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            Welcome to Issue #4 of Hotwife Digest

          

          Brought to you by the ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Hey there, lovely reader,

      Welcome to the fourth issue of Hotwife Digest, your bi-monthly escape into the smart, sexy, emotionally charged world of hotwife and cuckold erotica. Plus, we snuck in a special Christmas Letters edition last month, because who says the holidays can't be deliciously naughty?

      If you've been with us since the beginning, you already know what we're about: stories that go way beyond steamy scenes and dive deep into trust, desire, vulnerability, and the raw, messy pleasure that makes hotwife erotica truly electric. And if this is your first time joining us, welcome to a world where the usual relationship boundaries are pushed, fantasies are realised, and consent is always at the heart of it all.

      ACHE (that's Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica) is a collective of indie writers dedicated to crafting bold tales that celebrate ethical non-monogamy in all its thrilling forms. From hotwife and cuckold to hotpast and every delicious nuance in between, we're here to bring you stories that are scorching, honest, heartfelt, and, of course, horny!

      In this issue, we've hand-picked five brand-new original stories from some of your favourite ACHE authors:

      Paul Garland takes us to a sun-drenched beach house in Fuerteventura, where a couple's final vacation day takes an unexpected turn when their architect friend shows up unannounced and uninhibited.

      Delores Swallows rewinds the clock fifteen years to show us Ria's first steps into the hotwife lifestyle, in a story of spontaneous desire, spin-the-bottle confessions, and a night that changes everything.

      Skylar Quinn explores the complexity of married desire in a contemporary office setting, where emotional honesty and careful negotiation open doors to new experiences and deeper intimacy.

      Hardison Parker brings us back to Nia, the hotwife you've grown to love, as she gets deliciously dirty on a camping trip filled with coupons, surprises, and friends who are eager to help fulfil her wildest fantasies.

      Max Sebastian introduces us to a couple navigating an unconventional arrangement with their new tenant, a young man who pays his rent in the most intimate currency imaginable.

      And of course, the ever-popular Dear Hotwife Digest letters section is back, featuring five sizzling confessions, questions, and fantasies from readers just like you.

      Stay connected with us by following the ACHE authors on Medium for regular stories and essays, exploring their Patreons for exclusive serialised content, and if Hotwife Digest gets your heart pumping (and other things), share it with someone who'll appreciate the heat.

      So pour yourself something strong, get comfortable, and settle in for another round of sexy, smart storytelling.

      Let's get started.

      — The ACHE Collective

      January, 2026
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            The Beach House

          

          Paul Garland

        

      

    

    
      NEIL AND KIMBERLEY’S FINAL DAY AT THEIR FRIEND’S BEACH HOUSE TURNS INTO A SEXUAL ADVENTURE THAT NEITHER OF THEM WOULD HAVE EVER IMAGINED POSSIBLE…

      The sand was hot enough to make me shift my feet while I stood there, beer in hand, watching Kimberley adjust her bikini top. She'd gone for the red one today, the one with the triangle cups that showed off her tan lines and made her tits look incredible. Her dark hair was still damp from our last swim, hanging past her shoulders.

      "Don't look now," she said, nodding toward the water, "But there's a guy walking over who's either smuggling a gun or is extremely happy to be at the beach."

      I followed her gaze. Strolling in our direction was a tall guy, maybe thirty, wearing black trunks that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

      "Christ," I said. "Those trunks should come with a warning label."

      Kim laughed, that genuinely happy sound that made her nose crinkle and my heart leap. "I'm just saying, good for him. Confidence is sexy." She took a sip of her mojito, ice clinking. "You could learn something from him."

      "I'm plenty confident."

      "You wore shorts yesterday that went past your knees."

      "That's called not getting arrested for indecent exposure."

      "Plus, you’re not going to take anyone’s eye out with your dick, are you?"

      "Hey," I defended myself. "My six inches have kept you satisfied all these years."

      "I’m only teasing." She watched the guy as he jogged past, his huge, thick semi bouncing with each step. When he was out of earshot, she turned back to me with a grin. "Okay, your turn. Find someone."

      I scanned the beach, then pointed. "There. Eleven o'clock. Pink towel."

      Kim shielded her eyes. The woman was maybe forty, lying on her back, completely topless. Her breasts were enormous, the kind that defied gravity in a way that suggested surgical assistance.

