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Good afternoon (or morning or evening depending on where you are!). My name’s Gary Hawkins and what you are about to read is 100% true memories of mine and Rachel’s swinging/cuckold adventures back when we were young and wild back in the 80s and 90s. We’re not quite so active now but putting these memories down in this book has been a fun way to relive some of those fucking filthy nights.

I’ve always enjoyed sharing my gorgeous missus and I hope you enjoy reading about her slutty side too. I’m no Stephen King but I’ve tried to make it read OK as a story!

The key thing is that everything detailed below actually happened in our unglamorous bit of England – the East Midlands. It just goes to show that dirty slut wives like Rachel exist everywhere!

This book is dedicated to every horny guy who got his cock sucked, fucked and spunked over my busty wife and her legendary tits! We are all lucky fellas!
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Chapter 1: First club visit
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It was back in the summer of '89, wasn't it? Fuck me, time flies. Me and Rachel had been hitched for eight bloody years by then, scraping by in this cramped semi-detached house in Nottingham. I was grafting away at the factory, bolting together car parts day in, day out, coming home knackered and covered in grease. Rach was behind the counter at the local corner shop, dealing with snotty kids nicking sweets and old biddies moaning about the price of milk. Life wasn't shit, exactly, but it had gone flat as a pancake. The bedroom? Christ, it was like clockwork - missionary on a Friday night after a few cans of lager, if we were lucky. No fire, no passion. We'd joke about it sometimes, lying there in the dark, but one night it got serious. I remember saying, "Rach, what if we tried something proper wild? Like one of them swingers clubs I've heard about." She didn't laugh it off. Her eyes sparkled in that dim light from the streetlamp outside. "Fuck it, Gary," she said, propping herself up on her elbow, her tits jiggling a bit under her nightie. "Why the fuck not? We're only young once."

Rachel was a stunner back then, mind. 32 years old, with this curvy figure that turned heads wherever we went. Her tits were full and heavy, proper handfuls—double D's that strained against her bras, nipples always poking through if she got a chill. Her arse was round and firm, the kind you wanted to grab and squeeze, and she had these thick thighs that rubbed together when she walked, making her hips sway like a fucking siren. Long dark hair cascading down her back, green eyes that could melt you, and lips—plump, red, made for sucking cock. She wasn't skinny like them models in the mags; no, she was all woman, soft in the right places, with a belly that had a gentle curve from our lazy weekends on the sofa. But bollocks to that skinny shit—she was sexy as hell, and she knew it.
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