed, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to maintain a steady sucking rhythm. But her body was shaking, jolted by Luke’s now erratic thrusts. Pleasure was overwhelming her, spreading visibly through her trembling limbs, making it impossible for her to keep up with the blowjob.

Luke groaned again, his voice even louder this time. “Ugh!”

My gaze darted back to him. His face contorted, his mouth open as he drew in shallow breaths, barely holding on.

He’s losing it. He’s going to come. And here I am—

“Ugh!” I groaned, finally letting go.

Cum rushed up my cock as my bum cheeks clenched, and I started to ejaculate into Faye’s mouth.

“Oh, yeah! Here I come!” Luke shouted, his voice deep and raw. He gripped Faye’s hips tightly and thrust wildly, his face twisting in ecstasy as he began coming inside her pussy.

Faye tilted her head down, causing my cock to slip out of her mouth and spurt cum across her cheek and shoulder.

“Oh, Jeez!” she muttered, overwhelmed by the sensations radiating from her pussy.

Looking down at the mattress and clutching the bedsheets in her fists, she let out a long, deep moan: “Ahhhh!”

The orgasm hit her hard, shaking her hands and legs as waves of pleasure coursed through her entire body.

I sat back on my heels, gripping my cockhead to contain the relentless spurts of cum that kept coming, fuelled by what I was seeing right before me.

The sight of my wife reeling in orgasmic pleasure—her face twitching, her lips pressed together, and breasts swinging with every powerful thrust into her pussy—was utterly mesmerising, a vision of raw, unfiltered ecstasy that only heightened my own release.

Behind her, Luke’s silhouette loomed—a man lost in the throes of climax. On his knees, gripping her hips, he drove his cock in and out of her with unrelenting force, his thighs slamming against her buttocks, rocking her body with every deep thrust.

I was the first to finish.

With my climax over, I let go of my cock and discreetly wiped the cum from my hand on the back of my pillow. Then, I crossed my legs and leaned against the headboard, utterly spent.

Luke’s orgasm subsided shortly after. “That was something,” he murmured, his breath still uneven as he stopped thrusting.

Letting go of Faye’s hips, he pulled back. His still-hard cock slipped out of her pussy, springing upright and glistening with cum and her juices.

Faye’s orgasm was the last to fade.

Letting out a final, shuddering moan of “Oh, God!” she collapsed face down, her legs spreading wide, her ankles brushing against Luke’s calves.

Resting her head on my thigh, she curved her arms around my waist as she panted heavily, her body trembling with the lingering waves of pleasure.

“You liked the spit roast, Dave?” Luke asked, his voice tinged with satisfaction as he shifted to Faye’s side.

Jealousy prickled at the edge of my mind as I looked up at him. His grin was teasing, his eyebrows raised in a playful challenge.

Sensing the condescension in his tone and annoyed by his grin, I felt the blood rush to my face.

How dare he ask me such a thing? Didn’t he watch me? Or is he just rubbing it in my face? Teasing me, saying: “You enjoyed being cucked, mate? You enjoyed watching your wife fucked like a ragdoll by a proper man like me? How does it feel, mate, being the cuck with an inferior dick, competing against my superior cock?”

I was pissed off, jealous, and degraded. Yet, frustrated and humiliated as I felt, I managed to force a brief smile as I replied, “Yes, I did.”

Luke’s gaze shifted to Faye. He touched her ankle lightly. “Faye?”

She lifted and turned her head, her eyes meeting his over her shoulder as she murmured, “What do you think?” Then, for the first time since our sexual escapade had begun, I saw her give Luke a soft, loving smile—the kind she used to give me after we’d had sex.

It stabbed me in the chest, but I remained silent, determined not to show weakness.

“Good,” Luke said, his grin softening into something tender. He reached out and gently slapped her bum. “I guess we can sleep now.”

Faye nodded and turned her head, meeting my eyes. I smiled softly at her, making sure not to let my disturbed emotions show. She smiled back before rolling onto her back.

I lay beside her, facing her, and she turned towards me, on her side, too.

We embraced, her body warm and soft against mine.

Luke got off the bed, stretched briefly, and walked to the lamp, murmuring, “Let’s turn this off.”

The faint click of the switch plunged the cabin into darkness, leaving only the warm glow of the fire to illuminate it.

He got back onto the bed behind Faye, reached for the duvet and, lying on his side, facing her back, pulled the duvet over the three of us.

Faye pressed closer to me, her breasts flattening against my chest.

I shifted my pelvis forward, my now flaccid cock brushing against her landing strip.

Luke seemed to decide he needed more intimacy, too, and slid his hand between Faye and me, trailing it down her stomach.

Suddenly, I felt his fingers graze my cock as they moved over Faye’s landing strip. Startled, I pulled back slightly, uneasy with the accidental contact.

Faye trembled but didn’t stop him, allowing his fingertips to rest just above her pussy.

As we lay there, my negative emotions began to give way to more positive thoughts.

I feel bad after this spit roast, but come to think of it, I have no reason to. I wanted it, didn’t I?

Why am I angry at Luke? At the end of the day, he delivered on my fantasy. Sure, he might be condescending, but no one’s perfect. Maybe he’s not even trying to humiliate me—perhaps I’m just being overly sensitive, taking his comments the wrong way.

The more I reflected, the more positive I felt about what had happened.

This spit roast—the more I think about it, the more I like it. It topped it all! It felt like a celebration of Faye’s transformation. The way she embraced it—she’s into it now. And that smile she gave him... she’s truly turned.

I felt a strange mix of jealousy and sweet excitement.

She’s been transformed. But what about me? Have I? Maybe not quite. Maybe I’ll never be. Why? Because, at the end of the day, it’s my wife who’s been fucked!

Exhausted, I fell asleep before I could overthink it any further.


6.   Morning After

I woke up to the bed shaking, followed by the duvet being pulled off me.

My mind felt foggy—the kind of haze that lingers after too little sleep, with exhaustion weighing on every sense. I needed a moment to gather myself.

Blinking, I finally opened my eyes and saw a man’s sleeping face.

Then it hit me.

Luke!

Oh, shit!

He fucked my wife!

A sharp stab of jealousy pierced my chest.

Faye was fucked by another man. What have we done?