      "Oh my god," Kim said. "Those are… wow. Do you think they're real?"

      "Does it matter?"

      "I suppose not." She looked down at her own chest, then back at the woman. "Think I should go topless? When in Fuerteventura and all that."

      "You want to give the hung guy a heart attack on his next lap?" Kimberley had a good pair of tits on her, 36D. More than enough to fill my hands.

      She laughed again and settled back onto her towel. I sat beside her, digging my feet into the cooler sand beneath the surface. Today was our last day here. Tomorrow we'd be back in London, back to work, back to reality. Ryan's beach house had been exactly what we needed, a week of sun, sex, and not thinking about anything except where to eat dinner.

      "I can't believe this is it," Kim said, reading my mind. "I could stay another month."

      "Ryan might have something to say about that."

      "True. Although Joanna did say he barely uses the place."

      Ryan was our friend, the partner of Joanna, Kim’s best friend. When they found out we’d had a tough couple of months with work and weren’t able to afford a break, they’d generously let us have their beach house for a week. All we had to pay for were the flights and some spending money.

      I took another pull of my beer. The sun was starting its descent, turning everything golden.

      "Did you hear about the next beach over?" Kim asked, finishing the last of her mojito. "The little cove we saw on that walk we did?"

      "What about it?"

      "Apparently, it's a nudist beach. Full nudist."

      I raised an eyebrow. "How'd you find that out?"

      "The woman at the restaurant last night. She mentioned it when I asked about a quiet spot to top up our tan today, with it being our last day." Kim stretched her legs out, flexing her toes. "I decided we should stick to this beach. I'd go topless, sure. But getting my pussy out for everyone to see? No thanks."

      "Not to mention all the dicks flopping around."

      "Exactly. Urgh." She made a face. "There's confident, and then there's 'here's my entire cock and balls while I play beach volleyball'."

      "Not very romantic."

      She laughed again and stood, brushing sand off her thighs. "Come on. I need a shower before we figure out dinner."

      We gathered our things and headed back up the wooden steps that led to Ryan's place. The beach house sat on a slight elevation, hanging over a rocky outcrop, looking over the sea, all clean lines and massive windows that caught the afternoon light. Ryan had designed it himself. He was one of those architects who actually had taste instead of just ego. White walls, natural wood, furniture that looked expensive because it was. The whole place screamed money in that quiet, understated way that made our overpriced London flat feel like a shoebox.

      "I still can't believe he just gave us a week here," I said, unlocking the sliding door.

      "Joanna said they stopped renting it out recently due to someone treating it badly. They left some damage to the furniture." Kim dropped her beach bag on the sofa. "It must be nice, owning a place you don't even need to rent out. Just being able to come here whenever you like."

      "It must be nice being an architect who charges what Ryan charges."

      She headed toward the outdoor shower, peeling off her bikini top as she went. The shower was tucked around the side of the house, looking out over the ocean, private enough that you could stand there completely naked without worrying about anyone seeing, unless they were on a boat with binoculars, and even then, they'd have to be looking in just the right direction.

      I grabbed another beer from the fridge and was checking my phone when I heard a car door slam out front.

      Odd. We weren't expecting anyone.

      I walked to the front window and looked out. A silver BMW sat in the driveway, and Ryan was pulling a bag from the boot. He looked tired, his usual sharp appearance slightly rumpled.

      I opened the door before he could knock. "Ryan?"

      He looked up, surprised, then smiled. "Hey, Neil. Sorry, I should've called ahead."

      "What are you doing here?"

      "I, um… needed to get away for a bit." He hefted his bag. "Figured I'd stay the week. You guys leave tomorrow, right? I am sorry for intruding on your last night."

      "Don't apologise," I said, stepping aside to let him in. "It's your place. We're just grateful you let us crash here for the week."

      Ryan set his bag down in the entrance hall, running a hand through his dark hair. He looked like he hadn't slept properly in days. There were shadows under his eyes, his jaw tight with whatever stress had driven him here.

      "The flight was a nightmare to book," he said. "This was the only one I could get on short notice. Otherwise, I’d be waiting until Tuesday. I didn't mean to overlap, but figured you’d be okay with me staying in one of the guest rooms."

