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Hot Wife Amsterdam - Time to Reveal All

by

Zara Lynne

Part of the Hot Wife in Europe series - a collection of erotic short stories about hot wives and hotwifing

Hot Wife Amsterdam is the story of Anne, a Dutch woman married to an American, living in Amsterdam. Her husband is often away for weeks at a time. While organizing the sale of their city centre house, to fulfill her husband's ultimate fantasy she is tempted into the life of a hot wife. 

Excerpt:

'How dare Rob trade me like a whore. How dare he treat me like a piece of meat.' Anne thought. But as she looked up she saw Dieke had removed his jacket and was now removing his shirt. His chest was muscly, not too hairy, but very manly. Next to go were his shoes and socks, followed by his trousers. He stood at the bottom of the bed in his boxers and smiled that elusive smile, looking down at her spread pussy, lusting after her body. She could tell how much he was lusting from the size of his cock trying to break free from his boxers. She willed him to drop the boxers now.
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Hot Wife Amsterdam - Time to Reveal All


1-1. Rob's Dilemma

Rob clicked on the button to close the tab in the browser. It was only 5 in the morning and he hadn't been able to sleep, so he'd logged on to his favorite hotwife website. It was becoming an obsession. Only last week he'd bought an ebook: "From Shy Wife to Hot Wife" and read it within a couple of hours of downloading it. The strategy in the book seemed simple on paper. Now all he needed was the balls to take that first step and make it happen.

Rob loved his wife. He adored her. He absolutely reveled in watching her undress. He loved it when she wore revealing tops and short skirts. He wished she would go braless and let her beautiful breasts jiggle tantalizingly under her top when they were out and about. He would love to see a hint of her dark brown areolae and prominent nipples when they went out shopping, or to a restaurant or even better at a party. What Rob desired was a hotwife and he had been fantasizing about it for years. Buying the ebook last week was the first step he had actually taken to making his fantasy a reality.

Rob had never mentioned his fantasy to Anne. They'd been married for over 10 years, but Rob had shied away from revealing his deepest desires. Anne wasn't a prude or anything like that, but they rarely talked about sex or their sex life. They just had great sex. Rob was scared, terrified in fact, that Anne would reject his fantasy and that their relationship would suffer. So, he preferred to enjoy what he did have, rather than put it in jeopardy because of this obsessive fantasy of his to have a hotwife and see the effect she had on other men.

Anne stirred in bed and rolled over. As she did so the duvet slipped down to her waist, revealing her breasts under the sheer material of her babydoll. Rob was already hard from reading the hotwife and cuckold stories on the website, so the rising and falling of Anne's breasts as she breathed in and out sent even more blood coursing into his now fully engorged cock.

Rob couldn't resist reaching for his camera. He had taken pictures of Anne in the nude before, but never while she was asleep. He focused on her left nipple as it seemed to grow under the gaze of the lens. The camera mechanism seemed so loud in his ear as he fired off several shots of Anne's delicious tits and nipples. Rob cautiously pulled the sheet off Anne's legs to reveal her panties. Her legs were slightly splayed so he could the light fuzz of her mound through the sheer material of the panties as well as the outline of her pussy lips. 

Rob was caught in the moment as he took photo after photo of his wife. 

"Enjoying the view?"

Rob shuddered in surprise and blushed all over.

"Perhaps I should pull these aside so you can get a better view...", Anne said, smiling at him and pulling her panties aside to reveal an extremely wet pussy.

"Better?"

Rob recovered his composure and continued shooting off photos. "Oh God, yes," was all he could say.

Anne spread her legs even wider. Rob could see that her pussy lips were deliciously swollen and in his excitement the camera began to shake, so he set it down on the table and dived between his wife's legs.

As his tongue entered her pussy Anne began to shudder. 

Rob continued licking and sucking as Anne's orgasm peaked and slowly subsided, and as her shudders weakened he moved up to kiss her on the lips and much to Anne's surprise plunged his rock hard dick into her slippery wet pussy. Anne gasped in shock and threw her head back as another orgasm surged from between her legs throughout her body. Rob thrust wildly several times before grunting with eager lust and shooting his load deep into Anne's pussy.

As their passion eased, they lay in each others' arms while the beads of sweat rose on Rob's back. 

Anne kissed Rob's head and stroked his hair with affection. "What came over you this morning?" she asked, "You haven't been so spontaneously arduous for a long time."

With his head on Anne's breast, Rob mumbled something about Anne looking so gorgeous lying on the bed. Anne shuffled from under him so she could kiss his lips and look him in the eye. "I think there's more to it than that," she said, "You were frantic with lust. Did you watch a porn movie or something this morning that got you going?"

Rob though for a moment. He was hesitant to tell the truth, that he'd been imagining his wife with another man. "Partially," he said. "I didn't actually watch a porn movie, but I was thinking about a fantasy of mine."

"Oh, really," said Anne. "Anything I might like as well? Or were you just  fantasizing about screwing some big-breasted blonde," she said chuckling.

"No, nothing like that. It was about you, in fact."

"About me, why do you need to fantasize about me? I'm here, and I'm all yours."

Rob swallowed as he hesitated.

"You see," it was now or never, Rob though to himself, "I find it really, really hot to think of you being fucked by another man." Rob had used the f word on purpose, because Anne and he never used it to talk about their lovemaking.

Anne said nothing, she just looked at Rob, who was trying to avoid her eyes.

"I know," he said, "It's probably sounds a bit weird to you, but the thought of you being pleasured by someone else is so unbelievably arousing, I'm not suggesting it happen, or anything, but the thought is overpoweringly hot."

