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Five Hot Wives Let Loose - a Hotwife Tale of Lust, Sex & Submission

An erotic novella by

Zara Lynne

Five Hot Wives Let Loose - a Hotwife Tale of Lust, Sex & Submission: Five women, one enigmatic gardener.  Each of the women will submit to his sexual dominance. Each of the women will learn about their inner desires. Each of the women will follow their own path to sexual happiness. Little did Caroline know what was in store when she joined the girls for a coffee morning. Five Hot Wives Let Loose is a stand-alone erotic novella about five hot wives and their lustful pursuit of sexual satisfaction.

Excerpt:

"Why do you think I'll do as you say?

"Take off your robe."

Caroline looked at him defiantly and pulls her kimono tighter around herself.

"Take off your robe now! I want you to show me your naked body as you promised."

Caroline slowly untied the kimono and lets it drop to the floor. She is now standing totally naked in front of her gardener. Her pussy is on fire and she can feel the heat rising up to her breasts and her nipples are rigid. She is looking straight at Russ, but can't see a flicker of a reaction in his eyes. For some reason she wants him to find her attractive. She finds she is comparing herself to Rita, wondering if Russ prefers bigger tits like Rita's. For some reason it seems important to her that Russ thinks she's beautiful and sexy. 


For M - and so the fun began...
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1-1. Thursday's Girl - Primed and Ready

Caroline checked her outfit one last time in the mirror and leaned close to make sure her makeup was perfect. She wasn't sure why she was so nervous, but she had the impression that this wasn't just a group of plain and dowdy housewives she had been invited to have lunch with.

Caroline and her husband Rick had moved to Canterbury, one of Melbourne's more genteel suburbs, from Adelaide only the week before. Caroline, much to her surprise and absolute delight, had inherited the house from a rather wealthy uncle whom she barely knew, but who seemingly remembered her with affection after she had drawn a picture in crayon of this very house when she was six years old. 

The property was a typical Australian period house with hardwood floors and verandas on two sides situated on a quiet tree-lined street. Her uncle had maintained the house lovingly along with the rather extensive garden. The garden also had a decent-sized pool with a handy barbecue area. Caroline absolutely loved the house, the garden and the whole neighborhood itself.

The day they moved in Caroline had received a visit from two of the neighbors - women of about her age, late thirties, early forties. They introduced themselves as Rita and Suzanne and invited her to join them at a luncheon at Suzanne's houses on Thursday that week and meet the "girls". Both women were dressed rather elegantly, which made Caroline deduce that such might be the norm around here for a "girls' luncheon". Caroline had invited them in, but they declined saying they had a pressing engagement, but were looking forward to seeing her in two days time.

Caroline and her husband had barely been in the house 24 hours when Rick announced he was leaving for London that very day for a month on an urgent project for his bank. So Caroline was left alone to finalize the moving in and organize furniture and the like. Not that she minded, but she did feel a little lonely in a new city and was pleased that she had the chance to meet the "girls".

After double-checking again that her outfit looked the part, skirt not too short and matched her heels and that her long blonde hair was just right, she pulled the door to and locked it. She then placed the key in her favorite Chanel handbag. The lunch was only five houses away, so she walked elegantly and slowly along the street, taking in the fragrance of jasmine and the ever-present scent of eucalyptus. Her heels seemed to disturb the tranquility of the street as Caroline enjoyed the warmth of the late summer sun. February in Melbourne could often be quite hot during the day, but a cool change in the early evenings generally brought the temperature down to more bearable levels.

As she approached the house where the lunch was to be held Rita, one of the two women who had brought the invite, was just entering the gate.

"Ah, Caroline, so glad you could make it."

Caroline was about to take Rita's hand but realized in time that a kiss on both cheeks was required.  

"I just love your heels. Are they Jimmy Choo's?" Rita asked as they entered the neat garden in front of the house.

"Actually, they are," Caroline replied, "And yours must be Ivanka Trump, if I'm not mistaken."

"Absolutely. You are knowledgeable. I just love her shoes. My husband gets palpitations every time I go shopping with the girls, but I only probably buy one or two pairs a month."

By the time they had walked round the house to the back garden along a winding path that took them past some beautifully kept bushes and plants, Rita almost knew everything about Caroline including her husband's shoe size. Caroline was surprised she had time to take in her answers as she fired questions at her one after another.

The back garden was vast, at least twice the size of Caroline's huge garden. A table had been set on the veranda in the shade. As Rita and Caroline approached, three exquisitely dressed ladies stood up and approached them. Each of them kissed Rita and then turned to look at Caroline. Rita did the honors and introduced her to Monica and Beth, who each kissed her in turn, and then re-introduced Suzanne the hostess. Suzanne kissed the air by Caroline's cheek a couple of times and then took her by the hand, leading her into an involuntary twirl so they could all admire her outfit.

"Very chic, my darling. I just adore your Jimmy Choo's. I can see you'll be one of the girls in no time," she chirped happily and laughed as she lead Caroline to the table. 

"You must sit next to me," she said, indicating one of the jarrah wood chairs.

For the next two hours or so they sipped their Chardonnays and enjoyed various fresh salads and some heavenly dips while all four women continued the interrogation started by Rita. It turned out that at 41 Caroline was the youngest of the girls. Suzi, at 46, the oldest. It was obvious they all frequented a gym and had plenty of spare cash for clothes, trips and other necessities. Rita and Beth volunteered twice a week at a thrift shop in South Yarra - one of Melbourne's most chic suburbs - but otherwise they seemed to spend their time organizing shopping trips, lunches and otherwise enjoying each other's company. Suzi and Rita had children, Suzi two girls, Rita a boy, but they were all now at university and not living at home. A similar situation to Caroline's own, with her son at university back in Adelaide.

Most days, it seemed to Caroline, they met for coffee at one of their houses in turn. When Caroline asked if they had a specific reason, they all laughed.

"It's a Russ rota," Suzanne quipped enigmatically.

"A what?" Caroline asked, looking at her quizzically.

As Caroline asked the question the women all turned and looked across the garden in the direction of a man, who Caroline presumed was the gardener.

"That," said Beth, "is Russ."

"He spends one day a week at each of our houses," Rita winked at me as she said, "Without him our gardens would be a mess and shall we say, our libido less than our husbands would like." 

Caroline looked at Rita in puzzlement and then looked across at the gardener. He was probably in his late twenties, fit and tanned and at the moment was standing looking back at the gaggle of women in his shorts and a tight-fitting t-shirt. He was also wearing an Akubra to keep the sun off his head.

"Now do you understand?" Rita laughed, "We'd better line him up to keep your back yard in order," she said, winking leerily once more at Caroline.

"Russ," Rita called out, beckoning to the gardener to approach. 

Russ ambled over and doffed his hat as he reached the edge of the veranda.

"Russ, this is Caroline, she's moved in to number 20. You can handle her needs on a Wednesday, can't you?"

"Well," he replied, "I could shift a few things round to make it work. Ten 'til four as for you other ladies?"

"That will be fine, won't it Caroline?" Rita looked at her for assent.

Caroline managed to splutter her approval and Russ put on his hat, nodded to each of them and sauntered back to the other end of the garden.

"That's good. So coffee at your place on Wednesdays." Suzanne said. "We usually pop round about 10.30. Nothing special, just a quiet morning with some coffee, white wine and an occasional cake on the veranda enjoying the view in your garden."

"Just to let you know," Monica said, "Mondays it's me, I'm at number 3, Beth is on Tuesday at number 46."

"I'm on Friday at number 15," Rita butted in.

"And me here on Thursdays," Suzanne added. "We don't normally do a full luncheon, but we decided to honor your arrival with a little extra today."

"And talking of extras," Beth interjected, "Isn't it time for Caroline to show she's one of us?"

The women looked to Suzanne as seemingly the matron of the group. Caroline once again looked puzzled.

"Absolutely," said Suzanne standing up and taking Caroline by the hand, "Follow me," she said.

Caroline was led by Suzanne into the house. Caroline couldn't help but notice some beautiful pieces of furniture and original artworks - even a Sydney Nolan - as they wound their way to a bedroom at the front of the house. Suzanne led Caroline into the room and then shut the door behind them.

"So," Suzanne said, "I presume you want to prove yourself and join our little group?"

"Well, yes, of course, but..." Caroline said, wondering what on earth she would have to do.

"You have a choice of 'dare'," Suzanne made a quote gesture with her fingers around 'dare'. "You can either persuade Russ to remove his t-shirt or you can take him a cool drink while wearing only your undergarments. The choice is yours."

"Erm, wearing only my underwear? That might be a little too risqué for me, I think. But, where's the catch in getting him to remove his t-shirt?"

"No catch, it's just he's always very reluctant to do so. And the girls would enjoy the view if he did."

"Okay, I'll persuade him to take off his top. When do I have to do it?"

"Right now, of course. Let's get back to the girls and tell them the good news."

With our heels clicking on the hardwood floors we rejoined the expectant girls on the veranda.

"Time for the show girls," said Suzanne, "Caroline's going to get his shirt off."

Caroline smoothed down her skirt and took her heels into her hand before stepping onto the lawn. She walked slowly towards the gardener, who was raking leaves in the far corner of the garden, a good 150 yards from the veranda. As she got nearer Russ looked towards her and leaned on his rake watching her approach.

"Hello," Caroline said jauntily as she was within about 10 yards.

"G'day to you, lady," Russ replied, "What can I do you for?"

"Well," Caroline stammered, "I'd like to ask you a favor."

"Sounds interesting," Russ replied with a smile, looking Caroline up and down in a way she found rather exciting.

"You see, as I'm new here, the ladies," she gave a vague wave in the direction of the veranda, "gave me a dare to make me a full member of the group."

"A dare? That sounds even more interesting? Do you like dares?"

"Well, I suppose, it depends on the dare." The gardener's smile and his eyes roaming over her body were making Caroline flustered.

"So what's this dare, then?"

"You see, I have to persuade you to take off your t-shirt." Caroline blushed as she said it.

"My t-shirt? Mm. And what's in it for me?"

"Well, knowing you've helped me, I suppose," Caroline said.

"What color panties are you wearing?" Russ asked without changing his expression.

"Black," Caroline blurted out without really thinking, feeling a little non-plussed by the gardener's fixed stare and even more sure his eyes were undressing her.

"I like black. Here's what we're going to do. You're going to take off your panties and hand them to me right now. You will then walk back to your friends. Once you're seated, I will take off my t-shirt and then walk across the garden past the veranda to the front garden. Okay?"

"Erm, here and now, my panties?"

"That's right. And make sure you're wearing red tomorrow. I like red panties too. Understood?"

"Understood," Caroline repeated without thinking. 

Feeling helpless in front of him, she put her shoes down on the grass, took a quick look at the women watching eagle-eyed on the veranda, then bent down to feel under her skirt to reach her panties. She managed to pull them down without too much fuss, slipped them off one leg and then the other, without falling over. Russ held out his free hand and she placed the still warm garment on his palm.

Russ scrunched them into a ball and brought them up to his nose and inhaled deeply. 

"Don't you just love the scent of an aroused woman?" he said out loud, but probably more for himself than Caroline. "I'll see you on Wednesday about ten. Remember, red panties for me tomorrow." And he turned to continue raking after stuffing Caroline's panties into the back pocket of his shorts. The gardener's words made Caroline realize just how aroused she actually was. As she bent down to pick up her shoes she could feel how wet her pussy had become. As she turned and began walking back to the veranda she was sure Russ' eyes were on her. She also felt sure that the women would have seen what she did and was unsure how they would react.

She put her shoes back on as she reached the wooden veranda and sat down in her chair before draining her glass of wine in one.

All four women were looking at her expectantly.

"Did you do, what we thought you did?" Suzanne asked.

"Well..."

But before Caroline could answer Beth spotted Russ taking off his shirt and making his way towards them.

Caroline was mesmerized, not necessarily by the sight of a hunky gardener walking towards them, but by the faces of the women almost drooling over him as he made his way past them and into the front garden.

"Welcome to the group, Caroline," Monica raised her glass to her followed by the rest as they repeated the toast. 

"I can see you're going to be a worthy addition to our little band. Someone who will get what she wants no matter what it costs." Rita said. "And you have to admit he's a stunning piece of meat that gardener. Don't you think so, Caroline?"

"I hadn't really thought about it," she said, thinking back to the look in his eyes and the promise she had made for the next day. She already knew she would keep the promise.


1-1. Friday's Girl - Busty and Free

Caroline had just finished dressing when the doorbell rang. She presumed it was the postman at 10 in the morning and was quite surprised when she opened the door to see Russ the gardener in his standard uniform of shorts, t-shirt and Akubra.

"G'day lady, he said in his typical Aussie country way and raised his hat. He then stepped inside, much to Caroline's surprise and stood looking at her as she was holding open the door. Caroline moved aside to let him in and shut the door behind her.

