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      Hey there, lovely reader,

      Welcome back to the second issue of Hotwife Digest, your go-to bi-monthly glimpse into the smart, sexy, emotionally charged world of hotwife and cuckold erotica.

      If you're returning, you already know these stories are about way more than just steamy scenes. They dive deep into trust, tension, vulnerability, and raw pleasure, the messy, beautiful stuff that makes hotwife erotica truly electric. And if this is your first time with us, consider yourself warmly invited to a world where desires and emotions collide in the horniest ways imaginable.

      ACHE (that's Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica) is a tight-knit group of indie writers dedicated to crafting bold, character-driven tales that celebrate ethical non-monogamy in all its thrilling chaos. From hotwife and cuckold to hotpast, ENM, and every delicious nuance in between, our mission is simple: bring you stories that are not just scorching but honest, heartfelt, consent-aware, and relationship-savvy.

      In this issue, you'll find fresh original fiction from your favourite ACHE authors, some stories connected to our wider universe, plus surprises and sparks to keep you flipping pages. And of course, the ever-popular Dear Hotwife Digest letters section is back, with your confessions, questions, and fantasies taking centre stage.

      Stay in the loop by following us on Medium for regular stories and essays, exploring our authors' Patreons, and if Hotwife Digest sets your pulse racing, share it with someone who'll appreciate the treat.

      So, pour yourself something strong, dim the lights, and settle in for another round of sexy, smutty storytelling.

      Let's get started.

      — The ACHE Collective

      September, 2025
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            My Wife’s Workout

          

          Paul Garland

        

      

    

    
      When Simon notices a spark between his wife Rachel and her personal trainer Jameson, he’s torn between jealousy and fascination. Unable to look away, Simon allows Rachel and Jameson’s chemistry to unfold, on one condition: he gets to watch. As boundaries are tested and desire takes centre stage, everyone learns just how far they're willing to go.

      The first time I noticed the spark between Rachel and Jameson was during her third training session. I was working from home that day, my laptop positioned at the kitchen table where I could glimpse into our converted garage through the window. What caught my attention wasn't their workout routine; it was the way she laughed at something he said, her hand lingering on his forearm as she steadied herself after a particularly challenging set of burpees.

      Jameson was everything I wasn't. He was sculpted, all lean muscle and confidence, his blue eyes bright with mischief as he grinned at Rachel. Sunlightened streaks of blonde rippled through his thick brown hair, a detail that somehow made him look even more handsome, like he'd just walked off the beach after a modelling shoot. In his mid-twenties, he was a decade or so younger than me and maybe four or five years younger than my wife.

      Rachel seemed more alive around him, glowing with an energy I hadn’t seen in years. She was average height, voluptuous from a good, married life, her generous bust pressing beneath new workout tops. Her long, dark brown hair, slightly damp with sweat, was swept into a high ponytail, drawing attention to her graceful neck and pale skin that tanned easily in the summer. Her green eyes sparkled when she talked to him, the same eyes that rarely did the same when we spent time together lately.

      When we hired Jameson a couple of weeks ago, I'd been focused on the usual aspects: his rates, his available schedule and his recommendations. I hadn't considered how his looks and his presence might affect Rachel. But now, watching her with him, she was… more enthused, more energised. We’d had to go out and buy her workout clothes before the first session, but after that first time, she’d gone out and bought more on her own, tops that hugged her curves a little more tightly than the set I’d chosen.

      She'd started doing her hair before their sessions, blow-drying it, paying more attention to her ponytail positioning, claiming it was just to keep it out of her face. Her obvious attraction to Jameson provoked some jealousy in me, which was natural, but I kept it from showing. The workouts were good for her, and so was Jameson’s company.

      Sometime later, I was kneeling by the bedside table, shoving aside a paperback and the damned cordless phone in search of my reading glasses. No sign of them. A sigh, a feeling of frustration at not being able to read my daily news, until I found them cockeyed and half-hidden in the dent of my pillow, right where I’d been reading until I dozed off last night.