I didn’t have time to delve into my thoughts as I shifted my gaze and saw Faye. She was sitting between Luke and me, the duvet pulled to her waist, looking at him.

She ran her hand over her bare breasts, her fingers grazing her nipples, then sighed, clearly recalling what had happened, and turned to look at me.

I gave her a guilty smile.

She didn’t return it. No smile. No words. Just another deep sigh as she dragged herself off the bed. Naked, her graceful curves catching the morning light, she tiptoed to the chairs by the stove where we’d left our clothes to dry.

I pulled the duvet off me completely and sat up.

With the stove gone out, the air in the cabin was cool—not cold but carrying a faint nip that hinted at the night’s chill.

I glanced at the window. Sunshine streamed through, bathing the room in golden light and chasing away the last shadows of the storm. The summer sun had returned, bringing a quiet sense of calm.

Luke shifted, and I turned to look at him. He opened his eyes, now awake, and smiled at me.

I didn’t smile back. How could I? Jealousy was suffocating me. Humiliation was worse. I was staring at the man who’d only hours ago fucked my wife.

Any conciliatory thoughts I’d had before falling asleep had vanished. In their place was a torrent of resentment and despair. All I could see in Luke was the alpha male who’d taken his pleasure from my wife, reduced me to the cuck, and now regarded me with what felt like quiet superiority.

I resented him for that.

He was the man who’d made my wife squirm on his cock in ways she never had on mine. He was the master who could claim her with a flick of his fingers, knowing he’d given her something I never could. He’d awakened a hunger, a surrender in her that might bind her to him if he so wished.

No, I couldn’t smile, nor could I hold his gaze.

I turned to watch Faye, remaining silent and avoiding Luke’s gaze—a clear signal I wasn’t in the mood to engage with him. He caught the hint and sat up, too, his attention turning to Faye as well.

Faye had just checked her clothes, confirming they were dry and now placed them back on the chair. She bent slightly over and, parting her legs a little, looked at her pussy and ran a hand over it. Then she straightened up and inspected her fingers. I couldn’t see clearly from the bed, but I could guess what she was looking at: remnants of cum that had leaked out of her vagina.

She sighed.

Then, spotting a roll of toilet paper on a shelf next to the stove, she reached up, unrolled some, and replaced the roll. Bending over again, she wiped her pussy and the inside of her thighs. Once she’d cleaned herself as best as she could, she stood up, folded the soiled paper, and dropped it on the tray with the logs before the stove.

With her pussy taken care of, she moved to get dressed.

She quickly put on her thong, slipped into her shorts, and pulled on her T-shirt. Deftly balancing on one foot at a time, she put on her socks before sliding into her trainers. Only then did she look at Luke and me.

“Morning, Faye,” Luke greeted, his voice light and his smile cheerful.

She didn’t greet him back. Instead, she said simply, “I’m bursting for a pee.”

“Ah, well, we do that outside. In the bushes behind the cabin.”

Faye grabbed the toilet roll from the shelf, unrolled a small piece—just enough to wipe her pussy after peeing—placed the roll back and said nonchalantly, turning to me, “I’ll wait for you outside.”

“Sure, hon,” I replied, my voice trembling slightly, worry gnawing at me about her detached demeanour.

Without glancing at me again, she walked quickly to the door, opened it, and stepped outside, leaving it to close behind her.

I got off the bed and walked to the chairs. I dressed in silence, avoiding looking at Luke, but now I raised my gaze, and our eyes met.

“You OK, Dave?” he asked, his smile friendly but teasing.

“Thanks for sheltering us,” I replied tersely, then turned and walked to the door. I grabbed the door handle, ready to turn it, when Luke’s voice caught up with me.

“It’s been a pleasure.”

I turned back and stared at him, my hand still on the door handle.

He smirked. “I know it was for Faye.”

Jealousy stabbed through my chest.

He smiled, his grin condescending. “I hope it was for you, too.”

Humiliation settled like a heavy weight in my gut.

He tilted his head, his smile turning friendly again as if he was playing with me. “Dave, don’t fight it. Accept it. I know how much you wanted to be cucked. Why upset now?”

I hesitated, reluctant to let my emotions boil over by engaging, but curiosity got the better of me, and I asked, “How did you know?”

He raised a hand. “Hold on!”

He got off the bed and walked over to the stove, his massive cock swaying from side to side as if showing off its size and agility. Bending down—his cock and balls swung again—he picked up his shorts from the floor and, straightening up, pulled his mobile phone from the pocket.

Scrolling for a moment, he turned to me—his intimidating manhood on full display, as though daring me to look—and began reading:

“Curious Couple from the UK.

“Bio: We’re a married couple exploring new adventures. My wife is gorgeous, sensual, and open-minded (even if she doesn’t know I made this profile yet!) We love walks in nature and imagining cosy nights in a cabin... though we’ve never actually stayed in one. Just dipping our toes in the water, looking to connect with a respectful, well-endowed and confident bull to guide us.

“Hobbies: Exploring the outdoors (mostly short walks so far), trying new things, photography (beginner), cosy evenings with good company.”

He looked up, his grin teasing.

I just stared at him, my jaw slack.

He looked back at his phone and continued:

“WoodsmanL: ‘Saw your profile, mate. Gorgeous wife. That cabin idea sounds like fun—I’d love to show you how it’s done. Let’s chat.’

“ExplorerD: ‘Not interested. Please don’t message again.’

“WoodsmanL: ‘I know how to make your wife clench…’

“ExplorerD: ‘Stop it!’

“WoodsmanL: ‘I’ve got all she needs. Let’s meet up and see how it goes. What’s your whereabouts? You’re in town, I guess, if you’re writing on the local forum. You and your wife free tomorrow?’

“ExplorerD: ‘I said no!’

“WoodsmanL: ‘She’ll try something she’s never dreamt of. Don’t take this away from her. I’m in town this weekend. What’s your number?’

“ExplorerD: ‘Sod off, you prick!’

“WoodsmanL: ‘Suit yourself, mate. But I reckon I’d be exactly what you need.’”

Luke looked up again, his grin wide. “And then you deleted your profile, didn’t you?”

I murmured, “You’re…” my words trailing off.

He nodded, his smile smug. “WoodsmanL. The guy you told to sod off.”

I stared at him, speechless.

His grin widened. “You didn’t think I’d let someone like Faye slip through my fingers, did you?”

