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  Foreword


My hotpast series, 'I Visited My Wife's Hometown… And Found Her Hidden Life,' was a much greater success than I ever thought it would be and when I published the final book, book 4, I didn't anticipate the amount of requests I was about to receive, for more. Those asking for a continuation were right. There was more to be told in the story of James, Lisa, Erica and company. Too many loose ends left untied. And so here we are. An epilogue of sorts, albeit in the form of a fifth book. 
This one is in a slightly different format to my previous books in the series. It comprises of four full-length short stories, detailing James and Lisa's further adventures in New York and beyond.
Let me know if you enjoy it.
Hottest regards,
Paul






  
  Chapter one
I Arranged My Wife's Gangbang... And Unleashed Her Wild Side


We stood outside the discreet entrance of the Ace of Hearts, a renowned swinging club nestled in the heart of New York City. The neon sign above the door cast a soft, inviting glow over the four of us. Despite the cold bite of the New York winter, the air between us was thick with excitement and anticipation. 
Tony, the man who had become an unexpected part of our lives since joining us in New York while on vacation, leaned against the wall, his breath visible in the frosty air as he scanned the street. His eyes flicked between Lisa, Erica, and me, a confident grin on his face. Tony had been instrumental in organizing tonight’s event, quickly making friends within the local swinging community, all to arrange a special night for Lisa.
My beautiful and adventurous wife stood next to me, her excitement palpable despite the chill in the air. She wore a tight, black dress that clung to her curves, highlighting her figure, a stark contrast to the bundled-up passersby on the street. Her auburn hair was styled in loose waves, cascading over her shoulders, and her sky-blue eyes sparkled with a mix of nerves and eagerness.
“I can’t believe we’re really doing this,” she said, her voice so breathless with either the cold or the excitement that I could barely hear over the sound of the busy road behind us. “It feels so surreal.”
Tony’s grin widened, his confidence infectious. “Trust me, it’s going to be great. And don’t be nervous. Remember, I’ve told the guys that this is your first time at a swinging venue. They won’t make you do anything you don’t want to.”
Erica, our best friend and confidante, stood on Lisa’s other side, her honey-blonde hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail. She wore a black leather skirt and a sparkling gold top that hinted at the curves beneath, the fabric doing little to protect her from the cold. Her presence was a comforting anchor for both Lisa and me, her green eyes reflecting the same mix of anticipation and support.
I shared a smile with her, then glanced back at Lisa, my heart swelling with love and pride. “Are you sure you’re ready for this? It’s not too late to change your mind.”
“I’m not changing my mind.” Lisa met my gaze, her expression resolute. “This is something I want to do. I’ve missed it, all these years we’ve been together. All the times I watched the other girls with Ron and Adam, I was jealous. No. We’re here now. We’re doing this. I need to explore this side of myself again, scary or not.”
Erica placed a reassuring hand on Lisa’s shoulder. “And I’ll be right there with you, every step of the way. This is a first for me, more than it is for you.”
That was true. Erica was more than just our best friend. She lived with us now, in a polyamorous relationship, something I’d never expected to happen in a million years. But unlike Lisa, she’d never done anything quite like this.
As we waited for Maura — the hostess Tony had set this up with — to escort us inside, my mind wandered back to the journey that had led us to this moment. It all began when I first visited Lisa’s hometown of Barnesfield, back in the UK. It was supposed to be a simple trip to her cousin Joy’s wedding, which I attended in Lisa’s stead while she was working overseas. But while I was there, I discovered a hidden side of my wife that I had never known. The revelation of her secret past, filled with illicit parties and sexual adventures, rocked our marriage to its core, especially when I found out that she was still involved — albeit without full sex — behind my back.
Despite the initial shock, we decided to explore this hidden part of Lisa’s identity together. The journey took me from solo clandestine meetings with Lisa’s old lovers to intense and erotic encounters with Lisa and the men from her past that challenged but ultimately strengthened our relationship, culminating in Lisa getting pregnant, although we were still in the early stages of that.
Moving to New York was our fresh start. We left the tangled mess of Barnesfield behind, but the fantasies we discovered remained with us. And somehow, along the way, Erica, whose own desires and open-mindedness meshed perfectly with ours, led to the unique and loving polyamorous relationship that we found ourselves in now.
The door to the club finally opened, and the woman called Maura greeted us with a warm smile. She was a mocha-skinned beauty, with a figure that could turn heads and a presence that commanded attention. Her dark eyes gleamed with a hint of mischief as she looked us over, clearly sizing us up.
“Good evening, Tony. And you must be Lisa, James, and Erica. Welcome to the Ace of Hearts.”
“Thanks, Maura,” Tony replied, nodding to the woman. “We’re excited to be here. Thanks so much for helping me arrange this. I appreciate it.”
“I hope that Lisa appreciates it just as much when the night is over,” Maura smiled. Her tone was playful, but there was a seriousness in her gaze as if she understood the significance of what we were about to do.
