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            Welcome to Issue #7 of Hotwife Digest

          

          Brought to you by the ACHE Collective

        

      

    

    
      Welcome back to Hotwife Digest.

      This month’s issue moves from poker nights and private bargains to summer holidays, old temptations, and the kind of chances that arrive just once, unless, of course, you decide to take them.

      Inside, you’ll find a wife who discovers that the right birthday gift can change far more than a weekend away, a card game that turns into something much riskier once the stakes stop being measured in chips, and a holiday in the Highlands where one last fling threatens to become far more memorable than either half of the couple expected.

      Elsewhere, a husband finds himself nudging fantasy closer to reality with Tina, only to discover that temptation always looks a little different when it’s standing right in front of you, and another couple are drawn into the kind of erotic negotiation that starts out sounding playful and ends somewhere neither of them will forget in a hurry.

      Featuring erotic tales from Grace Beaumont, GK Grayson, Sean Geist, Paul Garland, and Delores Swallows, the stories this month all arrive at the same destination by very different routes.

      Some begin with curiosity, some with confidence, some with nerves, and some with the feeling that a line has already been crossed long before anyone says so out loud. That’s the pleasure of our wonderful bi-monthly magazine: not just the heat, but the slow, delicious way each couple finds their own path into it.

      And alongside the fiction, we have this month’s letters section, a gathering of different voices, real confessions, and real moments of uncertainty, excitement, jealousy, arousal, and aftermath.

      Five stories, a handful of unforgettable letters, and plenty to keep you turning pages.

      The Editors, Hotwife Digest

      P.S. At the end of July, we will be retiring Issue #1 of the Hotwife Digest to make room on our assorted product shelves. So, if you haven’t checked out our super-successful launch issue, now is your last chance to do so.
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            Deal Me In

          

          Grace Beaumont

        

      

    

    
      
        
        When her husband Pete suggests inviting her sexy work crush Malcolm to poker night, with Carrie as the grand prize, she never expects the night to change everything. One forbidden office encounter. A high-stakes game. Who knew it would deliver the kind of mind-blowing, table-shaking sex that leaves her screaming Malcolm’s name while Pete watches… and wants more. Sometimes the biggest win isn’t just the hot, filthy action; it’s discovering you’ve found the perfect third to complete your marriage.

      

      

      The first time Pete suggested it, I thought he was joking.

      “Come on,” he said. “What’s the harm?”

      “The harm is my work relationship,” I laughed, playfully slapping his arm. “I have to work with Malcolm.”

      Pete waved my concern away. “He’ll be fine. I see how he looks at you, and how quick he is to call himself your work husband. Even to me.”

      Another guy would have been pissed about that; at an office party, Malcolm had a beer or two more than he should have and had walked right up to Pete and introduced himself as my “other husband.” Thankfully, Pete found it hilarious, especially given our arrangement.

      “Invite him to poker night,” Pete suggested. He ran his hand down my side, tracing my hipbone and dipping down between my well-trimmed red curls. “See what he thinks. We don’t have to tell him what the grand prize is.”

      I murmured a soft sound as I relaxed onto my back. Pete settled between my thighs, and I gasped as his hot mouth covered my clit.

      “You know someone else will mention it.” I gasped as he hit a good spot, and the sound made him moan against me. He ground himself against the mattress as he gripped my ass, tilting my hips to just the right angle.

      “And what if they do?” Pete said, the vibrations rocketing through me. He set up a rhythm, sucking urgently at my clit. I wove my fingers into his dark hair and guided him to the spot I needed him the most. He was so good at this, at going down on me. I loved bucking against him, my body wild and unmoored as I came. I was dancing on the edge now, but I wasn’t thinking of Pete. I was thinking of Malcolm, and all the times we’d gotten so close to touching. He’d pass me a coffee cup or I’d hand him a file, and our fingers would brush. I’d blush like I was a heroine in a Victorian novel who’d accidentally revealed my well-turned ankle. Pete teased my cunt with two fingers as I rocked against him, my need growing more urgent. “Don’t you want him to win the night?”

      I couldn’t think. I thrashed against Pete as the orgasm stole me and pulled me under. I smothered my cries with my hand; Pete groaned and ground into the mattress as I pulsed around him. When the pleasure crested and ebbed, Pete moved over me, burying his cock in me in one steady stroke. I groaned, lifting my legs up to pull him in farther.

      “How long have the two of you worked together, hm?” Pete’s voice was thick as he drove into me. I moved with him easily, taking him deep. He was a perfectly average guy in the cock department, but it was my husband’s mouth and hands that drove me crazy.

      “Two years.” I worked my fingers between us and teased my clit as Pete shifted angles, finding the right ones to make me gasp. Two years, and I’d had a quiet, useless crush on Malcolm since his second day in the office. He was a tall, skinny guy, with icy blue eyes that were somehow always warm and a jaw sharp enough to cut cheese. His mountain-climbing hobby had given him shoulders for days, and he had a weighty gaze that melted me on the spot.