I stammered, “H—how…?”

“I’m an IT guru. A hacker, if you prefer. Planting a cabin sales ad on your laptop was no biggie for me.”

“Fuck you!” I hissed, turning the door handle.

“Dave?” he called out.

I stopped and glared back at him. “What?”

“Call me when Faye and you are ready for a repeat.”

“No!” I snapped, opening the door and stepping over the threshold.

The sunshine hit me in the eyes, the air fresh and dry as if the storm had never happened.

I saw Faye.

She was sitting on a rock a few yards from the cabin, gazing into the distance. Hearing the door open, she turned to me and raised her eyebrows in a silent question: What took you so long?

Her expression was sober, but she didn’t seem upset—at least not as much as I’d expected.

I glanced back at Luke, still in the cabin.

He raised his eyebrows invitingly. “Next weekend?” His tone light and suggestive, his smile lustful.

I bit my lip, anger and humiliation bubbling inside me, jealousy twisting like a knife. But my cock was hard again.

I looked at Faye.

She’s so sexy, and there’s that glow on her face. She’s confused, but she enjoyed it. As did I.

My eyes drifted down her body, pausing between her crossed legs.

Her pussy—the same one Luke was inside just hours ago.

The reminder clawed at me, shame and arousal mixing in a bitter cocktail.

He was inside her, made her body respond in ways I hadn’t.

Does she think of him now? Does her body still ache for him?

My focus caught on the contours of her pussy lips, outlined against the fabric of her shorts, bunched up between her thighs.

That pussy—still damp, still stretched from another man—is mine, but it’s also been his.

It hurts, yet it’s so… intoxicating.

I sighed.

I can’t resist the temptation, can I?

I looked back at Luke, nodded briefly, then turned and let the door close behind me.

Faye stood up, pulling her shorts into place between her legs and adjusting her thong underneath with a quick tug. Her hand lingered near her pussy for a little longer, gently running her fingers over her cameltoe, soothing the tenderness before she began walking, her steps slightly wider as she approached me.

She still feels it. His cock’s big. It can’t be otherwise.

Linking her arm through mine, she said softly, “Let’s go buy the pill, shall we?”

I smiled faintly. “Yes, we shall.”


◆◆◆

As a special thank you to my readers, here’s an exclusive bonus story exploring themes close to the heart of The Woodsman’s Invitation: Hotwife Awakening.

This bonus story, Anthony’s Confidence, is a standalone tale loosely connected to the world of The Woodsman’s Invitation. It delves into themes of trust, intimacy, and new experiences—concepts that resonate throughout the main story.

While this chapter is separate from the primary storyline, it offers a unique perspective on the journey of self-discovery and the intriguing dynamics of relationships. I hope you enjoy this glimpse into a different facet of the hotwife lifestyle as much as I enjoyed writing it.

If this story and the main book resonate with you, I’d love to hear your thoughts. Your reviews and ratings make a world of difference to indie authors like me—not only helping my work reach more readers but also allowing me to continue crafting stories for your enjoyment.

Who knows—if the feedback is positive, I might even expand this bonus story into a standalone novelette in the not-too-distant future.


7.   Bonus Story: Anthony’s Confidence

Evie shot me a look across the table as Michael and Claire sipped their coffees. Anthony fidgeted with his cup, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment after what Michael had just said.

While the conversation had taken an unusual turn, it wasn’t unusual for Evie and me to be sitting in the living room on a Sunday afternoon, chatting over coffee with Michael and Claire—along with their 23-year-old son, Anthony. These get-togethers had become a familiar routine, with discussions often revolving around life, family, and work.

That Sunday was no exception. Earlier in the afternoon, Michael and Anthony—both much handier than me—had come over to install a new power shower I’d bought for the downstairs bathroom. They’d been at it for a couple of hours, and when Claire stopped by to take our six- and eight-year-old daughters to the cinema, Michael and Anthony decided to join us for a quick coffee break.

Although we’d only known Michael and Claire for just over a year, Evie and I already considered them among our best friends. I’d met Michael during a three-month contract at his company, and our families had since developed a close friendship. Despite the age gap—Michael and Claire in their mid-fifties, while Evie at 30 and me at 35—our friendship had flourished, and we’d begun meeting at least once a week.

Apart from being excellent company, Michael and Claire were generous and kind, especially to our daughters, often spoiling them with small presents and treats. It was clear that our friends, approaching the age when many long for grandchildren, had their hopes pinned on Anthony. Perhaps that’s why they regularly brought him along when we met—spending time with our kids might have been their way of encouraging him to think about settling down and starting a family. But that prospect seemed distant. As we’d only just learned from Michael, Anthony had never had a girlfriend.

Over the months, both Michael and Claire had occasionally expressed concern about Anthony’s confidence—or lack of it. Michael had even once confided that it extended to intimate matters. But we hadn’t realised how dire the situation was until this afternoon, when Michael had bluntly declared it in front of everyone, including Anthony himself.

“So, like, never?” I asked, picking up the stalled conversation.

Michael shook his head. “Nope. As I said, he’s a complete virgin.”

“Dad! Please! I’m right here!” Anthony’s face was so red it seemed like the blood might burst from his skin.

Michael glanced at his son, a soft smile tugging at his lips. “Son, it’s the truth. It’s a vicious cycle—the longer you wait to be with a woman, the harder it gets to take that step.”

“Oh, God!” Anthony groaned, burying his face in his hands before glancing towards Evie.

Evie offered him a gentle smile, a gesture of compassion and understanding.

It was as if the tension melted from his body, her kindness piercing through his embarrassment. His shy but warm smile revealed not just gratitude but a flicker of admiration he couldn’t suppress.

No one was surprised by his transformation. For some time, it had been clear he had developed a crush on my wife. Though Evie and I hadn’t discussed it openly, we both knew. Michael and Claire were aware, too, having hinted at it a few weeks earlier.

“Anthony,” Claire began, “I’m a woman, but I know that for a man—”

“OK! That’s enough! I’m going to see Jenny and Mia upstairs!” Anthony snapped, standing abruptly. He marched to the stairs but paused at the bottom, glancing back at Evie. “Evie, would it be alright if I stayed with them in their room? My parents are impossible.”