"Thought I'd make sure we're all set," he said, looking Caroline in the eye.

"For Wednesday?" Caroline asked a little puzzled.

"Wednesday will be fine, I'm more interested in our agreement for today. I just wanted to check things out."

Caroline looked at him almost unable to believe what she was hearing.

"Today's red," he said, "I just wanted to make sure."

Caroline turned beetroot at his words and felt her pussy contract.

"Just lift up your skirt - I like nice short ones like that - and I'll be on my way."

Caroline was wearing a pleated skirt with one of her favorite rather tight-fitting tops. Russ was giving her the look he had used in the garden the day before. Almost in a trance, Caroline lifted her skirt up at the front and showed him her red panties, quickly dropping her skirt when he nodded his approval.

"Perfect. I do love red panties. I also like it when one of you ladies sunbakes in the garden while I'm busy. Preferably in a bikini. You'll make that happen today, won't you?"

"But Russ, if I may call you Russ."

"That's me name, lady."

"How am I supposed to do that?"

"No idea, but I'm sure you'll succeed. And make sure you leave your red panties somewhere in the Mrs' garden today. I'll enjoy coming across them."

With that, he sidled past her, looking her in the eyes as he did, opened the door and slipped out.

"I'll be looking forward to finding those red panties of yours before I leave today. See ya later." And he was off.

Caroline closed the door in a daze. What was she doing, she thought to herself. Her brain was screaming 'stop now', but her wet pussy was telling her otherwise. 

She went back into the bedroom and checked herself once more in the mirror, stuffed a bikini in her purse and grabbed a couple of bottle of champagne from her well-stocked fridge. As she went to open the door she made a split-second decision to remove her red panties now and drop them in Rita's garden as she went in and thereby save having to deal with it later. She pulled them off and could see how turned on she was from the wet patch. She scrunched them up in her hand and set off for Rita's feeling frisky as the warm air brushed over her bare pussy. She had actually trimmed it again that morning, not in anticipation of anyone seeing it, but for the frisson of having a trimmed pussy after removing her red panties. Rick liked her to leave more bush. In Caroline's mind she was giving herself a trim for Russ, or at least the idea of another man desiring her.

She stepped into Rita's garden and decided to walk to the rear of the house, so as to give herself a better chance of leaving her panties in secret. She turned past a leafy tree she didn't recognize at the corner of the house and decided to place her red panties behind it. She bent discreetly to place them under a root, looking round as she did to make sure no one was looking. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Russ watching her with a huge smile on his face. He walked over to her and helped her up.

"Good spot for red panties like yours. I'll enjoy them soon. I'm looking forward to the sunbaking later as well," he said as Caroline reached her full height, still only just above Russ' shoulder despite wearing 4 inch heels.

She thanked him shyly for helping her up and went to continue on to the back garden. Russ stopped her by taking hold of her upper arm.

"Another thing. I like that top you're wearing."

"Thanks," Caroline said, a little surprised at his words.

"But I'd like it better if you didn't have a bra on."

Caroline blushed again. "Erm..." she said.

"Monday's coffee morning will be a perfect time to go braless. For me. Okay?" 

Caroline nodded meekly, totally surprised at herself. 'I must be insane acquiescing to this man,' she thought to herself. Russ let go of her arm and she continued on her way feeling the gardener's eyes burning through her skirt and ravaging her pantyless body. She felt naked under his gaze again. The thought sent another thrill deep into her pussy and she felt herself shiver with pleasure.

She was woken from her sexual reverie by a shriek of delight from Rita. "You're the first to arrive. So lovely to see you. Welcome to my piece of heaven," Rita exclaimed rather flamboyantly to Caroline's taste.

Rita took her hand and led her into the house. Caroline realized immediately that Rita was very keen on interior design and, more precisely, expensive designer furniture. 'No problem with that,' thought Caroline, "Oh my, how delightful," she said out loud when she spotted a retro glass vase she had only been admiring the previous week in a really trendy store in the city, "I just love that piece."

Rita beamed with pleasure at Caroline's words and led her further into the house and into what looked like the master bedroom. 

"Now you're here you can help me decide. I was in two minds about my outfit for today."

Rachel slipped off her present dress and stood in front of Caroline in pull-up stockings and rather elegant, but flimsy red lace panties and bra. Rita's breasts were probably 36D or even DD, rather heavier and fuller than Caroline's 34C. Caroline also couldn't help but compare herself and noticed that Rita had a slightly bigger tummy bulge, but nothing more than any woman in her early forties. 

Despite Caroline being slightly taken aback by Rita's brashness in standing semi-naked in front of her, she was pleased that Rita, even after such a short time, seemed to have accepted her as a friend. For some reason Carline also noticed that Rita had very dark areolae and prominent nipples poking through the flimsy material of her bra and this made her think of Russ and his bikini command. Her first thought was how he would probably appreciate Rita's body in a bikini.

"Rita," Caroline began, "I hope I'm not being too forward or anything..." Rita stopped ferreting in her wardrobe and looked at her.

"It's such a delightful day out there, would it be possible to put on our bikinis and have a morning by the pool? It just seemed to me... And I brought a couple of bottles of chilled Champagne to thank you all for welcoming me to your group."

Rita cut her off. "Oh, Caroline darling, what a superb idea. Get the champers in the fridge and let's call the girls now and tell them to bring their divinest swimwear. You call Beth and I'll call Suzanne and Monica."

Rita dashed into the open-plan kitchen area and grabbed her phone. Caroline followed and put the two bottles into the massive fridge. Caroline heard her talking animatedly with one of the other women. "Yes, I just had a brilliant idea, bring along your best bikini and we'll lounge by the pool."

Caroline called Beth, who seemed to love the idea while Rita made her second call.

"Let's get our bikinis on then, shall we," said Rita and led Caroline back into her bedroom, slipping off her bra as they walked. 'Certainly not shy," Caroline smiled to herself inwardly.

Caroline changed into her red bikini, laying her clothes on Rita's bed, while Rita rooted around in a large drawer, occasionally picking up a swimsuit or bikini and then dropping it back down. Eventually she decided on what she called her 'Heidi Klein stripy, that in Caroline's mind was rather fetching on her fuller bust and nicely rounded behind. Rita even did a twirl in front of Caroline after she had put on a black pair of what Caroline's husband would have called "fuck me pumps" with colossal heels. Rita's shoulder-length dark hair matched the pumps.

"Will I do?" But didn't wait for an answer, but grabbed two large towels, handing one to Caroline and led the way through the kitchen into the pool area. Caroline decided to also put on her rather shorter heels and followed Rita out to the pool area. Rita arranged the loungers so the five of them would be able to chat and smoothed out a table cloth on a table by the pool fence. 

Together Caroline and Rita then carried the glasses, nibbles and a few plates of neatly trimmed sandwiches out to the pool. Rita also placed a bottle of suncream next to each lounger. 

Rita surveyed the layout and nodded her approval then glanced at her watch. As she did the sound of the other three women wafter through from the front garden before they appeared in their finest beachwear.

Suzanne and Beth had opted for a kaftan-style robe over their bikinis. Monica was wearing an almost transparent shift over a one-piece swimsuit cut in the Brazilian style leaving a fair amount of exposure around the groin. The shift was so transparent that it was easy to see that the cut of the swimsuit made it obvious she was completely shaved down below. Each of the women was also wearing rather exuberant sun hats and the ever-present heels.

Everyone kissed everyone else and Rita was commended for the decision to turn today's meeting into a pool party. Caroline said nothing and Rita made no attempt to correct anyone.

The women took their places on the loungers while Rita went to fetch the champagne from the fridge. As she returned with the chilled bottle in her hand, each of the women was liberally rubbing suncream over the exposed parts of their bodies.

As Caroline followed suit, she noticed Russ once more leaning on a rake taking in the view. Caroline avoided catching his eye, but couldn't help but spot the smirk on his face as he surveyed the flesh on parade. Caroline smiled inwardly and felt a sense of achievement and despite not even knowing the guy, hoped Russ appreciated her efforts. As she rubbed suncream on her thighs she felt a shiver of excitement when she thought about the next task Russ might set for her. And as she did a shiver of trepidation hit her body. She looked up to see if any of the other women had noticed her involuntary shiver. But they were all too busy with their own ministrations and Rita was at the table uncorking the bottle of champagne.

As the cork popped and flew into the pool the women clapped and cheered. Despite only being 10:30 in the morning, none of them had made a comment about enjoying a drink. Caroline wondered how on earth they kept their shape if they ate and drank so much every day.

None of the women were overweight. Rita, as Caroline had observed, probably had the biggest breasts, closely followed by Suzanne. Suzanne had a voluptuous behind, but a flat stomach. Her shoulders were like a swimmer's, particularly lean. Beth was petite. Her breasts were probably only a B or large A cup and she had no bottom to speak of. Monica was probably Caroline's size, a 34C, a modestly flat stomach and a decent-sized but not over large backside. Monica's legs were more toned than Caroline's, as if she ran a lot. However, her arms were not very muscly and she had quite narrow shoulders, whereas Caroline had some muscle tome in her arms and what her husband called 'delicious shoulders'. What that actually meant Caroline wasn't sure, but the compliment meant she often wore off-the shoulder and strapless dresses and tops.

For the next couple of hours or so the women drank both bottles of champagne and chatted animatedly in the sun. As the midday sun got too hot, they moved into the shade more. Caroline offered to take Russ a drink and set off with a cold bottle of cola towards the end of the garden. She thought she'd like him to get a closer look at her body and felt the familiar fluttering between her legs as she walked towards him across the lawn.

"I thought you might like a cold drink," she said affably.

"You broke the rules," he responded gruffly.

"Sorry?" Caroline looked at him in surprise. "I got all of them to show themselves off in bikinis. That's four more than you asked for."

"But you're wearing panties. You broke the rule."

"They're bikini bottoms, not panties."

"A rule's a rule. Now you have to pay a forfeit. I want to see one of youse topless today."

"But..."

"No buts. Topless today, or you'll pay the penalty later."

"Penalty? What do you mean 'penalty'?"

"Just make sure one goes topless today. Oh, and thanks for the drink. Much appreciated." With that he took a long swig from the bottle and turned back to his rose bushes. Caroline shrugged her shoulders, turned and walked back to the group around the pool wondering how on earth she'd get one of them topless. For some reason it never even occurred to her to not even bother trying. It was as if she relished the challenge set by Russ; the whole idea of Russ controlling these women through her was erotically exciting. 'I reckon he'd love to see Rita topless,' she thought to herself as she reached the pool area and slipped her heels back on.

As she sat back on her lounger she suddenly said, "What about a game of 'truth or dare' before lunch? We used to play it occasionally in my circle of good friends in Adelaide. We found it to be great fun when you've had a couple of glasses of champagne on a beautiful sunny day.

"I've never played," said Beth. "How does it work?"

"You must have," said Suzanne, "We used to play it every weekend when I was a teenager. I haven't played it since. I don't suppose the rules have changed, have they Caroline?"

"Shouldn't think so," Caroline replied, and explained the concept for Beth's sake.

Caroline was worried the women might think it a little childish, but once Suzanne had put her stamp of approval on it, no one said a word against the idea. Caroline suggested they use a champagne bottle to determine who was to be dared. Caroline suggested Suzanne be the first to set the dare or truth. Suzanne agreed willingly and rubbed her hands with glee.

"This could be fun," she laughed.

Caroline spun the bottle and it landed on her.

"Truth or Dare?" they all chimed in unison.

Caroline plumped for truth.

"Mm," Suzanne said, "Here's one to see if you're playing in earnest. Have you ever been unfaithful to your husband?"

Caroline didn't hesitate. "Yes, I have, but with his permission."

Suzanne was taken aback by her answer. "With his permission? What do you mean?"

"Sorry, only one question at a time," Caroline said with a cheeky smile on her face. The other women were looking at her with their eyes wide open in surprise. 

"This could get very interesting," said Rita. "I know what question we're asking you next," she said looking at Caroline.

"Your spin Suzanne," Caroline said handing her the bottle.

"With his permission?" Suzanne was still puzzled as she spun the bottle.

"You're up Rita. Truth or Dare?" Suzanne asked as the bottle landed plum on Rita.

"Well, I think I'll go for a dare. Dare me Caroline."

Caroline couldn't believe her luck, but wasn't sure how Rita would react, although she didn't seem to have any qualms about nudity in front of her in the bedroom.

"I dare you to play the rest of the game topless." Caroline said, trying not to make it sound like she had had it planned from the beginning.

There was a deep intake of breath from Beth, but Rita calmly stood up and removed her top, flinging it down behind her lounger."

"That was easy," Rita said. 

"But Russ is over there," Beth pointed out.

"I'm sure he's seen his fair share of tits in that line of work," Rita said. "I've got no problem with a tanned hunk seeing me naked. Don't be such a prude Beth."