"You want me to go to bed with someone else?" Anne finally asked.

"Well, no, not exactly, but the idea of it is..."

"Do you have someone in mind?" Anne asked. "Just out of curiosity."

"No, of course not, it's a fantasy."

"And what does your fantasy hunk look like who's pleasuring your wife?" Anne continued.

Rob didn't know if Anne was upset, teasing him or what.

"Look, Anne, it's not like I expect it to happen. I love you..."

"So while I'm being 'fucked' by this stud, are you off doing his wife?"

"No, absolutely not. I only want you and nobody else. This is purely about you and your pleasures. For some reason the thought of you being ogled by other men, you flirting with other men and ultimately you fucking other men really excites me."

"Men? Other men? So I'm to have a number of lovers, am I?"

Rob didn't know what to say.

Anne got up and stood in her baby doll next to the bed looking at her husband. "I'm off for a shower. When I'm done I expect breakfast in bed and then we can talk more about these lovers of mine." And with that she bent down and kissed Rob on the lips and patted his now flaccid cock, before turning to go into the shower.


1-2. Slutty Sales

Rob hadn't really wanted to leave for Argentina, but he knew the project would be a financial lifesaver for them. At the airport, as Anne kissed her husband good bye before he disappeared into the security area, she left him with a huge smile on his face and an instant erection in his pants, when she whispered in his ear, that fantasies can come true.

The train from the airport had been crowded so early in the morning, so Anne had to stand for the twenty minute journey to the central station. She then hopped onto a tram and was at their house within ten minutes. Anne unlocked the front door of the house and as she stepped through the door, memories of their first two years in Amsterdam flooded back. So many great memories when she and Rob had first moved to the Netherlands. Those two years had been like one extended honeymoon. 

The house had been empty now for over six months. Originally her husband had wanted to rent it out, but they had not counted on the housing market in the inner city hitting a slump and a drought in Rob's normally bountiful consulting projects. They were desperate to sell it now to pay off the bridging loan they had had to take out to tide them over when buying their new luxury property in Haarlem. The bank manager had been edgy for a good six weeks and was threatening to foreclose by the end of the month -- only 2 weeks away -- if they didn't sell this property.

Normally Rob would have handled the real estate agent and prospective buyer, but the consulting project he had finally been offered out of the blue was the reason for him now being on a plane to Argentina. The project would keep him away for six weeks. Anne was used to his long absences, but would have preferred him to handle the sale. 

She had arrived an hour in advance, so she could make sure the house looked its best, not that an empty house ever really looked that appealing. The agent had suggested renting furniture to make the property more attractive, but with money tight they had decided against it. She couldn't help wondering whether it had been a mistake, since this was the first interest shown in the property for weeks.

As she was checking out the rooms the front door bell rang. Anne shouted down to say she was coming. In any case the noise of her heels clacking on the stairs in the empty house would have let the visitor know she was coming, long before she reached the front door.

Anne was surprised to see Casper the real estate agent at the door. Surprised, because she knew he had his own set of keys and further surprised because the showing wasn't for another forty minutes or so.

"Hello, Anne," Casper said pushing past Anne into the hallway, "I'm so glad you came early. We have a few things to organize before Mr de Groot gets here."

Anne shut the door and followed the real estate agent into the front room. 

Casper put his briefcase down on the floor and took Anne by the hand.

"Let's have a look at you," he said, and led her into a kind of dance twirl. Anne laughed in embarrassment, but twirled for the man. 

"Not bad," he said, "Your skirt is perfect, showing just enough leg. Great heels. I like your blouse, the styling shows off your shape beautifully..."

Anne was wearing Rob's favorite military style cream blouse with a flared pastel skirt. She had decided not to wear any stockings that day as it was unseasonably warm, but had put on her favorite Jimmy Choos.

"... but you'll have to lose the bra." Casper continued.

Anne looked at him in disbelief.

"Pardon," she said. "Lose my bra? Why on earth would I lose my bra?"

"Look, Anne, Mr de Groot is possibly our only chance of selling this house any time this year. The one thing I know about Mr de Groot is that he has an eye for a beautiful woman. You, my dear, are beautiful. You also have some assets that you should use. So, lose the bra and let's get our client in a more genial buying mood."

Anne was too amazed to answer. She didn't know Casper that well - she'd only met him on a couple of occasions - and no one had ever talked to her in this way, not even her husband. She knew that Casper was one of her husband's best friends in Amsterdam, but still...

"Anne, I won't take no for an answer. We have to sell this house. And we have to sell it now. Take off your bra and be ready to be extremely nice to Mr de Groot."

As if in a trance, Anne went into the downstair's bathroom at the back and removed her bra through her sleeves. She checked herself in the mirror wondering how obvious it would be that she was braless. The cream blouse wasn't exactly transparent, but she had rather dark nipples that showed through the material slightly. And when she moved she could feel her breasts jiggle and her nipples rubbed seductively against the soft cloth of the blouse.

She came out of the bathroom with her bra in her hand and went back into the front room where Casper was talking on the phone.

He looked her up and down as she came in and gave her a thumbs up. Noticing the bra in her hand, he grabbed it and stuffed it in his briefcase.

Anne could feel her nipples harden as Casper gave her the once over and felt herself blush slightly.

"Got to go," Casper said into the phone and slipped it into his jacket pocket.

"That's much better, Anne. I can see you're quite enjoying flaunting your tits, aren't you?"

Anne instinctively put her arm across her breasts, but Casper took hold of her hand and pulled it down.

"No need to be shy, Mr de Groot will adore your pointy nipples.