Evie smiled back. “Just make sure Jenny finishes her homework. If she wants to go to the cinema.”

“Got it.” He nodded, then bolted upstairs. Moments later, we heard the door to the children’s room open and close.

A silence settled in the living room.

“You know,” Michael said after a while, breaking the quiet. He took another sip of his coffee before adding, “Sometimes I worry he might be gay.”

“He’s not,” I replied, waving dismissively.

“Well, you never know.” He set his cup down and shrugged.

“You know he’s not, Michael. He’s into women—you’ve seen that yourself.”

Michael glanced at Claire.

“We know he’s into one woman, at least,” Claire said coyly, her gaze sliding to Evie.

Evie blushed, reaching for her cup without saying a word.

“If he were gay, he wouldn’t have a thing for Evie,” I said, the reckless words slipping out before I could stop them.

“Jamie, really,” Evie murmured, her eyes fixed on her cup as her cheeks turned a deeper shade of pink.

Michael chuckled. “He’s very much into Evie, no doubt about that. But if he doesn’t have sex with a woman soon, he might lose the confidence to ever do it. There have been so many cases like that. It’s worrying.”

“Yes,” Claire chimed in. “We just don’t want him to grow older and lose all his confidence—it’s already so fragile.” She paused, biting her lip, then took a deep breath before continuing, her voice tinged with hesitation, “We even consulted a therapist, and he advised us to find someone to help him sooner rather than later.”

“Find someone?” I raised an eyebrow.

Claire nodded. “Yes, to help him... get started.”

“Help him get laid,” Michael said bluntly.

“And since he’s into...” Claire hesitated, glancing uncertainly at Evie.

“Since he’s into Evie,” Michael said, “we thought she might help him.”

Evie froze, her cup suspended mid-air as her jaw dropped. She stared at Michael in disbelief, her cheeks flushing as the implications of his suggestion sank in.

I couldn’t find my voice, my mind spinning in shock. Michael and Claire’s audacity was breathtaking.

I was gobsmacked, but at the same time, an involuntary surge of arousal hit me. My cock hardened uncontrollably, the idea of Evie with Anthony both shocking and strangely exhilarating, leaving me uncomfortably aroused, my erection straining against my trousers.

Michael’s and Claire’s gazes bounced between Evie and me, their expressions marked by shy but hopeful smiles.

“You can’t be serious,” Evie finally murmured, setting her cup on the table and leaning back into the sofa.

“I am, actually,” Michael said calmly, almost matter-of-factly.

Evie shook her head in disbelief and crossed her legs, briefly flashing her upper thighs beneath her short skirt, drawing Michael’s gaze. I wasn’t surprised to catch the flicker of lust in his eyes; I often noticed him stealing glances at my wife, and to be fair, I couldn’t blame him.

Evie was stunning, with slender, shapely legs and a firm, round bum. At five foot six, she carried herself with a natural grace that turned heads wherever she went. Her shoulder-length, wavy light brown hair was streaked with blonde highlights, framing her pretty, symmetrical face and warm hazel eyes that sparkled with intelligence and kindness. Her hourglass figure, with a slim waist and excellent hip-to-waist ratio, was complemented by her naturally full, firm B-cup breasts. Yet, despite the attention she often attracted, Evie never reciprocated. She was loyal to me—always had been, always would be.

“You know,” Michael started, “when Claire and I were still working at uni, researching male confidence in small communities, we discovered that one reason confidence levels were so high in Everlake Hollow was their practice of trusted women easing younger men into it. Friends helping friends.”

Evie held her gaze on Michael, still trying to figure out if he was joking.

He wasn’t, his expression gentle but uncompromising.

Her gaze shifted to Claire.

Claire smiled softly, murmuring, “Just this once, Evie. To dip his toes.”

“Yeah,” Michael continued. “We’re not asking for the full thing. Just a taste, like for a minute or two.”

“And it will stay here. Only we’ll know,” Claire added.

“Does Anthony know?” Evie asked, her voice low and faltering.

My head snapped towards her. Is she considering it? Really?

My cock twitched, excitement spreading rapidly through my shaft. I’d always fantasised about watching my wife with another man, but I’d never brought it up, knowing I’d be shot down in flames. But now? She wasn’t freaking out, shouting, or panicking—just calmly and quietly asking if Anthony knew of his parents’ plan.

“Yes,” Michael replied. “He’s aware.”

Evie looked at me. She seemed calm and composed, but I couldn’t be sure I was reading her expression correctly. I was just too stunned, fighting the arousal and lust bubbling up inside me, to trust my judgement.

“It would be a huge favour, you know,” Michael pressed on, drawing Evie’s attention back to him. He picked up his cup and, as if gathering his thoughts, held it mid-air, staring at it. Then, after nodding to himself, he took a sip, set the cup on the table, and stood.

Claire stood too.

“I know it’s unexpected,” Michael said. “Perhaps out of line, even, but we’d be grateful for the rest of our lives.”

Claire gave a soft smile in agreement.

“And it’s a noble thing to do,” Michael added.

“Noble?” I managed to croak, my voice distant.

He nodded. “Yes. Claire did it.”

Both Evie and I stared at him, waiting for more.

He shrugged, a smirk tugging at his lips. “When we were at Everlake Hollow.” He glanced at Claire. “Luke still writes to you, doesn’t he?”

Slightly blushing, Claire murmured, “Yes, he still does.”

“Who’s—who’s Luke?” Evie asked quietly, her hand moving over her chest, fingers brushing her nipples through the thin fabric of her blouse.

“A young guy, back then,” Michael said. “Now he’s thirty-two or thirty-three. I’ve lost track. Claire helped him the same way we’re asking you to help Anthony. Luke’s brilliant with women now—tons of them, not just one or two.” He turned to Claire. “What does he call himself?”

“WoodsmanL,” Claire replied.

“Yes.” Michael nodded, turning back to Evie. “Luke’s a bull on a hotwife dating site. His pseudonym is WoodsmanL, and he’s hugely sought after. Can you imagine? And back then—shy like a shadow. His cousin, James, had this cabin in the woods, set things up for Luke, with Claire, you know, and well, it worked.” Michael shook his head, amused.

“Right,” Evie said, standing and straightening her skirt.

“Perhaps you two would like to discuss it,” Michael suggested, nodding towards me.