Caroline could scarcely contain her joy at having achieved yet another task so easily. This time she was expecting Russ to be really pleased. Not only did she get one of the girls to go topless, but got the one with the biggest tits too.

"You're spin Caroline." Suzanne said.

"Suzanne." Beth called out, probably relieved it wasn't her.

"Well, Suzanne," said Rita, what's it to be.

"Truth," she answered. "I'm not sure I want to remove my top just yet. I'd need a few more glasses of wine. Anyone for a refill, while I'm thinking of it?"

She hopped over to the table and poured a liberal glass of Pinot Grigio into each glass, before settling back down on the lounger. Caroline couldn't believe they'd already knocked back two bottles of champagne.

"Well, Rita, have you thought up a devious question?"

"Yes, I have."

"Have you ever had lascivious thoughts about our gardener?" Rita asked with what could only be described as a smirk on her face.

"Oh, wasn't expecting that question. Lascivious thoughts? Mm. If you mean have I ever fantasized about Russ taking advantage of poor little me in a sexual way, well you know I have. Haven't we all?" She looked at all the women for agreement.

Only Monica seemed to nod, Beth looked away blushing rather spectacularly. Rita patted Suzanne on the hand and said, "Some more than most, eh?" With a wink at Suzanne. Caroline tried to remain calm, but no one was looking at her.

At that moment Russ walked past raising his hat and greeting the group of women. Beth went an even deeper shade of red. All eyes were on him as he casually put the drink can into the recycling bin and then continued on his way into the front garden.

"He certainly took in an eyeful of your breasts," said Monica to Rita.

"I'm sure he loved them. My husband says they are magnificent, so why shouldn't I show them off?" Rita responded with a shake of her ample tits.

"Is that the time already?" Said Suzanne squinting at her watch. I have to trot. She jumped off her lounger and began putting on her kaftan. 

"I'll come with you," said Beth standing up.

"But we've hardly started," said Rita.

"We can continue another time," Monica chipped in and also put on her shift as she gathered up her things getting ready to go.

"Well I hope you'll stay a little longer," Rita said to Caroline. "We could continue on our own," she said with a cheeky little laugh.

Caroline and Rita were kissed on each cheek by the three women leaving and they then filed out after each other around the corner of the house and into the front garden to take their leave.

"How about we play a little more, eh?" Rita suggested. "I'm sure we can have fun on our own."

"Why not," Caroline replied, taking a sip of her wine.

"My turn, I should think." Rita said. "Truth or dare?"

"Do I dare do a dare?"

"Why not? I'm sure I can think of something sufficiently daring." Rita said as she smiled wickedly at Caroline.

"Go on then, a dare," Caroline said and took a larger sip of her wine.

"I dare you..." Rita began, but at the same time the gardener reappeared from the direction of the front garden, and she stopped to watch as he sauntered past.

"Hey, Russ, come here a minute," Rita called out. 

Russ turned and sauntered over to the pool fence and leaned on it looking at both women. 

"Caroline and I are playing a game of truth or dare. It's my turn to dare Caroline. What would you have me dare Caroline to do? Anything come to mind that might be fun?"

Russ looked at Rita and then at Caroline, then back at Rita. 

"Well," he said, with his eyes firmly glued on Rita's breasts, "I'd like the lady to do as she was told."

"Do as she was told? I'm sorry, Russ, I don't understand."

"Well, Missus, me and the lady had an agreement and she reneged. You dare her to fulfill our agreement now."

Rita looked at Caroline in puzzlement. "Does this make sense to you?"

"Well, yes, I believe it does, but I'm not sure I should..."

"Okay, I dare you to do as you were told."

Russ turned his head slightly to look Caroline in the eye waiting for her reaction.

"Here, now?" She asked pleadingly of Russ. "Really, is that what you want?"

Russ looked at her and said, "I'm going to see you totally naked later today anyway, so why the fuss?" 

"You are?" Rita almost squealed. 

"No he's not, he's just having you on," said Caroline.

"You know deep down that you're going to show yourself to me today. Don't you?" Russ asked Caroline.

"I... Stop trying to confuse me. Look, Rita, we had a little game and I, well let's say, I played along."

"I think you have to do as you were told - I'm intrigued to find out what it is," said Rita, or I'll have to give you an even harder dare.

Caroline stood up from her lounger and facing Russ she slowly pulled down her bikini bottoms. To her right she could hear Rita's intake of breath as she realized what she was doing. Caroline stepped out of the flimsy material and stepped closer to the fence to be able to hand them to Russ.

"Satisfied?" She asked him.

"I will be later when I see you totally naked," he said looking her up and down, taking in her trimmed pubes, and then walked off taking Caroline's bikini bottoms with him.

"Well, I never," said Rita, "I didn't know you knew Russ."

"No, I don't," said Caroline, feeling rather sheepish standing in her bikini top with no bikini bottom. "It was bit like a dare that I wouldn't wear any panties today... It's a long story."

"I think perhaps I should go, there's been rather a lot of excitement for one day," Caroline said. "I'll help you clear up and then I'll head on back home."

"No need for that, I'll handle it later. Let's go get your clothes and I'll see you out. Thank you for bringing some real excitement into our little group. I don't think we've ever had so much titillation during one of our coffee mornings."

Rita accompanied Caroline into the house still topless and watched her dress and pack her things. At the front door Caroline went to give Rita one of the typical cheek air kisses, but to her surpass Rita gave her a soft kiss on the lips and said, "Thank you, I had a lovely time today. Call me any time if you need anything. If I don't hear from you over the weekend I'll see you at Monica's on Monday. Be good!"

Caroline smiled and walked down the garden path and opened the gate. She turned to wave to the still topless Rita standing in her doorway.


1-3. Friday Night In - Strip and Stroke 

After returning home from Rita's, Caroline had done the rest of the unpacking she had been putting off for the last week or so. 

Afterwards she had a long relaxing shower and, not wanting to get dressed again, put on Rick's favorite long kimono. She checked the time and realized with the time difference she could possibly catch her husband before her set off for the day from his hotel.

With a crisp, cold glass of white wine in her hand she went into their bedroom and called Rick on Skype. He answered within two rings.

"Good morning, darling," he said beaming into the camera. 

"Good morning," Caroline said in response, "so lovely to see you. I've missed you terribly."

"I'd love to see you too," Rick said, "but you've forgotten to turn on the camera again."

"Sorry, I'm not sure why it doesn't come on automatically."

Caroline clicked the camera button and saw herself in the little corner window.

"That's better," said Rick, "have you just come out of the shower, I can see your hair's wet and you're wearing your sexy kimono."

"You're like a detective. I've been unpacking all afternoon and had to relax a bit before continuing. I can see you're ready for the off in your suit. Do you have much time?"

"No problem, a couple of hours before I have to dash. 

"I thought I might brighten up your morning," Caroline said pulling the top of her kimono down slightly to show the swell of her breasts."

"That sounds and looks exceedingly promising," Rick said as he smiled at her, "I just wish I was with you."

"Me too."

At that moment Caroline's doorbell rang.

"Oh drat, I wonder who that can be?" She pulled her kimono back together and looked at Rick, "I'll call you back when I've seen who it is, kiss, kiss," and clicked to end the call, hearing Rick's echoed "okay darling," as she did.

She checked she was decent in the bedroom mirror and walked to the front door.

To her surprise it was Russ.

"I've come for my payment," he said with a cheeky grin.

"I'm sorry, Russ, I'm busy at the moment, I was just talking to my husband in London."

"That's all right," Russ replied stepping past her into the house, "I'll wait."

Russ walked through the small hallway into the large open-plan living area and took a seat on the sofa.

"Look, Russ, you can't just come barging in to my house whenever you feel like it. I think you should leave."

"Did it make you wet thinking about standing naked in front of me?" Russ said, totally ignoring Caroline's request.

"Well..."

"You're wet now, aren't you, just thinking about standing here naked with my eyes on you."

"It's not that, I was talking to Rick."

"Were you going to cum for him on Skype?"

"That's none of your business."

"So you were, weren't you?"

"Yes, if you must know, I was."

"Well, when you've stripped naked for me and I've had a good look at your body, you can go play with yourself on cam."

"Why do you think I'll do as you say?

"Take off your robe."

Caroline looked at him defiantly and pulls her kimono tighter around herself.

"Take off your robe now! I want you to show me your naked body as you promised."

Caroline slowly untied the kimono and lets it drop to the floor. She is now standing totally naked in front of her gardener. Her pussy is on fire and she can feel the heat rising up to her breasts and her nipples are rigid. She is looking straight at Russ, but can't see a flicker of a reaction in his eyes. For some reason she wants him to find her attractive. She finds she is comparing herself to Rita, wondering if Russ prefers bigger tits like Rita's. For some reason it seems important to her that Russ thinks she's beautiful and sexy. She is woken from her thoughts by Russ.

"Hands behind your head."

Caroline obeys without thinking.

"Spread your legs."

Caroline moves her legs apart.

Russ stands up and walks over to Caroline. He walks around her and returns to stand in front of her. He takes a breast in each hand and weighs them and squeezes them. Caroline's nipples get even harder under his touch and she feels weak at the knees.

"You don't shave it all off."

Caroline isn't sure if it's a question or a statement of fact.

"No, I prefer it like this."

"Make sure you're smooth for next time. I like it smooth."

"Anything else sir would like?" Caroline asks sarcastically.

As she asks he slides a finger along her juicily wet slit and slips his finger inside her. Caroline gasps in surprise and pleasure as her pussy muscles contract.

Russ pulls out his finger and puts it in front of her face.

"Very wet," he says and puts his finger in his own mouth and sucks off Caroline's juices.

Caroline feels another surge pulsing through her body.

"Turn round and bend over." Russ commands.

Caroline turns and bends at the waist. Her breasts hand pendulously and she knows just how naked she is with her legs spread and her two holes gaping at Russ and is fully aware how much of her Russ can see.

Russ gives her a smack on the bottom and starts to make his exit.

"I'll be over at the same time tomorrow. Be waiting for me shaved and naked. Now go and cum for your husband, your cunt is ready."


1-4. Saturday Night - All Tied Up

At about 7 o'clock on Saturday evening Rita got a call from Caroline.

"Hi, Rita, sorry to call you like this on a Saturday evening, but could you possibly come over to my place for half an hour or so? I really need you."

"Of course, I can. Is everything all right?"

"Yes, of course, but I just need you to pop round and help me out."

"I'll be there in five," and Rita clicked off the phone.

A few minutes later Rita rang the bell at Caroline's house. To her great surprise the door was opened by Russ the gardener.

Without saying a word, Russ takes Rita by the hand and leads her in, closing the door behind them. As they enter the living room Rita can't believe what she sees and brings her hand to her mouth gasping, "Oh, my God, what is happening?"

In front of her is a totally naked Caroline in an armchair. Her arms are tied over the back of the chair, her legs are over the arms of the chair tied to the chair legs, leaving her pussy fully exposed. On the floor in front of the chair Rita notices a large vibrator.

"What on earth?" Rita says, looking first at Caroline and then turning to Russ for an explanation.

"Rita, please don't go. It's all just a bit of harmless fun.

"I really think I should go," Rita says taking a step back towards the door.

"No, no, please Rita. I need your help. Russ has been stimulating me for the last hour with the vibrator, but he won't let me cum. I'm in ecstasy and agony. Please help me."

Rita looked at Caroline and then looked down between her legs and could see how engorged and puffy her pussy lips were. 

"You mean I have to make you cum? Is this one of your dares again?"

"Something like that, yes. But I'm absolutely desperate. Please Rita, just pick up the vibrator and make me cum."

Rita looked at Caroline again and stepped closer to her. She then looked round at Russ who was still wearing his standard uniform of t-shirt and shorts. What Rita did notice as she looked at him was a large bulge in those shorts.

Rita picked up the vibrator by the armchair and knelt down tentatively in front of Caroline's splayed legs.

"Oh God, thank you, Rita, thank you. I'll do anything to repay you."

"Not so fast," Russ' voice stopped Rita as she was looking for the on switch on the vibrator.

"Oh Russ, no," Caroline pleaded. "Please, please, let Rita do this and she can go."

"That wasn't our agreement, was it?"

"No, but..."

"Tell her properly."

"What does he mean?" Rita said, looking first at Russ and then back at Caroline.

"You have to be naked to do it."

"Me, naked?"

"Yes. Russ wants to see your 'delicious tits' again - his words - that's why he made me call you."

Rita blushed at Caroline's words.

"The full task was Rita can make me cum if she's totally naked."

"You want me to strip and make her cum. Is that it?" Rita looked at Russ almost in contempt.

"That was the agreement, yes." Russ replied in his normal matter-of-fact way.

"You want me to take all my clothes off for you?"

"Yes, I do."

"Didn't you see enough yesterday?"

"The agreement was that you would be naked, so please remove you clothes and then you may make her cum."

Rita stood up.

"Please Rita..." Caroline whimpered.

Rita was wearing a patterned short-sleeved blouse and flared skirt with bare legs and flats.