      “Haven’t you ever fantasized about him?” Pete shifted again, hooking my knees up, and he drove deep enough to make me gasp. “I know he’s slim, but I’ve seen his hands.” Pete twisted his hips, finding an angle that had me clenching around him. “He’s got to be hung, don’t you think?”

      “I do.” I kept my fingers moving, chasing another orgasm. Pete followed my rhythm, meeting my gasps and groans with his thrusts. “Fuck, Pete, oh god.”

      “You’re thinking about it,” Pete teased. “Are you imagining it right now, Carrie? How he’d stretch you out and make it hurt?”

      From another guy, the comment would come from jealousy; from Pete, it turned him on. He wanted to hear the answer. “Yes. You know I am.”

      “I do,” he said. “My slutty wife who loves being the prize at my poker game.”

      He pulled out and urged me onto my hands and knees. I bent my ass up for him; he had a good angle like this, and I had easy access to my clit. I cried out as he fucked me, our easy intimacy driving him towards the spots where I needed him the most. Pleasure was winding through me again as Pete ramped up, slamming into me harder and groaning as his own body tightened.

      “Invite him to poker night,” he urged. His thighs were slapping against mine, and I could feel him shaking. “I want to see him fuck you.”

      He barely got the words out before he came, groaning as he shot into me in thick waves. The heat of it made me cry out and tipped me over into the orgasm I desperately needed. I spasmed around Pete, cursing as he nursed me through it with slow, steady movements. “You’re so gorgeous, Carrie, fuck you’re incredible.”

      We cuddled up together, Pete stroking my hair, and I considered what he was suggesting.

      We’d had this arrangement for about a year. It had been clear for a while that our libidos were moving in opposite directions; he was slowing down, but I was becoming insatiable. He worried about it more than I did, and no matter how much I promised him I’d never cheat, I could see it eating at him.

      He came to the solution at a poker game, joking that he could offer me up as collateral. His friend Jim had been game, and Pete glanced at me for permission before saying yes. Jim fucked me right there on the poker chips while Pete watched with rapt attention, stroking himself. Afterward, Pete led me upstairs and fucked me harder and more urgently than he had in years.

      He’d snuggled me afterwards, my head tucked into the crook of his shoulder. “We should do this more often,” Pete had said.

      “Do you mean that?”

      Pete shifted so he could look at me. “Only if you want to, Carrie.”

      “I really want to.” I bit my lip. “But what does that mean for us? I would never…” I trailed off, not willing to articulate the fears in my head.

      He kissed my forehead. “You’d never cheat. I know. But you love being split on a big cock until you’re stretched out and aching.” I blushed; those were the words I’d tossed at Jim to urge him to move faster and harder. “And I want that for you.”

      I searched his expression for any sign that he was hedging or hiding. All I saw was happiness, and all I felt was his cock stirring to life against my thigh again. I couldn’t remember the last time he’d gotten hard twice in a night.

      “Yes,” I said finally. “It felt good. And if I could have that and you, then that…would be great. But you’re the most important part. Okay? I wouldn’t want this any other way.”

      “Neither would I,” Pete said. “If we do this, I want to be there when it happens. I want to know it’s happening and I want to watch. Is that okay?”

      I nodded quickly. Having Pete right there while Jim took me meant that I hadn’t had to worry about what if Pete changed his mind or was suddenly not okay with what was happening. I could see how hard he was and how fast he was stroking his cock.

      Every single week for the past year, Pete had shared me with another man, whoever had the largest take at the end of the night. They’d always been his friends, always people we both trusted to keep quiet. I worked in tech and Pete was a college professor, and we both had professional images to maintain. Malcolm was the first guy Pete had suggested I invite.
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      In the morning, I was exhausted. The horrible irony was that Pete’s libido and stamina were cycling down just as mine were starting to peak. For him, once a night was capacity, and for me, it was an opening act. We’d kept going for another hour, with his mouth and fingers and toys, but every orgasm just left me craving more. I woke up with my cunt aching, but I still wasn’t close to satisfied.

      It didn’t help that Pete had texted me twice before lunch asking if I’d talked to Malcolm yet. The second message came in the middle of a work meeting, as Malcolm and I tried to explain zero-trust architecture and endpoint vulnerability protocols to a boardroom full of people whose security philosophy began and ended with what they learned from AI chatbots. Malcolm glanced at my phone, and saw Pete’s question on my screen. His eyebrows went up. He mouthed ‘what?’ but I waved him off, my pulse hammering in my throat.

      After the meeting, I rushed to my office and plopped down into my chair, turning on my monitor and hoping I’d look way too busy to interrupt. I only had a minute, though, before Malcolm was knocking on my door. “What is Pete asking you about?”

