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      Okay, now for the tasty stuff.

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

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

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

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

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

      Enjoy every spicy word.

      — The ACHE Collective

      November, 2025
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            My Husband Wanted To Be My Cuckold

          

          GK Grayson

        

      

    

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Come on, Becky.” 

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

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

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

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

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

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Hello, Becky. My name is Christos.”

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

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

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

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

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      About GK

      GK specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He enjoys writing about women who own their sexuality and couples who explore new sensual experiences because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

      His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 100-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

      For more of GK Grayson’s work, visit his website at https://www.oakviewpublishing.com/ His stories are available on most major eBook platforms. 
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