"Any particular order you want me to strip in?" Rita inquired of Russ.

"Your choice," he replied totally ignoring Rita's sarcasm.

Rita kicked off her shoes and began to unbutton her blouse, looking Russ in the eye as she did, but occasionally glancing at his bulge, wondering if it would grow because of her.

When her blouse was open she undid her bra at the back and pulled it off through her short sleeve, leaving the blouse to cover her breasts.

Rita then felt under her skirt and pulled down her panties. As she pulled them off her right leg, Russ held out his hand. Rita handed them to him and watched as he put them to his nose and inhaled deeply. She couldn't help but notice the bulge in his shorts grow bigger. She also realized that she was extremely wet.

Rita now undid the hooks and pulled down the zipper on her skirt. In one motion she let it drop to the floor revealing her smooth pussy to Russ. Rita had very protruding labia and she sensed they were already rather swollen because of her excitement.

With her eyes firmly on Russ' bulge she dropped her blouse from her shoulders and smiled inwardly as she saw him get even harder as he took in her voluptuous tits once more.

"Satisfied?" Rita asked and not waiting for an answer knelt in front of Caroline, switched on the vibrator to low and gently placed it on her swollen labia before inserting it a little in her wet pussy. Caroline began immediately to arch her back and make deep gurgling sounds in her throat. Rita had never made another woman cum before, but knew what she loved her husband to do to her and proceeded accordingly. Within minutes Caroline was having a massive orgasm. Within the confines of her strictures Caroline bucked and wriggled, screaming loudly as she reached her peak. Rita removed the vibrator and placed her palm over Caroline's pussy as the orgasm peaked and subsided. She could feel the involuntary shudders jerk through Caroline's body.

When Caroline's orgasm had totally ended Rita, on her knees, turned to look at Russ and realized he was standing right behind her. Her face was directly in front of his bulge.

Russ began opening his shorts. Rita didn't move, mesmerized by his actions and feeling her nipples harden as she imagined what his penis would look like. She knew she should just stand up and leave, but her pussy was urging her to wait.

As Russ undid the fly buttons his veiny dick burst free. To Rita it seemed huge. He was circumcised and the end, only twelve inches in front of her face, was dark red and bulbous. As she examined it she saw a drop of pre-cum appear on the end. Without thinking she leaned forward and took the drop on her tongue, lightly touching the end of his dick. It tasted rather sweet to her as she licked her lips with the flavor. Russ moved forward to put more of his dick in her mouth. Rita came to her senses. She grabbed her blouse, bra and skirt, stood up, slipped on her shoes and made for the door.

"Thank you, Rita, thank you so much." Caroline said. "I haven't cum so well for a long time."

"See you tomorrow, Rita." Russ said, turning to her with his rigid dick still protruding from his shorts.

"Tomorrow?"

"Yes. I'll expect you here at 7 p.m. tomorrow. Be ready and naked in position with Caroline."

"What? You expect me here?"

"At seven. Naked and in position. Tomorrow I will fill your mouth with my cum."

Rita didn't even stop to put on her clothes, she just opened the front door and banged it behind her in her hurry to leave.


1-5. Sunday Morning Catch Up

After Russ had freed her and abruptly left, Caroline rang Rita to apologize and suggested meeting in the local coffee shop the next morning so she could explain everything. On the phone Rita seemed to have recovered from the shock and was her normal buoyant self.

Caroline arrived early for their meeting and was already sipping on a latté when Rita came in, looking, to Caroline's mind, stunning in the same pleated skirt she had worn the previous evening, but with a tight top that flatteringly outlined her curves. She was wearing her favorite heels and clacked noisily across the hardwood floor to Caroline's table, calling out for a skinny latté as she did.

Caroline stood up to kiss Rita on the cheek, but once again was surprised with a kiss on the lips despite Rita's impeccable bright red lipstick.

"Caroline, I was so worried last night. After I left I though perhaps I should have stayed to untie you. Please, explain, what on earth is going on between you and Russ."

"To be honest, absolutely nothing. He's never even made love to me. Last night was the first time he had gone further than ogling and feeling me up."

"He's never made love to you?"

"In fact I had never seen his dick until last night and you've touched him more than I have."

Rita blushed at the memory of licking off the pre-cum from Russ' thick, bulbous dick.

"I was rather naughty, wasn't I? But it looked so tempting. In fact, to be honest, I was so close to letting him put his huge dick in my mouth." Rita held her thumb and index finger within a tenth of an inch of each other.

The waitress brought over Rita's coffee as she finished her sentence, and both women looked at one another and laughed.

"I hope she didn't hear too much of that, "Rita said and continued, "My husband Johnny had the best blow job ever last night - he even asked what had made me so horny. So I told him, I had to come over to your place tonight, because I wanted to explore my sexuality more."

"You're thinking of coming over tonight, like Russ wants?"

"Well, I have to admit, his dick was quite extraordinary. As my husband was pumping his cum into my mouth - I've never let him do it before - I couldn't get the image of Russ' huge dick out of my mind. So, I thought I could join you tonight, if that's okay."

Caroline was more than surprised. She had been expecting to be expelled from the group and get a reprimand from Rita for behaving like a whore. Instead Rita was asking to be included in their threesome.

"So what did your husband say to that?"

"Well by the time I had blown him for a second time he was ready to let me do anything, so he just wants me to get it out of my system, if it's something I feel the need to do. And you know, our sex life can be a little mundane and it's quite rare that we actually do anything, so you know..."

"We are so lucky to have very understanding husbands. That's what I meant in my truth answer, that I have been unfaithful with my husband's permission. Rick loves watching me with another man."

Rita looked wide-eyed at her.

"I know, it sounds weird, but he wants me to enjoy sex as much as possible."

"So he can go and screw who he wants, I suppose?"

"No, not at all. Our agreement is that I can play around with anyone I want, preferably when Rick is present, but if he's not there, I have to tell him about it afterwards, or even call him or text him during, but he will remain totally faithful."

Rita's eyes became even wider.

"Are you serious? You have carte-blanche to screw anyone you want, when you want and your husband won't touch another woman. I think he ought to come and chat with my Johnny. I like the sound of this. I've never heard anything like it. So have you had lots of men while you're husband watches?"

"In fact, I haven't. Only one really in almost two years. I'm very fussy."

"That's understandable. So why Russ? What's he got that others haven't?"

"I'm not sure," Caroline replied truthfully. "I rather like the way he takes control. I've never thought of myself as submissive, but there's something in his manner that makes me go weak at the knees. His body's rather good too." She laughed as she thought of his muscly chest and back and also saw in her mind's eye the first sight of his throbbing dick from the previous evening. 

Caroline could see Rita imagining the same, as her gaze wandered for a moment.

"Also, I can't thank you enough for your help last night," Caroline added. "I have never felt so frustrated as I did yesterday. The bastard kept bringing me to the edge, then leaving me for a few minutes, then doing the same. I was in permanent agony. When you made me cum, I saw the proverbial fireworks. You were amazing."

Caroline touched Rita on the arm to confirm her gratitude.

"A new experience for me too. I've never made another women have an orgasm. I rather enjoyed it."

"Well, I'm so glad you decided to help, I have no idea what Russ would have done if you hadn't."

"Is Russ violent, or anything with you?"

"No, absolutely not. He's very controlling and demands submission to his own desires, but so far it's all been showing off my body, dressing provocatively and then last night's frustration. But nothing else.

"So, you don't mind if I come round tonight, do you? I'm not sure what I think is going to happen, but I'd like to get to know that dick a bit better, if I may."

"By all means. I was wondering whether I was going to be there for him or not, but if you come too, it should make it fun.


1-6. Sunday Night Fireworks

Rita came round to Caroline's just after five that afternoon and brought with her two bottles of sparkling wine.

"I thought we might need these," she said as she came through the door. "At least I know that I do," she laughed.

Caroline noticed she was wearing a similar blouse to yesterday and the same style of flared skirt. She had put on her five inch heels and her lips were once more ruby red. To Caroline's surprise Rita wasn't wearing a bra. Her dark brown areolae were fetchingly visible through her light-colored blouse.

"You look absolutely stunning," Caroline said with genuine feeling. "Russ will cum in his shorts as soon as he steps through the door.

"Rita thanked her for the compliment and blushed slightly with pleasure at her words."

"Come on let's have a drink," Rita continued.

They sat on the veranda where Caroline had placed some sandwiches and nibbles for them. For the next hour and a half they talked about their husbands, old boyfriends and even got on to fantasies as the second bottle came to an end. Caroline was amazed to discover that Rita's biggest fantasy was to be ravaged - in a pleasant way - by several men at once. 

Caroline told her about her husband Rick's obsession about watching her with other men and how it had taken her several months to come to terms with it and almost a year until she had found someone she trusted enough to fulfill his fantasy. Rita listened with keen interest and asked numerous probing questions that Caroline answered as best she could.

At 6:30 Caroline suggested they make themselves ready.

Like two schoolgirls they gigglingly made their way through to Caroline's bedroom. Caroline asked if she could strip Rita's clothes off for her. Rita thought it was a great idea and felt shivers of anticipation surge up and down her body at Caroline's touch.

Caroline slipped her blouse off Rita's arms and then undid her skirt. Rita was pantyless beneath the skirt much to Caroline's surprise. Rita's pussy was also totally smooth.

"How did you get yourself so smooth?" Caroline asked.

"Oh, I popped in for a wax job earlier this afternoon to make myself ready."

Now naked except for her heels, Rita began removing Caroline's clothes.

"I see you shaved off your pubes too," Rita said as she pulled Caroline's panties down.

"Only with a razor though. I'll have to go to your waxing place for a proper job some time."

Both women touched up their lipstick. Caroline decided to go red as well to match Rita - not her normal color, but decidedly sexy she thought. She could hardly believe that two 40-year old women were tarting themselves up for their gardener and were prepared to be ready and waiting for him fully naked.

"You look so sexy," Caroline said to Rita. "If I were Russ I'd take you on the living room carpet."

"You too," Rita added, "What a lucky man he is."

At five to seven both women were kneeling side by side in the position Russ required with their hands clasped behind their backs. Rita looked at Caroline and they both burst out laughing. As they did so they heard the front door open and someone step into the hallway.

Caroline suddenly had a fear that it wasn't Russ, until she saw his khaki shorts appear through the door.

As he entered the room, he took off his hat and threw it onto an armchair by the doorway along with a bag. He was wearing a plain khaki t-shirt and his shorts with bare feet. Caroline immediately noticed the bulge in his pants.

"G'day ladies."

Both women stayed silent and looked down at the floor. 

Russ walked up to Rita and stood right in front of her. He put his finger under her chin and pulled her to a standing position.

"You too," he said to Caroline, "up."

Caroline stood.

"Arms behind your head and legs spread," Russ commanded.

"Both women did as he wanted.

Russ stepped back. He began to undo his shorts. When the buttons were all undone he dropped his shorts to the floor and stepped out of them.

"Is this what you came for?" He said looking at Rita and taking hold of his thick dick with his right hand.

Rita looked down at his dick and then up to his face.

"Well? Is this what you want?"

"Yes, it is," Rita replied rather quietly.

"Is your cunt wet and ready?"

"I think so," Rita said, knowing full well she was gushing.

Russ walked round both women. He stopped in front of Catherine.

"Did you cum for your husband last night?"

"Yes, I did."

"Did you think of me while you came?"

"Yes, I did actually."

"Are you going to cum for your husband again tonight?

"Well..."

"I'll answer that for you. Yes you are. I'm going to fuck your ass while he's online with you and show him my thick spunk as it spills out your asshole and slips down your crack."

Caroline took a deep breath. "He might not be in the hotel."

"Let's hope he is."

Once again he cupped Caroline's breasts, this time tweaking her nipples. He then ran his finger along her wet slit and slid it easily into her slick pussy. 

"Nice and smooth, good girl." 

He pulled his wet finger out and just like the previous day and brought it up near his lips. This time he pushed it into Caroline's mouth, watching it penetrate her bright red lips then pulling it out when her tongue had licked it clean.

Russ then looked down taking Caroline's gaze with his and took a drop of pre-cum from the tip of his hard dick onto his finger. He lifted his finger up to her lips.

"Tongue," he said. Caroline pushed her tongue between her lips and Russ spread his pre-cum over the tip. Caroline retracted her tongue and savored the pre-cum like a fine wine.

He moved over to stand in front of Rita. As with Caroline he took a breast in each hand and squeezed. Rachel simpered as his fingers grazed over her nipples that hardened even more under his touch.

"Did your husband get a good fuck last night?" Russ asked still squeezing and fondling her tits.

"Erm..."

"I bet he thought all his Chiristmases had come at once, didn't he?"

"Well..."

"And did you cum?"

"I..."

"So no, you didn't, even though you were desperate for an orgasm, just like your friend last night. Are you going to suck my cock tonight?"