I shot up, crossing my legs to hide the prominent tent in my trousers as all three of them looked at me.

My gaze met Evie’s.

Her lips parted slightly as if she wanted to speak, but the words didn’t come.

“In private, while Claire and I are at the cinema with the kids,” Michael added.

Evie’s eyes stayed locked on mine, tension written across her face.

“Hmm.” Michael cleared his throat. “By the way, when I said I might have some work for Jamie, well, it’s a six-month contract, and I’ve already signed it. The rate’s £2,500.”

“Mm.” I barely acknowledged. The figure was five times my usual rate. I should’ve been thrilled, but all I could think about was Evie.

Evie swallowed nervously. “It’s... a good rate.”

“Yes, fantastic,” Michael added smoothly. “And there’s an extension clause for another six months.”

Upstairs, the door opened, and Mia’s voice rang out: “Mummy, we’re ready for Mufasa!”

Seconds later, our daughters thundered down the stairs.

“Can we go now, Mummy?” Jenny asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Evie’s tense expression melted into a soft smile as she turned to Jenny. “Did you finish your homework?”

“Yes, I did,” Jenny chirped. She nodded towards Anthony, who had followed the girls down. “Ask Anthony.”

Evie glanced at Anthony, her cheeks warming as their eyes met—she was looking at the man whom she had just been asked to have sex with.

Blushing even deeper than her, Anthony quickly averted his gaze, mumbling, “She did,” seemingly deducing from Evie’s expression that the “sensitive” proposal his parents had discussed with him had just been made.

I bit my lip, suppressing my mixed emotions as I observed Anthony: Oh, yeah, he knows! He knows his parents have suggested it!

“Can we go now, Mummy?” Jenny’s voice cut through the tension as she tugged lightly on Evie’s hand.

Evie forced herself to focus, her features softening into a smile once more as she turned back to Jenny. “Yes, love.”

“Let’s go, children,” Claire prompted brightly.

Our daughters ran to the hallway to put on their shoes and grab their coats. Claire followed them.

“I’ll join Claire and the kids,” Michael said.

“You’re what?” Anthony asked, his eyebrows shooting up.

Michael chuckled. “I’ve always wanted to see Mufasa.”

Anthony stared at his dad, confused.

“You can finish the shower on your own. It’s almost done,” Michael said, heading towards the hallway. Passing by Anthony, he paused and patted him on the shoulder. “Son, some things are best done on your own.” Glancing back at Evie, he added, “Evie, once Anthony’s done, ask him to show you how the shower works—and give it a test, why not?” He raised his eyebrows suggestively.

“I’ll... I’ll see,” Evie murmured, her hands dropping in front of her.

“It might be the perfect opportunity.”

“It might. We’ll see.” Evie’s hands clutched nervously at her front as if shielding herself.

“If you decide to, that is,” Michael said, then turned and disappeared into the hallway to join Claire, Mia, and Jenny.

“Bye, Mummy, Daddy!” Mia and Jenny shouted a few seconds later.

“Bye!” Evie and I called back.

The front door opened and closed.

“I—I’d better finish the shower,” Anthony stammered, his face crimson. “I’ll be quick. With the shower, I mean.” He turned and bolted towards the bathroom.

A few moments later, the bathroom door clicked shut behind him.

Evie and I were left alone in the living room.

We locked eyes.

My cock was throbbing, my heart racing, my head foggy. I was in no state to start a conversation, just staring at Evie.

Is she really considering it? Like… Now?!

How… how will this work? Will it work at all?

How’s she going to do it? Walk into the bathroom and just tell him: fuck me?

Does she really want to do it? Do I want her to? My wife? Letting another man’s cock enter her?

Just once, yes, but still—enter her pussy? My wife’s pussy?

God, my cock’s killing me. I’m going to blow in my trousers! Fuck! Why do I want this?

Because it’s fucking exciting, that’s why!

Evie whispered something, but I didn’t catch it. I raised my eyebrows. She swallowed nervously, then glanced over her shoulder towards the bathroom, where we could hear the shower running.

Anthony’s testing the shower. He’s quick. Perhaps Michael’s right. Now’s the best opportunity—if Evie wants to. If I want her to.

Do I want her to?

Yes, my cock says yes!

Evie looked back at me, her eyes meeting mine. She bit her lip, thinking.

What about afterwards? After he’s fucked her?

Will I be jealous?

I should be. But jealous of what? Of whom? Anthony? This kid?

Perhaps Michael didn’t just mean now’s the perfect opportunity—like, in the shower. Maybe he meant Anthony’s the perfect guy. The perfect guy to make my fantasy come true. He’s a safe bet; Evie will never fall for him. She’s seven years older, of course she won’t fall in love with him. And his parents—they’d never let him pursue her like that.

Yes, that’s what Michael meant. If I want to watch my wife get fucked by another man, now’s the time.

A one-off, no strings, no feelings, no romance. Just a one-off. That’s what I’ve always wanted.

How did Michael know? Oh, yeah, that conversation when we got drunk. It was just a hint, but I guess it was enough…

“They’re our friends,” Evie murmured, cutting through my thoughts.

This time, I caught what she said and managed to reply, “They are,” my voice low, barely audible.

“And the contract…”

“Yes, the contract…”

She glanced towards the bathroom again, then looked back at me. “As a favour?”

I nodded. “A favour, yes.”

Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her breathing heavy. She bit her lip so hard it looked like she might draw blood.

“It’ll be a one-off,” I mumbled.

Evie released her lip.

“Just this one time,” I added.

She whispered, “Just this one time,” then grasped the top button of her blouse, her fingers trembling.

The shower stopped.

Evie’s body froze as if the sudden silence had startled her.

A few moments passed before she whispered, “Will you be OK?”

I couldn’t help reaching down and gripping my cock, clenching tightly, fighting the urge to come. “Yes, I’ll be OK.”

She unfastened the top button, and her hand moved to the second, then paused. Her eyes fixed on mine, tension deepening on her face.

“Will you be OK?” I whispered.

She was silent for another moment, then nodded with sudden determination and quickly unbuttoned the second button.

“How will you do it?” I asked.

As if answering my question, we heard Anthony open the bathroom door and shout, “Evie, if you’d like to come and test the shower?”

I gestured towards the bathroom. “There?”