The door bell rang as he was talking... "And remember to be flirty. Let's pull out all the stops today. Now go answer the door."

Anne scuttled out of the room at the real estate agent's command and click-clacked to the door. Upon opening it she saw a rather handsome man of about 50, about ten years older than Anne and her husband. He was over six feet and extremely well dressed. The man's eyes gave her the once over in the way men do to women and stopped for a split second at her breasts, before once again looking her in the eyes and wishing her good morning.

"You must be Anne," he said affably and held out his hand, my name is Dieke de Groot."

Anne shook his hand with a firm grip and bade him enter.

"After you my dear," he said gallantly, raising his arm to let her know he expected her to go first. Anne realized he probably just wanted to check out her legs and ass and almost instinctively added a slight wiggle to her walk. This made her smile and realized that Casper's pep talk about flirting was having an effect.

Casper came into the hallway looking and acting the realtor. He suggested they go to the top floor first and work their way down. Dieke agreed and motioned for Anne to mount the stairs first. He followed closely behind, and as Anne had anticipated, enjoyed her shapely ass  as she walked up the stairs. 

Anne could feel Dieke's eyes on her legs as she mounted the steep stairs so common in houses in Dutch cities. She was also aware that he could probably get glimpses of the back of her thighs and even her white panties as her short skirt swayed with the motion of her legs. To her surprise the thought pleased her and she slowed down just a little to prolong the shivers of pleasure she was feeling.

For the next twenty minutes as they wandered around the four floors of the house, Casper spouted his spiel about the house and its location, the wonderful investment opportunity it presented and the chance to get it at a wonderful price. Dieke seemed totally disinterested in everything and anything the realtor could come up with. He did nod occasionally at a comment by Casper, but most of the time he was ogling Anne and more particularly her breasts. She found his attentions very flattering and often had to resist the urge to fold her arms across her chest. Finally, as they entered the front room on the ground floor, Dieke said something.

"Anne," he said turning his back on Casper, "I love a woman who is bold enough not to wear a bra and let a man enjoy her breasts. I like women even more who are brazen enough not to wear panties. I'm really looking forward to our next meeting. I'll be here for a personal viewing tomorrow afternoon at 2:00. I'll see you then."

With that he turned to Casper, shook his hand and said his business manager would be in touch to work out the details and he walked briskly out of the room and onto the street, leaving the front door wide open.

Anne watched through the window as he strode forcefully along Keizersgracht towards Raadhuisstraat. "Quite a man," she thought to herself. "Not someone who expects to be disobeyed," she mused as she watched him disappear over the next bridge.

Casper's hands on her shoulders brought her back to the present. 

"I think we did very well there. Just as I told you, my plan worked." As Casper spoke his hands slid down from her shoulders and lightly brushed her nipples before cupping her breasts and massaging them gently. To her surprise, Anne let him continue. She now realized how aroused she had been while they had been showing Dieke the house. Casper's hands on her breasts sent waves of pleasure up and down her spine. She sensed how wet she was. Anne was also feeling a sense of euphoria. It seemed Dieke was going to buy the house. She wouldn't crack open the champagne until the ink was dry on the contract, but she doubted a man like Dieke de Groot was one to mess around - he gets what he wants. As this thought crossed her mind, she knew that the house wasn't the only thing Dieke wanted and it made her whole body shudder in expectation.

Casper felt Anne's body tremble and smiled.

A loud buzz from Casper's jacket pocket interrupted his fun.

"Yes... excellent... of course... I'll have them drawn up and ready by 12:00. In your office? Ok. Thank you. Bye."

Anne turned to face Casper with her back to the window overlooking the canal while he was talking on the phone.

He slipped the phone back into his pocket. The beam on his face told Anne all she needed to know.

"He doesn't waste time. That was Dieke de Groot's business manager. As you heard, he wants the contracts for the house ready by 12:00 Friday. We're to meet him in their offices. He's willing to pay your asking price and wants a quick settlement."

Anne felt a surge of relief. She flung her arms round Casper and gave him a hug.

"Thank you so much," she said.

Casper pulled her tightly to him and Anne could feel how hard he was through his trousers.

She pulled away from his embrace as he said, "Don't forget, you're to meet Dieke in tomorrow - no doubt to finalize a few details. I'll be close by in case you need some help."

"I'll be fine, Casper. He's a charming man and I think we hit it off, don't you?"

"Well, he has an eye for the women and you certainly caught his eye. Make sure you dress even sexier this afternoon. Know what I mean? We don't want to disappoint him, do we?"

"Look, Casper, I'll be fine, But I've got to go."

Anne was feeling flustered in the house alone with Casper and didn't need his advice on dressing. It was only when she was 200 yards along the street that she remembered her bra in Casper's bag. 

"I'll get it tomorrow," she shrugged. 

The tram to the railway station was just stopping at the bridge, so she hurried to catch it. Anne flopped into a seat and let out a sudden "Yes!" much to the surprise of the young man sitting opposite who gave her a big smile. His eyes were clamped on her breasts. Anne smiled back, not that he probably noticed. Men's fixation with women's breasts was mystifying. But, for the moment, all Anne could think of was that she must phone Rob as soon as he landed in Buenos Aires, but that wouldn't be until after her meeting with Dieke the next day. She would certainly have a lot to tell him.


1-3. Full Updates

A five hour layover in Madrid had not improved Rob's mood and the interminable line at the passport desk in the airport in Buenos Aires was pushing him to breaking point. 

He was desperate to call Anne for news, but there were signs all over prohibiting the use of mobile phones and it was only about 5.30 in Amsterdam, so he wouldn't want to wake her anyway.