Rita hesitated.

"...Yes, I think I am."

"Do you want me to fill your cunt with my cock and send you home to hubby with a load of thick, white cum?"

"I hadn't really thought about it."

"Think about it now. Is that what you want? Do you think your husband will enjoy dipping his cock into my thick cum?"

"I don't know, honestly."

"And did you put on your favorite lipstick just so I could ruin it with my dick?"

"I, er, if you must know, yes, I do want you to cum in my mouth."

"You do, do you. Today you do, yesterday, you ran. Kneel down."

Rita knelt in front of Russ. 

"Pass me my bag," he said to Caroline pointing to the chair.

Russ fished out a length of rope and handed it to Caroline.

"Tie her hands behind her."

Caroline took hold of Rita's arms and moved them down her back then tied them together with an efficient, but not too tight a knot.

Russ looked down at Rita whose lips were only inches from his still raging hard-on. He squeezed his dick with his right hand and pre-cum oozed from the tip.

"Lick it off," he commanded.

Rita tentatively put out her tongue and began licking the tip of his dick. He moved his hand once again along his dick and made more pre-cum appear.

"Keep licking."

Rita licked the goo from the tip and spread it over her lips so they looked even glossier and looked up at Russ.

"Here's the plan," he said. "You lie on the floor there," he said to Caroline, pointing at the floor beside Rita.

He took Caroline by the hand and put her position. He told Rita to sit on Caroline's chest with her pussy pointing towards Caroline's face, so Caroline would be able to look up and see anything Russ did with Rita. Rita got into position with difficulty impeded by her bound wrists.

Once on Caroline's chest, Russ went and stood in front of Rita and squeezed his dick again. More pre-cum appeared. Rita didn't need asking, she just licked it off and swallowed it down.

"Now, part two of the plan, I'm going to fuck your mouth," he said to Rita, "Are you okay with that?"

"I think so," she said.

"And I'm going to fill your mouth with my cum. Lots of it. Do you think you can handle it?"

"Yes, I can," said Rita with more bravado than she was feeling.

"Good, because if any of my cum dribbles out of your mouth, you are going to walk home naked with another load of cum in your cunt and your friend will only cum tonight by the use of your ruby red lips and tongue. Capisce?"

"Do you mean I have to perform cunnilingus on Caroline, if I spill any of your cum?"

"You got it in one. And you'll be walking home naked. Are you ready?"

Without waiting for an answer Russ slammed his dick between Rita's bright red lips. Caroline could feel her own pussy get wetter and wetter as she watched Russ plunging his dick in and out of Rita' mouth. Rita seemed to be coping quite well as Russ buried about half his length into her willing mouth.

Russ slowed his movements and pulled out for a moment. 

"Caroline lick Rita's cunt now."

Rita looked down at Caroline as she shuffled under Rita's pussy and stuck out her tongue. Rita  tentatively lowered herself onto Caroline's mouth and felt Caroline's tongue begin to lick her sopping wet labia. Rita moaned with pleasure at the soft tongue and lips.

"That's enough, stop."

Rita groaned and looked back up and faced up to the thick dick again. She licked the pre-cum from the end again and as Russ plunged his dick between her lips she could feel Caroline's breath on her pussy. She could also smell a musky smell either from herself or Caroline. The smell made Rita's nipples tighten and her pussy contract.

Russ pushed his dick deep into Rita's mouth. She tried desperately not to gag as he went deep down almost reaching her throat. He had managed to get more than half of his cock in her mouth. He pulled out and pushed into her again slowly. This time he kept going until her lips were up against his pubic bone. She began to gag and Russ pulled out, giving her time to recover, before plunging back in, faster this time.

Russ now began to fuck Rita's face in earnest. He put both hands on the back of her head and literally fucked her mouth.

Rita relaxed as best she could and felt spasms of pleasure in her pussy as she imagined the spunk pulsing into her throat.

Russ was beginning to make grunting noises and Rita anticipated he might cum very soon, but he slowed his pace and then withdrew his dick.

"Kiss your friend so she can taste me on your lips and then put your cunt on her face again."

Rita moved back slightly then leaned forward to reach Caroline's lips. Caroline moved her head forward slightly and their lips met. Caroline could taste the sweet pre-cum from Russ' dick and Rita could smell her own smell on Caroline's lips. They locked tongues for a moment and Caroline thought how soft Rita's lips were and wondered how she could put up with the pounding she was getting.

"Cunt now," Russ barked.

Rita moved back up and placed her pussy on Caroline's mouth. Caroline moved her tongue up and down Rita's crack and nibble briefly on her clitoris.

"Lean forward and put your ass in the air and spread your legs while she's licking," Russ said to Rita, and slapped her backside.

Rita obeyed with awkward difficulty, her tits flopping above Caroline's head and putting her forehead on the ground with a bump. She now presented her rear end to Russ over Caroline..

Without ceremony Russ plunged his dick into Rita's gapingly wet pussy ignoring Caroline's tongue. Rita gasped and feared she would suffocate Caroline with her body. Caroline had never been so near to the action and watched enthralled as Russ' dick thrust into Rita.

With Russ pounding her from behind Rita had difficulty keeping still for Caroline. Also the movement in her pussy was bringing her rapidly to orgasm. Her pussy muscles were gripping Russ' dick and she could feel the surge beginning to mount between her legs. Just as she was about to cum, Russ pulled out his dick.

"Oh God, no," Rita screamed in frustration.

She turned to look at Russ who was moving back into position in front. Once again he forced his dick back into her mouth as she knelt up. She could taste her juices and also feel some spasms along his dick. Russ began grunting more loudly and his thrusting became more intense. Fortunately for Rita he was only thrusting about half his length through her lips.

With the next thrust she felt a warm spurt hit the back of her throat. That wasn't too bad she thought to herself in that split second. The initial spurt was followed by an even bigger one that filled her mouth. As the dick retreated she tried to swallow quickly before his dick thrust back in and caused another spurt. Russ was now grunting very loudly and the intensity of the spurts increased. By the time the fifth load of spunk filled her mouth, Rita had lost count. She tried desperately to retain all he gave her, but the task was impossible. Thick white jizz was dribbling down her chin. Her lipstick was smeared along Russ' dick. Her lips were white with cum.

As Russ pulled his dick out for the last time, he squeezed it to force out the last vestiges of cum and wiped it on her tongue. She licked and sucked on his dick until he was clean and looked up at him for his approval. She could feel the cum dribbling on her chin.

Russ took some of the cum from her chin on his finger and pushed it into her mouth. Rita swallowed it greedily.

"Go kiss your friend"

"Kiss?"

"Yes, on the lips. Let her taste me on your lips. She hasn't tasted me properly yet."

Rita wriggled back a bit and as she did Russ bent down and undid the rope round her wrists. This made it easier for her to reach Caroline's lips.

Caroline saw Rita approach with cum all round her mouth. To her surprise she opened her lips and welcomed Rita's tongue into her mouth. Caroline swallowed down the cum Rita brought her and began to lick her chin and lips clean. As she did so, she saw Russ' dick begin to harden again. She smiled to herself and in that instant realized who actually was the dominant in the relationship.

When Russ slapped Rita on the backside, she understood it was time to bring Caroline to orgasm. She began licking and slurping Caroline's labia and clitoris. As she did it, she wondered why her husband had some much trouble doing it for her. It felt wonderful. Rita did all the things she loved when someone kissed her pussy. She lovingly played with the long outer labia, thrust her tongue deep and licked the inner labia. Then she flicked her tongue rapidly over the clitoris before plunging it deep into the pussy again. Caroline's orgasm grew and grew into a massive crescendo and her scream was massive. Caroline's body rocked and shook even more than the previous night. Rita was so proud of herself. When Caroline had calmed, Rita kissed her on the lips and cuddled her, but Russ hadn't finished with her.

"Lift up your ass," he said to Rita.

Rita's face was next to Caroline's as she presented her ass to Russ. With her legs astride Caroline's waist, Russ had an easy entry into her pussy. By the feel of his hard dick as he pushed into her wet and willing pussy, she knew he was hard again.

This is for your husband. I'm going to fill you up and then you can go home and offer him sloppy seconds.

Rita was already making orgasm noises as Russ thrust deeper and deeper into her hole. 

"That is one velvety cunt," Russ grunted and pulled on her hips to get further and deeper inside his conquest. Rita expected him to last quite a while as he had cum only a few minutes earlier. But she was very much mistaken as the now familiar grunts from Russ started to accumulate in intensity. His hard dick was thrusting mercilessly into Rita's gaping pussy and bringing her closer and closer to orgasm. Beneath her Caroline was holding her face and kissing her passionately.

The orgasm when it finally came for Rita was so forceful that she gave an intense long scream that was exacerbated by Russ' ejaculation deep into her uterus. Rita felt the hot cum splash against her cervix and her orgasm intensified.

Russ pumped and pumped his dick, milking every last drop of spunk from his body into Rita's deepest parts until he finally pulled out his dick and stood up.

Rita rolled off Caroline and lay on the floor exhausted.

Russ knelt down over Caroline's face and pushed his dick into her mouth so she could clean off the last drops of spunk and Rita's juices. Caroline licked and slurped as best she could and was pleased that Russ' dick actual began to harden slightly.

Caroline was, however, feeling peeved that Rita had not only sucked off Russ and had a load in her mouth, but had now been royally fucked and orgasmed from it, whereas Caroline hadn't had more than a quick cleaning suck of Russ' dick.

Russ got up and went to put on his shorts. Caroline's disappointment must have shown.

"You stay there," Russ said to Caroline. "You," he said to Rita, "are going home. Up you get," he said as he took her by the hand.

Rita stood up. He face was caked in juices, her lipstick was smeared over her face and she could feel Russ' sticky cum rolling down her thigh.

Russ pulled her by the hand and pushed her through the hallway door. He opened the outer door and pushed her outside, totally naked. 

"I'll come and fuck you in your own bed next week, so you won't have so far to go. Now go back to your husband, so he can enjoy my spunk while it's fresh."

Russ then shut the door behind her.

Rita banged on the door and shouted various threats and how Russ couldn't be so cruel. But Russ just shut the hallway door and told Caroline to go into the bedroom.

After a few minutes Rita realized that Russ had meant what he said. She washed her face as best she could from the garden stand-pipe, but decided to do as Russ said and take home a hot creampie for her husband.

She leaned over the gate and saw that the street was empty, then streaked as fast as she could, holding her breasts with one arm, over the road and five houses along to her own front garden. She managed to get in without anyone seeing her. She felt quite exhilarated from not only the streak, but also the pints of cum deposited into her and the massive orgasm she had had.

Rita went round to the back of her house, slipped in through the veranda door and made her way quietly to her bedroom. She jumped into bed and called out to Johnny.

When her husband appeared at the bedroom door, she ordered him to disrobe and come and fuck her, now.

Johnny stared in disbelief at his wife. Her hair was dishevelled and her makeup a mess, but she had a twinkle in her eye he hadn't seen before. He did as he was told and climbed into bed next to his wife. Rita rolled on top of him and planted her pussy over his face.

"What do you see?" She asked.

Not waiting for an answer she forced out some of Russ' copious cum and let it dribble onto her husband's mouth.

"Taste good? That's another man's cum dribbling from my pussy. Tonight I got well and truly fucked. He fucked my mouth, fucked my cunt and sent me packing so you could enjoy sloppy seconds."

As she spoke, Rita rolled over and let her husband get on top. She opened her legs wide and told him to fuck her now.

"You seem excited. I haven't seen you so hard in years. Does it excite to know another man fondled my tits and came in my mouth and fucked my pussy?"

Her husband planted his mouth on her lips and kissed her hard. As he did so he drove his dick into her spot, slick pussy. 

"My god, you're so silky soft. It feels like heaven," her husband said as Rita smiled.

Johnny flooded her pussy with another load of cum within minutes of entering her. He rolled off her into her arms. Rita kissed and told him she loved him very much, but from now on she was going to take lovers occasionally, but she would always let him have sloppy seconds. He could even watch if he wanted. Johnny was strangely silent and Rita thought she might have gone too far, until she saw the happy smile on her husband's face as he drifted off to sleep.

Rita knew that Caroline and Russ had changed her life.

Back at Caroline's house, Russ had followed Caroline into her bedroom. He took off his shorts again and presented her with his dick and told her to make him hard.

Caroline licked and sucked him with relish. Despite having already cum twice in the last half hour his dick soon stood to attention. Caroline was very impressed and told him so. Russ merely grunted and told her to lean on the computer desk.

With Caroline bent over the desk in front of the computer, Russ told her to call her husband. As Caroline clicked and scrolled and clicked with the mouse Russ smeared KY jelly he had taken from his shorts pocket on his dick and around Caroline's ass hole. As he did so Caroline remembered Russ' promise at the beginning of the evening. The Skype program began to ring in London as Russ pushed his finger into Caroline's hole. After five rings her husband answered. When his smiling face came on screen Russ plunged his dick, without ceremony, deep into Caroline's ass. Caroline squealed with the shock and the pain. 