      "You can have the master bedroom. It’s your place. I mean, the place has four bedrooms. We'll manage one night together without killing each other, I’m sure." I laughed, then gestured toward the kitchen. "Beer?"

      "God, yes."

      We walked through to the open-plan living area, all that glass showing off the ocean view.

      "Where’s Kimberley?" he asked, his head turning left and right, looking for my wife.

      "She’s in the shower. We spent the day at the beach, topping up our tans before the trip home." I pulled two bottles from the fridge and handed him one. He took a long pull, his shoulders dropping slightly.

      "So… Are you sure everything’s alright?" I asked. "Bad day at work? Is Joanna okay? She’s not here?"

      "Yeah, fine. We’re both fine, just needed some space. Work's been..." He waved his hand vaguely. "You know."

      I didn't, really, but I nodded anyway. Ryan's projects were the kind that got written about in architecture magazines, the kind that attracted clients who expected perfection and who could pay enough to demand it.

      "Well, you picked the right place to decompress," I said.

      He smiled for the first time since arriving. "That was the idea." He drained half his beer. "Christ, I needed this. Think I'm going to grab a quick shower, wash the flight off."

      "Go for it."

      He headed toward the hallway, and I turned back to the kitchen, thinking about what to do for dinner now that we had company. Maybe that seafood place Kim had liked. I was pulling out my phone to check their menu when I realised Ryan had gone right instead of heading upstairs to the main bathroom.

      Toward the outdoor shower.

      "Ryan, wait—" I started, but my warning came too late.

      I followed quickly, rounding the corner just as Ryan stepped onto the wooden deck. Kim was stepping out of the shower, water streaming down her body, every inch of her completely naked. Her dark hair was slicked back, droplets running between her breasts, down the flat plane of her stomach, between her thighs.

      Ryan froze.

      Kim's green eyes went wide, and she grabbed for the towel hanging on the hook, wrapping it around herself in one quick motion. But not before Ryan had seen everything, the full swell of her tits, her nipples tight from the cooling water, the neat strip of hair between her legs.

      "Fuck, I'm sorry," Ryan said, immediately turning around. "I thought you were showering upstairs."

      "That's where I thought you were going," I said, appearing behind him.

      Kim clutched the towel tighter, her face flushed. "It's fine. Just maybe knock next time?"

      "Hey, look," I said, putting my hand on her shoulder. "Accidents happen. It’s all good. I should have said something, but…"

      "Don’t worry about it," Kim agreed, her green eyes meeting mine for a moment. "No harm done. It’s nice to see you, Ryan, by the way."

      Ryan explained for the second time why he was here, then once Kim nodded, repeating what I’d said about it not being a problem that he was here on our last day, he grabbed his bag and walked back toward the outdoor shower. "Mind if I use the shower now? I prefer this one to the small one upstairs."

      "Go for it." Kim waited until she heard the water start, then turned to me, still clutching the towel. "Oh my god."

      "Well, that was awkward."

      "He saw everything, Neil. Everything."

      I shrugged, trying not to think about how Ryan had frozen at the sight of my wife's naked body. "You were talking about going topless earlier. You kind of did, just not in the way you expected."

      She stared at me, then her mouth twitched. "That's not funny."

      "It's a little funny."

      "It's mortifying." But she was smiling now, the tension breaking. She adjusted the towel, wrapping it tighter around her body. "God, the look on his face."

      "It probably matched yours."

      She laughed, shaking her head. Water dripped from her dark hair onto the wooden deck floor. Then that mischievous glint appeared in her eye. "You know what? Fuck it."

      "Fuck what?"

      "He saw me. Fair's fair." She grabbed a fresh towel from the stack by the door. "He forgot this."

      "Kim—"

      But she was already walking back around toward the outdoor shower, and I followed, curious and slightly alarmed. The water was still running. Kim knocked on the wooden post that held the bamboo screen upright.

      "Yeah?" Ryan's voice over the spray.

      "You forgot a towel."

      "Just hang it there, thanks."

      Kim stepped around the privacy screen.

      I stayed back, but I could see through the gaps in the wood slats. Ryan was rinsing his hair, completely naked, water streaming down his body. He was well-built, more from good genes rather than hours spent at the gym. And between his legs, even soft, his cock was substantial. Completely shaved, long and thick and circumcised, the head a darker pink than the rest.