      As I tucked them into my shirt pocket, Rachel stepped in from the bathroom, her body trailing a soft swirl of steam behind her. Droplets glimmered along her skin, still flushed and dewy, carrying that just-showered glow I always found irresistible. She was magnificent, even if I said so myself, average height, yes, but every line of her was lush. Her full thighs were gloriously bare, hips curving out from her waist. Her breasts were large and heavy, the kind of generous you can cup with both hands, still defiant against gravity with perfectly pink, suckable nipples. Even after all these years, I craved her shape, the way she moved.

      Rachel propped one foot up on the mattress edge to towel her calf, torso turning so I could see the tidy landing strip of dark hair between her thighs, a little secret she’d always kept precisely groomed, a wink of mischief she claimed was “for me, not you.” It never failed to make me hard.

      She dragged the towel up her legs, swept it between her breasts, then caught my gaze through the mirror, her green eyes flicking to meet mine, lips curving in a private smile. There was a new ease in her movements, a confidence. She looked… radiant.

      “How was your workout?” I asked, voice feigning nonchalance as she began blotting the beads of moisture from her neck.

      “Good,” Rachel said, breath catching just a little. Not just exertion, I thought. “Jameson is really pushing me. I can feel myself getting stronger and fitter already.”

      I watched the towel slip down her body, admiring the way her tits swung as she moved, the swell of hips, how her stance — spine straight, chin a little higher — told me that what she was saying was true. “He seems like a good trainer. I’m glad it’s working for you.”

      She paused, looking at me in the mirror, then over her shoulder. Her eyes lingered a half-beat on me. “Simon…can I ask you something?”

      I finished tidying up the space next to the bed, placing my current paperback on the bedside cabinet and picked up my phone to look at the news. "Of course."

      She hesitated a moment, wrapping the towel around herself, not quite meeting my eyes. "Have you ever noticed anything about Jameson? Like the way he looks at me?"

      I set my phone back down, my interest piqued, giving her all my attention. "What do you mean?"

      Rachel glanced at the window, then let out a soft huff, almost a laugh. "It's obvious, Simon. He... stares sometimes. At me. At my chest, my ass... even at the shape of… you know, between my legs when I'm doing stretches." She shrugged, cheeks pink but with the ghost of a grin. "Sometimes it's like he's forgotten I'm married, the way he ogles me."

      A surge of something, jealousy, a prickle of possessiveness, but also curiosity, grew in my stomach. "Does it bother you?" My voice was careful, casual.

      She hesitated, fiddling with a loose corner of the towel. "I don't know. I mean... it's not creepy or anything. He tries to be subtle, but I can feel him staring. Like he's mentally undressing me."

      "And?" The pulse in my neck throbbed for some reason. "Does it make you uncomfortable?"

      Rachel bit her lip, not quite meeting my eyes. "Not really," she said, after a moment of silence. "If anything... it's flattering. Someone like him, you know? He's young, he's gorgeous. And he's interested in me, at least to look at." There was a small, almost self-deprecating laugh, then another, an embarrassed, girlish sound I hadn't heard in ages.

      "Flattered?" I nudged. "Or is there more to it?"

      She looked at me sidelong. "What do you mean?"

      "Does it turn you on?" I said, letting the words hang. “Do you fancy him?”

      Rachel's cheeks went darker. She looked away, then shook her head. Too quickly. "Simon, please… Really?"

      "Does knowing he wants you get you hot under the collar?" I shrugged. “If it was the other way around and a hot young woman was ogling me, I know I’d be more than flattered.”

      “You’re not having a personal trainer now,” Rachel giggled, her cheeks still pink.

      “But seriously,” I leaned forward, lowering my voice. "Doesn’t it turn you on? Even a little? It’s okay if it does. It’s natural, I guess."

      She didn't answer at first, just twisted the towel, biting her lip. When she did, her voice was tiny. "Maybe a little. It's... exciting, I suppose."

      "I bet he’s jerked off, thinking about you," I teased with a chuckle. For some reason, my cock was stirring at her admission, even though I was still fighting the flames of jealousy in my gut.

      She rolled her eyes and sniffed, a smile fighting its way past her embarrassment. "You're insufferable, you know that?" But she looked pleased, her expression coy but her eyes alive again with that energy that I was enjoying seeing in her.