"What's happening?" Rick asked with a worried tone to his voice.

He could hear Russ grunting as he thrust in and out of Caroline's tight little hole. Caroline began panting - half with pleasure, half with pain - trying to explain to her husband the situation.

"Turn on your camera, I can't see a thing. What's going on? Are you all right?"

Caroline managed to squeak out an "I'm fine, just a sec" before Russ shot his load deep into her. Caroline felt the spurts of his spunk and was sorry it was over.

Russ pulled out his dick and pulled Caroline's butt cheeks apart to watch his cum dribble out of her hole. He physically turned Caroline so her ass hole was facing the camera and put her hands on her cheeks so she would pull them apart.

He picked up his shorts and clicked the camera on just before leaving the room.

"A nice thick load for you," he shouted as he pulled the door closed.

Rick was treated to a view of his wife's well-used anus with big dollops of spunk dribbling down her crack.

"I can see you've been having fun," her husband quipped.

Caroline turned so he could see the wide smile on her face. 


1-7. Monday's Girl - Easily Collared

Caroline had just finished preparing for Monica's coffee morning. She was wearing a black flowing maxi skirt with her tight top - no bra and no panties as Russ had demanded, but she argued with herself that that wasn't the only reason. She decided to go for the bright red lipstick again and tied her long blonde hair into a loose ponytail. Her heels - red Jimmy Choo sunrise sandals - were one of her favorite pairs, about a 4 inch heel and perfect with black.

Caroline was still feeling the effects of the previous evening. After Russ had ravaged her ass, Rick had wanted her to masturbate for him on cam while telling him all about the evening she had spent with Rita and Russ. As she thought about it, a tingle started between her legs and a smile came to her face.

She grabbed her purse and headed for the front door. As she was about to open it the bell rang. On the step in his t-shirt and shorts was Russ.

He stepped back and eyed her up and down. 

"Nice outfit."

He stepped forward again and grasped Caroline's tits with his hands. 

"They look and feel so much better without a bra."

Caroline's nipples popped rigid under his touch.

"I trust you're bare under that skirt?"

"You can trust me," she replied.

"I do trust you... to lift up your skirt and prove it."

Caroline stepped back, turned her back to him and pulled her skirt up and over her ass. As she did Russ put his hand between her legs.

"Nice and wet already. I like a woman who's always gagging for my dick."

Caroline dropped her skirt and turned round to face him. "Satisfied now?"

"Just one thing. Give this to Monica," he said, pulling what looked like a pink dog collar from his pocket.

"She'll know what to do."

He then turned and left Caroline standing in her doorway pondering the man. 'Does that mean he's also fucking Monica too?' She thought, as an undeniable surge of jealousy hit her in the stomach.

Caroline examined the collar. It was soft pink leather with a pendant hanging from a metal ring at the front and a clasp at the back. Caroline put it into her purse and looked forward to seeing Monica's reaction when she handed it over. She also pondered Russ' relationship with the girls. Initially she had thought Suzanne was having an affair with him, but since her dealings with him she was no longer certain of anything. She also pondered her relationship with him as she walked the few hundred yards to Monica's house. Away from him she could still feel his domineering presence and for some reason felt compelled to obey his kinky requests. 'Oh well,' she thought, 'as long as I'm enjoying him, what's the issue?'

She bumped into Beth at Monica's gate. Beth looked very sexy in a short white summery dress with a gaping neckline that suited her small breasts. They kissed and Beth took Caroline's hand as they entered the garden.

"I'm feeling very happy today," Beth said.

"Oh, why's that?" Caroline responded looking at her.

"I met someone online last night and he seems perfect."

"That's wonderful. But I thought you and your husband were still together."

"Oh we are, but we're not happy and I've decided to move on. Russ made me see it made sense."

Caroline was stunned into silence by Beth's words about Russ and by the time she had thought of what to say, they were surrounded by the other women and the coffee morning had begun. Caroline's mind was still racing, 'Russ and Beth, what game was he playing? Was he having a thing with all the group?' She decided to have it out with him when she next had a moment alone with him.

Rita gave Caroline a particularly affectionate hug and whispered, "Thank you" in her ear. Caroline told her she looked stunning yet again. Rita's dress showed off her magnificent cleavage and she had painted her lips ruby red again. She was beaming all over and Caroline presumed her session with Russ had done her the world of good.

"You got home okay, then?" Caroline said as they ended their hug.

"No problem. A rapid streak along the road and then straight to bed. Rather exhilarating to be truthful. In bed Johnny didn't know what hit him..." She laughed, still talking in a stage whisper, "I'll tell you more later when I come for my things."

Caroline waited for Monica to finish her greetings and followed her into the kitchen, while the others took their seats on the veranda.

"Russ asked me to give you this," Caroline said, handing over the collar.

Monica went bright red when she saw it. 

"Russ gave you it? For me?"

"Yes he did, just now and said you would know what to do."

Caroline left it on the kitchen top and went back out onto the veranda. She looked at the women in the group and realized she knew now that four of them were involved with Russ. The only one she wasn't sure about was Suzanne - the one she had presumed was having an affair with him from day one.

"Come and sit next to me," Suzanne beckoned her over. "I love your outfit. I bet you're wearing some divine heels under that skirt, aren't you?"

Caroline lifted her maxi skirt to reveal her red heels.

"Exquisite, absolutely exquisite," Suzanne shrieked, "You must drive the men wild with your heels and bright red lips. You and Rita are definitely setting a trend here."

Monica stepped onto the veranda with a tray of coffees and began handing them out to the women in turn. Caroline immediately noticed she was wearing the pink collar, but refrained from saying anything.

"That's an interesting necklace you're wearing," Beth said as Monica handed her her coffee. "You didn't have it on just now, did you?"

"No, someone special just gave it to me, so I put it on immediately."

"Oh, a secret admirer, eh?" Suzanne chuckled.

"Actually, not so secret," Monica replied with a sideways glance at Caroline. Suzanne wasn't slow to notice the collusive glance.

"So what do you know about this, Caroline, if Monica's not going to let us in on the secret?"

"Absolutely nothing, I assure you. I'm just a pawn in what seems to be more than just a game," she said adding to the mystery.

"Let me have a look at it," Suzanne said, more as an order than a request.

Monica bent down in front of her and let her touch the collar.

"It's a slave collar, isn't it?" Beth stated.

"Well, yes, actually it is." Monica replied.

"So whose slave are you, if I might enquire? Beth asked with some fervor.

"I'm sorry, I'm not allowed to say unless my master gives me permission."

"Your master?" Suzanne almost exploded. "What on earth do you mean? You're not saying that you call that docile husband of yours, master?"

"I never said it was Nate," Monica said, "Don't put words into my mouth."

"I think we'd best stop badgering Monica, she'll tell us when she's good and ready, won't you?" Rita said.

"Sorry," Suzanne said, "But I just found the whole concept so ridiculous. Particularly with Nate, no offence, Monica."

Monica banged down the tray and ran back into her house, slamming a door behind her.

"I'll go talk to her," said Caroline, "I did kind of cause this."

She walked into the house leaving the other three women to puzzle over her parting sentence.

"She caused it?" Suzanne asked. "I'd better say nothing, this all seems too odd."

Caroline knocked on Monica's bedroom door and went in. Monica was lying on the bed crying. Caroline shut the door behind her and went over to comfort the other woman.

"Why did Russ give you the collar? Why didn't he give it to me himself? Why?"

Caroline sighed.

"I really don't know, Monica. It seems to me he's playing a rather convoluted game with all of us."

"What do you mean? Are you all his slaves?"

"No, not exactly. But I do think we're all involved with him in some way or other."

"Involved? Do you mean sexually?" Monica asked.

"Yes, I do."

"What? Have you fucked him? What about the others? This can't be true, I only pledged myself to him yesterday."

"Yesterday?" Caroline asked in surprise, "When yesterday?"

"In the afternoon. He promised he would give me a symbol of my devotion to him today. But why through you? That's demeaning."

"I don't think he meant anything by it, he just knew I would be seeing you today and asked me to give it to you."

"If you don't mind me asking, how long have you been his 'slave'?" Caroline asked.

"Well, he only officially accepted me yesterday, but I've been in training for a few months with him, you know, he's been testing my fidelity and willingness to obey."

"Wow, a few months, eh? What does your husband think?" Caroline felt like kicking herself for asking such a stupid question, but Monica didn't seem to have any qualms answering.

"He hasn't a clue. Nate works in Sydney during the week and only comes home late on Friday and then flies off again on Sunday."

Caroline didn't know what to say. "Look, Monica, even if Russ is playing around with the other women, it seems you are his favorite. Nobody else has been given such a collar."

"You know, you're right. I'm such an idiot sometimes. Come on, let's get back to the others. They must think I'm such a dag."

No one mentioned Monica's departure and the women spent a couple of hours talking mainly about fashion and the hunkiest celebrities. Russ was nowhere to be seen. Suzanne even commented on it as the women were taking their leave. 

"It seems our Russ has taken a day off," Suzanne commented, "I missed my morning dose of muscle," and left arm in arm with Rita, with them both laughing.

Beth stayed behind as she wanted to chat with Monica about something, so Caroline walked the 200 or so yards to her house alone.

As she came through the door she noticed Russ' Blunstone boots in the hallway. It made her wonder if he had left them the previous night. She placed her purse on the coffee table and walked through to the bedroom to check her messages on the computer only to find Russ standing naked by her bed with an impressive harden.

"What the fuck are you doing here?" Caroline screamed.

"I thought it was about time I tried out your cunt."

"You can't just come in here when you like, this is my house."

"Do you want this in your cunt, or don't you?" He asked indicating his dick. "You know you do, you're already wet between your legs aren't you?"

"That's not the point," Caroline said.

"Get on the bed and spread your legs, now."

Caroline had split-second visions of Russ' cock pounding her. She went to say something, but changed her mind. She clambered onto the bed and lay down on her back with her knees up.

Russ stood looking down at her over her knees.

"Spread your legs."

Caroline pulled her skirt over her knees and spread her legs wide.

Russ put a hand on each of her thighs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He then thrust his rigid cock into her waiting hole. Caroline flung her head back in ecstasy and let out a squeal of pleasure.

Russ didn't last a dozen thrusts before his cum filled Caroline's pussy. He pulled out his dick and looked down at the puffy, red and swollen labia he had just penetrated. His cum was seeping out of Caroline as he pulled on his shorts, followed by his t-shirt.

"You bastard," she said, "Which of the girls is next on your list. Going off to fuck Monica now, are you? I didn't even cum."

"I'm sure you'll think of something," he said and walked out of the room. Caroline heard the front door slam behind him. She lay on the bed for a few more minutes, before putting her fingers between her legs. She could feel Russ' spunk seeping out of her. She dipped her finger into it and brought a large dollop up to her lips. She let the white goo dribble onto her tongue and then swallowed it before bringing herself off with her trusty fingers, thinking of Russ' thick cock plunging into her as she did.


1-8. Tuesday's Girl - Time to Go

Caroline was woken by her doorbell ringing. She glanced at the time, just after seven. She pulled on her kimono over her naked body and ambled to the door yawning audibly.

She opened the door a little, once again expecting the postmen or a courier delivery, but was surprised to see Russ. 

"Oh, it's you. Come to finish off what you started yesterday, have you?"

She left the door ajar and walked into the living room, taking a seat in the armchair facing the door. Russ followed her in, keeping his boots on. He stood a few feet in front of her holding out a black leather collar with a gold clasp and gold pendant at the front. 

"Who am I supposed to initiate into your harem today?"

"Who do you think? It can't be you, you haven't earned it yet."

Caroline could feel the anger swell inside and her stomach churned with pangs of jealousy. 'What a stupid fucker I am,' she thought to herself. 'Why should I want his stupid collar?' But, for some reason, she craved his approval and wanted to feel him inside her again.

"What do you mean, 'haven't earned it.' I've done everything you asked? Everything."

"Stand up and take your robe off," Russ said, ignoring her question.

Caroline hesitated for a second, but then stood up and dropped her robe round her feet.

"Are you wet yet?"

"Yes."

"Thinking about my dick in you?"

She hesitated. "Yes, I am."

"Will you do anything I ask?"

Caroline didn't answer.

"Will you? Answer now or I'm walking out."

"Yes I will."

"Say, 'I will do absolutely anything you ask without question.'"

Caroline swallowed hard. "I will do absolutely anything you ask without question."

"That's better. Turn your back to me."

Caroline turned as requested.

Russ stepped forward and put the black collar round her neck. He took a small gold lock from his pocket and clicked it in place on the clasp at the back. 

"Now, let's go look at your wardrobe." Russ walked into Caroline's bedroom.