After two and half hours in the line, he is admitted to Argentina and has to now rush to catch his connecting flight to Puerto Deseado in southern Argentina. The flight is only a few hours, but he is unable to sleep and when he arrives mid afternoon local time, he is absolutely tired out. As soon as he steps off the plane he calls Anne, but there's no answer from Anne's phone.

The lone taxi by the terminal seems the best option to reach the hotel, so he dumps his bag on the back seat and jumps in. The driver is very talkative, but has a particularly difficult accent and Rob only gleans a smattering of the taxi driver's monologue  

As Rob's mind begins to wander there is a loud beep from his phone announcing a text message. To his surprise it's an unknown number - but from the Dutch, he can tell by the +31. 'Anne must have borrowed someone's phone,' he muses and taps to open the message.

Text: "Thanks to your hot wife, you have sold your house. Congratulations."

Rob calls Anne on her number immediately - theres no answer. Frantically he calls the unknown number - no answer.

his phone beeps again.

Text: "Anne can't get to the phone at the moment, getting ready to go out on a date."

Rob is even more frantic. He calls both numbers again with the same result.

Text: "Text only please. If you want to hear more about your sexy wife's date, reply with one word to this message - YES or NO?"

Rob stares at the text in disbelief. 'Date. Sexy wife. Who is this,' he thinks. While concentrating on the messages he hadn't noticed the taxi arrive at the hotel. He paid the driver and stepped onto the street. His phone beeped again.

Text: "Last warning, text only. YES or NO?

Rob, typed three letters then hesitated before pressing send: "YES"

To Rob's surprise the hotel was expecting him and the room was clean and surprisingly comfortable. within 5 minutes he had checked in and was getting ready to have a shower.

Feeling revived from the hot water, he checks his phone, but no message.

A good half hour passes. Rob is sleepy, but unable to sleep. He'd like to go and eat, but is desperate to receive another message. He keeps looking at phone willing a message to arrive. to his consternation, he realizes he has a hard on.

"Beep." At last a message, he fumbles to open it.

Text: "Just met up with your lovely wife. Looking forward to seeing a lot more of her. Sweet dreams!"

Rob calls Anne again, but still no reply. He is dreadfully tired and is unable to stay awake and falls asleep fully clothed. He sleeps fitfully.

Another loud beep from the phone wakes him. It's from Anne. 'At last.' he sighs with relief.

Text: All well. House sold - must follow instructions. No phone calls, no email. Text messages only. 

Rob is stunned. He's beginning to feel a little afraid. 

Within minutes he receives another message, it's a photo from behind of woman's legs, in high heels, just like Anne's fuck me pumps, the woman is wearing a very short skirt.

It could be Anne's, but Rob is not sure.

A hour goes by, Rob is almost too tired and too anxious to sleep. He now receives a photo of a cocktail glass on a table. Behind the glass is woman in a white blouse. Her dark bra is showing and the blouse is unbuttoned to reveal ample cleavage. The photo is immediately followed by another message.

Text: "Do you want updates as I seduce her? YES, I WANT UPDATES AS YOU SEDUCE MY WIFE or NO?"

Robs doesn't know what to do. He writes the message, erases it, writes it again, he is in turmoil. 

Text: "You will reply within 2 minutes to my questions or else all communication will cease. Understood?"

Rob replies immediately: "Understood"

Text: "Do you want updates as I seduce her? YES I WANT UPDATES AS YOU SEDUCE MY WIFE or NO?

"YES"

"Yes what?"

"YES I WANT UPDATES AS YOU SEDUCE MY WIFE"

Text: "I think she should take off her bra. Do you want your wife to brazenly show her delicious breasts in public? YES, MY WIFE ANNE SHOULD GO BRALESS AND SHOW HER BREASTS IN PUBLIC or NO.

Rob has never felt such arousal and anguish. All his fantasies seem to be coming true at once and he's half way round the world. His hands are trembling as he replies to the text:

"YES, MY WIFE ANNE SHOULD GO BRALESS AND SHOW HER BREASTS IN PUBLIC". 

Half an hour later, a photo arrives. Rob has been willing the message to arrive and can hardly open it without trembling. The same cocktail glass on the table, the same woman in a white blouse, no bra, but large brown areolae and full, pointed nipples clearly visible.

Rob's dick becomes rock solid when he sees the photo, it's almost painful. He zooms in on the breasts and examines the photo in detail. He is trembling with jealousy, arousal, lust, even fear. But he's still not 100% sure it's Anne. The breasts are very similar, he is almost 99% certain it's Anne, but would she do this? Rob racks his brain trying to remember a distinguishing feature that would convince him totally that this is a photo of his darling wife.

As he's examining the photo, the phone buzzes again to indicate a text message.

Text: "We're going to a cocktail party at my gentlemen's club now. Get some rest, cuck. Next update in 8 hours."

"Cuck!" "Cuck!" The word screamed at Rob from the screen. 


1-4. Sheer Submission

It was five to two and Anne was rushing along the street to get to the house on time. She had fully intended being early, but she just hadn't been able to decide on her outfit. In the end she had plumped for her blouse and pencil skirt from the day before. She put on a matching black balcony bra and thong, still in two minds as to whether she would actually remove them before Dieke arrived. She had also worn her highest and sexiest heels -- Rob called them her fuck-me pumps -- and it was because of the towering heels that she was having difficulty running.

"Anne!"