      I could feel the heat in my cheeks, and I could only hope that I wasn’t turning tomato-red. “Oh—nothing much⁠—”

      “Do I finally get an invite to poker night?”

      Malcolm’s question seemed completely innocent, but there was something about it. The way he was running his fingers around the rim of his coffee cup or the specific angle of his shoulder into the door frame, that made me tilt my head to the side. He wasn’t asking about playing cards.

      “How do you know about that?”

      I could have tried to deny it, or asked more neutral questions to try and figure out exactly how much he had picked up, but there was no point. There was a difference between making an excuse or lying by omission and actively lying. As far as I was concerned, I’d wreck our relationship by lying to him anyway. Might as well dive in headfirst.

      Malcolm’s eyes flashed, and he grinned. “Pete decided to follow me on social media the night of that first office party. He doesn’t post much, but half of it is comments about you and poker and…he’s not as subtle as he thinks he is.”

      My cheeks were so hot I worried I might burst into flame. “Oh god. What has he said?”

      Malcolm shrugged. He walked into the office and dropped into the chair across from me. His posture was languid, his legs kicked out in front of him and his hands lightly clasped. Those big, gorgeous hands. Some guys paid no attention to their fingernails, but his were always neatly trimmed and clean. It was tiny, but one of the best parts of silly crushes was getting to enjoy the tiny things. “It’s not as obvious as you might be thinking,” he said. “But he always talks about how much he looks forward to poker night and makes sly comments about keeping track of who wins the night. You come in the next morning looking…” His gaze took me in, and even though a lot of me was behind the desk, I’d never felt more exposed. My body responded, my nipples tightening and my core heating. “Looking like you got fucked exactly the way you deserve.”

      “Excuse me one second,” I said. Malcolm’s eyebrows went up, but he waited while I pulled out my phone and typed out a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carrie

      

      
        Can I kiss him?

      

      

      

      

      

      Pete’s reply was immediate.

      
        
          
            
              
        Pete

      

      
        Anything but intercourse. I want details later.

      

      

      

      

      

      I set down my phone and took a deep breath. Yeah, I wanted him to come to poker night. And I very much wanted him to win the evening. I stood up and moved around the desk. I’d dressed casually for the day in jeans and a sweater, and I was very grateful for that right now. If I’d been wearing a skirt, honoring the ‘no intercourse’ request would have been harder. I would have done it, but it would have taken more work.

      Malcolm watched me close the door to my office, flipping the lock. I shut the blinds. This wasn’t abnormal; I often shut my office down for a little privacy. And now, I very much needed that.

      “You like poker?” I let my voice drop a little, reaching for the low, seductive tone that had always driven men a little crazy.

      “Yes,” Malcolm said. He shifted in the chair a little. I grinned. I knew that shift. He was hard and trying to figure out what he wanted to do about it.

      I hesitated for just one second. We could still turn back. I could still decide that it was just a poker game and spin some story about how Malcolm wouldn’t actually have any fun. I didn’t have to scratch this itch.

      But holy shit, I really wanted to.

      I pulled my sweater over my head. My bra was a boring beige color, but the lace was sheer, and my hard, light brown nipples were clearly visible. “Want to play?”

      Malcolm swallowed. He shifted again, and this time he didn’t hide that he was adjusting his cock. My mouth watered a little, thinking about it. “Yes,” he said.

      “Bet.” I dropped down onto my knees in front of him, scooping my heavy breasts free from the bra cups and teasing my nipples. His gaze locked on them, his eyes wide. He took in a long, slow breath, then reached for his belt.

      “Call,” he replied. He worked his zipper and got his dick in hand, and holy shit. I’d been right. He was huge. He stroked himself slowly, root to tip, and for the first time in my life I wondered if my eyes were bigger than my stomach. Or, in this case, my cunt. Wasn’t there that one Russian lady who fucked a stallion and died from internal injuries? Whatever, I was sure she died happy.

      “Raise,” I said. Technically bad poker; we hadn’t discussed a minimum raise and I didn’t say what I was raising to, but when I leaned over and kissed the tip of his cock, my point was clear.

      I pulled back just a little, but he wrapped my long hair around his fist and moved me back. “Call,” he said. “Kiss it again.” His voice was dark, intense. How long had he been thinking about this, fantasizing about how it would feel to have me like this? I distantly wondered if his crush had gone on as long as mine had.

      I moved enough to look up at him and grin. “Raise,” I said. And then I opened my mouth and slid down the head of his cock. He was so big that I almost gagged immediately; Pete was easy to take, and all the poker guys were so eager to fuck my cunt that I hadn’t sucked a really thick cock since college.

      Malcolm’s body tensed, his hand tightening in my hair. “Fuck, Carrie.” His voice was so quiet I could barely hear him. “Fuck, yes baby, just like that. Like that cock?”