Caroline felt the collar round her neck with her hand. The leather was very soft. As she followed Russ into her bedroom she glanced at her naked body and collar in the mirror. It actually looked quite lovely, better than the one he had given Monica yesterday. She did wonder how she was going to explain it to everyone.

"You'd better give me the key so I can take it off when I need to," she said to Russ' disappearing back. Russ turned to face her. 

"You won't need a key," he said and went into the bedroom.

Russ walked into her walk-in wardrobe and scanned the racks. He picked out a sheer blouse and handed it to her. He then searched among her skirts. He pulled out a few, rejecting them with a glance. He finally decided on a knee-length black skirt she had bought for a 'tarts and vicars' fancy dress party. There was a huge slit up one side that went to the top of the thigh. The heels he selected from the rack were her favorite red Jimmy Choos that she had worn the previous day.

You'll wear these today he said, handing her the skirt and heels.

"But the blouse is almost 100% sheer, my tits will be almost totally on show."

"And?" He said.

Caroline felt the collar round her neck and said nothing. Her thoughts were racing. 'What on earth was she going to say to Rick? How could she explain this to the girls? What the hell was she doing?'

"Before you get dressed, we're going to put on a show for your husband."

Russ turned the chair by the computer desk sideways on and told her to sit and not to move with her arms on the side of the chair. He clicked on Rick's name in the contact list, turned the video image on and then turned the computer volume to zero, so they couldn't hear Rick, but would be able to see him.

Out of the corner of her eye Caroline could see the indicator flashing to say that Skype was ringing in London. Russ opened his shorts and took out his dick. It was already semi erect. Caroline watched as it grew in size as Russ began to rub it up and down in front of her face.

The screen blinked and she could tell without turning her head that Rick could see them and hear Russ' grunting as he pulled on his dick.

Caroline turned slightly to look at the screen catching a glimpse of Rick's eager eyes taking in the scene in front of him. All he would be able to see was a huge dick and his wife's face. Russ pulled her face back to look at him with his spare hand and held her in place. 

As the pre-cum appeared on the tip, he wiped it across Caroline's lips and continued pumping with his hand. Caroline wondered when he was going to plunge it between her lips and licked her lips in anticipation. But Russ continued pumping only occasionally wiping the tip of his dick on her lips and pulled back when she tried to lick and suck him.

Rick's grunts were not long in coming. Caroline could see his ball sack tighten and his hand began to quicken its movement along the shaft. She braced herself, not knowing what he intended.

Suddenly she was hit on the lips by a stream of Russ' jizz. And then by another on the cheek and in the eye. She counted a total of five large spurts that covered her face and she could feel the thick goo running down her chin. She went to raise her arm to wipe her eye, but Russ held it down.

He used his finger to wipe his cum from her eye and fed the creamy mess into her mouth. She licked it up greedily. He scooped several more dollops of his load and did the same. He then clicked with the mouse to end the call, pulled up his shorts and walked out.

Caroline sat for a moment feeling the cum drying on her face and realized how far she had gone. She rushed to the bathroom to clean herself off and then hurried back to talk to her husband.

Two hours later Caroline was ready to go to Beth's coffee morning wearing the prescribed outfit. She tried looking at herself from various angles in the mirror, but no matter what angle, her nipples and breasts were very visible.

She had spent almost an hour on Skype with Rick. Much to her relief he had enjoyed the performance and didn't even ask about the collar, merely remarking that it was an intriguing design. He was looking forward to getting back the following week and hoped to see more of her sexy escapades. Their conversation had made Caroline aware how strange men were. She loved Rick absolutely and adored him for letting her run free sexually, but knew that she could never do the same if he wanted another woman. 

As she pulled the door closed on her way out, she saw Rita coming in her gate. 

"Can we pop inside for minute, before we leave? Wow, that's a daring blouse you have on." Rita said as she walked up the path to Caroline.

Caroline opened the door and stepped inside followed by Rita. Rita plonked down next to Caroline on the sofa.

"I had to come and talk to you before our coffee morning," Rita said, "And I have to pick up my things too, I just didn't manage it yesterday."

At that moment Rita noticed Caroline's collar.

"That's an intriguing item. Let me see. Oh, it even has a lock. Very chic. It goes well with the blouse. I think you'll turn a few heads in it. My husband would love it."

As usual Rita was talking ten to the dozen.

"The blouse or the collar?" Caroline asked.

"Oh both, I should think. But I just had to come and tell you about last night."

"Last night? What happened?"

"Well you remember Russ had promised to take me in my bed. Well he did."

"No?"

"And what's more I made Johnny watch."

"You made him watch? Was he okay with that?"

"He absolutely loved it. Even when I made him lick my pussy - or should I say cunt now? - after Russ had filled me up with his cum, Johnny had a permanent silly smile on his face."

Rita then added, "My God Russ is a heavy cummer, isn't he?" but gave Caroline no time to respond. "You know, Russ almost totally ignored Johnny and just took me like a rag doll. I loved it and came two or three times while he plowed into me. Oh, just listen to the slut I have become."

Caroline felt slightly sick in her stomach. She realized how much she wanted Russ for herself and how she had demeaned herself to obtain just that, but it hadn't worked, Russ didn't care for her at all except as an object for his dominating ego. 'And to top it all,' she thought, 'Rita has had three orgasms, I've only had a one small one from his touch'. Caroline did her best not to show her feelings and hugged her friend.

"You really are a hot wife now." Caroline said, hugging Rita tighter. "And Johnny is a full-blown cuckold, just like my Rick. They love it too. Men are weird."

"They certainly are, but I'm going to make the most of it," Rita said, "I haven't had so much sex in years and I'm ready for more. Come on, we'd better go or we'll be really late. I just wanted you to know, seeing as it's thanks to you I'm on this adventure ride."

Rita hugged Caroline again and both women stood up. 

"It looks like we're lipstick buddies again," Rita said with a laugh, I think ruby red must be the hot wife color."

Caroline laughed too, hiding how upset she was. She knew she had to remove the collar when she got back from Beth's and would stay away from Russ - her mind was made up.

They walked in the sunshine to Beth's gate. As they opened it to go in they bumped into Suzanne leaving the garden in a rush.

"What's up, Suzanne?" Rita asked, sensing as did Caroline that she was rather upset.

"That bastard gardener has been two-timing me with that slut Beth."

Caroline and Rachel didn't know how to respond.

"Two-timing you? With Beth?" Rita finally said, "But..."

Caroline's glance told Rita to hold back on saying anything more.

"I know I've been stupid letting him use me for the last few months, but I never imagined he was cheating on me behind my back."

"With Beth?" Rita asked again with total disbelief.

"Yes, with fucking Beth, the total slut. It seems she's ready to abandon everything for him. I just couldn't stand watching them brazenly flouting their 'relationship' in front of me."

"Is Monica there?" Caroline asked.

"Yes, why?" Suzanne asked in response.

"Nothing, I just wondered how she was reacting to the news."

"It seems she knew already. She could have told me. You can't trust anyone, can you? Are you going to go in or do you want to come for a coffee with me down the road?"

Caroline looked at Rita and Rita gave Caroline a look. Rita spoke first.

"We'll just pop in to say hello and then we'll join you in the coffee shop in about twenty minutes. How's that?"

"I knew I could rely on you, Rita, and you too Caroline, even though I haven't known you long."

Suzanne swept on past them and turned towards the coffee shop at the end of their road. Caroline turned to Rita and whispered, "I can't believe it, what is going on? Does that mean he's fucking all of us?"

"Looks like it. What a stud, eh?"

Caroline was surprised that Rita was taking it so lightly.

They went round to the back of Beth's house. Through the window they could see Beth, who seemed to be rather angry. Through the open window they heard her tell Russ to get out of her house and to take his whore with him. Rita and Caroline were about to make a hasty retreat, but Beth saw them and ran out to them crying.

"Oh I'm so pleased you came. Suzanne abandoned me and now I find out Monica's leaving for Europe with Russ, after he promised me I'd always be his favorite. He even gave me his special collar." Beth put her hand up to touch the red collar round her neck that resembled the one he gave Caroline.

Caroline just wanted to hide her neck, but seconds later Beth couldn't but notice Caroline's collar. 

"What, you as well? Now I really do hate that bastard." As she said it she looked inside the house as if she wanted to say something to Russ, but Monica and Russ seemed to have left.

Well at least you were safe from his lies and deceptions, Rita." Beth added looking at Rita.

"Seems I was," Rita said with a smile.

"So the collar is from Russ is it?" Rita asked, looking sideways at Caroline. 

"Unfortunately, it is. Have you got some wire cutters, Beth?"

They trooped into the kitchen and Beth rummaged through a drawer finally pulling out a pair of wire cutters. 

"Could you do the honors, please?" Caroline asked turning the back of her neck towards Beth. Beth placed the cutters on the small lock and squeezed. It took some effort but eventually the lock fell free and Caroline was able to remove the collar.

Caroline reciprocated and removed Beth's collar for her.

"What an idiot I've been," Caroline said. 

"No more than me," said Beth. "He's been leading me along for months now. The things I've done for him, I blush at the thought of some of them."

"Come on, let's go find Suzanne at the café." Rita said, "nothing like a real Italian coffee to cheer you up."

"Not for me," said Beth. I have to go pack. 

"Pack?" Both Caroline and Rita said in unison.

"Yep. I decided yesterday I'm moving to L.A. to be with Curtis. He's 55, but he'll take good care of me. I can feel it. So if I don't see you, I'll let you know how things are going on Facebook."

Beth hugged them both and came out of the house with them, chucking the collar into the bin as she did. Caroline and Rita retraced their steps and made their way to the café.

"Wow, what do we make of all that? Seems like I'll need a new gardener if he's off to Europe."

"Looks like it." Caroline said, unsure whether she was feeling dejected because of Russ or just because of everything. 

Rita put her hand on Caroline's arm as they neared the café. "And I thought we'd had our fill of surprises for one day. Isn't that Suzanne eating the face off some kid?

"Where?" Caroline asked.

There at the corner table on the café terrace. The lad doesn't look old enough to drink. What in heaven's name is Suzanne thinking?"

"Perhaps we should leave." Caroline suggested.

"What and miss this, no way." Rita said and led Caroline by the hand up to Suzanne's table.

Suzanne sensed their approach and broke off her kiss.

Without a trace of embarrassment, Suzanne introduced them to the young man of probably nineteen or twenty. 

"This is Alex, a friend of my son's. They're at uni together. Apparently he's always thought I'm hot, so I couldn't resist proving it. It's been one of those days."

"Perhaps I should leave," Alex said, standing up and unable to take his gaze off Caroline's chest.

"If you like," Suzanne said, but pop round about two and we can continue where we left off, Suzanne said with a leery smile.

As Alex went to pass her, Suzanne kissed him hard on the lips and squeezed his behind. Caroline and Rita just sat down and waited for Suzanne to speak.

"That's a rather daring blouse you have on," Suzanne said to Caroline when Alex had gone and Suzanne had stopped staring at his ass.

"Rather sums up the day, don't you think," Caroline replied rather pointedly.

"I see you took off your choker, I thought it was rather fetching," Suzanne said.

"It brought back too many memories, so it had to go."

"So, tell me, how was the slut and the cheater?" Suzanne asked turning from Caroline to Rita and back.

"Well," Rita began, "it seems you may have got the story slightly skewed."

"Skewed? What do you mean. Beth herself admitted she had been fucking that fucking gardener."

"Yes," she had, chipped in Caroline, but, in fact, he's run off with Monica. They've left for Europe, or so Beth told us. It seems your lover had been leading several women up the garden path and beyond. For some stupid reason they all fell for his domineering crap."

"You have to admit, he was a dish - as we used to say. But really, the gardener turns out to be Monica's secret 'master'. How quaint! Well I hope they're very happy together. Can't see such a fucking machine putting up with dopy Monica for very long."

"I've never heard you talk like that," said Rita. "He must have been some lover."

"The best. And he liked it every which way. And I've never had such intense orgasms." Suzanne laughed at the picture in her head. "My George has never had it so good. Not that he knew why. He just thought I was going through menopause or something and my hormones were going through the roof. Not that he complained."

"Well you certainly kept it under wraps," said Rita. "I knew you rather fancied the man, but I had no idea you were at it with him."

"A bit too old for me really - almost thirty - In fact I prefer them younger," she said in a stage whisper leaning up close to the other two women, "I must have a cougar thing going. And when young Alex was sitting here all alone and blurted out that he had always thought I was rather hot, I decided to go for it. No point crying over a fucking gardener, is there now?"

"I'm absolutely gobsmacked." Rita said. "How long have I known you? Coming on for twenty years, and I have never heard you talk about sex or even swear, let alone say 'fuck'. I reckon your hormones must really be playing up."

"Could be, but I thought at 47, with a steady, but boring husband, I ought to live a little. And now I'm going to live a little more. Our coffee mornings won't be the same without muscle man, but..."

"There'll only be three in the group too."