A voice called out from behind. She stopped and turned to see Dieke walking purposefully towards her. She smiled at him and did her best to catch her breath, without seeming too ruffled. Dieke was wearing what looked like a Paul Smith casual jacket, matching and beautifully cut trousers, a crisp open-necked shirt and elegant English brogues. Anne guiltily felt a flutter between her legs at the sight of him. 

"I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't have time..." He cut her off, politely yet abruptly.

"Lovely to see you again. Once again you are looking stunning." 

Dieke took hold of her left hand and seemed to finger her wedding ring.

"I love the black bra showing through your blouse. It will be a pleasure to watch you remove it later."

Anne felt herself blush at his arrogance. He then smiled in the way that made Anne tingle all over and calmly stated, "I trust you are not wearing panties." 

Anne blushed even more crimson and went to answer, but Dieke pressed his forefinger onto her red lips, "No matter, we will look into that later. Let's go have brunch. But first I want a picture of you from behind, your legs are incredible"

Anne turned and posed for him as he snapped a photo on his phone. He then took Anne by the hand as they strolled along the canal and into an elegant boutique hotel that had opened only recently. Anne heard Dieke chatting, but her mind was in torment, "What am I doing? Why am I doing this? Should I be doing this? What is it actually that I am doing?"

She awoke from her reveries as they walked into the lobby of the hotel, "Good morning, Mr de Groot", Dieke nodded to the doorman and guided Anne towards the restaurant with his hand on the small of her back. 

The restaurant was quite busy, but within minutes of their entry, a table by the window had been cleared and they were sitting in superbly comfortable chairs with a margarita each.

Anne sipped at her drink tentatively while watching Dieke. He was totally at ease, visibly a man who expected the best and always got it. She wasn't used to having cocktails at ten in the morning, but what the heck, it's not every day you sell your house, she mused.

"Anne," Dieke began, placing a mobile phone on the table between them, "I want to set out the ground rules."

"Ground rules?" Anne looked at him questioningly and put her glass on the table.

"Yes, ground rules. Both you and your husband must be willing participants in all we do," is that clear.

"Well, of course," Anne replied, still unsure exactly what Dieke meant.

"I am going to purchase your property, whatever happens between you and me, Is that understood?"

Anne nodded somewhat perplexed, but let Dieke continue.

"If ever either of you want to stop, just say the word 'loganberry' and I will immediately disappear from your lives for ever. Is that understood?

"Well, yes, but...," 

"We'll say no more on the matter. You know the word, and you know how to make me disappear. Here's to you, your beauty and your loving husband..." and with that he raised his glass and waited for Anne to chink glasses with him.

"Please turn off your phone now. We will only communicate with your husband using this phone." Dieke said, pointing to the iPhone on the table.

Anne took her phone out of her bag and deliberated for a few seconds. As she turned off her phone, she realized she had crossed a line, a line that she hoped would ensure the sale, but also a line that she hoped Rob would approve of.

"Excellent. I'll just send Rob a text to let him know you're fine and to lay out the ground rules, so he's up to speed."

Dieke's thumbs work their magic on the phone while Anne just sits back submissively in her chair sipping her drink. She feels sure that Rob will approve of her decision. "It's done now, just go with the flow", she thinks to herself.

Dieke's phone beeps occasionally with an incoming message and occasionally Dieke types something, but his attention is almost totally on Anne. His conversation is definitely what many would call scintillating. Anne feels flattered and appreciated in his company. As she is enjoying her second martini, Dieke picks up his phone, takes a picture of her and then types in something.

Just as Anne is finally beginning to relax, Dieke takes her by the hand and looks deeply into her eyes. "Anne," he said, "Do you trust me?"

"Well, yes, I suppose so," she said.

"I believe you do," said Dieke, "And that is important, if we are to spend time together."

Anne nodded, wondering what he was going to say next. 

"You are aware, of course, that I am going to fuck you many times over the next few days."

Anne knew her face and neck were totally red with embarrassment, but she knew her pussy was getting wetter and wetter.

"You must also know that I am an honorable man and will not take advantage of another's man's wife..."

Anne nodded, wondering what was coming next. She crossed her legs to try and stem the flow between her legs and to take her mind off her blushing body.

"...so you should be aware that your husband is fully aware of my intentions and has granted his permission.

"He has? When?" Anne's mind is racing. 'Is this a set up?' she thought. 'Had Rob planned this before he went? Is Rob testing me? What am I doing?' Thoughts were spinning through her mind as she listened to Dieke's mesmerizing voice.

Dieke continued, "I just received this to confirm his approval. Take a look."

Dieke tapped on the screen of his phone a few times and then passed me the phone. In big capital letters 'YES, I WANT UPDATES AS YOU SEDUCE MY WIFE'. Anne scrolled down to see the number of the sender. At the back of her mind she was praying it wasn't Rob, between her legs she was praying it was.

When she saw Rob's number, she was taken aback. 'Did he really want Dieke to seduce her? Did he really want his fantasy to come alive as it was doing right now?' The feelings between her legs grew even more intense as she realized what this message meant. 'My husband has given me permission to follow my lust,' she mused and looked at Dieke as she went to hand back the phone.

"Now, look at his next message...," he said, refusing to take the phone.

Anne scrolled to the next message from Rob. "YES, MY WIFE ANNE SHOULD GO BRALESS AND SHOW HER BREASTS IN PUBLIC".

Anne looked up as she took in the message. Dieke was smiling at her. "It's time Anne, the ladies room is over there," he said indicating the far side of the restaurant. "And bring me back your panties, I want to enjoy the perfume of your cunt juices."

Anne put the phone on the table and, without looking at Dieke, she walked with as much dignity as possible between the tables to the ladies' room.