      She stood abruptly, brushing past me, towel held tight as if she expected me to try to rip it off, and disappeared into the walk-in wardrobe.

      The conversation ended there, but the charged current lingered between us through our evening routine. We didn’t speak about Jameson at dinner, or afterwards, but I could tell that our conversation, her admission, was on her mind as much as it was on mine.

      Later, when we got into bed and the lights were out, Rachel turned toward me, and without saying anything, her mouth found mine, hungry, her hands everywhere, pulling at my boxers, sliding over me. She pushed herself up, settling her knees on either side of my hips, her breasts hanging heavy, nipples hard. She grabbed my hands and pressed them to her chest, grinding her pussy against my cock until she felt it stiffening, then, without waiting for me to get fully hard, she slid down onto it.

      She rode me urgently, her dark hair falling around her face. I grabbed her waist, just holding her there, letting her be in charge. Her skin was warm and still smelled fresh from the shower earlier. I took her nipple in my mouth, sucked hard; she gasped, hips twitching.

      I watched her face, her lips pursed, eyes glazed with arousal. She kept fucking me until sweat ran between her tits. She moved faster, grinding, both of us caught up in the sex now. I saw her biting her lip, pushing down harder, sharp little noises each time I hit that certain spot inside her. She didn’t seem to care if I was keeping up; she was just chasing her orgasm, her hand reaching down, fingers finding her clit.

      “Fuck, Rachel,” I muttered, hips jerking up to meet her. I felt her other hand digging her nails into my chest as she leaned forward, riding me rough, her tits swinging, her breath short. Her pussy made wet noises now as she slid up and down me while working her swollen bud.

      She came hard, gripping me and shuddering, her whole body stiff and then loose all at once. She fell forward, burying her face in my neck, muffling her cry. I felt her squeeze around me, pushing me over the edge too, and I finished with a grunt, hands clutching her ass, pulling her onto me fully as I exploded inside her.

      She lay there for a long moment, out of breath, all loose now but juddering the occasional afterquake. I held her against me, enjoying those tiny tremors running through her, both of us sweaty and spent, sheets tangled and twisted under us. We didn’t talk. I knew exactly what had been running through her mind. Jameson. It was obvious. She hadn’t been this horny in forever, rarely ever this eager to be on top and just fuck like that. Even if she wouldn’t say it aloud, that thought was fuelling everything: her need, her fire, the way she’d taken control and ridden me like she was possessed. She slid from me, curling her body against mine and drifted off to sleep, her breathing steady, her face peaceful now in the low light coming through the gap in the curtains.

      Over the next few weeks, I found myself timing my work breaks to coincide with Rachel's training sessions. From my position at the kitchen table, I could see into the garage gym we'd set up. What I witnessed was a slow-burn seduction happening right in front of me.

      Jameson had begun incorporating exercises that required more physical contact. Partner stretches where his hands lingered on her thighs. Resistance training where he positioned himself behind her, his body against hers as he guided her movements. Rachel, for her part, had started wearing outfits that left little to the imagination, sports bras that showcased her cleavage, yoga pants that hugged every curve.

      

      "Something almost happened between Jameson and I today," she confessed one evening as we lay in bed.

      My heart raced. "Almost?"

      "We were doing cooldown stretches. He was helping me with a hip flexor stretch, and we ended up very close. He looked at me like... like he wanted to kiss me. I gave him such a look. You should have seen."

      "But he didn't?" I didn’t tell her that I had seen it happen, that I’d been half-hoping that he’d try it, just to see how she reacted.

      "Of course not. I pulled back. If he had, I’d have slapped him."

      I pulled her closer in bed. "Would you? The way you two seem to get on, the chemistry you seem to have, I do wonder if you’re leading him on."

      “Leading him on? I’m certainly not.” She was quiet for a long moment. “You think we have chemistry?”

      “It’s obvious.” I shrugged. “He clearly fancies you and wants you. And I think you feel the same. If you weren’t married, I think you’d be having sex by now.”

      Rachel swallowed hard. Her breathing was shallow. “Are you angry with me?”

      I turned to stare at her. “No. Don’t think that. I’m just… intrigued. It’s been fun, watching the pair of you. I’m enjoying how much Jameson’s presence has… changed you. You’re happier, more enthusiastic about everything. I think his attention is a large part of that. Maybe all of it.”