      Ryan turned off the water and reached for the towel Kimberley was holding out. He didn't cover himself or seem even remotely embarrassed. He just took it with a grin and started drying his face.

      "We're even now," he said. "I get it."

      Kim laughed, but it sounded breathless. "I suppose we are."

      She backed away, and I moved quickly so she wouldn't catch me watching. We met back in the kitchen, where she immediately poured herself a glass of wine.

      "So?" I said.

      "I hoped to embarrass him back, but it didn’t work." She took a drink, her cheeks flushed. "He just stood there, completely naked. Didn't even flinch."

      "Probably proud of his big dick."

      She looked at me sharply. "You were watching?"

      "I couldn’t help but see through the wooden slats."

      "Well, yeah, he is kind of hung." Kim allowed herself a teasing grin.

      I felt a sting of jealousy in my gut. "Great. So some guys really do have it all. Money, status, and a massive cock to boot."

      Kim set down her glass and came to me, sliding her arms around my waist. She kissed me softly, her lips tasting of the Verdejo.

      "I love you just as you are," she said. "Broke, regular, and average-sized."

      "Thanks. That's really helping."

      She laughed and kissed me again, deeper this time. "I mean it. You're perfect for me. All of you." Her hand slid down to cup me through my shorts. "This is the only cock I want."

      I pulled her closer, feeling the warmth of her body through the towel. "Even after seeing⁠—"

      "Especially after." She looked up at me, sincere now. "Size isn't everything, Neil. You know exactly what I like. You always have."

      We stood there for a moment, foreheads touching, and I felt the jealousy in my stomach ease. Whatever complicated feelings were stirring, this was still us. Still solid.

      ***

      Two hours later, we were both showered and changed, sitting in the living room with Ryan, who'd emerged looking more put-together than before.

      "So, your last night on the island. Where haven't you eaten yet?" he asked, scrolling through his phone.

      "Umm… I don’t know," Kim said. "We've stuck pretty close to this side of the resort."

      "There's a place I know. Family-run, traditional Canarian food, best you'll ever have." He looked up. "Let me take you. My treat. Call it a recompense for crashing your last night."

      "You don't have to do that," I said.

      "I want to. Besides, I need to eat anyway, and eating alone is depressing."

      Kim smiled. "That sounds awesome."

      Ryan called a taxi so we could all drink. While we waited, Kim changed into a black halter top that tied at the nape of her neck, leaving her back completely bare. The neckline plunged low enough that the inner curves of her breasts were visible, and she'd paired it with white linen shorts that showed off her tanned legs.

      "Ready," she announced.

      I caught Ryan's eyes flick down to her chest, then away. Throughout the taxi ride, I noticed him stealing glances at her cleavage when she leaned forward, at her thighs when she crossed her legs. He wasn't obvious about it, but I saw it. I didn't say anything.

      The restaurant was everything Ryan promised, white-washed walls, stone fireplace, wooden beams, a guitarist playing in the corner. We ate slowly, working through plates of papas arrugadas, grilled fish, and a potato-and-lamb stew that lived up to the hype. The wine kept coming, and our laughter got louder.

      After dinner, the guitarist was joined by a small band, and people started dancing. Kim pulled me up first, then convinced Ryan to join us. The three of us moved to the music, Kim between us, her hips swaying. She was drunk enough to be uninhibited, and I watched Ryan watch her, his eyes tracking every movement.

      But later, back at our table, Ryan's mood shifted. He pulled out his phone and spent ten minutes typing, his jaw tight. When he finally put it away, the lightness was gone.

      We got another taxi back to the beach house. Kim and I were still riding the high of the evening, stumbling slightly as we made our way inside. But while we put some music on the TV and filled up our wine glasses, Ryan went straight to the small balcony off the living room, standing at the railing and staring out at the ocean. The moon was full, casting a silver path across the water.

      "I'm going to check on him," I said to Kim.

      She nodded, kicking off her heels and relaxing on the long sofa with a deep sigh of contentment.

      I stepped outside, the cool air swirling around the small patio, cool against the bare skin of my arms as I offered him a glass of wine. "You alright?"

      Ryan took the drink but didn't turn around. "Yeah. I just needed some air."

      "That was Joanna you were texting earlier."

      He exhaled slowly. "Yeah."

      "Want to talk about it?"