      I tried to say something, but he held me down, and the sounds were completely garbled. My cunt was soaked, and I was desperate for something to rock against, grind on, come on. This was why Pete had been clear about no intercourse. A big cock turned me into a brainless slut, and we both loved it.

      I worked myself farther down on him, loosening my jaw and relaxing my tongue, but the angle was bad, and I could only take so much. He realized what was happening and stood, pushing me back just a little bit. I could take more of him, and I pushed forward until he was kissing the back of my throat, using my hand to cover what I couldn’t take.

      Malcolm groaned. He moved with me for a moment, then snarled, “Raise.” He gripped my hair tighter, holding me in place when he started to thrust. I cried out, desperate not to gag. He slowed for just long enough to catch my eyes, to see me nod around his thick cock, and then he kept going, using my mouth harsh and fast. “Going to come.” He worked the words out between clenched teeth. He gave me just a moment to pull back if I needed to, and then he surged into my mouth with a ragged curse, rope after rope of thick white cum. I tried to swallow it all, but it was too much too fast, and there was cum dribbling down my lower lip and chin before that last pulse filled me up.

      He yanked me to my feet and backed me up against the desk. “Your turn,” he said.

      I laughed a little, wiping my chin with the back of my hand. “You raised,” I said. My breath was coming fast. My cunt was singing. I was desperate to be touched, desperate for some release, but I couldn’t have what I really wanted. “You don’t get to raise again.”

      “Then call my bet,” he said. His gaze was locked on me. “Call my bet and let me take care of you.”

      I bit my lip. I wanted that more than almost anything—but I was faithful to Pete, and I always would be. “Intercourse is off the table, at least until Pete’s there.”

      Malcolm laughed. “Does he like to watch?”

      “Yes.” There was no point in dodging the question.

      “Good,” Malcolm said. “I’m going to enjoy showing him what it’s like to watch his wife get fucked by a big thick cock.” He cupped my pussy with his hand, and even through my jeans, the touch sent a delightful flurry of sensation through me. “And he should get to watch your face while you take it for the first time. I don’t need my cock to satisfy you.” He brushed his thumb over my lower lip, and the sudden light gesture made something unfurl in me. “I can see what taking me like that did for you, Carrie. Let me take care of you. Call my bet.”

      The softness in his voice was almost enough to tip me over the edge. He sounded so much like Pete in that moment—so adoring, so sweet—that I needed him even more.

      “No penetration,” I said. “I can’t…I can’t take that and not have all of it.”

      “Promise,” he said. His eyes were firm; I trusted him. “Say it.”

      I took a deep breath; why did I feel like I was the one stepping off a ledge? “Call.”

      My jeans were tight enough that I had to help Malcolm wiggle them down off my legs, but it was worth it when he sat back on his heels, staring at me like I was a goddess.

      “Jesus, Carrie,” he said, stroking himself lightly. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

      I blushed and tried not to shift on my feet like an embarrassed kid.

      “If I kiss you, I’m going to end up grinding on you, and then I don’t think either one of us will stop before we’re fucking,” he said. “But please. Understand. The poker game’s tonight, right?”

      I nodded, my breath coming in heaves. I was so desperate to be touched.

      “I’m coming to your house tonight,” he said. “I’ll play poker. But just so we’re clear, win or not, I’m fucking you tonight. I’m planning on railing you until you forget your own name, much less your husband’s. Sound like a plan?”

      “Yes,” I said.

      He dropped to his knees in front of me, nudging his shoulders between my thighs and

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Welcome to Issue #7 of Hotwife Digest – Brought to you by the ACHE Collective
      


      		
        Deal Me In – Grace Beaumont
      


      		
        My Husband’s Summer Gift – GK Grayson
      


      		
        Tempting Tina – Sean Geist
      


      		
        A Final Highland Fling… With An X – Paul Garland
      


      		
        Assuaging the Green-Eyed Monster – Delores Swallows
      


      		
        Letters from the Lifestyle
        
          		
            He Knew Before I Did
          


          		
            Visiting Verona
          


          		
            Sending Her To Him
          


          		
            An Unopen Open Marriage
          


          		
            Adult Education
          


        


      


      		
        Next Time in Hotwife Digest: Issue #8 – — The ACHE Collective
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/gkg-ornamental-break-4.jpg






OEBPS/images/ao_image.jpg
APHRODITE
OMNIMEDIA







OEBPS/images/grace-beaumont-logo.jpg
e
».

EAUMONT





OEBPS/images/ache-digest-7-cover-final.jpg
ISSUE #7 JULY 2026

K GRAYSON
GRACE BEAUMONT

. PAUL GARLAND
SEAN GEIST






OEBPS/images/hotwife-digest-brand-black-on-white.jpg
Hotwile
Digesl