Evie nodded, then whispered, “My bathrobe.” She turned and walked briskly to the kitchen.

I followed her and caught up just as she pulled her bathrobe from the laundry basket near the washing machine.

She shoved the robe into my hands. “Hold it for me.”

She quickly unbuttoned the rest of her blouse and slipped it off, revealing her bare breasts. She dropped the blouse into the laundry basket, then kicked off her slippers, grabbed the waistband of her skirt, and tugged the skirt over her hips, swaying her bum until it fell to the floor. She stepped out of the skirt, bent down, picked it up, and dropped it into the basket.

What a sight Evie was—topless, wearing only a thong that hugged her curves, the lacy edges framing her bum cheeks perfectly.

She stood up, remaining still for a moment, listening for any sound from the bathroom. It was quiet.

Is Anthony waiting for her?

As if she’d asked herself the same question, she nodded, then pulled her thong down, baring her shaved pussy with its pencil-thin landing strip. She stepped out of the thong, dropped it into the basket, and glanced at me.

“You OK?” she asked.

I nodded.

She took the bathrobe from my hands and slipped it on, pulling the panels together but not tying them. Holding the robe closed with one hand, she left the kitchen, heading for the bathroom. I trailed behind her, captivated by her every move. My erect cock strained against my trousers, my thighs and calves trembling in anticipation of watching my wife get fucked by another man for the first time.

We reached the end of the corridor, about to turn the corner to the bathroom, when Evie stopped abruptly and turned to me, raising her eyebrows. “Why’re you coming?”

“Um…” I hesitated, taken aback. “To watch?”

“Watch?”

“Unless you don’t want me to?”

“I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Sorry, I’m a bit naked!” came Anthony’s voice from just around the corner.

Both Evie and I jumped, turning to see him, wet and completely naked, his hands cupped over his cock. Water dripped from his hair and nose. He wasn’t doing a great job of covering himself, as his cock was sizeable and fully erect, with the head peeking above his cupped hands and his prominent balls hanging beneath.

“I took my clothes off to test the shower,” he clarified, blushing profusely, an apologetic smile on his face. “I couldn’t find a towel, so I’m, well... still naked.”

“We can see that,” Evie murmured, a flicker of amusement playing on her lips as her gaze lingered on his crotch.

Feeling her eyes on him, Anthony shifted his hands nervously, trying to cover himself better, but only succeeded in pushing his cock upwards. The head slipped free of his grip entirely.

He froze, staring at Evie, his hands gripping the shaft.

Evie’s smile persisted as she looked up at his face. “There are towels in the bathroom cupboard, top drawer. I’ll show you.”

She walked past him with confident steps, her bathrobe still loosely held together.

Anthony avoided my gaze as he followed her.

I remained in the corridor. Evie had said it wasn’t a good idea for me to watch.

I heard the bathroom door slam shut.

I can’t watch, but I can still listen, can’t I?

I hurried towards the bathroom, expecting to find the door closed. Instead, it was slightly ajar. Anthony must have been in such a rush that he hadn’t pulled it shut properly, leaving a small gap.

I stared at the gap, heart pounding in my chest, legs trembling.

Shall I have a quick look?

Evie said not to, but I want to—even if it’s just a glimpse.

I stepped forward, then stopped.

Why doesn’t she want me to watch? Because she’ll feel more vulnerable? Or is she worried about Anthony? Because it’s his first time? And he might find it intimidating? Or is she concerned about me? My jealousy?

I stayed there, listening.

I heard the sound of Evie opening and closing drawers.

“Oh, I forgot,” she said suddenly. “I put them all in the laundry basket in case you guys made a mess with the shower.”

I stepped closer to the door.

“Maybe there’s a smaller one in here,” she puffed, sounding like she was bending over.

The creaky bottom drawer pulled open.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. Gently, I pushed the door, widening the gap just enough to peek inside.

Evie was bent over, one hand loosely gripping her bathrobe as she rummaged through the bottom drawer with the other. The robe had fallen open at the front, and her bare breasts swayed with her movements, hanging freely as she searched.

I pushed the door open a little more, giving myself a full view of the bathroom.

Anthony stood behind her. He’d let go of his cock.

God! This guy has a sizeable tool!

Evie leaned further into the drawer, reaching to the far end. Her breasts jiggled, her bum perked up, and the bathrobe slipped to one side, exposing half of her backside and her entire thigh.

Anthony couldn’t hold back any longer.

He grabbed her bathrobe and pulled it up, bunching it around her waist.

Evie froze as if startled but didn’t straighten or protest. She stayed bent over.

My cock was straining painfully. I unbuckled my trousers and pushed them down along with my briefs, letting my cock spring free. The relief was immediate, though the tingling in my balls grew stronger.

The sensible thing to do would’ve been to go back to the kitchen and wait.

But I couldn’t. I had to watch.

I carefully pushed the door further, widening the gap as much as I dared without exposing myself.

It paid off. I had a perfect view of everything.

Just as I leaned in further, Evie spread her legs, arching her back and perking her bum out. I could now see her shaved pussy in intimate detail. Her labia were puffed and open, her slit glistening with her arousal.

Wow! She’s ready! So aroused!

Anthony didn’t need any more hints.

Remarkably deft for someone inexperienced, he grabbed his cock with one hand, gripped her buttock with the other, stepped closer to her, and guided his cockhead to her pussy from behind.

Evie trembled, her thigh muscles tensing as his cock brushed against her labia.

Again, showing a surprising skill for a novice, Anthony rubbed his cockhead along Evie’s slit a couple of times, spreading her lips apart. Once he found her entrance, he pushed in with a powerful thrust, letting go of his cock as it slid halfway inside her.

“Ahh!” she gasped, gripping the edge of the cabinet. Her abs convulsed as the large cock entering her sent waves of pleasure through her body.

A stab of jealousy pierced my chest as I watched my wife being penetrated by another man for the first time.

She must be so aroused to be this slick and open! Deep down, she must’ve wanted this to happen as much as I did.

Anthony tightened his grip on Evie’s hips with both hands and thrust again. His cock sunk in fully.

“Ohh!” Evie moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure.

This is painful to watch! My wife surrendering to another man’s cock! But it’s so thrilling at the same time!

Anthony pulled his cock out until only the glans remained inside Evie, then drove it back in with force, his thighs slapping against her bum.