      He was quiet for a long moment. Then: "We've broken up. Temporarily. Taking a break, whatever you want to call it."

      "Shit. I'm sorry."

      "She cheated on me." He said it flatly, like he was telling himself as well as me. "She’s been seeing some guy from her work for three months. This was back in London. We fought. She said it was a mistake, that she loves me, that it's over with him now. She wants to work things out."

      "And you?"

      "I don't know. That's why I'm here. I needed some time and space to think."

      Behind us, the sliding door opened. Kim stepped out, carrying three smaller glasses and a bottle of whiskey. "I overheard," she said softly. "Do you mind if I join you?"

      Ryan shook his head. She poured generous measures and handed them out. We stood there, the three of us, drinking and listening to the waves.

      "Joanna’s my friend," Kim began. "I’m so sorry. I had no idea. I’m so shocked."

      "Me too. I feel like an idiot," Ryan said eventually. "I live with her, and I had no idea either."

      "You're not an idiot," Kim said. "She's the one who fucked up."

      "Three months. Three months she’s been fucking him."

      "Shit," I cursed softly. "How did you find out?"

      "I saw texts on her phone and confronted her. She didn’t deny it. She couldn’t. It was there in black and white. Then she blamed me, said I wasn't paying attention. That I was always working, never there."

      "That's not an excuse," I said.

      "No. But it's not completely wrong either." He drained his glass, then took the wine I’d brought out and downed that too. "Maybe I pushed her to it."

      "Don't do that," Kim said, stepping closer. She put her hand on his arm. "Don't make her choices your fault."

      "Whatever," Ryan sighed. "Doesn’t matter now whose fault it is. She did it. Can’t turn the clock back."

      Kim refilled Ryan's glass, the whiskey catching the moonlight as it poured. She was standing close to him now, her bare shoulder almost touching his arm. The lantern on the balcony cast a warm glow across her skin, making her look golden against the darkness of the ocean beyond.

      "Listen," she said, "I'm sure Joanna didn't cheat because of sex. I mean..." She glanced down deliberately, then back up with a grin. "You've got a big dick. So it definitely wasn't that you were shit in bed or anything."

      Ryan laughed, genuinely surprised. "Jesus, Kim."

      "What? I'm just stating facts." She took a sip of her whiskey. "Trying to cheer you up."

      I couldn't help but smile. "She’s telling the truth. At least you've got that going for you. Rich, good-looking, well-hung. Finding a new woman shouldn't be too hard."

      Ryan shook his head, still laughing. "Yeah, there is that, I suppose." He looked between us, his expression shifting to something more serious. "How do you two do it?"

      "Do what?" Kim asked.

      "Be happy. Make it work." He gestured vaguely with his glass. "You always seem so... content. In love. What's your secret?"

      I felt a warmth spread through my chest that had nothing to do with the whiskey. Kim looked at me, and I saw the same feeling reflected in her green eyes.

      "We just work," I said. "There’s no secret, not really. It just... works."

      "We talk," Kim added. "About everything. Even the uncomfortable stuff."

      Ryan nodded slowly, then asked, rather bluntly, "Have either of you ever cheated? Or wanted to?"

      "No," we both said simultaneously.

      Kim laughed at the timing, then leaned back against the railing. The movement made her halter top shift, the fabric pulling tighter across her breasts. The moonlight seemed to make her skin luminous, and I noticed Ryan's eyes tracking the curve of her neck down to where the plunging neckline came together.

      "Although," Kim said, that playful tone returning, "I did see this guy at the beach today wearing these ridiculously tight trunks. You could see everything. And I mean everything."

      "I think he was even bigger than Ryan," I said.

      "Maybe." She took another sip, her lips wet from the whiskey. "For a second, I did consider following him, leaving Neil on the beach for a while. He was busy looking at some tart with her tits out."

      Ryan's laugh was looser now, the alcohol and conversation working to lift his mood. "And?"

      "And nothing. Because I've got Neil." She pushed off the railing and moved closer to me, her hip brushing against mine. "Who might not have architect money or pornstar equipment, but knows exactly what to do with what he's got."

      The breeze picked up, making her hair dance across her shoulders. A strand caught on her lips, and she brushed it away slowly, her fingers lingering at the corner of her mouth. Everything about her in that moment felt deliberate, the way she stood, the tilt of her head, the slight arch of her back that made her breasts press against the thin fabric of her top.