Then she stepped back and led us into the warm, dimly lit interior of the Ace of Hearts, ambient music humming softly in the background. The club was both stylish and seductive, with plush seating arrangements scattered around the room and an impressive bar that stretched along one wall, its shelves stocked with an array of luxurious and expensive spirits and other drinks.
As we made our way to a cosy corner table near the bar, Maura’s eyes sparkled with curiosity. “So, you’re all from England?” she asked, her voice laced with intrigue as she slid into the booth beside us. “We don’t get too many English couples here. It’s always interesting to meet people from different places.”
Tony chuckled, settling into his seat and nodding. “Yes, from the north of England, although Lisa and James lived in London for a while.”
“Cool,” Maura looked me up and down brazenly. “London, huh? So what brought you to New York? Are you on vacation?”
“I am,” Tony nodded as a stunning blonde-haired waitress came over to take our order. He gestured towards the three of us sitting across from him. “But James, Lisa and Erica are living here now.”
“I got a job here,” my wife explained, holding Maura’s dark gaze after the beautiful woman glanced at me appreciatively again. “We’ve been in New York for a while now. It’s been great so far.”
Maura smiled, her attention shifting between the three of us, her curiosity piqued. “But this is the first time you’ve dipped a toe into the lifestyle while you’ve been here.”
Before any of us could respond, a tall, broad-shouldered black man joined us at the table, a welcoming smile on his ruggedly handsome face. His dark hair was neatly trimmed, sharp blue eyes contrasted with his skin. He leaned down to kiss her on the cheek before turning to us. “I’m Jake, Maura’s husband. Welcome to the Ace of Hearts.”
“Thank you,” Lisa said, her voice warm as she smiled at him. “It’s a pleasure to be here.”
The blonde waitress returned with our drinks. White wine for Erica and a fresh lemonade for the pregnant Lisa, a neat Scotch for me and an Old-Fashioned for Tony. Maura rested her hand on Jake’s muscular forearm, her fingers gently tapping as she waited for the waitress to disappear. Once she’d returned to the bar, Maura continued the conversation.
“So, tell us about your experiences. We love hearing how people get into the lifestyle.”
Tony was quick to jump in, his tone playful but with a hint of pride. “Well, the four of us — Lisa, James, Erica, and I — recently had a foursome and decided we wanted to take things further.”
“Nice.” Jake’s blue eyes roamed from Lisa, enjoying the sight of her creamy cleavage before returning back to Tony. “A foursome, huh?”
“It wasn’t the first thing we’ve ever done. There’s history to all of this,” Tony added. “Lisa and I dated — briefly — a long time ago, before she met James. When they moved over here, they invited me to visit them and you know… one thing led to another.”
“So you all…” Maura’s finger fluttered between all four of us. “You all fucked?”
“That sounds fun,” Jake smiled, nodding his approval when we all nodded.
“It was,” I admitted, finding my voice. I didn’t want to appear to be the quiet, meek husband-type.
Jake’s deep eyes lingered on Lisa’s cleavage again, then shifted to Erica and me, his interest deepening. “And what about you guys? Tony told me in his emails that you’re… together. How does that dynamic work?”
Erica found the confidence to answer the question. “We’re in a polyamorous relationship. I’ve been best friends with Lisa and James for years and before that Lisa and I dated, but when they returned to our hometown from London, things… evolved. Making the leap to move to New York with them was the best decision I ever made.”
I nodded, chiming in. “We’re all very open with each other. We communicate well. It just works.”
Maura smiled at me again, making Lisa’s hand find my thigh, squeezing possessively. Jake’s eyes narrowed slightly, intrigued. “And what about you, Lisa? Tony tells us you’ve always been adventurous.”
Lisa took a deep breath, her gaze turning introspective as she prepared to share a piece of her past that still had the power to stir strong emotions. “Well, back in the UK, before we moved to New York, I used to be involved in… let’s just call them exclusive parties. Special gatherings at a local club — private, members-only events.”
“Parties where things got pretty wild,” Tony added, probably because Lisa wasn’t making it sound very exciting.
“Wild?” Maura leaned in, her mocha skin glowing in the soft light. “How wild, exactly?”
Lisa’s eyes gleamed with nostalgia, her lips quirking up at the edges into a naughty smile. “Let’s just say there were a lot of men and not many women. One woman, sometimes. That kind of wild.”
“And you were the woman?” Jake leaned forward too, his mouth curving into a knowing grin.
“For a long time, yes,” Lisa admitted, her cheeks flushing. “Until I met and married James. Then things changed and I moved to London. I thought I could leave it behind, the wild stuff, but the truth is, it’s a part of who I am. I’ve missed it.”
“Missed what, exactly?” Maura continued to probe us, raising an eyebrow as she asked.
“You know…” Lisa murmured softly, looking around. “Group sex, shall we call it.”