      “And you’re okay with that?”

      “I’m more than okay with it,” I answered, deciding to be honest about everything. Rachel was my wife. She deserved to know how I felt, what I’d come to realise over the last few weeks. “I told you. I’m enjoying seeing you together.”

      Now it was Rachel’s turn to stare. “So, you don’t mind… the way he is… with me?”

      “The way you are,” I nodded. “Both of you. Together. It made me jealous at first, but lately…”

      “Go on.” Rachel’s eyes were wide as she waited for me to answer.

      “Lately, it’s kind of a turn on.” I took a deep breath and told her what had been on my mind, hoping I didn’t get a negative response. “I suppose what I’m trying to say is… Part of me wishes he had tried something on with you today.”

      No negative reaction came. Rachel nodded, letting the words sink in. “If he’d kissed me… Would you be okay with that?"

      "I think so. If it’s what you wanted, too. In fact, I’d be okay with you doing more than kissing.”

      Rachel’s eyebrows climbed so high that they disappeared under her dark bangs.

      “But I have conditions," I continued, knowing I was trying to run before I could walk, but it was too late to stop now. I might as well get it all off my chest.

      "What conditions?"

      "If you did something with him, I wouldn't want to be involved directly. I don't want him to know that I know, or that I'm... okay with it. I don't want him to see me as some kind of cuckold husband who gets off on watching his wife with other men."

      Rachel propped herself up on her elbow. "But you do get off on it. That’s what you’re telling me, right? You want this. You want me to have sex with him."

      She’d said it. She’s said the word. It hung in the air between us.

      Sex.

      "Yes.” I let out a deep breath I didn’t realise I’d been holding in. “But I don't want him to know that. If something happens between you two, I want it to feel… real. Like something you're choosing to do from your own desires, not because your husband wants it, or is orchestrating it."

      Rachel seemed to be taking this all in her stride, which surprised me. "So how would you...watch?"

      I'd already thought about this. "The garage has that window that faces the side yard. You could close the garage door, so he thinks it’s private… but I could see everything. Without being seen."

      Rachel's breathing had grown heavier as we talked. "Wow. You really do want this. You've thought it through."

      "Haven't you?"

      She nodded, the admission suddenly coming out in a rush. "Every day. Every time he touches me during training, I imagine what it would feel like if he went further. If he touched me where he shouldn’t. If he… tried something."

      "Then don't stop him next time."

      The following Tuesday, I worked from the garden shed I'd converted into a small outdoor office space years earlier. I rarely worked in there, but this was the view I’d talked about. Through the gaps in the wooden slats, I had a perfect view of the garage gym's side window, just a few feet away.

      I watched Jameson arrive, noting the way Rachel greeted him more warmly than usual, her hug lasting a beat longer than necessary. She was wearing a new outfit: a sports bra that was barely decent and matching shorts that rode high on her thighs.

      Their warm-up seemed normal, but I could sense the electricity between them even from my hidden vantage point. When they moved to strength training, Jameson positioned himself closer than needed, as had become normal, his hands more deliberate in their placement.

      Then came the moment I'd been both anticipating and dreading. During a partner stretching exercise, they found themselves face-to-face. Rachel's legs were spread wide as Jameson helped her stretch her inner thighs. The position was inherently intimate, and I could see the moment when professionalism gave way to desire.

      This time, when he leaned closer, Rachel didn't pull away.

      Their first kiss was tentative, testing. Then Rachel's arms came up around his neck, and the kiss deepened. I watched, heart pounding, as my wife kissed another man with a passion that took my breath away.

      Jameson's hands found her waist, then slid up to cup her breasts through the thin fabric of her sports bra. Rachel arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips that I could almost hear through the glass.

      But what followed was disappointing. Jameson tried to push the sports bra up, to expose my wife’s breasts, his hands wanting to explore her body, and Rachel responded eagerly, looking down and watching her large breasts fall free, but then suddenly pulled back, creating distance between them. Her dark pink nipples were erect in the cool air as she pulled the top back down, neither of them saying a word.