      Or was I imagining it?

      Ryan swirled the whiskey in his glass, watching the amber liquid catch the lantern light. "If you like seeing sights like that, you really should've gone to Oldham Cove. The next beach over."

      "The nudist one?" Kim asked.

      "Yeah. Full nudist. There’s no tight trunks hiding anything there." He grinned. "Your eyes would definitely be opened."

      Kim laughed, her hand still resting on my hip. "I heard about it, but too late, unfortunately. If I'd known earlier, maybe Neil and I would've given it a go. Just for the giggles."

      "Maybe next time?" Ryan smiled, but his lips were still tight.

      "Definitely next time." She said it with emphasis, her eyes bright with alcohol and something else I couldn't quite name.

      Ryan's smile widened slightly. He seemed lighter now, the tension that had gripped him earlier loosening its hold, just a touch. "Thanks for this. Both of you. I needed a laugh."

      "Anytime," Kim said. She shifted her weight, crossing one leg in front of the other in a way that made her shorts ride up slightly. "Hopefully, Joanna will come to her senses when you get back to London. You two can work it out, if you both want to."

      "Maybe." Ryan considered that for a moment, his expression thoughtful. Then something shifted in his eyes. "But until then... I think I'll make hay while the sun shines. Have some fun." He looked at Kim, then at me. "It's only fair I get even, right?"

      "Definitely," Kim said without hesitation.

      "Absolutely," I added. "She broke the rules first."

      We all laughed, the sound carrying out over the dark water. But as the laughter faded, something hung in the air that hadn't been there before. A tension between the three of us that I’d never felt until this.

      Kim was still looking at Ryan, her head tilted slightly, that strand of hair falling across her face again. She didn't brush it away this time. The lantern light caught the hollow of her throat, the gentle rise and fall of her breathing. Her lips were parted slightly, glistening.

      Ryan's gaze moved over her face, down to where her top revealed the curves of her breasts, then back up again. He wasn't being subtle anymore, and she wasn't looking away.

      I felt my pulse quicken, watching them watch each other, until Ryan set his glass down on the railing, the clink of crystal breaking the charged silence. "I really am sorry, by the way. About earlier. Walking in on you in the shower."

      Kim's breath caught slightly. The air between them felt thick, electric. "It was an accident. It's fine."

      "Still." His eyes held hers. "I should've been more careful."

      "You didn’t know I was there," she said softly. "And I got my own back."

      Ryan's mouth curved into a slow smile. "I thought that was funny, actually. That's what I like about you, Kim. Your mischievous sense of humour." He glanced at me. "Neil's a lucky man."

      "I know I am," I said, my voice coming out rougher than I intended.

      Kim tilted her head, and even in the dim light, I could see the heat in her cheeks. "From where your eyes have been roaming all night, I don't think my sense of humour is the only thing you like about me."

      The words hung there. Ryan didn't deny it. He didn't look away.

      "You're right," he said finally. "Your body is amazing, Kimberley. But I shouldn't be looking. I'm sorry."

      "Don't be," Kim said. Her hand slid from my hip, and she took a small step forward. "We've all had a drink. We're friends."

      "Yeah, it’s all good," I reassured him, not wanting the evening to turn sad again.

      Kim's eyes flicked to me, something questioning in them, then back to Ryan. "And I'd be offended if you didn't steal a glance. This top is quite revealing." She ran her fingers along the edge of the neckline, drawing attention to the exposed skin.

      Ryan watched her hand move, his jaw tightening. The muscle in his throat worked as he swallowed. He picked up his glass again, drained it, then set it down with more force than necessary.

      "Screw it," he said. "Should we do something nuts?"

      "What do you mean?" Kim asked, but her voice was eager.

      "I need to let off some steam. It's your last night. Let's have some fun." He looked between us. "I know another little cove. Hidden, just down from here. Nobody goes there except me. It'll be romantic for you guys."

      "How do we get there?" I asked, caution warring with curiosity.

      "Follow me."

      He led us through the beach house and out the back, past the outdoor shower, to where the property ended at a rocky escarpment. In the moonlight, I could just make out a narrow set of stone steps that I’d never noticed before, carved into the rock, leading down toward the water.