"Only three. Oh no I'm happy for Beth to come back, I've forgiven her already. Stupid of me to be upset."

"Too late, she's off to Lala land tomorrow."

"Lala land?" Suzanne asked.

"Los Angeles. She's found a new man. 55 and the love of her life."

"Well good luck to her," Suzanne quipped, "I'll stick with my nineteen-year old. Speaking of which I'd better go and get ready for him."

With that she kissed both Caroline and Rita before almost skipping off down the road towards her house.


1-9. Wednesday's Girl - Final Release

Caroline left Rita at her gate after agreeing to catch up the next day. She walked back to her own house with a smile on her face. 

"Love the blouse and especially the tits in it."

Caroline woke from her reverie and looked up to see Russ sitting on her doorstep.

"You fucking bastard. How can you have the gall to come back here after all the mess you caused."

"I came to apologize."

"You? Apologize? I bet you don't know the meaning of the word." Caroline said raising her voice in anger.

"I also wanted to make you cum properly. I was not a generous lover with you."

"Do you expect me to let you have your way with me now because you'll make me cum?"

"Pretty much. I owe you that."

"I don't believe this. What about Monica? I thought you were going to Europe."

"We are," Russ replied, "but the plane doesn't leave until midday tomorrow. I thought I'd use the time to make it up to you."

"Me? What about Suzanne or Beth, or even Rita?"

"They're all happy and satisfied. You're not."

"What makes you think I'm not satisfied?"

"I can see how hard your nipples are now and I know if I put my hand up your skirt you'll be sopping wet, because you still want me." As he spoke, Russ put out his hand and although he had to lift her skirt to one side, he grabbed Caroline between her pantyless legs without a reaction on her part. As he had predicted she was sopping wet. He slipped a finger inside her and then a second. Caroline finally made a weak effort to stop him, but her legs were like jelly.

Russ pulled her to him and kissed her. His tongue pushed its way between her red lips. As Caroline felt his lips upon hers and his tongue penetrate her mouth, she realized this was their first kiss. Despite her anger and her repulsion at his treatment of the five women, to her disgust she didn't push him away, she didn't even passively let him kiss and fondle her; she kissed him back, pulling his lips even tighter to her mouth as her tongue entwined with his.

As they came up for air Caroline made to lead him inside.

"No, here, on the lawn. He took off his shirt and spread it on the luscious grass. Caroline looked towards the bushes that partially hid them from the street, then undid her skirt and dropped it to her ankles, slipped it off and knelt on Russ' shirt. Russ dropped his shorts and stood before her in his Blunstones boots. His dick was pointing at his stomach and definitely ready for action.

Caroline reached out to touch his cock with her hand and pulled him closer. She looked up at him as her red lips enveloped the bulbous end and began moving up and down the shaft. Her left hand massaged his balls while the right aided her mouth to milk the shaft. She could tell from Russ' thrusting movements that her actions were having the desired effect. He began to make more frequent grunting noises and tried to sink his dick deeper into her mouth, but she used her hand to restrict the depth.

When she thought the intensity of the grunting meant he was very close to shooting his load, she pulled back.

"On your back, now," she said mimicking his normal tone with her.

Russ lay down on his shirt with his hands behind his head and looked up at her. He looked rather comical, Caroline thought, in his boots, but his dick was rigid and the mushroom end almost purple.

Caroline straddled his chest. She now brought her pussy up to his face and rubbed herself on his lips and tongue, giving him no chance to say a word. Russ' tongue lapped at her labia and clitoris, occasionally going deeper inside her. Caroline moved as the feelings took her. She could feel a growing pulse of pleasure between her legs that suddenly shot along her spine and exploded in her brain as her first orgasm struck. She bucked and bucked on Russ' face taking every last ounce of pleasure from her orgasm. 

When the waves of orgasm had subsided, she shuffled back along his chest and guided Russ' dick into her pussy. She gasped as the large bulbous head entered and slowly sank along its shaft until she had engulfed the full length. Russ had grabbed hold of her tits through her blouse and squeezed them roughly as she lowered herself down, but the pleasurable pain only increased her frenzy as she began riding Russ' dick.

Caroline hammered up and down on his dick urging him to cum and feeling the pleasurable waves flowing through her body. Her tempo increased as her own second orgasm approached. From the sounds emanating from Russ' throat and his even rougher manhandling of her breasts she knew he was close.

She felt jets of cum spurt from Russ' dick deep within her just as a scream that had begun deep between her legs, gushed up through her body into her throat and came out through her lips like a banshee's wail and must have been heard along the whole street. Caroline bucked and bucked on Russ' dick until her own orgasm subsided. She could feel her clitoris still pulsing as she lifted herself off Russ' deflating cock. Russ let go of her tits and put his hands behind his head with a more than satisfied look on his face.

Caroline leaned forward to kiss him and as she pulled away said, "We're not finished yet," and shuffled back up his body towards his face. Once again she planted her pussy on his mouth and lips before he had time to complain. Caroline rubbed her slippery cunt over his mouth and squeezed thick dollops of cum out onto his lips. Russ struggled, but his arms were to some extent restricted by Caroline's rather strong legs and her pussy was firmly planted on his face. Caroline rubbed herself until a tiny after-orgasm filled her body and she was satisfied that she had deposited most of his cum.

Caroline stood up when she was done and picked up her skirt. 

"Enjoy Europe." she called out in Russ' vague direction and with her bottom wiggling sexily, she sashayed contentedly around the house and into her back garden leaving him lying naked on the grass, his face smeared with his own rapidly drying cum.

With a sense closure for the whole Russ incident, Caroline was looking forward to telling Rick all about the events of the past few days and felt she should apologize for being so infatuated with a dickhead like Russ. 

To her utter surprise Suzanne was sitting on her veranda with her new toyboy Alex.

"Hi Caroline, do forgive the intrusion," Suzanne said standing up as she did.

Alex's did a double take and his eyes gaped unbelievingly at Caroline walking skirtless with grass marks on her knees, dried cum across her pubes and her tits on full show through her transparent blouse. Caroline thought about using her skirt to protect her modesty, but decided the lad would probably enjoy a bit of exhibitionism, so why bother.

"You see we were a bit stuck for a bolt hole. George decided to come home early, Alex's sister is at home and a hotel is so spiritless. You know..."

"Suzanne, if you need a place to fuck you're welcome to our spare room anytime you like. This door is also unlocked, so as I said, you're welcome. Probably best to give me a heads up when you're about to descend, but I understand urges."

"Oh you are such a darling."

"Let me show you the room," Caroline said and led the way with Alex keen to follow her bare backside. 

Caroline held open the door to the bedroom allowing Suzanne and Alex to enter hand in hand. "There you go, king size bed and ensuite. Not much more you need, eh?" Caroline added, "Help yourself to wine and stuff from the fridge, I'll leave you to it. Be gentle, Suzanne," Caroline said with a wink and pulled the door to.

Caroline had a few hours until Rick would be available, so she thought about changing clothes, but finally decided to pop her skirt back on and wear her sheer blouse. 

As she headed out the front door she could already hear Suzanne calling out to her lover, "Fuck me, yes that's it, fuck me, fuck me."

Caroline smiled and headed off down the street for a light lunch and to reflect on the last seven days, happy that Russ had disappeared from her garden and her life.
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An excerpt from: Veronica and the Virtual Cuckold - a Hotwife Obsession 

(Soon to be published on Amazon)

Have you ever felt the exquisite pain in your stomach and the gnawing pangs of sublime jealousy when you are watching another man drive his long, thick cock into your willingly wanton wife? You haven't? Well, me neither, but I have fantasized about it and dreamt about it, longed for it. I even bought a book with the sole aim of helping me make it happen. However, the one thing I hadn't done; the one thing that is keeping me from realizing my fantasy, is to mention it to my wife. Even in the throes of passion, I can't bring myself to say one word about it. 

Call me a wimp if you will, but I know Veronica, I know what she would say; how she would react. After 26 years of marriage and three kids there's not much you don't know about each other. And one thing I do know, is that Veronica would be angry and upset with me for suggesting something so outrageous - so beyond her idea of acceptable. No, no, she's not a prude exactly, but she does have some old-fashioned ideas and attitudes about sex.

Recently, however, I just can't get the vision of her and another man out of my head. The whole fantasy has now become an obsession with me. I know I have to find a way to make it happen. I was almost going to say, without my wife knowing, and suddenly realized how ridiculous the idea was. In many of the stories about hot wives and cuckolds that I devour, the husband, the ubiquitous wannabe cuck, ties up and blindfolds his unaware wife before letting another man have his way with her. And in almost all the stories the hapless wife has no clue that she has been taken by a stranger. Well, I'll tell you now, my Veronica would know within seconds (that is, if she were to let me tie her up), that the man slipping his dick into her surreptitiously was not her devoted husband. (And no, it's not because I'm tiny in that department, I'm at least average - 5.6 inches at the last count.) It's because I can never fool her. She has an uncanny second sense about everything, an inbuilt deceit sensor.

You're probably thinking we rarely have sex. Well, you'd be wrong, We manage to find time for each other every other weekend at least. Sometimes we even break the mold and go for it on a weekday. What more can you ask after such a long marriage?

Anyway, after trawling the net for advice, I ended up buying the ebook about making it happen in the delirious hope that there would be a magic wand effect. It's because of the book that six months later, I'm still taking it slow. I'm still waiting to tell my darling wife all about my fantasy. It took me four months to fail miserably at step one in the guaranteed ten step system, where I get her to wear sexier undergarments. (You're probably wondering why I had such difficulty with that. 'Why didn't you just go out and buy her some sexy underwear, you dickhead?' I can hear you screaming. Don't you think I did? But when I gave them to her she just laughed. I had bought the wrong size, or the wrong shape, or they were just plain wrong.)

The other point the ebook kept on hammering home was communication. 'You have to communicate!' Well, for me, It's not that easy. Of course we talk, but rarely about sex, even in the bedroom. If I ask her about her fantasies she claims she doesn't have any. If I ask her what she likes me doing during sex, she just says she likes it the way we do it. 

I'm not one to give up. But recently my obsession has been having an effect on my work. I made some glaring errors last week in the monthly reports for one of our major clients because I couldn't concentrate, I found myself reading about wife sharing or cuckolds every few minutes. Luckily my boss noticed the mistakes and sent the reports back to me for correction with a major dressing down. I'm desperately hoping it won't affect my chances of making partner this year.

A cuckold obsession and accounting do not mix well, it seems. So I knew I had to do something radical. Either I forget the whole thing or I find someone or something to force me to make it happen.

The Virtual Cuckold and his Hotwife - A Wife Watching Obsession
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Gaby looked through the pile of clothes I had selected. I could tell from her face that she was a little sceptical about my choices. When she saw the lingerie she even blushed. I laughed and said I thought it would be fun to just try them on. I told Gaby to strip while I chose what she would try on first. I picked out a pleated miniskirt, a sheer top and a spaghetti-strap tank top.

Gaby was about to pull on the tank top when I suggested she remove her bra, otherwise it would look a little odd.

"I can't go out without a bra," she said, "My boobs are too big."

"Absolute rubbish," I said, "They're perfect and will look amazing under the top. Just try it on and see."

She reluctantly removed her bra and pulled on the tank top, followed by the skirt. "Just a minute," I said, "you need some proper shoes. What size are you, 38? 39?"

"I don't know in European, I'm a 5 in England."

I dashed back into the shop and grabbed a pair of heels that I had seen earlier in size 38 to match the skirt and top. Back in the fitting room Gaby was admiring herself in the mirror. 

"You're right," she said, it does look good. 

"Put these on," I said, "and you'll look even better."

Gaby slipped on the heels, rose a good 2 inches and looked stunning.

"Wow," I said, you are gorgeous. "What you can do is put this over the top, if you like," I said, handing her the sheer blouse. She pulled it on and did a wiggle for the mirror.

"You have such good taste," Gaby said, "I would never have chosen those."

"Try the blouse without the tank top. Go on, trust me, you'll be amazed."

"No way, I'll look ridiculous."

"Just try it, for me, please."

Gaby removed both tops and then slipped the sheer blouse back on. The blouse was sheer enough not to show everything, but transparent enough to give hints of the goodies underneath. Gaby looked in the mirror and smiled at our reflection. 

"Shit, Nick would cum in his pants if I wore this. I could never go out like this. You can see my nipples when I move."

"That's the whole point," I said, "Men will throw themselves at your feet. You have perfect tits, an almost flat stomach, a delicious backside and lovely legs. You are any man's wet dream."

Gaby seemed pleased with my words and continued to stare at herself in the mirror. "Do you really think I can wear this? The skirt's very short too."

"I doubt Nick will complain and I know Rob would love it. Try on some of the other stuff too."

...I handed a big bag to Gaby when I had finished paying and gave her a hug and a kiss. "Your husband will be thrilled when he sees your new outfits, believe me."

Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled 

is now available on Amazon 
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