Maura’s manner turned more intense as she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “You can call it whatever you want. You’ve missed being the centre of attention? The only woman in a room full of men, all of them wanting you, desiring you?”
Lisa hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking towards me, then back to Maura. There was a certain vulnerability in her expression, but also a growing sense of excitement. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice low, her cheeks flushing. “I’ve missed that feeling of being wanted by a pack of horny men. I’ve missed being satisfied like that. Is that a good enough answer for you?”
Jake’s eyes glowed with interest, his gaze firmly locked on Lisa. “And how many men are we talking about here?” he asked, his tone casual but laced with curiosity. “What’s the most you’ve had?”
There were so many questions. Was this what it was like to be in the lifestyle? Was everyone so curious about people’s past experiences?
Lisa took a deep breath. “In the past? It was usually three or four, sometimes more. The most I’ve had? I’m not sure. There was one night when… well, I lost count.”
I realised that was a question I’d never asked and wished I had. Just how many men had been inside my wife over the years?
Tony chuckled softly, his eyes flicking between us and Maura. “Lisa’s always been the adventurous type, that’s for sure. Before she married, she wasn’t one to shy away from a good time. She had quite the reputation at one point.”
Maura’s perfectly manicured fingers tapped rhythmically on the table as she took in every word. “And what about you, James? How do you feel about all this? Does watching your wife with other men turn you on?”
More questions. All of this was only serving to make me more nervous. I shifted slightly in my seat, feeling the heat of their collective gazes on me. “At first, it was hard to wrap my head around,” I admitted, my voice steady but honest. “But seeing how much it turned her on, how happy it made her… it became something I craved too. The jealousy… it’s still there, it’s complicated, but it works for us.”
Jake nodded, his expression thoughtful. “I get it. I’ve watched Maura with other guys plenty of times. It’s not something everyone can handle, but if you can, it’s incredibly freeing.”
“It’s a turn-on for me too,” Lisa added, her confidence growing as the conversation became more explicit. “It’s a new part of the thrill, something I need to explore. Knowing that my husband is watching other men enjoy me. I don’t know why… but making him feel those emotions… jealousy, anger, maybe even shame that his wife is being a slut… for some reason, it’s a turn-on.”
“Ah,” Maura nodded, a slight smirk marring her attractive features as she glanced my way. “So you enjoy being cuckolded, do you, James?”
I hesitated, my cheeks suddenly aflame at the direct question. “I’m… still figuring that out.”
“And Erica?” Maura asked, her voice a teasing lilt. “How do you fit into all this? Do you join in and cuckold James too? Or are you more of a spectator?”
Erica smiled, her green eyes softening as she looked my way. “A bit of both, I guess. I’m still finding my place in all this. I don’t know how I feel about cuckolding James but I love watching Lisa. Seeing her so turned on… Watching her be satisfied, it’s hot. When we had the foursome, I joined in. But I’ll be happy watching from the sidelines tonight. I just want to see her get everything she needs.”
Maura’s voice took on a more intimate tone as she leaned closer. “Everything she needs? What is that exactly, Lisa? Do you have any special requests, before we head in to meet your studs for the night?”
Lisa’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as she met Maura’s gaze. “For the longest time — since being married — I’ve been in control. I want to go back to how it was when I was young, when that wasn’t the case. I want to feel that rush again. I want to be the centre of attention, to be taken and used… by as many men as possible. I want to go back to that, feel that again. No holding back. No control.”
Jake’s smile widened. “If that’s what you want, you’ve come to the right place.”
“Wait,” I interjected, as what she’d just said sank in. “You really want… what you just said?”
Lisa nodded. “And I don’t want you to interfere, James. You said you wanted me to enjoy myself. This is what I need. If you’re not ready to see me get fucked — properly fucked — then you need to tell me now.”
Our eyes met, an intense moment hanging between us until I nodded, giving my consent. I wanted her to be happy and satisfied and if this was what it took… then so be it.
“Lisa, James,” Maura began, her voice tinged with a hint of her own excitement, “I need to know you’re both ready. The guys are waiting.”
Lisa took a deep breath, her fingers playing with the edge of her wine glass as she considered the question. I could see a mix of emotions flickering across her face — anticipation, nervousness, but most of all, a determination that had been building for a while. She met Maura’s waiting gaze, her expression firm but open. “I’m ready,” she said, her voice steady. “This is something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. I’m more than ready. I need this.”
“And you, James?” Maura turned her smile to me.
“I don’t think I’ll ever be ready to watch my wife with a room full of other guys,” I shrugged. “So let’s just do it.”
“He’s right,” Jake nodded, his face serious for a moment. “There’s no easy way to prepare for things like this. Sometimes you just have to take the plunge.”
Maura stood, her elegant figure framed by the soft lighting of the club. “Alright then,” she said, her tone shifting to one of gentle authority. “Let’s not keep our excited studs waiting any longer.”
She extended a hand towards Lisa, who took it confidently. We all stood together for a moment, and then Maura led the way through
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