She went straight into a stall and sat on the toilet. "Oh, my god," she said out loud, "what are you doing girl? Get a grip. Just walk out of the restaurant now."

Thoughts about the sale of the house, her husband's messages, her lust for Dieke, her husband's fantasy, even how she would tell her best friend about this and what would people think just flashed through her mind as, for the second day running, she removed her bra from under her shirt and with a wistful glance at it, she stuffed it behind the cistern. She then pulled up her skirt and removed her rather damp thong, before smoothing her skirt down again. 

Clasping the rolled up thong in her hand, she stepped out of the cubicle and looked at herself in the mirror. She could see her erect nipples and dark brown areolae through her blouse. Just for the hell of it, she undid another button on the blouse and touched up her makeup a little before walking back into the restaurant. 

Anne  was sure everyone's eyes were on her. Most definitely, however, she saw how Dieke's eyes followed the progress of her stiff nipples back to her seat. She sat down demurely with her legs to one side and discreetly handed Dieke her thong clasped in her hand. He took it equally discretely without a word and to her surprise passed it several times under his nose as he inhaled deeply and then placed it in his jacket pocket.

"Delicious," he said, "Absolutely divine. I can already savor the pleasure of your legs splayed while I drink your copious juices as they dribble from your cunt."

Anne shifted uneasily in her chair as she felt her pussy spasm in pleasure.

Dieke typed something into his phone and then stood up. He took her by the hand and Anne obediently followed him into the lobby, oblivious to the leering stares at her jiggling breasts from one or two staff and customers. They stepped into the lift and Dieke requested the lift boy to take them to the club. 

"Absolutely, sir," said the lift boy, who couldn't have been more than 20. He tried desperately not to look at Anne's chest, but was drawn to the big brown areolae tantalizingly visible under the semi-sheer material of her blouse.

Anne looked at the floor, fully aware of the young man's gaze. To her amazement she realized she rather took pleasure in the attention. 

When the lift came to a halt on the top floor, Dieke told the lift boy not to open the doors yet as he had something to ask him.

The young man complied, pressing the button to hold the lift. He looked at Dieke in anticipation.

"Do you find Anne, my companion, attractive?" Dieke asked the young man who was rather taken aback. 

"Well... er..."

"Come on, I want the truth."

"Well, yes sir, I do."

"Do you think she should open another button on her blouse?"

"Oh, yes, that would be...," he stopped himself mid-sentence fearing that he'd overstepped the mark.

"Glad to hear it. Anne, another button, as the young man requested.

Anne didn't even hesitate, just opened another button on her blouse revealing far more cleavage than she had ever done in her life.

"Better?" Dieke asked the young man.

"Oh, yes sir." 

"Good. Now, before we leave you, if you can answer my next question correctly, I will give you 100 euro."

"I'll do my best, sir."

"Is Anne, here, wearing panties?"

"Both Anne and young man looked at each other and turned crimson together."

"Pardon, sir," the young man stammered.

"You heard, is she or is she not wearing panties?".

"Well, if I had to hazard a guess I would say 'yes', sir."

"Really. Well let's see if you are correct." Dieke turned to Anne and said, "Let's see if the young man's right. Lift your skirt."

Anne looked at Dieke with horror. "Here? Now? In front of the boy?"

"Absolutely. We need to know the truth, Anne. Lift your skirt."

Anne took hold of the hem of her skirt on both sides and pulled it slowly up her legs keeping her eyes firmly on Dieke. The young man's gaze was transfixed on her thighs as they slowly appeared from under her skirt. Dieke was looking Anne in the eye. Soon Anne's engorged pussy and tiny landing strip were visible and it was evident to the young man that Anne was not wearing panties. The young man gasped and whimpered several thank-you-madams. Dieke also thanked her, clicked the camera shutter on his iPhone, glanced momentarily at her pussy, before telling her to drop her skirt.

As they stepped out of the lift, Dieke handed the young man a 100 euro note, much to the young man's delight. 

"Thank you so much sir, I look forward to seeing you - and your lady - again soon. Thank you.
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The lift had brought Anne and Dieke to a luxurious penthouse sweet with almost 360° views of Amsterdam and beyond. In the distance Anne though she could see the sea and even one of the islands to the north of Amsterdam.

The penthouse was opulently furnished. Dieke led her through the entrance hall and into a sumptuous bedroom. The walls were nearly all mirrors and the ceiling above the massive bed also contained a huge mirror.

Anne looked at herself. Could this be the demure Anne married to Rob? 

Dieke sat in a chair about 6 feet from the foot of the bed and beckoned to Anne to come stand in front of him. Dieke began to undo the buttons on her blouse. Slowly, one by one, he opened the buttons. When they were all open he pulled the blouse out of her skirt and dropped it from her shoulders.

Dieke's eyes were at nipple height. He devoured Anne's breasts with his eyes, before taking one in each hand and caressing them lovingly, letting his thumbs roll over her nipples. Anne gasped in pleasure as his thumbs tweaked her engorged nipples.

He told her to take a step back. As she did so, he took a picture of her naked breasts and spent thirty seconds typing a message.

"Come here," he said, and as she stepped close once more he undid the zip of her skirt and let it drop to her feet.

Anne instinctively covered her pubes with her hands, but Dieke took hold of them and put them behind her back.

Anne had never felt more naked in her life. 

Dieke motioned for her to turn and face the bed. She did so. 

Dieke moved his hands across her buttocks up her back and then down both legs. She shivered with pleasure as his hands passed over her buttocks and down her legs. She wanted to feel his hands on her breasts again, and feel his cock in her pussy. She knew that now and knew she was ready to let him have his way with her in any way he wanted. In fact, she craved it.