“Ahh!” she gasped, her body shaking under his push.

He pulled back slightly, then thrust in deeper.

“Ohh!” she moaned before pressing her lips together, determined to stifle any further cries of pleasure as his sizable cock stretched her pussy.

Anthony took a deep breath and began fucking her hard and fast, thrusting in and out of her slick pussy at an intense pace. His lips were pressed tight, too, holding back his moans, but the twitches of his face betrayed his effort to suppress the urge to come.

He lasted no longer than fifteen seconds before he began coming, groaning a muffled “Ugh!” and shoving his cock all the way inside Evie. Gripping her hips tightly, he pressed his crotch against her bum and closed his eyes, savouring the pleasure.

“Pull it out! Pull it out!” Evie whispered urgently, glancing over her shoulder at him, panic in her eyes.

Anthony, lost in the throes of his orgasm, didn’t respond. His bum cheeks clenched, his thighs trembled as he continued unloading his cum deep inside her, oblivious to anything but the ecstasy in his balls.

“Anthony!” Evie’s voice rose, sharp and desperate. “You’ll get me pregnant, you idiot! Pull out!”

Her words went unanswered. Anthony held her tightly as his cock pulsed inside her. Evie tried to wriggle forward to release herself, but his grip was firm.

“Oh, God!” she gasped, turning her head forward and abandoning any attempt to push him off. Biting her bottom lip and gripping the cabinet tightly, she stared ahead, her body shuddering as the waves of orgasm overtook her.

God! I’m a cuck now. My wife’s being fucked by another man. And she seems to be enjoying it.

I glanced down at my cock, which was twitching violently.

Oh, shit! I’ll come without even touching myself! Oh, shit!

I felt the first spurts of cum shoot up my shaft. Grasping the base of my cock tightly, I tried to stop the flow, but it was too late. Desperate to avoid a mess, I shoved my trousers down, aimed my cock downwards, and caught as much of my spunk as I could in my briefs.

I finished at the same time as Anthony whispered, “Thank you, Evie!”

I looked back into the bathroom.

He’d just pulled his cock out of Evie’s pussy, his shaft and glans glistening with a mix of his cum and her juices.

I stepped back, heart pounding.

I’ve got to get out of here! They can’t see me!

I turned and hurried to the kitchen, shuffling awkwardly with my trousers still around my knees, my cock pressed down against my lowered briefs.

Once in the kitchen, I stripped off my trousers and briefs. I wiped my cock clean with the already soiled briefs and tossed them into the laundry basket. Moving swiftly, I pulled my trousers back on and buckled them.

It was just in time as Evie walked in, wrapped in her bathrobe. Her cheeks were flushed, but she looked composed as her eyes met mine.

I raised my eyebrows.

“It happened,” she said simply.

“He’s not a virgin anymore?” I asked quietly.

She shook her head slowly, her gaze steady on me. “No, he’s not.”

“We did the right thing, honey,” I murmured. “We helped our friends.”

“Yes, we did,” she replied, her words barely above a whisper.

“Evie, Jamie, I’ve got to go now!” Anthony’s voice rang out from the hallway. “See you later.”

Neither of us responded.

Evie bit her lip, the first flicker of regret crossing her features. She stared at me for a moment, then turned to leave the kitchen but paused, glancing back. “He finished very quickly.”

With my release, post-nut clarity had hit hard. The arousal had faded, replaced by jealousy and a gnawing sense of remorse twisting in my gut.

Yet, I managed to offer Evie a soft, reassuring smile. “The first time’s always like that.”

The front door opened and closed.

Together, we looked out the window, watching Anthony head for the gate.

“Inside me,” Evie added quietly.

“We’ll get you the pill, honey,” I said, my voice gentle.

I couldn’t help but wonder as I watched Evie leave the kitchen: Was this a one-off, or have we just opened the door to something more?

Moments later, I heard the bathroom door open and close.

Evie’s about to try out our new shower. A chance to clean up my mess!

I grabbed the laundry basket and shoved the laundry into the washing machine, including my soiled briefs, hurriedly hiding the evidence of my weakness.
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This story is about a couple on holiday tempted into the hotwife lifestyle.

Nick and Ella arrive in Cape Verde to celebrate their 10th honeymoon anniversary. Gerhard, an old German guy, befriends them at the swimming pool and shares his ideas about how they can best do that. His ideas are incompatible with Ella and Nick’s views, but unexpectedly, just thinking about what the old man has told them makes them hornier than ever, raising questions about their secret desires. Meeting young Agnete only adds to their questions. However, when they are introduced to Mikkel and Johan, two attractive Danish men, Gerhard’s ideas not only raise questions but begin taking root.
Things between Ella and the two Danes heat up, and temptation grows stronger when she meets Paulo, a handsome black barman, and discovers more about her hidden desires.
Ella and Nick are going down a slippery slope to a place they are not sure they want to go. They must escape temptation! But will swapping the pool for the beach help them? Will an island tour with Joao, another charming black man, help them resist temptation, or will it make it harder?

Wife Goes For More: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to Wife Tries Something New. In this second part of the story, Ella goes on a quest to find out if bigger is better and if many is more fun.

Ella and Nick come to a pact with Joao, an agreement that will help them enjoy their adventure. But things get complicated when an old rivalry between Joao and the Danes gets reignited. How will Ella and Nick manage it? And how far are they prepared to go in their quest for new experiences? Will Ella take up Joao, Mikkel and Johan’s proposition to try something she’d never heard about but which sounds super-hot?
When Nick’s cuckold experience is taken to a new level, his confidence falters. How will he manage his feelings? While dealing with his emotions, he sees something that takes him by surprise. Will Agnete shed light on it and beyond?
Ella and Nick discover that Gerhard’s peculiar condition may not be a bad thing since he knows how to repay favours, especially when Paulo is at his disposal. Ella finally finds an answer to the question of whether bigger is better.


Lorri's Promotion: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about the emotional struggle of a wife and her husband when she is offered a promotion in exchange for becoming a hotwife.

Lorri is gutted when she is denied a promotion at work. She knows it is a long shot but goes to speak to James, the new Chief Executive Officer, demanding he reverses the unfair decision. To her surprise, James is willing to help, but he wants something in return—something that goes against Lorri’s marriage vows.