      Then they returned to their workout, the tension visibly thick enough to cut, nothing else happening after that.

      This pattern continued for two more sessions. I would position myself in the shed, watching as they grew bolder with each encounter. Kissing led to more touching through the thin fabric of Rachel’s sportswear, which led to Rachel removing her sports bra willingly while Jameson worshipped her breasts with his mouth. I watched, entranced as another man sucked my wife’s nipples for the first time. The second time it happened, on the third session, I jerked off, cumming shockingly quickly, spraying the wooden wall with my cum. But each time, just as things seemed ready to progress, that last time with Jameson sliding his hand into her panties, Rachel called a halt, and the afternoon turned back to a workout and nothing more.

      "I can't keep doing this to him," she confessed after the third session of starts and stops. "He's getting frustrated, and honestly, so am I."

      "Then don't stop next time."

      "I keep getting too nervous,” she sighed. “And what if he wants to know why I keep hesitating? What if he asks about you?"

      "Tell him you're married but that your husband travels for work. Tell him you're lonely, horny, frustrated.”

      “You really want me to say that?”

      I nodded, and Rachel took a deep breath. “If you’re sure.”

      “I am.”

      The next session began like the others, but I could sense something different in Rachel that day. She seemed more determined, more resolved to give in to her temptations. When Jameson began their now-familiar dance of seduction, as had become normal, she didn't pull away. I shifted in my hiding spot, back pressed to the rough shed wall, my breath shallow. Through the garage window, lit up like a stage, I watched Rachel. My Rachel.

      She kissed him like she had forgotten the world outside those four walls, her hands in his hair, his big palms gripping firm handfuls of her arse and pulling her into him. The sight rocked me. It was surreal, like I had stumbled into some other man’s nightmare, and yet my cock was already growing hard just from watching.

      This was my wife with another man. A younger man. My gorgeous, curvy wife, mine for more than a decade, letting him touch her, kiss her like she belonged to him. The fact that it was Jameson, the trainer I’d invited into our lives, sent a sharp blade of jealousy through my gut. But it twisted together with something else, something hot, dark, addictive.

      He stripped her top over her head, baring her breasts. I saw him suck her nipples like they were his to take, felt my fists tighten with a need to storm in there and stop it. And yet I stayed put, hidden in the shed, my pulse hammering, drinking in every insane second. My wife moaned for him, her head tipped back, her tits rising into his mouth. That sound, knowing it was for someone else, was a punch and a pull at the same time.

      He undressed her entirely, baring the pale curves of her entire body, and that neat dark landing strip between her thighs. I couldn’t drag my eyes away from the body I’d touched a thousand times now being admired by someone else for the first time. She reached for him, pulled his cock free, and the way she looked at it, wrapped her hand slowly around him, taking a moment to note that it was longer and thicker than mine, stabbed at my pride and yet made my balls ache at the same time.

      When she dropped to her knees and took him into her mouth, my knees almost buckled and I actually had to brace myself with a hand on the shed wall. My wife’s lips wrapped around another man’s cock, cheeks hollowing, eyes looking up at him exactly like they had for me in the past. Only this wasn’t for me now. The wet sound of her sucking him carried clearly through the open garage window. Every slurp drilled the point home: my wife was going down on another man, and she was good at it.

      He lifted her and bent her over the weight bench, and I saw her brace herself for him. I watched as he lined up his now fully-erect, throbbing hard cock with my wife’s cunt, and then, just as I wondered once again if I should dash inside and stop them, he pushed in, slow and sure, disappearing inside her until her hips met his.

      Her gasp rang in my ears, clear even through the pane. It was brutal to see: her body jolting forward, sliding up the bench with each hard thrust, his hands locked possessively on her hips while the sound of their bodies smacking together filled the shed. My wife was being fucked by another man, and it was obscene. It was wrong. But it was so intoxicating, it left me breathless.

      I caught the change in her voice when she climaxed the first time, a shudder running through her, thighs quivering violently. But Jameson didn’t slow. He owned the moment, pounding her like I never could, his younger, athletic body relentless against her softer flesh. I hated him for it, but I couldn’t look away.