He told her to step closer to the bed again and to put her hands behind her head. Once more she heard the shutter click of the iPhone from behind.

"Face me," he said.

She turned to face him, her hands still behind her head. Feeling tall in her heels, but oh so vulnerable in her naked state. 

He took another photo of her with his iPhone and then told her to lie on the bed. She went to take off her heels, but he said he wanted her to keep them on. 

She scooted into the middle of the bed and waited, lying prone with her legs straight and her arms across her chest wondering when he was going to remove his clothes.

Dieke moved to the top of the bed, took her right arm and tied it to the bedpost with a silken scarf. He then tied a similar scarf around her right thigh and pulled it tight so that her thigh was flat on the bed. He did the same with her left thigh. She was now spread utterly before him. Anne could feel the blood surging into her pussy lips. she now expected him to tie her left arm to the bedpost, but he simply returned to the foot of the bed and took several photos of her with his iPhone, paying particular attention to her splayed pussy.

After taking the photos, as usual, he typed a quick message.

"Just keeping your husband up to date," Dieke said, as way of explanation. 

"Rob? You're sending these photos to Rob? My God, what will he say?" Anne felt the full reality of what she was doing.

"Do you want to see one of his replies? Dieke asked. "Here, take a look." 

He brought up a message and showed it to Anne as she lay spread-eagled on the bed.

"YES, I WANT YOU TO SEND PHOTOS AND VIDEOS OF YOU FUCKING MY WIFE."

Anne gasped. "And this one?" he said, proffering the phone again: "YES, I WANT TO SEE ANNE SWALLOW YOUR CUM."

For a second Anne toyed with saying "lingonberry". 'How dare Rob trade me like a whore. How dare he treat me like a piece of meat.' Anne thought. But as she looked up she saw Dieke had removed his jacket and was now removing his shirt. His chest was muscly, not too hairy, but very manly. Next to go were his shoes and socks, followed by his trousers. He stood at the bottom of the bed in his boxers and smiled that elusive smile, looking down at her spread pussy, lusting after her body. She could tell how much he was lusting from the size of his cock trying to break free from his boxers. She willed him to drop the boxers now.

As the thought crossed her mind, Dieke said, "Cum for me and I'll take off my boxers."

Anne's slowly moved her only free hand, her left hand, down between her legs. Her fingers slipped inside her slick cunt. 

"That's right, show me how you touch yourself with your wedding ring glistening." As Dieke spoke, he released his cock and let his boxers drop to the floor. 

Anne's let out a sigh as she saw Dieke's cock for the first time. It looked massive. She was thrilled that she was the one that had caused him to get so hard. It was pointing almost straight up to his stomach. He was circumcised, making him appear much bigger to Anne. The bulbous end of his cock was dark red and she could see drops of pre-cum dribbling from the tip. Her tongue involuntarily licked her lips as she anticipated taking his cock into her mouth and swallowing his sperm.

Her fingers were working their magic now, although she had never made herself cum using her left hand. She had wondered why Dieke had kept her left hand free. It must turn him on to know I'm a married woman. For his enjoyment, she moved her ring finger up to her clit and began circling it, gently at first, and eventually with rough abandon. Anne could feel her orgasm mounting inside. Her eyes closed for a second, but Dieke grabbed her hand and pulled it from her clit.  

Dieke had pulled her hand away from reaching an orgasm and was now tying it to the bedpost, just like her right hand. She had been just about to cum. She was gutted and now really craved an orgasm. She wriggled her body, but she needed more. "Bastard," she said, and meaning it.

Dieke caressed her cheek with his hand.

"I just wanted to let you know, that your husband is now watching your every move." Adding as an afterthought, "At his request, of course."

Anne looked up at the mirror and twigged how it was being done.

"I want to also make sure he gets a close up when I first penetrate your cunt. When your head goes back in ecstasy as my thick cock slides into your delicious, wet hole."

Anne groaned with desire as he said the words "penetrate your cunt". At the moment, it was almost all she craved. 'Fuck the cameras', she thought to herself, 'fuck me now...'

"Start fucking me now. That's what Rob wants, isn't it. I want your cock, now." Anne, to her surprise, screamed out loud.

Dieke moved onto the bed between Anne's legs. He slid his hands up her legs, past her gaping cunt, across her stomach and began kneading her tits. Anne groaned with pleasure and tugged at her bonds. Dieke continued to knead and pull on her fiercely hard nipples. After kneading both tits and nipples roughly, he moved his legs up her body and straddled her chest. She could feel his balls on her tits and all she could see was his monster cock in front of her face with the precum still glistening on the tip.

With his finger, he took a drop of the pre-cum from his cock and fed it to her mouth. Anne licked it greedily, relishing the first taste of this enigmatic man.

Dieke now placed his hands above her head, so that his cock was directly in line with her mouth. Without a moment's hesitation Anne wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and began to suck vigorously.

Anne realized she was at his mercy as to how deep or fast he might want to go. Rob had never done this to her. She felt vulnerable, but craved Dieke's cock in her mouth. She wanted to show him how good she was. 

Dieke let her suck the end of his cock for a few minutes, watching from above as her lips and tongue savored the pre-cum. When Anne began to move her head up and down, albeit with difficulty in the position she was in, Dieke, told her to relax, lie still and let him do the work.

At first, he slowly began to pump his cock in and out of her willing mouth, gradually easing the bulbous head further and further in. Anne couldn't move her head as his cock began to move in and out of her mouth at speed. Each thrust went a tiny bit further into her mouth and soon she could feel her gag reflex kicking in. She fought valiantly to control it and relaxed her throat for each thrust. 