The sleepless night Boris spends with his wife agonising over what she should do proves nothing compared to the rollercoaster of conflicting emotions he has to endure once Lorri has left the house in the morning. How far is his wife prepared to go? And how far does he want her to go? Will Lorri bring good news when she comes back home? And what is good news?

Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.

Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends.
Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

Wife Takes Another One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This book is the sequel to Wife Takes One For The Team.
Adam and Jess have returned home from the island. They have been dealing with some consequences of Jess’s unusual first-time hotwife experience when an unexpected turn of events brings back temptation, stronger than ever. And the stakes are higher.
Will Adam and Jess resist temptation? And do they want to resist it? Will Jess take another one for the team? And if she does, will it be for the team or herself?

Wife's Wilderness Game: A Hotwife Adventure

A couple’s journey through the wilderness becomes a journey towards the hotwife lifestyle.

Enticed by a substantial prize, Teddy and Gabi find themselves in a wilderness survival game with odds stacked against them. Their fortunes change when Jordi and Bonck, two charismatic fellow adventurers, come to their aid. It quickly becomes apparent that Jordi’s interest extends beyond mere camaraderie, and he makes advances towards Gabi. As Jordi flirts with the conflicted yet intrigued Gabi, Teddy’s long-suppressed fantasy about sharing his wife stirs to life. Charming, skilful, and irresistible, Jordi gradually erodes Gabi’s boundaries until she stands at a crossroads: yield to temptation or uphold her marital vows. Further complicating her dilemma with Jordi, Gabi is drawn into an intricate game of favours with Warren, a wealthy game organiser, who offers his help but with strings attached.

Faced with Jordi’s advances, Warren’s manipulations, and Teddy’s fantasies, Gabi must navigate the complexities of desire, loyalty, and personal boundaries. What choices will she make when survival and deepest desires intertwine?

Discover the bounds of temptation and fidelity in this riveting tale of adventure, desire, and forbidden fantasies.

Wife Goes Wilder: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to “Wife’s Wilderness Game”, taking Gabi and Teddy’s journey into even wilder territories.

Gabi’s deepening infatuation with Jordi pushes Teddy beyond comfort, prompting him to devise a plan involving the enigmatic Bonck. Can Bonck sway the course of Gabi’s affections? And will Gabi be enticed by Bonck’s exotic allure and the unique experiences he offers?

The arrival of old French acquaintances, Michelle and Jacques, at the log cabin unveils a tangled history involving Warren and Jordi, while offering Gabi and Teddy new avenues for exploration.

Gabi’s strategic game with Warren approaches a critical juncture. Will she fulfil her part of the deal to secure the prize? How will Warren’s revelations about Jordi and Bonck’s true identities affect her?

With the game culminating in a lavish party, Gabi faces the temptation to embrace her wildest desires. Meanwhile, the alluring appearance of Amalia poses yet another intrigue: what possibilities does she herald for Teddy?

Will Teddy and Gabi’s daring escapades redefine their lives forever? Explore the bounds of desire, adventure, and freedom in this enthralling sequel.

Laurie’s Unusual Holiday: A Hotwife Adventure

A couple’s weekend getaway takes an unexpected turn into the hotwife-cuckold lifestyle, challenging everything they thought they knew about their marriage.

When Laurie and Geoff accept Alex’s generous offer for a weekend at a secluded beach, they anticipate nothing more than a carefree time of sun, sand, and sex. But when Alistair arrives unannounced, bringing with him a wild disregard for norms and boundaries, their understanding of decency and marital values is shattered. What begins as a simple getaway quickly becomes a journey of rediscovered fantasies and awakened desires.
Will Laurie and Geoff resist Alistair’s outrageous propositions? Will they uphold their marriage vows, or will temptation lead them down a new path? Is this the moment Laurie becomes the hotwife Geoff has always secretly desired?

Bea Takes Charge: A Hotwife Story

This story is about a couple visiting a village in Southern France, where they are lured into breaking some traditional marriage norms by a group of shameless but well-endowed men.

Bea has inherited a property she and her husband, Leo, want to sell quickly. However, it appears that Bea’s inheritance is more trouble than it’s worth because the property co-owner, a local farmer and neighbour called Arthur, refuses to let Bea sell unless she has sex with him. Bea and Leo meet Arthur’s farm workers – Claude, Jules, and Marcel – equally brazen and equipped down there as their boss. Claude offers to help Bea remove Arthur from the property deed, but his offer has the same price tag as Arthur’s.

Will Bea give Arthur what he wants? Or will she accept Claude’s offer? And what about Claude’s equally hung friends? How does Leo feel about the perspective of sharing his wife with other men? Will he embrace becoming a stag and his wife a vixen?

A Night with Tigers: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about becoming a hotwife in a rather unusual place.

David and Dana may have divergent views on open relationships, but their views converge when it comes to wildlife and nature. So when Paul invites them to spend a night with him in a lodge surrounded by tigers, they agree.
Initially, it is an awkward proposition because they have met Paul on a hotwife dating site, but he assures them that he is interested in nothing else but watching tigers, and that seems all right. Intentions are clear, and boundaries are set.
However, exotic animals, a cosy cabin, fine wine, and the company of a handsome man like Paul can change perspective. And when Paul harnesses his extensive lifestyle experience to get what he wants, will boundaries be held?

Three in an RV: A Hotwife Story

A couple’s RV trip turns into a first-time hotwife experience in some very unusual circumstances.

Mila and Peter are stuck in their RV during a thunderstorm when a stranger knocks on the door. Letting Jack in starts a 48-hour adventure that will not only change their holiday plans but will redefine their marriage.

Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A Hotwife In Lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating On My Hotwife In The South Of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I Cheated While Hugging My Husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A Hotwife Story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.


A Note From The Author




Thank you for reading my book!

If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a quick rating or review—it helps other readers discover my work and allows me to keep crafting the stories you love.

Stay tuned for upcoming releases, including Waves of Temptation and the sequel to Abby’s Unusual First Time. I’m also exploring a collaboration for a sequel to An Affair in the Desert.

For updates, teasers, and more, visit my blog at https://alexleestories.com or connect with me on Twitter @AlexLee1604.

Your feedback is invaluable—thank you for being part of this journey!

Warm regards,
Alex Lee
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