      "Watch your footing," Ryan said, starting down, pushing his way through the bushes that disguised the rough staircase.

      Kim went next, and I followed, my hand occasionally steadying her when the steps became uneven. The sound of waves grew louder as we descended, and then we were stepping onto a tiny crescent of sand, maybe twenty feet across, sheltered by rocks on either side. I looked up to see that you couldn’t see the beach house from here. The cove was completely hidden. The ocean stretched out before us, silver and black under the moon.

      "This is incredible," Kim breathed.

      "My little private beach," Ryan said. "I come here sometimes when I need to think."

      He kicked off his shoes. Then, without hesitation, he pulled his shirt over his head. The moonlight caught the planes of his chest, his flat stomach. His hands went to his belt.

      "What are you doing?" Kim asked, but she was smiling.

      "Night swimming. Skinny dipping. Fuck it." He pushed his trousers and underwear down in one motion, stepping out of them. His cock hung heavy between his legs, and even soft, it was impressive. "You don't have to join me if you don't want to."

      He walked toward the water, completely unselfconscious, and waded in until the waves lapped at his thighs.

      Kim looked at me, her eyes wide. "Should we?"

      "I… don’t know," I said. "I mean–"

      "Fuck it." Kim didn’t wait for me to decide. She reached behind her neck and untied the halter top, letting it fall. Her breasts spilled free, her dark nipples already tight. She shimmied out of her shorts and underwear in one quick movement, standing there completely naked in the moonlight, and my breath caught at the sight of her.

      "Wait for me," she called out, then, without looking back, she ran toward the water, laughing as she dove in.

      I stood alone on the sand for a moment, my heart hammering. Then I stripped off my clothes and followed them into the dark ocean. The water was warmer than I expected, wrapping around me like silk. I swam out to where they were, and Kim dived out of view, then reappeared a few feet away, her hair slicked back, droplets running down her face and neck. She was laughing, treading water, her breasts bobbing on the surface, visible in the moonlight.

      "This is amazing," she called out.

      Ryan dove under and came up beside her, shaking water from his hair. "You only live once, right?"

      They swam away and started splashing each other like children, the sound of their laughter carrying across the small cove. I swam closer, joining in, and for a few minutes, we were just three drunk friends playing in the ocean at midnight. The absurdity of being naked didn't matter. It felt natural, liberating, and most of all, fun.

      Then Kim lunged at Ryan, pushing his shoulders down. He went under with a surprised shout, and when he came back up, they were tangled together, arms and legs thrashing as they wrestled playfully. Kim's hands were on his chest, his were somewhere beneath the water, and then she gasped and pulled back slightly.

      "Jesus," she said, breathless. "You don't suffer from cold water shrinkage at all, do you?"

      My stomach tightened. "What happened?"

      Ryan grinned, still holding Kim's waist to keep them both afloat. "Two naked people playfighting. Stuff happens."

      "He felt my tits!" Kim said, mock-outraged but laughing.

      "You grabbed my dick!" Ryan shot back.

      "I was curious! I wanted to see if it shrinks in the cold." She bit her lip, looking at him with open mischief. "It doesn't."

      "Keep messing around like that, and you'll see it hard," Ryan said, and though his tone was playful, there was an edge of truth beneath it.

      Kim's eyes widened slightly, and I saw her throat work as she swallowed. The energy between them shifted, became more intense. I was treading water a few feet away, watching them pressed together in the moonlight, and I felt my cock stirring despite the cool ocean. The fantasy I'd harboured in secret for years, seeing Kim with another man, being part of something like this, was suddenly, impossibly close to real.

      "We should get out," Ryan said after a moment. "Water's getting cold. And there are sharks."

      "Sharks?" I yelped, suddenly alarmed, before they both burst out laughing at me.

      Shortly afterwards, we all swam back toward the shore. The sand was cool beneath my feet as I stood, water streaming off my body. Kim emerged next to me, completely unselfconscious, her skin glowing in the moonlight. Everything was visible, the swell of her breasts, her peaked nipples, the neat strip of hair between her legs. Ryan followed, and I couldn't help but notice that Kimberley was right, His cock hadn’t shrunk in the water. It flopped around between his legs, whereas mine had retreated to the size of a Champagne cork.

      None of us reached for our clothes. We just stood there for a moment, naked and dripping.