      He turned her over, lowering her to the floor, then fucked her in missionary, kissing her like lovers do. My wife kissed him back. My wife, who’d kissed me goodbye an hour ago as I left ‘for work’, was there now, lips open against another man’s, tongues entwined, moaning into his mouth as he drove into her again and again, stretching her pussy out like I never could. A second orgasm wracked her body, her nails scoring his back. I could see every tremor, every clench in her leg muscles as she came beneath him, giving herself to him in a way I hadn’t seen her do with me in years.

      Then he folded her legs up over his shoulders and slammed into her, deep and punishing, causing her to cry out almost as if it hurt. Perhaps it did, but she didn’t stop him, letting him fuck her like that, raw and deep, until her legs were flailing in pleasure, her hands reaching out for something to hold onto. Her third orgasm ripped out of her in a raw, loud cry that shot straight to my cock as he enjoyed her cunt, pounding her senseless. It was undeniable: my wife was lying there, shaking, being thoroughly fucked, treated like a slut by another man while I hid and watched.

      I felt dizzy. The shock, the jealousy, the sheer erotic punch of the fact that it was Rachel hit me hard. This wasn’t just any woman I was watching get fucked like a pornstar. It was my wife, the woman who wore the two rings I’d given her, the woman who shared my bed every night, who shared my life, now taking every inch of another man’s cock in our own garage. And she was loving it.

      Jameson’s voice grew rough, his movements jerky. He yanked free of her, stroking himself in quick, urgent pulls until he groaned and shot several thick ropes of cum across my wife’s large tits and stomach. Rachel lay there panting, flushed, still twitching with aftershocks, until he milked the last few drips of his semen onto her, some landing in the fine hair of her landing strip.

      My heart thudded against my ribs. The whole shed smelled faintly of cut grass and sawdust, but in my head, all I could smell was sex—theirs. The mixed scent of cum, sweat and pussy. And then the reality crashed over me again: I had just watched my wife fuck another man for the first time. And I’d never been this hard in my life.

      I pulled out my hard cock, my hand wrapping tightly around it, the ache unbearable after watching her take him like that. I stroked myself in quick, tense pulls, eyes locked on her sprawled, glistening body inside. Then Rachel shifted on the mat, propping herself up on an elbow. She glanced toward the garage window, toward me, knowing I was watching, and for a split second, her lips curved into the smallest, most knowing smile, and that was it. My whole body jolted. I came hard, grunting under my breath, cum splattering the shed wall in front of me while my free hand braced against it. My pulse hammered in my ears as I kept stroking through it, watching my wife lying there, still smeared with another man’s cum, not knowing she’d just made me lose control without touching me at all.

      Afterwards, as they lay entwined on the gym mats, I heard fragments of their conversation through the open garage window. Rachel explained about her marriage, about missing her husband when he worked away, about needing something more. Something… just for herself. Jameson was understanding and decent, promising discretion and expressing his desire to continue their sessions.

      That evening, Rachel and I made love with a new intensity. She told me everything, how Jameson felt inside her, how different sex was with him, how alive she'd felt in his arms, how hard he’d made her orgasm. Rather than feeling threatened, I found myself incredibly aroused by her descriptions.

      "Will you fuck him again?" I asked as we lay in the afterglow.

      "Do you want me to?"

      "Yes," I said without hesitation. "And I want to keep watching."

      Rachel smiled, snuggling closer to me. "I was hoping you'd say that."

      Our arrangement continued for months. Twice a week, Jameson would come for "training sessions" that had evolved into something else entirely. I would position myself in the garden shed, watching as my wife explored her sexuality with a freedom and passion that our marriage, for all its love and stability, had never quite achieved.

      The dynamic worked because it fulfilled needs for all of us that we hadn't even known we had. Rachel got to experience the thrill of sex with a younger, stronger, and more well-hung man. Jameson got to be with a woman who appreciated him without the complications of a traditional relationship. And I got to witness my wife's pleasure while maintaining the emotional security of our marriage.

      Sometimes, late at night, Rachel would describe her latest encounter while we made love, her words painting vivid pictures of her afternoon with Jameson. These moments were some of the most intimate we'd ever shared, bound together by a secret that was ours alone.
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