Dieke was starting to grunt and Anne could feel his cock beginning to throb with the tell-tale signs. But instead of thrusting even faster, he slowed almost to a halt and wiped pre-cum from his cock all over her lips, before plunging it back in.

"Anne," Dieke panted as he thrust his cock ever faster in and out, at your husband's request I am going to cum in your mouth first. I understand you are not keen on swallowing, but I have to ask you, will you do it for me?"

Anne grunted.

"Was that a yes?" he asked and pulled his cock out of her mouth.

"Fuck yes, cum now, fill my mouth with your hot cum," she said, and lifted her head to engulf his cock with her lips.

Dieke's ass was pumping the rigid cock into Anne's mouth. Anne sensed the first surges of Dieke's cum along his cock. The initial spurt was, in Anne's mind, surprisingly gentle. The second took her by surprise in its intensity and as it hit her throat she came. The spurt hit the back of her throat with a massive force and she could feel some of the cum ooze upwards out of her mouth in a stream, but the force of her orgasm left her helpless to react. Most of Dieke's cum was tending to go straight down her throat, but by the time Dieke had shot his fifth spurt, Anne's throat was full and the cum was also filling her mouth. 

Dieke's grunting stopped after the sixth spurt and he slowly removed his cock from Anne's mouth while her body was still jerking with her orgasm. Anne's chin and lips were covered in cum and she was swallowing what was in her mouth. She had never taken a load in her mouth like that. She licked her lips and what she could of her chin. Dieke scraped the rest of the cum off her chin and fed it to her. He then allowed her to lick the rest of the cum from his cock. Anne licked and slurp with pleasure. She felt proud of herself and hoped she had pleased her lover.

To Anne's surprise, as she licked and sucked his cock, it began to get hard again. Within minutes, he was as hard as he had been before he came.

Dieke clambered off her and then untied her from the bed.

"Don't get up," he said. "I'm going to fill your cunt with cum now. Spread your legs and let me taste your juices."

Anne didn't really move from the position she had been in and probably even spread her legs wider to let Dieke get a good view of her cunt. She knew it was slippery and wet and ready for him.

Without ceremony Dieke dived head first between her legs and forced his tongue into her hole. She gasped in ecstasy and put her hands on his head to pull him closer, suddenly realizing that it was almost the first time she had touched him.

Dieke's tongue was heaven. He sucked on her lips, pushed his tongue deep inside her cunt, bit and tickled her clit and to her utter surprise, licked and rimmed her asshole. "Oh god, that's wonderful, yes, yes, yes..."

As Dieke sensed her orgasm mounting, he started kissing his way up Anne's body. He paid keen attention to her rigid nipples, biting and sucking them, before moving up to her mouth. They had their first kiss with Anne's arms pulling Dieke tightly to her and with her begging him to put his cock in her. She could taste herself on his lips and knew he could taste himself on hers; this idea made her even hotter.

"Guide me in," Dieke said. Anne moved her hand down to take his cock. "No, your left hand, of course," he said, "With your wedding ring." 

Anne took hold of his cock with her left hand. 'That is so hard and ready', she thought, and guided the head to her cunt. She fed the tip into the lips of her cunt and put her hands on his ass to pull him inside.

Dieke slipped his cock slowly into Anne. Her breathing became heavier, her body began to tremble and she threw back her head in ecstasy as Dieke's cock filled her up.

Slowly he moved in and out, taking his full length in both directions. Anne was grunting already with pleasure. Her hands were pulling him into her, begging him to go faster. She wrapped her legs high around his body, pulling him closer. He teased her for a while longer, before suddenly plunging into her cunt as fast as he could. She screamed in exquisite agony and he plunged in once more.

He seemed to go on for hours, but Anne was oblivious. Her orgasm was getting closer and closer, her body was calling out to Dieke to fill her cunt with his cum. Dieke's grunting was also getting louder and more urgent. He was roughly plunging into her and slamming his body against her. She began to scream as a massive orgasm jerked through her body from head to toe. As she let out her first scream Dieke grunted and slammed into her forcefully, once again shooting a load of hot cum into Anne's body. Spurt after spurt filled her exquisite cunt as she spasmed and shook in the throes of an intense orgasm.
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When Anne woke up several hours later, she could see it was dark outside. She was still naked, but snuggled under a duvet. Dieke wasn't in the bed. She got up and put on a short silk robe she found in the en suite. "Dieke," she called, but there was no answer.

It was then she noticed a DVD case on the bedside table. There was a card attached to the case: "For your lucky husband. You are one hot wife! Here's a DVD to prove it. Exchanging contracts for the house in 10 days, see you there. DdG."

Anne smiled. 'Had Rob really wanted this?' she asked herself. 'Had he actually witnessed everything?'

Her clothes were freshly laundered and hanging neatly in the wardrobe. Next to them was a new bra and pantie set. Anne left them there. She probably wouldn't be needing them much. She showered, got dressed and went out to call the lift. She then turned her phone back on. It beeped several times to let her know she had some messages. All of them from Rob, of course. She only read the last one: "Flight arrives 10:30 pm Schiphol. I love my hot wife xxxx."

The lift boy smiled sheepishly at her as she stepped in the lift. 

"Ground floor?" He asked.

"Yes please." Anne replied. "Do you think my blouse is too transparent?" she asked him coyly.

"Oh, no Madam, it's... I mean... you're very sexy."

"Thank you," she said and stepped into the lobby and out onto the street to get a taxi for the airport and the beginning of her new life.

****END****
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