      "Come on. We can get dried and dressed in the beach house," Ryan said, leading the way, and we both followed, totally naked.

      "Fuck, it's slippery," Kim said as we started up the stone steps. She grabbed Ryan's arm for balance, and he steadied her, letting her go in front, his hand on her lower back. I followed behind, acutely aware of my cock starting to grow harder at the sight of Kim naked with my friend.

      By the time we reached the top, I was fully hard. Kim glanced back and saw it, her eyes dropping to my cock and then back up to my face. A smile played on her lips.

      Ryan noticed too. "Someone's enjoying themselves."

      We walked through the back entrance into the beach house, all three of us still completely bare in front of each other. The warm air inside was a relief after the cooling ocean breeze.

      "I can't help it," I said, my voice thick as the wine and whiskey made me honest. "This is kind of a turn-on. My wife naked in front of my best friend. It’s sort of horny, don’t you think?"

      Kim turned to look at me properly, her expression unreadable. Then she looked at Ryan, and I followed her gaze. His cock was definitely harder now, rising away from his body at an angle, thick and impressive.

      "It seems like we're all enjoying ourselves," Kim said softly.

      "I’m having a great time," Ryan admitted over his shoulder as he walked to the fridge, grabbed three beers, and when he came back, his erection was complete. It jutted out from his body, thick and long and veiny, the head dark and swollen. Kim's eyes went straight to it, and I watched her reaction, the way her lips parted slightly, her breathing quickening.

      "So that's what a big dick looks like," she said, almost to herself. Then she seemed to catch herself and laughed, shaking her head. "Look at us. Like horny teenagers. We're grown adults. We should be able to sit here naked without acting like dogs in heat."

      But even as she said it, her body told a different story. She settled onto the sofa, her legs falling slightly apart, not quite closed. Her breasts sat high on her chest, the dark pink nipples standing out, tight and stiff. The curve of her waist led down to her hips, and between her thighs, I could see everything, the neat dark landing strip of dark hair, the shadow of her pussy lips. She looked stunning in the soft lamplight, every line and curve of her body on display.

      Ryan walked over and sat next to her, his erection pointing upward, standing out from his belly, impossible to ignore. I took the chair opposite, my own cock hard against my stomach, watching them.

      "I can't help it," Ryan said when he saw me gazing at it, his voice lower now. He turned to my wife. "Being around your naked body, Kim. You're beautiful. Your breasts are awesome Your pussy looks sexy. I like a little hair. Joanna is totally shaved. Yeah, everything about you is perfect. I’ll say it again, Neil is a lucky man."

      Kim smiled, a flush spreading across her chest. "You're not so bad yourself." Her eyes dropped to his cock again, but she didn’t say anything else. She just sat there staring at it.

      "Have you two found the master bedroom comfortable?" Ryan asked after a moment. "The king-sized bed?"

      "It’s very comfortable," Kim said. "Maybe even the best bed I've slept in."

      "It's big enough for three people," Ryan added softly.

      Kim turned her head to look at him, that teasing smile still playing on her lips. "Three people? Are you planning on joining us?"

      "I was thinking we could all sleep together tonight."

      "Sleep together?" She drew out the words. "Or do more than sleep?"

      Ryan didn't answer with words. Instead, he leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away. She didn't. His lips met hers, soft at first, then deeper. Her hand came up to his chest, fingers spreading across his skin. I could see their mouths moving together, Kim's tongue slipping between his lips.

      They broke apart suddenly, both breathing hard. Kim turned to look at me, her eyes dark and questioning. Ryan followed her gaze.

      "Neil?" she said. "Is this okay?"

      My throat was dry. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my temples. This was it, the moment that would change everything or end it all right here.

      "Yes," I said. "If it’s okay with you, it’s okay with me."

      Ryan stood, his erection standing proudly in front of him. Kim took his offered hand and rose gracefully, her body fluid and confident. She reached for my hand too, and I stood, the three of us naked in the living room.

      Together, we walked toward the bedroom, my breathing quickening as we ascended the stairs in silence until we walked into the master bedroom with its floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the black ocean. The king-sized bed dominated the large space, its white sheets crisp and inviting. A single armchair sat in the corner by the window, and that's where I went, settling into it as Kim and Ryan moved toward the bed.
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